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    Blue Mage 
 
    One 
 
    The sky lit up with a brilliant flash. The sun had just dipped below the horizon and the sky was bathed in a fierce yellow light before fading into a dim fiery orange glow. Stars dotted the sky with their glimmering shine. Night pushed at the fading light like a warm blanket on a cold winter evening. A peace had fallen over the seaside town of Sapphire Cove. The town lights blinked to life and the cobbled streets were filled with townsfolk ready for an evening's meal and drink. Despite the calm and wondrous evening, one young spirit was lost to gloom and self-loathing. 
 
    Trystan sat on a sturdy wooden chair, overlooking the ocean to the horizon from the comfort of his backyard. Ships lit their lanterns and small waves grew dark in the dim light. The young man kept his eyes on the ocean surface, finger dipping into his tall glass of water. Eyes closed and he tapped the inside of the glass three times. The water swirled and foamed. Trystan pulled his finger from the foaming little storm in a glass and it settled into a dark amber liquid. The young man picked up the glass and sipped its contents. The finest ale spilled down over his tongue and down his throat. The small amount of pleasure from the drink wasn't enough to chase away the shadows plaguing his mind. He knew tonight was going to be difficult. It was probably going to be the most difficult thing he ever had to do in his entire life. 
 
    Trystan pulled his cell phone from his pocket and tapped the screen. Still no word from any of the mage colleges he applied to. The mood grew darker and failure filled him. Trystan took another sip and mulled over his options. If he wasn't accepted to any college then he would have to stay in Sapphire Cove, get a real job and fill his nights with drinking and disgust. The young man gulped down more ale, hoping it was enough to dull his senses so he could handle the trouble ahead of him. 
 
    Lights blinked to life behind him. Trystan turned his head to see a short young woman walk in. She was dressed in a tight black dress with thigh high black boots. Hair was black as the rest of her outfit except for the purple streak from her right temple to the back of her neck. Trystan turned away when he saw her brow was in a sharp V, her mouth tight. 
 
    Trystan took another gulp as the glass door slid open and the young woman in black stepped out. 
 
    "Trystan! What was so important that I had to stop my studies and visit you tonight?" 
 
    "Hi Freya," Trystan said simply and finished off his ale. 
 
    Freya stood off to the side, tapping her foot, “Don't 'hi me' you loser. I need to get everything in order for the Shadow College. Something you should be doing now." 
 
    Trystan sank into his chair, "I haven't heard if any of the colleges have accepted me yet, still waiting." 
 
    Freya huffed, "It's that attitude that keeps you from getting anywhere. I honestly don't know why I'm with you." 
 
    "I told you, I don't have any interest in the Shadow College. I applied because you wanted me to. I'm hoping to get into the Elemental College." 
 
    Freya ignored him and continued, "I could talk to someone in admissions. See if we can push it along so we can go in together. I really think the Shadow College will be best for you and our relationship." 
 
    Trystan sank even lower, "Freya, you don't listen to me. I don't want to go to the Shadow College. I want to go to the Elemental College." 
 
    The young woman crossed her arms, “How is any college going to take you seriously? You haven't even chosen a familiar and the only spell you know really well is turning water into alcoholic drinks. You're a mess and I need to help you put your life together." 
 
    Trystan gritted his teeth and let out a deep sigh, "I don't want you to put my life together. I don't want you around me anymore." 
 
    Freya's eyes flashed red and she stood over Trystan with a menacing aura, "What did you just say?" 
 
    Trystan gulped, “I said I don't want you around anymore. We.....we are breaking up," The young man stuttered. 
 
    "Nobody breaks up with me!" Freya hissed. 
 
    "I'm sorry but we can't be together. Please give me the key. The few things you have here are in a box in the bedroom," Trystan's heart was beating like a jack hammer. 
 
    Freya's eyes narrowed, “Nobody breaks up with me," Freya said in a deep evil whisper. 
 
    The woman in black walked right back into the house, Trystan was on his feet and following her, ready for the tantrum that was coming. Freya stopped in the middle of the living room, not turning around. Trystan stopped with his head down and eyes on the smooth wooden floor. The air was alive with energy which in turn made Trystan nervous. He was about to say something when Freya waved her hand. The glass door to the porch slid shut and the lock clicked into place. 
 
    "I know you’re upset. This is very hard for me too but I think it would be best for both of us if we....." 
 
    "I should have known you would try and betray me, betray us," Freya growled. 
 
    Trystan's eyes widened, "It's not a betrayal. I just think we are from two different worlds. You're studying to become a shadow mage while I feel I would be best as an elemental mage. I'm sure you will find someone at the Shadow College who likes the same...uh....dark things you like."  
 
    Freya turned around, heat pouring off her body, muscles shaking in pure rage, “You are mine Trystan Song! I will not allow you to leave!" 
 
    Trystan steeled himself, "I think we should be calm and talk this out."  
 
    Energy whipped around Freya, her mouth twisting into a demonic grin. From below the edge of her dress, a stream of mist floated out like a gray tentacle. It snaked up next to her body and a moment later, formed into a dark elf. The dark elf flexed his tight, well defined thin frame. The elf was naked except for a metal loin cup and whip on his hip. The dark elf pushed back a lock of white hair from his red eyes and grinned at Trystan. 
 
    Trystan took a step back, "I don't think we need Loc here. This is between me and you." 
 
    Loc the dark elf bowed his head to Freya, "What shall I do with him this time, Mistress?" 
 
    Trystan put his hands up, "Freya, I really think we need to talk this out." 
 
    "Keep him submissive," Freya commanded. 
 
    Trystan took another step back. Loc grabbed at the whip and unfurled it with one smooth flick of the wrist. The whip lashed out and coiled around Trystan's neck. The energy in the room grew thicker as Freya stepped forward. Loc was quicker. There was a blur of motion and he appeared behind Trystan. Dark hands wrapped the whip around his wrists and neck. A leg kicked into the back of Trystan's knee, causing him to fall to his own knees. Trystan looked up, struggling to breath, hog tied and powerless. 
 
    "I know why you want me to leave. It has been awhile since I let you taste me," Freya leered. 
 
    "Freya, I don't think this is going to work out," Trystan managed despite the tight leather whip around his neck. 
 
    Freya snapped her fingers. Trystan gasped as his cock started to harden in his pants. He wished it was simply magic she was using but what Freya used was simple conditioning. He remembered back to all the times she gave him a blowjob, she snapped her fingers every time for months. At first Trystan thought it was just a little odd but as they were together, she would snap her fingers and he would instantly get hard. She wanted his cock to obey her commands. At this moment, Trystan quietly cursed his cock for betraying him again. 
 
    "Hold his head," Freya said to the dark elf. 
 
    Delicate but strong hands held Trystan's head straight. Freya stared with mischief in her eyes, pulling up her dress and revealing her shaved womanhood. Trystan couldn't turn away as she stepped closer. The scent was intoxicating and all of Trystan's resolve began to melt away. 
 
    "You stopped struggling, good boy. Loc take out his cock," Freya said with her pussy inches from Trystan's wide eyes. 
 
    The dark elf sank to his knees behind the bound Trystan. One hand pulled down his zipper. Trystan tried to shake his head but the elf held it in place. Trystan's cock spilled out hard and standing on its own lust. The dark elf grinned as he stroked the shaft nice and slow. 
 
    "I love our little games. I'll give you what you need and we can forget everything you said tonight." 
 
    "Freya, we can't..." Trystan was cut off. 
 
    Freya pushed her pussy onto Trystan's mouth. The young mage couldn't control himself as her wetness brushed his lips. Tongue sliding out, he tasted her mind controlling honey, running the tip along her thin line. Freya let out a shudder as he reached her nub and swirled. Loc stroked Trystan, eyes half closed and sexual energy filling the room. 
 
    "May I feed as well, Mistress?" Loc said in a breathy tone. 
 
    "Yes you may my familiar. I'm sure Trystan has enough energy for you and me, don't you lover." 
 
    Trystan made some muffled noises but couldn't get a word out edge wise. The shadow mage grinded her mound into his mouth, hands holding the sides of his head. The dark elf stroked Trystan’s cock with practiced ease. Trystan could feel his fear and confusion fade into the background. He never liked when Freya did this to him but he never could say no. The young man moaned as he lapped up Freya's honey and Loc continued his masterful stroking. Energy welled up and Trystan could feel it drain into Loc. The dark elf upped the tempo, eyes greedily watching the hard member in his hands. 
 
    "Shall I make him come, Mistress?" 
 
    "No but you can come on him," Freya said in a sultry voice. 
 
    Freya pulled away and sank down. Trystan moaned as her tight line touched the tip of his cock. Loc stood up, touching the side of his belt. The metal cup covering his loins slid into the belt, his thick black cock spilling out hard and veiny. Trystan groaned as Freya sank down inch after inch on his cock while Loc took hold of his own member and stroked it to Trystan's wide eyes. 
 
    "You want this to all go away?" Freya whispered. Her body quivering as she slid up and down on Trystan's manhood. 
 
    "Mistress loves you very much," Loc said while stroking himself faster and faster. 
 
    "This isn't love. You....just....want to...control me," Trystan managed before letting out a long moan. 
 
    "I love that I control you," Freya said and gasped, biting her own lip. 
 
    Trystan could feel the build up each time Freya slid down on him, “I...I....think..I'm going to....come." 
 
    "Don't come. I'm almost there. Wait until I'm done."  
 
    Trystan tried to hold on. Cock bulging, the young mage let out a long soulful groan. Freya let out a whine as her walls were pushed open further and spurts of molten come filled her. Freya let out an angry moan, brow forming a V. Trystan pushed out more spurts of come, Freya squeezing him. The shadow mage whined her disappointment. She pulled her arm back and punched Trystan in the eye. The strike was so strong that Trystan fell back, wet cock spilling out of her. 
 
    Freya stood up, come dripping down her inner thigh, "I wanted a bigger orgasm! You should have waited until I was done!" 
 
    Trystan groaned, pain and heat radiating around his eye. Loc continued to stroke himself. The dark elf let out a sigh, spurts of come erupting from his cock. Trystan lay on the floor as thick white come landed on his shirt and dripped along his body. Loc made long strokes until he was done and touched his belt. The metal cup slid down and covered his member. 
 
    "See what you made me do. Tomorrow I will talk to the admissions office for the Shadow College and see if we can push your enrollment along. After that, we can talk about your place in our relationship." 
 
    Loc took hold of the pommel to his whip. The dark elf flicked his wrist and the leather whip uncoiled around Trystan's wrists and neck. The young man sat up, massaging his wrists and then touching the bruised skin around his eye. 
 
    "Always a pleasure," the dark elf said as he turned to mist and flowed under Freya's dress. 
 
    Freya knelt down with partial kindness in her eyes, "Put my stuff back where it was. We can talk soon and everything will be taken care of. You will see that we were meant to be." 
 
    Trystan could do nothing but nod his head. Freya smiled and stood up. She wiped the come from her thigh and wiped it on Trystan's already come stained shirt. She patted him on the head and headed for the front door. 
 
    Trystan sat on the floor for a long moment. His cell phone buzzed and he fished it from his pocket. 
 
    "I was accepted to the Elemental College! Come out and celebrate with me," read the text. 
 
    Trystan smiled as thoughts of Nia filled his mind. The pain around his eye lessened and the sexy horror he just endured moved farther away. He tapped away at his phone. 
 
    "I will be there," Trystan texted back hoping she wouldn't see his black eye. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    The cobbled streets were alive with people. Trystan waded through the small groups of people happily meeting and talking in the perfect night air. Trystan turned his head away every time someone would glance his way. Darkness ringed his eye. The young mage had changed his clothes and even put on some fresh smelling cologne. Despite earlier events, he was very happy to be out in the night air and away from that demon who still thinks they are together. 
 
    Freya preyed on his thoughts. The gentle smile curved down into a frown. Trystan knew she would never let him go. She will continue to bully him into submission until she didn't want him anymore. It wasn't even about love, only control. The young mage tried to think of a way out of this toxic relationship. Maybe Nia could help come up with some ideas? Trystan knew that she would have something to say when she saw his eye. 
 
    Trystan stood in front of a bar. A sign with the words "Serpent Inn" hung from two chain links. The mage pushed at the door and stepped inside. The place was brimming with people laughing, drinking and more laughing. Trystan let out a deep thankful breath that nobody batted an eyelash to him coming in. A quick survey of the room and in the corner, a smiling red head waved at him. 
 
    Trystan smiled and moved through the throngs of people until he reached the table. Nia looked up with happiness glowing from her pale skin and lustrous red hair. Her smile and eyes twisted into shock upon seeing Trystan's gray circle and puffy skin around his eye.  
 
    "What happened?" Nia asked bewildered. 
 
    "Freya," Trystan said simply and took a wooden seat across the red headed beauty. 
 
    "How? I mean, why?" 
 
    Trystan tried to not look Nia in the eye, "Why else. I tried to break up with her and she said no." 
 
    Nia's eyes shifted into concern, "You can't let this go on. It will get worse." 
 
    Trystan put up a finger to beckon a bar maid, "It’s already is worse. She's going to push to get me into the Shadow College." 
 
    "Shadow College? I thought you wanted to go to the Elemental College?" 
 
    Trystan shrugged, "I keep saying that but she isn't listening." 
 
    "How bad did it get?" Nia reached out and touched Trystan's hand. 
 
    The mage hesitated, "Loc tied me up and ruined one of my shirts." 
 
    "If you had your own familiar then you would have been protected." 
 
    Trystan shifted in his seat, "You know how I feel about familiars. There is too much upkeep." 
 
    Nia gave a comforting smile, "You know that even if you get accepted to a college, they won't let you in unless you have at least one familiar. You need one to help store your mana." 
 
    "I know. I know. Once I'm accepted I will get one right away but..." Trystan trailed off. 
 
    "You know you can talk to me," Nia smiled. 
 
    Trystan shifted again, "I know but it is your night. I don't want to talk about my problems. We should be celebrating your acceptance." 
 
    The bar maid walked over and smiled, "What can I get you?" 
 
    "Two glasses of water," Trystan said, not looking up. 
 
    The bar maid's face frowned, "Trystan, we all know your little spell. We don't make any coin serving water. You can order anything else but water." 
 
    "Two ales please," Nia said with a kind smile. 
 
    The bar maid's frown melted back into a smile. She turned and walked away. Trystan sunk lower in his seat. Everyone knew his one good spell. If he wasn't accepted to a college soon, he would have to pay full price for drinks going forward. Could the night get any worse? 
 
    Nia held Trystan's hand tight, "We have known each other since we were kids. Tell me what's wrong." 
 
    Trystan hated and loved Nia's power. Smart, beautiful, shy sometimes and outgoing other times, she could get him to talk about anything. Shame shrouded Trystan's eyes as he stared at the wooden table. 
 
    "I don't think I'm going to be accepted to the Elemental College or any of the other colleges. Freya is going to push me into the Shadow College, the one place I don't want to go. If I don't attend a college, I will have to live the rest of my life here and be....a normal person." 
 
    Nia listened patiently until he finished, "Trystan, you have gifts you haven't fully explored yet. I think you need to explore your desires. Do you want to practice magic?" 
 
    Trystan nodded. 
 
    "Then you have to do what's right for you. Get a familiar and learn more spells. I once felt like you did until I inked Red Fang." 
 
    The barmaid placed two ales on the table. Trystan picked up his mug and held it before his lips, "Red Fang is a great familiar. I see how he adores you." 
 
    Nia tilted her head trying to hide her shy smile, "I feel I'm lucky to have him but I think you need one of your own." 
 
    Trystan took a long gulp and held the mug of ale close, "Maybe, but we should celebrate your acceptance." 
 
    The two friends toasted with their mugs, smiled and laughed. The night ebbed on. Several more friends showed up to congratulate Nia on her acceptance. Soon the table shook from laughing and the air was filled with childhood stories. Trystan joined in on the fun but his eyes often wandered to Nia as she sat and talked. Gentle wishes bloomed in his mind. Nia was perfect and of course she would get accepted. Any college would be more than happy to have her. The more Trystan was happy for her, the more gloom covered his own heart. 
 
    The room began to spin. Trystan laughed but his mind kept wandering to his own failed relationship and poor prospects. Life won't be so bad, he tried to tell himself. He will become a street cleaner and drink his life away to a miserable end. Just as well since the world outside of Sapphire Cove didn't want another inept mage. 
 
    Trystan was ready to stand up and say his goodbyes when his phone buzzed. The young mage fished his cell out of his pocket and looked it over with hazy indifference. A notification blinked at him and he opened it. Eyes scanned the text across the screen. Indifference evaporated and his heart began to beat like a drum. The more he stared at the text, the faster his heart beat. Trystan stood up while Nia and friends stopped talking and looked at him with a bit of confusion. 
 
    "Trystan?" Nia asked. 
 
    Trystan's hand began to shake, "I...I don't believe it." 
 
    "What is it?" One of Nia's friends asked. 
 
    Trystan handed the cell phone to Nia. She took it from him and scanned over the text. A smile bloomed and she stood up. The red head stepped around the table and hugged Trystan close. The mage felt like melting to her touch, her ample breasts pressing against his chest. It was like a dream came true. 
 
    "You were accepted to the Elemental College!" Nia shouted and kissed Trystan on the cheek. 
 
    Their friends clapped and stood up. Hands patted Trystan's shoulder while Nia held him close. The shock was overwhelming and Trystan wanted to faint. If Nia wasn't hugging him then he would have done just that. Heat rushed into Trystan's face as all of his problems seemed to be far less important. The night spiraled on as another round of drinks appeared at their table and everyone cheered their good wishes. 
 
    *** 
 
    The night air was filled with song. A young man and woman hung on each other, drunk and singing melodies. Nia held onto Trystan, arm around his neck, as they strolled down the cobbled streets along the port. Trystan could have sworn the air was sweeter with each step they took. Nia laughed along as they both sang badly. 
 
    The red head stopped in her tracks, nearly causing Trystan to trip, "We have to get you a familiar!" 
 
    "Now?" Trystan said still not believing he was accepted. 
 
    "Yes, now! How are you going to show up with no familiar?" 
 
    Trystan eyed the red head, "Maybe I should get one tomorrow?" 
 
    "There is an ink witch just down the street. I will pay for it and you can pay me back." 
 
    "Nia...uh....I..." Trystan was cut off. 
 
    Nia grabbed his arm and dragged the reluctant mage down the street. Trystan knew a long time ago that when Nia set her mind to things, they were done in short order. Trystan could do nothing but follow his friend as they turned a corner. It was then when Trystan spotted the neon green sign for an Ink Witch. The mage had avoided this street for years, not tempting himself to go anywhere near it. Now, in Nia's grip, he had no choice as they walked to the front door. Nia pushed at it and they both stepped into the shop. 
 
    Trystan froze the moment they walked in. The shop was filled with potions, vials, hanging ingredients like amphibian parts and jars of eyeballs. There was a counter and two metal seats in the back that looked like dentist chairs. Nia stepped to the counter and rang a small metal bell. 
 
    "It's late. The witch may be sleeping. I can come back tomorrow," Trystan tried. 
 
    Nia rang the bell again. A beaded curtain in the back opened. Trystan tried not to stare as a raven haired beauty stepped out. The witch was tall with shapely hips and breasts that seemed to defy gravity. She wore tight, black leather leggings and a top that barely covered her milky white breasts. Bright red lips curved into a smile as the witch moved to the counter. 
 
    "My friend here needs a familiar. I will be financing his venture," Nia said trying to sound professional but some of her words came out slurred. 
 
    "You young mages, so happy to be of assistance, please take a look at my selection. Take your time as your familiar will be with you a long time," The witch winked. 
 
    Nia dragged him over as the witch placed a rather large tome on the counter. Long nails with black nail polish opened the book and turned a few pages. Nia and Trystan looked over the selection of monsters, each with their different set of abilities listed below them. 
 
    "There are so many," Trystan said hoping it was enough for them to leave right away. 
 
    "You haven't even really looked. You need one before you can enter the college." 
 
    The witch turned pages, "Two young mages accepted to a college. This is a time to celebrate. May I help you find the perfect familiar?" 
 
    "No," Trystan said. 
 
    "Yes," Nia said. 
 
    The witch looked at both of them and turned her attention to Trystan, "It can be a daunting task to live with a familiar. Many come in unsure which will be right for them. Do you have any questions? Maybe I can help ease your uncertainty." 
 
    Trystan was quiet for a moment as he looked at the monster familiars, "Is it hard to...ummm...keep them in line? I hear they can be very demanding." 
 
    The witch smiled, "It’s like any relationship. There will be work but many are easy to influence and control. Their intelligence is not as high as ours and they can be demanding. What college are you going to attend?" 
 
    "We were both accepted into the Elemental College," Nia chimed in. 
 
    "Elemental magic is a very good choice, out of the four elements, which one is your favorite?" The witch directed the question to Trystan. 
 
    The alcohol was still in full swing, “Water," Trystan said without even thinking. 
 
    "A powerful element and one of change and flexibility, I have a large selection of water familiars you can choose from," The witch turned over a thick section of pages. 
 
    Trystan scanned the pages. There were so many monsters to choose from he didn't even know where to start. The witch seemed to notice and picked a vial from a nearby shelf and handed it to Trystan. 
 
    "It can be hard to decide. Drink this. It will help calm and focus your mind." 
 
    Trystan reached out with a shaky hand, taking the vial. He gave a look to Nia who nodded and smiled. The young mage pulled the cork and put it to his lips. The smell was awful. Trystan closed his eyes and drank down the contents. 
 
    Seconds passed and a warm haze entwined with the mage's body. With the added alcohol, Trystan felt like his legs were turning to jelly. The witch and Nia took hold of the mage and guided him to one of the chairs. Trystan babbled as he floated on a cloud. The ink witch sat beside Trystan, cleavage bouncing as she leaned in close. Trystan stared at her breasts, lost in lustful thoughts. Nia crossed her arms and gave a half smile. 
 
    "I can tell you're hesitant but you don't have to worry. What are you looking for in a familiar?" The witch said in a soothing, harmonic voice. 
 
    "A familiar that will be there for me." Trystan slurred. 
 
    "Like your girlfriend?" The witch said and glanced over at Nia. 
 
    "She is not my girlfriend," Trystan slurred with a faraway gaze in his eyes. 
 
    The witch smiled, "You feel like you have no control. You want to be flexible and powerful. Is that why water speaks to you?" 
 
    "Yes," Trystan moaned like a quiet zombie. 
 
    "I believe I have the perfect familiar for you," the witch whispered to Trystan. 
 
    The ink witch pulled out a small drawer shelf from under Trystan's chair. A row of colored liquids sloshed around with various needles and instruments below them. The witch pulled up a needle with a tube glass cup at the top. Her other hand picked up a vial and poured some ink into it. Then she picked up another and poured more. Soon the needle vibrated as colors swirled in the glass top. Trystan lay motionless as if sleeping with his eyes open. 
 
    The witch turned to Nia, "Make sure to bring him home right after I'm done. He will need to sleep the rest of the night. The ink will settle in a few hours." 
 
    "I will," Nia said with a nod. 
 
    The humming needle came close to Trystan's arm. Trystan lay motionless as the tip penetrated his skin. Pain welled up into a storm and the young mage passed out. Heat and pain raged as dreams sprouted like trees. A tender wisp of energy touched Trystan's heart and he welcomed it with open arms. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    Shadows bled into distant memories. Trystan felt like he was floating in a sea of whirlpools. Odd sensations pulled at his spirit but on and on he drifted. Images of kids playing in the distance surfaced. Trystan sat under a tree, watching, wishing he could join. Instead he sat and turned to his notebook. Sunlight shined down around him while the tree cast a shadow over his young body. Trystan began to write, poetry spilling from his heart on some pages, words about distant worlds and fickle feelings. 
 
    The images melted into the background and purple storms started to gather. Trystan fought to swim in the muck surrounding him. Wide eyes watched as hands clawed at mud. No matter how hard he tried, the mud and darkness piled up. It reached his neck and the young man gasped for air in an airless void. A delicate hand reached down and took hold of his hair. 
 
    Trystan cried out as he was pulled from the abyssal muck. Despite the pain, he was ready to turn around and thank the stranger helping him. Vision hazy, he fought to see who his savior was. Focus fell into place and Trystan took a step back. Freya stood before him with a dark elf to her left and a busty, floating gray ghost to her right. Freya smiled showing a mouth full of razor sharp teeth. 
 
    "I saved your life. You belong to me. Kneel before your queen!" Freya laughed. 
 
    Trystan turned to run. The muck sucked at his feet as he tried to get away. Something gray flashed past him. Trystan looked up to see the naked ghost floating before him. Transparent breasts bouncing as she eyed the mage with sadness etched into her face. 
 
    Trystan's clothes peeled off and the mage stood naked, black mud up to his knees. The ghost floated down, her legs disappearing into the mud. Trystan watched, helpless as the gray busty ghost slipped out her tongue and licked the tip of his growing manhood. Trystan couldn't control himself as he grew harder and harder. The ghost took inches into her mouth and moved her head slowly back and forth. She turned her sad eyes upward. Trystan watched as her innocent melancholy eyes took on a maelstrom of madness. Muffled insane laughter rose up as she bit down hard on Trystan's member. 
 
    Trystan screamed. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan's eyes shot open and he sat up with a start. Instantly a flood of pleasure rolled through him. He quickly looked down to see a small woman between his legs, head bobbing up and down on his manhood. Trystan tried to move but his cock in her mouth made him weak with bliss. Instead he stared at the long blue haired girl. He couldn't see her face but he knew something was odd when he noticed her hands on his thighs. Webbed hands clutched at him with scales running all the way up to her elbows. Pointed ears stood out from sides of her head. Trystan tried to move but the girl's mouth tightened and sucked harder. Wet inches appeared and disappeared as she upped her tempo. Nipples from firm tits brushed his legs as she hungrily sucked on him. Trystan watched, stunned that this stranger was in his room, sucking away like it was the most normal thing to do. 
 
    A moan rose up from the mage and the blue haired girl gave a muffled giggle. Turning her face upward, innocent blue eyes greeted Trystan while she pressed her tongue along the shaft. It was then that Trystan realized that this wasn't some stranger in his home. The events from last night came rushing back, she was his new familiar. The mage tried to speak but words were caught in his throat. The girl sucked Trystan down to his hilt and stayed there, tongue pressing and running along his shaft. The nightmare and waking up to this monster in his bed was too much. The mage grunted and spurts of come erupted. The blue haired monster girl sucked down every jet of come. When Trystan was done, she let go, sat up and smiled. 
 
    The room was silent as they stared at each other. Trystan let his gaze float down her body. The blue monster girl had a beautiful face with large eyes and an infectious smile. The neck and body were that of a nubile young woman complete with round perky breasts and dark blue pointed nipples. Between her legs was a hairless tight slit, a drop of her honey streaked down her inner thigh. Pale skin travelled outward until you reached the elbow where skin turned into deep blue scales. Even on her knees, Trystan could see the same type of scales running from the knees down to webbed feet. 
 
    "Good morning master!" the blue girl said cheerfully. 
 
    "Uh....good morning," Trystan said bewildered. 
 
    "I'm so happy you fed me. Your semen tastes wonderful!" 
 
    Trystan could feel the tendrils of connection between them, "You...you’re my familiar?" The mage stammered. 
 
    "Of course," The monster girl beamed. 
 
    "What are you?" 
 
    "I'm your familiar, silly," The blue haired monster girl said with a hint of confusion. 
 
    Trystan shook his head, "No, I mean what type of familiar are you?" 
 
    "Oh! I'm a siren." 
 
    "What's your name?" 
 
    The siren's expression fell deeper into confusion, "I don't have one. You have to give me one. I am your familiar." 
 
    Trystan sat silently for a long moment, "You will have to forgive me. This is very new to me." 
 
    "Take your time." The siren looked down to see come leaking from Trystan's cock, "Yum."  
 
    The siren bent down and took the mage's cock back into her mouth, sucking on the end like she was having dessert. Trystan watched, lost to this creature sucking away on him. He knew the stories but it was just so hard to think that it was actually happening. Familiars fed off a mages body, storing energy to be used with spells, the more complex the spell, the more energy required. The mage's body would be a focal point while casting the spell but their familiar would channel the energy needed for the spell. Simple spells were easy because one could use their own life force but the bigger the spell, the greater the chance of using too much life force and dying in the process. 
 
    Sucking sounds filled the room as Trystan put his head back. All mages were close with their familiars. It was a symbiotic relationship but a familiar could only feed by taking energy from a human. Trystan had seen Freya feed her familiars a little too often. The dark elf Loc fed off pain and humiliation. Trystan thought back to the ghost in his dream, Freya's other familiar, Cyn. The ghost fed off living energy. Trystan remembered when he walked in on Freya and Cyn one night. The ghost was sucking on Freya's nipple like a hungry child and Freya telling him to fuck her so she could watch. 
 
    Trystan woke from his daydream as the siren sat up. Webbed fingers moved to her naked slit. The blue haired siren let out a little moan as she fingered herself. Trystan moved back and leaned against the bed's backboard. Looking around, he saw his clothes lay scattered on the floor. How did he make it back to his bed, he wondered? 
 
    "Have you thought of a name yet?" The siren moaned. 
 
    "Um...no. I will need a little time."  
 
    "Okay. Let me know when you're ready," The siren smiled. 
 
    The siren's form turned hazy, her body turning into a fine mist. Trystan watched as the mist spiraled up and stabbed into his right arm close to the shoulder. Before his eyes, the mist melted into a tattooed version of the siren, her body just as it was on the bed, on her knees with a webbed hand between her legs. The siren was frozen with a wink in her eye and holding up the peace sign with her other webbed hand. 
 
    With a deep sigh, the mage swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood up. The previous night was a blur of horror and bliss. Thoughts welled up and Trystan smiled to himself. The message informing him that he was accepted was still fresh in his head. A second later, the reality of being accepted really sunk in. 
 
    Trystan's shoulders deflated as he sat back down on the bed and leaned his head forward. The elemental college was a two week journey on foot. Even if he sold off his meager possessions, he wouldn't have enough to buy a horse and enough supplies for the trip. Plus traveling alone can be dangerous with monsters of all kinds in the countryside. He could take the train but that was even more expensive than buying a horse. If he didn't figure out a way to get there, he was going to be stuck here forever. Or worst yet, Freya bullying him into going to the shadow college. 
 
    The air was heavy as Trystan stared at his crumpled clothes all over the floor. A corner of paper stuck out of his pants pocket. The failed mage bent down and pulled the folded paper out and held it before him. He unfolded it and there was a map from Sapphire Cove to the Elemental College of Stukarr. It contained roads and drawings of forests, rivers and towns along the way. Trystan studied it before noticing there was writing on the back. Trystan turned it over and began reading. 
 
    Trystan, 
 
    Thank you for visiting my shop. You were very talkative during your inking and I could not be happier to know that one of my familiars will have a happy life with you. I felt a siren would be your best possible match and I hope you both have a good life working magic together. 
 
    The reason for this note is to ask you a favor. I knew you couldn't agree while in your state last night so I hope this letter is enough for you to say yes. I did more then add a familiar to you. On your left arm is a tattoo of several stars for a second familiar. On the other side of this note is a map to help you on your journey to Stukarr. About a day or two before you reach your college, there is a ruin I need you to visit. There is a familiar trapped there and I have been looking for someone to free her. Please stop by the ruins and free the familiar there. When she is free, her body will join with yours, taking up where the stars are on your left arm. 
 
    I would not ask this of anyone but I could see you have a protective and kind spirit. I feel she will make an excellent familiar for you. 
 
    As for your Siren, if you are having a hard time coming up with a name, Sylk is a nice one. 
 
    Thank you. 
 
    ~Gwen Azure 
 
    Trystan turned and looked at his left arm. Sure enough there were six stars in random order on his upper arm. Turning away, he thought about what the ink witch asked. It clouded his mind as he tried to come up with a reason, any reason to say no. The journey to the elemental college was tough enough but he also had to search some old ruins for a familiar he doesn't even want? Trystan always told himself that one familiar would be enough but two was really pushing it. Mages would often have several familiars inked into their skin but Trystan found those people enjoyed the company of others. The mage knew he wasn't like that. Books and a small amount of friends was enough for him.  
 
    Trystan sighed again when he knew deep down he couldn't say no to anyone who needed help. If he marched down to the ink witch's shop and told her no, he would eventually cave and do it anyway. The mage's stomach made strange sounds as the enormity of the situation weighed heavy on him. 
 
    "One problem at a time." Trystan whispered to no one in particular. 
 
    The mage stood up and put on a pair of white boxers. Trystan walked out of his bedroom and nearly jumped. Arms rose up from the couch as Nia sat up and yawned. Light spilled in from the porch windows, setting an unearthly bright glow around her and making her hair look like it was actual fire. 
 
    "Good morning," Nia said with a sheepish smile. 
 
    Trystan hand went up to try and cover himself but stopped part way thinking how ridiculous that would look, "Oh, hi Nia. I didn't know you stayed the night." 
 
    Nia rubbed her eyes, "I had to make sure you were okay. You were real talkative last night after we left the ink witch, clumsy too. Sleep well?"   
 
    Trystan tried to play it off that it was no big deal that he was in his boxers and walked over to the refrigerator and pulled out a bottle of juice, "Like the dead." 
 
    "So did you meet your familiar yet?" Nia's eyes brightening. 
 
    Trystan gave a momentarily blank stare, “Yes. I met her this morning," He said flatly. 
 
    Nia stood up in only a T shirt and panties. Trystan found himself staring as she walked over and took out two glasses from the cabinet. She set them down on the table and Trystan poured juice into them. 
 
    "What's her name?" Nia smiled. 
 
    "Sylk. It seems like a good name." 
 
    Nia's smile brightened, "That is a good name. I know you two have to get to know each other so I won't press to meet her yet." 
 
    Trystan looked at his arm with Sylk still in the same pose, "How much do I owe you?" 
 
    "Don't worry about it. The witch didn't charge us. She said that knowing she is helping two young mages was thanks enough for her." 
 
    Trystan looked down, "She didn't say anything else?" 
 
    "No, though half way through you’re inking I kind of dozed off. When she was done, she sent us on our way. You were real happy even though we stumbled back here." 
 
    "Thank you for helping me," Trystan said as his eyes lowered. 
 
    "What's wrong?" Nia said as she sat down at the kitchen table and took a sip of juice. 
 
    Trystan sat down in the other chair, "I was thinking about the journey to the elemental college. I was so happy that I was accepted, I didn't think how I was going to get there. I have barely enough coin to stay here. I can't afford the train or a horse." 
 
    Nia smiled, "Well I did save some coin by the witch not charging us. Plus I have to make the journey too. I should have enough to buy two horses and supplies. It would be safer if we go together." 
 
    Trystan looked at his friend with a wide smile and hope in his heart again, "Really? You would do that?" 
 
    "I know you are having a hard time with Freya and your future. This will be the best for both of us. There is no one else I trust to make the journey with. Plus I will need someone to make my ale." 
 
    Trystan jumped up, circled the table, pulled Nia to her feet and hugged her tight. Nia hugged him back and buried her face in his neck. The two mages stood for a long moment, body heat connecting and rising to each other's touch. Trystan could feel her smooth skin against his. The world around him fell away as her energy touched his and paradise opened between them. Something slipped from Trystan's arm. The mage opened his eyes to see the mist take form and his siren appeared. 
 
    "Why are you touching him? He is mine!" The siren said naked and annoyance written all over her face. 
 
    Trystan and Nia pulled apart. The siren stepped in between them and eyed Nia like she was an enemy combatant.  
 
    Nia smiled and held out a hand, "Hi, pleased to meet you. My name is Nia." 
 
    The siren looked at her hand and simply crossed her own arms, "Well Nia, you need to stay away. He is my master." 
 
    "Sylk, this is my friend," Trystan said embarrassed. 
 
    The siren turned to Trystan with starry eyes. The mood shift was unnerving, “Sylk? My name is Sylk. It is a beautiful name, master!" 
 
    Trystan looked to Nia and she let out a laugh. 
 
    "Don't worry; most familiars can be very territorial. I had the same issue with Red Fang for a few weeks. She will calm down." 
 
    Sylk turned back to Nia with fury in her eyes, "I'm right here! Don't talk about me like that!" 
 
    Nia continued to smile, "I think that is my signal to leave. I will talk to you tonight Trystan, so we can finalize what we need for our journey." Nia looked to Sylk, "It was a pleasure to meet you." 
 
    "Keep walking, hussy," The siren said while looking away. 
 
    Nia went to the couch and began dressing. Sylk watched, tapping a webbed foot until Nia was completely dressed. Trystan sat down and awkwardly drank his juice. Nia moved to the door and looked back with kindness in her eyes. 
 
    "Talk to you tonight. Glad to meet you Sylk," Nia said as she opened the door and stepped out, closing it behind her. 
 
    "Not so glad to meet you!" Sylk shouted to the closed door. 
 
    "That was rude," Trystan said while putting down the empty glass. 
 
    Sylk's eyes turned to her adoring master, "I'm sorry master. Please forgive me." 
 
    "Please be a little nicer to my friend. We have known each other a long time." 
 
    "I will try," Sylk said unconvincingly. 
 
    The siren's body turned to mist and flowed back to her spot on his arm. Trystan looked down to see her in a shy pose with innocent eyes looking at him. The mage let out a deep breath as he tried to figure out how this was all going to work out. Freya popped into his thoughts and panic swelled. He had to get out of there before she finds out he was accepted. Trystan pictured himself as a blast crater if Freya caught him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    The day was sunny and calm. Shafts of sunlight filtered through the glass of a book store on a cobblestone corner. Trystan opened the door and a bell chimed. It chimed again as the door closed. Motes of dust floated in the air, blazing bright in the sunlight before fading into the background. Shelves of books and ancient tomes filled the walls and tables. Trystan felt at home as he let his fingers glide along book spines. The scent set him at ease as he made his way through to the back of the store. 
 
    Toward the back was a desk with several books haphazardly scattered across it. Seated behind it was a grizzled man with a shiny bald spot and a permanent scowl chiseled into his face. Trystan tried to let the calm of the store keep him on the task before him but the closer he stepped to his boss, the more nervous energy spiked. 
 
    The man looked up and then back down, writing in his ledger, "Trystan, you don't work today. If you call it work." 
 
    "Mr. Black, I've come to tell you that I can no longer work for you. I was accepted to the Elemental College of Stukarr." 
 
    Mr. Black continued to write, not looking up, "Congratulations. It seems the college standards are low enough for anyone to get in." 
 
    Trystan's hand clenched, "I've come for my final pay. I will need every bit of coin for the trip. I also wanted to thank you for letting me work here the last two years." 
 
    Mr. Black was silent and continued to write. Trystan stood patiently. The man was difficult at best but Trystan put up with his poor attitude. It was a necessary evil so the young mage could study all the books he could. Coin was tight and Trystan knew this was his only way. With what he could scrap by, he bought all the books he needed to get started on his mage studies. Mr. Black was such a crab, he made Trystan pay full price. 
 
    Long moments passed before Mr. Black looked up and sat back in his chair, folding his arms, "You know pay day isn't for another three days. Come back then." 
 
    Trystan blinked, "I understand Mr. Black but I'm leaving soon, perhaps tomorrow. I really need my final pay today." 
 
    Mr. Black rolled his eyes, "I wish I could help you but you will have to wait. I can't simply give out coin to someone who is deserting me last moment. I need time to hire a replacement and train them. You really are leaving me in a bind." 
 
    Trystan stared in disbelief, "Mr. Black, can we bend the rules just this once or at least give me an advance and take it out of my pay mid week?" 
 
    Mr. Black gave a condescending smile, "If I break the rules for you then I have to break the rules for everyone." 
 
    "There is only me and Lisa and you break the rules for her all the time," Trystan said with hint of annoyance. 
 
    "Come back mid week. Your pay will be ready then." 
 
    Trystan's nervous energy turned into a blazing fire. He wanted to jab his finger at the worst boss ever to crawl out of a sewer and tell him to go fuck a fish. The two men stared at each other and time seemed to slow down. Trystan felt his heart slink back. He would have to talk to Nia and postpone their trip for a few days. Trystan's eyes lowered and he was about to turn away. Mist flared up from his arm and Sylk burst from the cloud. 
 
    Mr. Black's eyes widened as the siren stood in front of Trystan, eyes wild with rage. The book store owner's eyes fell down to Sylk's heaving naked breasts but shot back up to her blue eyes when she started yelling. 
 
    "You have no right to treat my master like that! Pay him now or I'll punch that bald head of yours until it caves in!" The siren's voice made the desk tremble. 
 
    "You can't hurt me! If you do then your master is the one who will be thrown in jail!" Mr. Black said in a shaky voice. 
 
    Sylk's eyes narrowed, “They can't throw us in jail if they can't find the body," Sylk hissed. 
 
    Trystan covered his eyes with one hand. He couldn't believe this was happening. It hasn't been a day and his familiar was going to get him arrested. He had to do something before someone walked in and called the magistrates. The mage pulled away his hand to see Mr. Black fumbling at a desk drawer. Sweat beaded along his brow as he worked feverishly to open a lock box. Sylk leaned over the desk, watching him like a hawk. The siren was only about five feet tall but her intensity seemed to make her bigger. 
 
    The lock box opened and Mr. Black took out a small sack of coins. The man threw it to Trystan with a trembling hand. The mage caught it and opened the draw string to see four coins staring back at him. It wasn't much but every little bit would help.  
 
    "Now leave and never come back here again!" Mr. Black tried to yell but his voice cracked part way through. 
 
    Sylk looked like she was ready to leap over the desk when Trystan put a hand on her slender shoulder. The siren looked to her master and then gave a hard gaze to Trystan's former boss. 
 
    "If we see you again you better be polite. I'm good at hiding bodies."  
 
    Trystan took firm hold of the siren and pulled her away from the shaking book shop owner. The two stepped out into the street. An old woman walking by looked at the mage and naked siren and huffed before continuing on her way.  
 
    Sylk started jumping, "Did you see me master? He will never disrespect you again." 
 
    Trystan tried not to stare at Sylk's bouncing breasts, "Please don't do that again. And could you cover up? We’re in public." 
 
    Sylk stopped jumping and frowned. The siren snapped her webbed fingers and in a puff of smoke, a bikini appeared around her top and bottom. Trystan had to turn away as he instantly got a hard on. Sylk circled around to him as the mage tried to fix the tent in his pants. The siren's bikini top was barely covering her blue nipples and her bikini bottom was the thinnest thong Trystan had ever seen. It made it that much harder for him to stop the rush of blood to his manhood. Thankfully the siren didn't notice as she stared at her master's eyes in concern. 
 
    "I'm sorry master but he was rude. You deserve better than that," Sylk whined. 
 
    "Yes but if you threaten everyone who is rude we will never get anywhere. Please from now on, try to hold yourself in check. Plus when we are out in public, always wear something." 
 
    Sylk's eyes dulled, "You don't like me naked?" 
 
    Trystan sighed, "You look great naked. It's just that people become distracted when people or familiars are nude." 
 
    Sylk grinned, "You look great too, master." 
 
    Trystan couldn't help but smile. The siren winked, turned into a stream of mist and took her place back on her master's arm. The mage put the bag of coins in his pocket and set off. 
 
    The day marched on. Trystan stopped by a travel store and picked up a backpack of holding. It was light weight and could hold anything that could fit through the opening. Trystan thought about his few spell books he owned and his collection of poetry. After that, he went home and informed his land lord that he would be leaving. Mr. Talbot was a very nice man and gave back his deposit while telling Trystan he was one of the best tenants he ever had. Trystan thanked him and sighed in relief that Sylk stayed on his arm. 
 
    The mage returned to his home and began packing what meager possessions he had. He informed Mr. Talbot to sell off the furniture because he wasn't taking any of it with him. Spell books, poetry books and a few clothes went into the back pack. Trystan filled up several water bottles and wrapped what little food he had and placed it in the pack. Excitement and nervousness rolled through him. This was it, really it. Thoughts of him spending time learning the magical arts filled him with purpose. 
 
    Trystan's cell phone beeped. The mage looked down to see it was a text from Freya. 
 
    "Good news! I have talked to admissions and they are willing to push your acceptance through. I will be over tonight so we can celebrate!" the text read. 
 
    Excitement drained away and a sense of doom clouded over Trystan. This was far from good news. The mage paced around his small home, trying to get everything he needed. If he stayed then Freya would dig her claws further into him and he would never escape. He had to tell Nia and they had to leave as soon as possible. 
 
    The mage circled his home, checking and rechecking that he had everything. When he was sure he took everything he could, he placed the keys on the kitchen table and bee lined for the front door. He stopped himself right before he touched the knob. Dreaded feelings spun out of control. He knew he had to leave a message, telling Freya that it was over. If he didn't, she would hunt him down and drag him back kicking and screaming. 
 
    "Fuck," Trystan cursed. 
 
    The mage took a pen and piece of paper from his pack and scribbled down a quick note. Folding the paper in half, he placed it on the kitchen table right next to the keys. He stared at it for a long moment before letting out a sigh. As quickly as he could, he left, closing the door behind him and mentally saying goodbye to his former home and relationship. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nia sat at the bar with a back pack hanging from a hook underneath. The mage had a spell book opened on the bar counter and studied while waiting for Trystan. He called her about an hour ago and was agitated. She wondered what happened and why they had to meet earlier. Trystan wouldn't say but he did say it was important. 
 
    The words moved and flowed as the mage tried to study. Thoughts of her friend distracted her as she tried to focus. It was mid afternoon and the bar was nearly empty. News rolled by on flat screens about another gremlin attack on the Sapphire Cove power plant. Nia finally closed the book and stared at the flat screens. Gremlin attacks were getting worse by the day. Power plants were like fortresses with mage guards and protective barriers. It seemed the gremlins were growing bolder. They managed to make it to the walls before being cut down. It has been years since they made it that close. 
 
    The door to the bar swung open and Trystan came barreling in with wide eyes. A second later he was sitting on a bar stool next to Nia, hands flexing and trying to get the bartender's attention. The bartender walked over and gave Trystan a blank look. 
 
    "Water please," Trystan said a little too quickly. 
 
    The bartender stayed put, giving Trystan a tried look. 
 
    "I really just want water this time. I promise I won't change it," Trystan looked the bartender in the eye. 
 
    The man eyed him before picking up a clear glass instead of a mug and filling it with water half way. Trystan picked it up and downed it in one shot before motioning to the bartender for more. 
 
    "Are you okay?" Nia asked while Trystan drank down a second glass. 
 
    "No. Freya texted me saying she managed to push through my admission to the shadow college. She is coming over tonight to celebrate! I packed everything I wanted to take with me. I can't go back." 
 
    Nia touched his shoulder, "You can stay at my place tonight." 
 
    "I can't. That will be the first place she looks for me."  
 
    "I was going to tell you tonight that I bought the rest of our supplies and we have two horses waiting for us. I was thinking we leave in the morning but maybe we should leave now?"  
 
    Trystan turned to Nia with relief washing over him, "Are you sure?" 
 
    Nia bent her head forward, shyness shadowing her eyes, "I think so. The last thing we need is you leaving with two black eyes. Let's grab the rest of the gear at my place and pick up our horses. We will have to camp out along the road before night fall but I think we can make some good distance." 
 
    Trystan reached out and hugged Nia, "You really are the best."  
 
    "Don't thank me yet. We have to get out of here before she knows you’re gone." Nia said, looking up with determination in her eyes. 
 
    Nia put away her spell book and picked up her pack. The two mages nearly darted out of the bar while the bartender whispered a good journey to them while cleaning a glass. 
 
    *** 
 
    Freya walked up to Trystan's door, carrying a bag with several containers of take out. The sun was setting as the shadow mage reached out to take hold of the door knob. She hesitated as she noticed the door was open a crack. Gently pushing, the door opened to darkness. A flip of her finger on the light switch and the place lit up, empty and foreboding. 
 
    "Trystan, your door was open," Freya shouted as she put the food on the kitchen table.  
 
    Freya looked around when she spotted the keys and a folded note on the table. The shadow mage picked up the folded piece of paper and opened it. 
 
    Freya 
 
    I have been accepted to another college and will not be attending the shadow college with you. I wish you understood that we shouldn't be together anymore. I wish you the best on your studies and hope in the future we can be friends. 
 
    Trystan 
 
    Hands began to shake as Freya let the paper fall to the tiled floor. Rage stormed as she held up an open hand. Shadows swayed and curled before leaping into the air, swirling into a solid oversized hammer. Freya grabbed the hammer and screeched as she brought it down, splintering the table into shards of broken wood. Heaving again, she lifted it up and smashed what remained of the table into dust. Two streams of mist flowed out from under her black dress, one forming into a female gray ghost and another into a dark elf. 
 
    "I warned you he would run," Loc said while standing just out of range of Freya's hammer. 
 
    "Gather supplies. I'm going to find that loser and drag him all the way to the shadow college! No one leaves me!" Freya growled. 
 
    The busty gray ghost simply nodded while Loc bowed with a sardonic smile. Freya opened her hand and the black hammer melted away, shadows returning to their former places. The ghost and dark elf quickly left while Freya glowered at the ruined table and the note peeking out from under it. 
 
    "I bet that bitch Nia is helping you. I will make sure both of you understand how this relationship is supposed to work," Freya hissed. 
 
    Tiny shadows crawled out and took hold of the note, slicing and ripping it to shreds as Freya plotted Trystan and Nia's punishment. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    The road was quiet as the sun began to set. Two horses trotted along as Trystan and Nia sat silently. The trip out of town was quick. The two gathered supplies and raced to the stables at the edge of town. The guards waved at them as they nearly galloped out the main gate and onto the road to Stukarr. The panic in Trystan faded and in an hour, he felt peace, until he realized just how dangerous leaving the protective town walls was. Travelling the roads between towns and cities was extremely dangerous. Monsters of all kinds prowled the land, searching for hapless victims. They grew up their entire lives in Sapphire Cove and an hour into their journey real fear caused the two mages to sit in silence. 
 
    Nia gripped the reign’s tight, eyes glancing around as shadows grew longer in the setting sunlight, "Maybe we should camp for the night." 
 
    "I think your right," Trystan said trying to keep the quiver from his voice. 
 
    The two mages turned their horses off the road and trotted to a small group of trees in a grassy opening. Trystan moved around the small band of trees, looking for any monsters hiding in the brush. When it was all clear, he beckoned Nia to come closer. They dismounted and set up their camp on the other side of the trees so they couldn't be seen from the road. Trystan was not taking any chances on Freya possibly seeing them. 
 
    Nia pulled her back pack of holding from her shoulders and opened the top flap. Her hand dug in deep, all the way to the shoulder and pulled out a long pack and tossed it to Trystan. The mage caught it and gave it a questioning stare. 
 
    "It's a tent. I have one too. We can set them up while Red Fang collects firewood," Nia smiled. 
 
    A stream of mist flowed from behind Nia and formed into a vaguely human shape. The mist cleared and a hulking wolf creature stood by his mistress. Red Fang had a powerful muscled body with broad shoulders and a wolfish head. Orange reddish fur covered his body and a black loin cloth barely contained the familiar's rather large bulge. Pointed ears perked up as he turned nearly human like eyes to Nia. The familiar bowed his head. 
 
    "Collect some firewood and start a fire," Nia said simply. 
 
    Red Fang dropped to all fours, turned and bounded into the dying evening light. Nia pulled another folded bundle from her pack and began setting up her tent. Trystan followed suit. Ten minutes later they were set up. Red Fang showed up with a large bundle of sticks and small logs. The familiar dropped them down and moved some rocks to create a circle. When he was done, the familiar opened his mouth and spit out a small stream of fire at the sticks. The air grew thick with the scent of burning wood as it caught and blazed to life. 
 
    Trystan sat, picking up a small stick and poking at the burning wood. Nia sat down with Red Fang doing the same. Trystan looked up to see Nia lean into her familiar and run her hands through his thick wavy fur. Red Fang was silent, letting his mistress pet him. A hint of jealousy stabbed at Trystan, he wished he could be in her arms, letting her run her fingers through his hair. The mage quickly pushed those thoughts away as he poked the fire some more. 
 
    "Maybe we should take turns keeping watch? We don't need any surprise monster attacks during the night," Trystan poked at an ember. 
 
    Nia dug fingers into the scruff of Red Fang's neck, "Red Fang can keep watch. He is a great guard." 
 
    Red Fang eyed Trystan with a knowing look. The mage pretended that he didn't see it and went back to teasing the fire.  
 
    "I have to thank you for all the help," Trystan said softly. 
 
    "That's what friends are for," Nia smiled. 
 
    "No, it's more than that. You’re the only person I have ever known to help without asking for anything in return. I promise I will pay you back and then some for helping get out of Sapphire Cove." 
 
    Nia lowered her gaze to the fire, "You really thought you were going to be stuck there for the rest of your life." 
 
    "Yea. I thought this was it. I was planning on getting a job as a street sweeper." 
 
    Nia let out a small laugh, "You would have been a terrible street sweeper. No, I see you more as a poet, drinking and writing your days away." 
 
    "If it paid better than I would have had that job ages ago." 
 
    Nia shifted, pulling her hands from Red Fang and folding them in her lap, "So why magic?" 
 
    It was Trystan's turn to shift on the dirt ground, "When you spend as much time as I do in my head, you wonder about the universe. Magic can help me unlock those secrets, give me a better understanding on why we’re here." 
 
    Nia stared through the flames at Trystan as he continued gazing at the fire, "You really feel that?" 
 
    Trystan nodded. 
 
    "What about Freya? If you stayed she would have made you join the shadow college." 
 
    "I would have had to figure something out. There was no way I was going to join that college." 
 
    "I'm glad we are on this journey together. It seems our lives are still meant to be side by side," Nia said while looking away again in shyness. 
 
    "Why did you want to make the journey by horseback? Your family could have paid for the train ride to Stukarr." 
 
    Nia leaned her back against Red Fang's side, "I guess I didn't want it easy. They have been wonderful parents and would have paid for a ticket without a second thought but they have already done so much for me. I wanted to experience the world without them holding my hand, if that makes any sense." 
 
    Trystan grinned, "It makes perfect sense. I'm glad the Stormskyes adopted you. You deserved it." 
 
    "I wish they adopted you as well," Nia was silent for a long moment, “I know you have had it hard with no parents. I still feel bad that I was adopted and you weren't." 
 
    "Oh Nia, never be sorry about that. It was meant to be this way. Now we are on a quest to reach our college and learn the hidden arts of magic. I couldn't think of a better partner to share this adventure with," Trystan gave a reassuring smile. 
 
    Mist emerged from Trystan's arm. The mage looked over as Sylk formed right next to him, naked and stretching her arms. Nia covered her smile with a hand as the siren leaned into her master and curled an arm around his neck. She looked up into his eyes and grinned. 
 
    "It's getting late and I'm soooooo tired. We should get some sleep for the long road ahead," Sylk said while pressing her cheek to Trystan's chest. 
 
    "Tired? You were on my arm the whole time. How can you be tired?" Trystan said confused. 
 
    Nia fought to stop herself from laughing, "Sylk is right. We should get some rest. I think it will take us about a week on horseback to get there." Nia turned to Red Fang, "Watch over us tonight." 
 
    The familiar nodded his wolfish head. Nia stretched her arms just like Sylk. The siren watched as Nia stood up and walked over to her tent and crawled inside. The siren turned her attention to her master and gave him an innocent gaze. 
 
    "So, Red Fang, want to tell me your story?" Trystan asked the familiar. 
 
    Red Fang stared silently at Trystan before moving his head slowly from side to side. Trystan shrugged and looked down at Sylk as she continued to beckon with her eyes. The mage gave a nervous smile and glanced back at Red Fang who was rolling his eyes. 
 
    "Alright then, Time to sleep. Goodnight Nia and Red Fang." Trystan said as he stood up nearly dumping Sylk onto the ground. 
 
    "Goodnight," Came a soft reply from Nia's tent. 
 
    Trystan walked over to his tent, opened the flap and crawled in. The siren was close behind, crawling in next to her master, making sure she rubbed her body against his. Trystan closed the tent and unlaced a boot. The familiar smacked his hands away and began untying her master's boots with webbed fingers. 
 
    "You don't have to do that," Trystan said with a whisper. 
 
    "I want too. It is important that I please you," Sylk whispered back. 
 
    "Sylk, you don't have too. I can take off my own boots," Trystan protested. 
 
    The siren pulled off one boot and then another. Trystan laid back and sat up immediately as Sylk began undoing his pants. He tried to grab at her hands but she knocked them away. Silently he watched as the siren pulled off his pants. A webbed hand reached out to run along his bulge and she licked her blue lips seductively. Blood rushed to the mage's hardening member and it rose up like a zombie from the grave. 
 
    "Sylk, please st........." Trystan's mouth made a silent O. 
 
    The siren pulled down the band of his boxers and closed her mouth over the tip of his cock. The familiar moaned quietly as she let inches push past her lips. The siren's pointed tongue ran along the shaft and played with the tip as she sucked away. Trystan unclenched his hands and watched as the siren sucked his manhood. Sounds of slurping filled the small tent and Trystan prayed that Nia couldn't hear it. 
 
    "You taste so good master. Feed me with your come. I'm so hungry," Sylk managed to say with his cock in her mouth. 
 
    Trystan said nothing as the siren's blue haired head bobbed up and down. Pointed nipples grazed his bare legs and that made the mage harder. Sitting up, hands groped the siren's full perky breasts. The familiar gave a muffled moan as Trystan played with her. All distractions melted away as the siren forced every inch down her throat. Lips touched the hilt of his member and Trystan tried everything to not moan. Sylk upped the tempo and Trystan was helpless. Muffled whines bubbled up her throat as she begged for his seed. 
 
    Trystan tried to think of Nia, twenty feet away in her tent, listening to him getting a blow job from his familiar. Will she get mad? Is it really okay for him to be doing this? Is this how Sylk is always going to feed? A small moan rose up his throat as his cock bulged in his familiar's mouth. Spurts of come ejected, filling the siren's mouth and she greedily drank it down. Energy flowed and the familiar sucked all of it down, deep into her core. Trystan fell back with heavy breathing. The siren continued to suck on his member as it softened. 
 
    Trystan contemplated if he made the right decision on getting a familiar when his cock started to grow hard again. The siren looked up at her master with an evil glint in her eyes. Sylk pulled Trystan's cock from her mouth and smiled. 
 
    "Yum, seconds," said the siren as she sucked on her master's member once again. 
 
    Trystan put an arm under his head and stared at the tent ceiling, quietly thinking about how much his life has changed in a day. A buzzing from his pants nearby made him pick them up and fish his cell phone from the pocket. The mage tapped the screen to see that he had several voice and text messages from Freya. Trystan let out a sigh as he powered down the cell phone and threw it aside. Right then he knew in his heart he made the right decision. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Trystan slipped out of his tent into the morning light. Yawning, he stretched his arms and legs while squeezing his eyes shut. After a long deep breath, arms dropped and hung at his sides. The mage looked around to see Nia cooking eggs on a pan over the fire. Red Fang was curled up next to her, peacefully asleep. 
 
    Nia looked over and smiled, “Good morning," She said cheerfully. 
 
    "Good morning," Trystan said with another yawn. 
 
    "These should be done soon. After breakfast we should be on our way. We still have a long trip ahead of us." 
 
    Trystan nodded. A quick look down at his arm and a tattoo of Sylk lying on her back with salvia dripping down the side of her mouth greeted him. The mage smiled and walked over to Nia. The mage slipped the eggs onto two plates and handed one to Trystan who nearly gobbled it down. 
 
    "Slept well?" Nia asked with a shy smirk on her face. 
 
    "Um....yes," Trystan managed to say with egg in his mouth. 
 
    "Slept really well?" Nia grinned wider. 
 
    Trystan stopped shoveling egg into his mouth and looked at Nia with shock written all over his face, "You heard me, didn't you?" 
 
    Nia stabbed a piece of egg with her fork and put it to her mouth, "I think the whole countryside heard you." 
 
    "I...uh....um....I...." Trystan went on until Nia started laughing. 
 
    "You don't have to be embarrassed. I keep forgetting you need time to get used to having a familiar. It really is normal what you're going through." 
 
    Trystan used his fork to move the eggs on his plate from side to side, "It is still so strange for me. I have seen other mages with their familiars and I always felt like they were taking advantage of them." 
 
    "I can understand that if someone was looking into our world but it really is normal. They feed in different ways but most like to feed off sexual energy. I think it is less of us taking advantage of them and more the familiars taking advantage of us." 
 
    Trystan went back to eating his eggs while Nia leaned back into Red Fang and ate her breakfast. The morning air was crisp and clean, the two mages enjoyed their meal in the growing dawn. Trystan found himself staring at Nia as she relaxed into Red Fang. She was wearing only a shirt and leather pants but Trystan could make out her curves and the gentle points of her nipples. Nia went on eating, oblivious and Trystan had to turn away. When they were done with their meal, Trystan went about cleaning the plates with a little water from his back pack. 
 
    Nia stood up and Red Fang turned into mist. The familiar floated around the mage and etched into the small of her back. Trystan again tried to not stare but it was getting harder and harder not to. 
 
    "Before I fell asleep, I thought about us protecting ourselves on the road. I'm sure Red Fang and Sylk can help protect us but I was wondering what defensive spells you know?" Nia asked while collapsing her tent.  
 
    Trystan put the clean plates down and stood up. In the rush to leave Sapphire Cove, he barely had any time to prepare spells for the journey to Stukarr. There were a number of spells he had already memorized but had very little practice. 
 
    "To tell you the truth, I haven't had much practice with defensive spells," Trystan admitted. 
 
    Nia continued to fold up her tent, unfazed, "Sometime today we should get some practice in, just in case." 
 
    Trystan smiled, "Sounds good to me." 
 
    The two mages packed up their gear into their back packs and readied the horses. A few minutes later they were back on the road. The country side was filled with fields of emerald green grasses and bands of trees swaying to the gentle wind. Trystan could feel himself relax as a peaceful calm washed over them. The mage found it hard to believe the stories the elders used to tell everyone in town. If you went by what they said, you swore you would run into hungry monsters if you stepped ten feet out of town. They were on day two and nothing jumped out to eat them so far. 
 
    Nia lifted up her cell phone as they clopped along the road, her brow scrunching up, "I'm not getting a signal." 
 
    "There is no signal out here. As far as I know there are only signals in towns and cities. There is a belief that gremlins can find technology faster if there is a signal." 
 
    Nia powered down her phone and put it in her pants pocket, "Funny you should mention gremlins. The night before we left, a group attacked the Sapphire Cove power plant. They managed to make it to the wall." 
 
    Trystan looked up in deep thought, "They are getting stronger or desperate. I remember from school that there used to be technology all over Lurth. The gremlin crisis pushed us back to walled cities and towns. Did you know there used to be large metal cylinders with wings that ferried people all over the globe? I remember the teachers calling them planes." 
 
    "So strange, I can't even imagine a flying machine strong enough to carry people through the air," Nia looked over, her mind working to make sense of it. 
 
    "The planes used to carry hundreds of people on each one. If they were still around, we could have flown to Stukarr." 
 
    "I prefer travelling by horse, together," Nia looked away, hiding her shy smile. 
 
    Trystan caught it and smiled broadly as they rode along. The rest of the day was spent in solemn silence. The day wore on and the countryside seemed to become even more beautiful with each hour passing. By late afternoon, in the near distance, they spotted a large lake with patches of woods around it. 
 
    "We should make camp there. We can practice and maybe get a swim in," Nia said pointing to the calm lake. 
 
    Trystan nodded. The two mages turned their horses off the main road and trotted along to the lake. Trystan pulled his map that the ink mage gave him and could clearly see the lake on the map. It was called Lake Summer. Trystan traced the rode along the map to Stukarr. They still have about five days left. If everything continued as it was, they should reach the city with no problems. Trystan folded the map and put it in his light leather jacket. 
 
    The two mages dismounted. Mist flared off Trystan's arm and Sylk appeared in a poof.  
 
    "Going for a swim! See you later!" The siren yelled as she ran off toward the lake's edge.  
 
    Trystan put a hand up to call her back but then closed his fingers. The siren was laughing as she made an impossible leap into the air and dived into the calm waters, leaving a gentle ripple on the surface. 
 
    "I'm sure she’s fine. Let's set up camp," Nia said as she dropped her back pack and began rummaging through it. 
 
    Thirty minutes later, camp was set up with a small fire and two tents. Red Fang came back with more firewood and dropped it near the camp fire. The sky turned a light orange as the sun touched the horizon. Trystan was about to sit by the fire when Nia beckoned him with a finger. 
 
    "We need to practice. Come here, mage," Nia smiled. 
 
    Trystan obeyed with a pleasant smile of his own. The red haired mage stepped away from camp. Trystan followed, unsure what exactly she was going to do. Nia lifted up a hand and whistled. Red Fang's pointed ears perked up. The familiar opened his maw and spit out a small fireball. Trystan took a step back as the fireball hurtled toward Nia. He was about to shout to tell her to get out of the way when Nia made a quick hand signal. The fireball grew larger and spiraled in dazzling flame. Trystan stared as the fire formed a red and orange colored sword. The palm of the blade was snatched by Nia and she made a few slices in the air, her body taking a swordsman's stance and she held the blade ready. 
 
    "Can you cast a weapon spell?" Nia asked as she spun and sliced at the air before standing tall. 
 
    "I think I can," Trystan said with his mouth agape.        
 
    "Show me," Nia grinned. 
 
    It had been a while since he performed that particular spell. The mage made a signal with his hand and there was a distinct fizzle. Trystan cursed himself and tried again. Another fizzle filled the air around him. 
 
    "It's okay Trystan. This is why we practice. Think of an element you want to use and the spell will flow from there," Nia said with kind and understanding eyes. 
 
    Trystan nodded and tried again. The lake waters touched the corner of his vision. Trystan nodded to himself as if he just answered his own question. The mage made a signal with his hand, this time with purpose. Focus centered his mind and when he finished the last movement of the spell, a stream of water launched from lake. Nia smiled as the stream landed near Trystan. Water flowed, twisted and bent next to the mage forming a solid blue staff. 
 
    Trystan reached out and took hold of it, elemental energy connecting and flowing into his hand. With a quick spin, he stabbed the end into the dirt and puffed out his chest. Nia's body shifted into a battle stance and she rushed him. The mage's eyes widened as he brought the staff up, blocking Nia's strike. For a second, eyes met and they both grinned. Nia spun away and launched a flurry of attacks. Trystan moved, remembering his training in school, he blocked all but the last one. Nia stopped the point of her fire blade inches from his cheek. Trystan relented and stepped back. 
 
    "You still remember our training from school," Nia pointed her fire blade down to her side. 
 
    "Yea but I'd rather not use it. I don't want to hurt anyone. I'm hoping we can get to Stukarr without spilling any blood," Trystan let go of the water staff and it fell to the ground with a splash. 
 
    Nia let go of her fire sword and it flared up into smoke, "I know me too. We have to be prepared though, just in case." 
 
    A splashing from the water caught the mages attention. Water bubbled and sprouted upward. Sylk blasted from the bubbling water, soared through the air and landed about five feet from her master. 
 
    "I saw how you made your staff! It was amazing!" Sylk said gleefully with stars in her eyes. 
 
    The siren bounced and clapped as Trystan let out a tired sigh. Nia covered her smile. When she regained her composure, she turned her attention to the siren. 
 
    "How’s the water?"  
 
    Sylk's entire demeanor changed, “It’s fine," The siren said not turning to Nia. 
 
    "I'm sure you two want some alone time. I think I will go for a swim," Nia said while pulling off her leather jacket. 
 
    Trystan stood there dumbfounded as Nia turned her back to them and shed her shirt. Leather pants followed with Nia glancing over her shoulder to Trystan. The mage was paralyzed as Nia, wearing only panties, moved with liquid grace to the water's edge and dived right in. 
 
    "Wear some clothes!" The siren yelled. 
 
    Trystan had to hold back his own smile as Sylk stood there, naked. The familiar turned around to see her master barely covering his grin. 
 
    "I don't understand what's so funny. She is a lady and should be wearing clothes," Sylk said while crossing her arms. 
 
    "It’s okay Sylk; she can do whatever she wants." 
 
    Sylk pointed her chin away, annoyed, "I don't understand what you see in her." 
 
    Trystan's smile subsided, "I don't know why you’re jealous." 
 
    Sylk turned to her master in outraged shock, "Isn't it obvious? She is in love with you!" 
 
    Trystan stopped smiling. The mage sat down on the ground and patted the grass next to him. Sylk hesitated for a moment before walking over and sitting next to her master. Trystan smiled as he looked at her and then turned his gaze to Nia as she swam in the lake waters. The sun was nearly down and a sliver of sunlight bathed the countryside in fading light. 
 
    "I love her too," Trystan said simply. 
 
    "I know. It shows," Sylk frowned. 
 
    Trystan sat back with his arms holding him up, "I know I can't love her now." 
 
    Sylk's frown faded a little, "I think I'm glad you can't but I don't understand why." 
 
    "Nia deserves a man who can protect and take care of her. I can't even pay my way to get to college. I would be a burden to her and I don't want us to be like that." 
 
    Sylk's eyes watered a little, "Master, I'm sorry I've been rude. I can't help it. I see how you two look at each other and it makes me crazy." 
 
    "I know. I'm sorry too. I am still getting used to the idea of having a familiar."  
 
    Both Trystan and Sylk turned their gaze toward the lake. Nia swam serenely through the waters, eyes looking up at the darkening sky. Sylk leaned her head and shoulder onto Trystan's shoulder and let out a small sigh. The mage and familiar sat quietly as Nia continued her almost hypnotic swim. The hum of crickets blanketed the area as a peaceful calm soothed their hearts. 
 
    Red Fang walked over to the water's edge with a towel in his hand. Nia swam toward her familiar and stood as the towel unfolded. Trystan tried to see around the wolfish familiar but his body and the towel blocked his view. Nia stepped closer, a shy smile on her lips. Red Fang glanced back and gave Trystan a dirty look. The mage looked away and whistled a small tune. Sylk stared like she wanted to burn holes into the towel, judging Nia on anything she could see, which wasn't much. 
 
    With towel wrapped around her top, Nia silently walked to her tent and stepped inside, Red Fang close behind. Trystan stopped whistling and sat quietly. Sylk curled her webbed hands around her master's arm and snuggled close. 
 
    "You can stare at my tits if you want, master," Sylk smiled. 
 
    "You don't really give me a choice," Trystan said while running his fingers through Sylk's blue hair. 
 
    "No. I don't," Sylk snuggled a little closer. 
 
    Gloom latched onto Trystan. Despite Sylk's comforting, he could feel hopelessness of trying to win Nia's heart. He knew deep down that once they reached Stukarr, the magic of travelling together will wear off and Nia will turn her sights onto other men who could do what he could not. Maybe Freya was right, maybe he was a loser of the highest order. Trystan knew that he had to do better if he had any chance of winning her heart. The college was days away and his heart sank lower because he had no idea what to do next. 
 
    Night covered the countryside. Trystan turned his gaze to the heavens as dark purple clouds drifted on the cool night air.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    The day wore on. The horse's heads dipped low from a full day of travelling on the road. Trystan and Nia's shoulders slumped a little. The morning was spent talking about college but the latter half of the day turned into riding quietly and staring at the countryside. The two mages weren't used to travelling for so long and their bodies began to hurt from unfamiliar aches. 
 
    Trystan occasionally pulled out the map, scanning it to match up landmarks. The one spot with the ruins kept glowing in his mind's eye. He told himself to make sure he visits the ruins indicated by the ink witch but he was still on the fence telling Nia about it. It wasn't out of any deep secret but he felt Nia may not want to take a detour that will cost them a day. Trystan considered getting to Stukarr and taking some time to travel to the ruins alone but from what he knew about college admissions, they throw you into the fire pretty quickly. There might not be enough time to prepare for his studies and search the ruins. 
 
    "I think I see an inn," Nia pointed. 
 
    Trystan raised his head up and followed Nia's finger to a medium sized home on the side of the road. A sign hung from two chains, swinging in the gentle breeze. 
 
    "I think we earned a rest at an inn," Nia smiled. 
 
    The mage snapped her reins and her horse sped into a gallop. Trystan was quick to follow and soon the two were racing. Smiles bloomed as they tried to out race the other to the inn in the distance. After a few tense moments, Nia dug her heels into her horse. The horse burst forward with new speed, leaving Trystan in her dust trail.  
 
    The mage coughed as his vision was obscured. When the dust settled, Nia was already dismounting and tying the reins to the horse post. Trystan dismounted and tied his horse to the post while Nia tapped her foot and looked up as if she was waiting for hours. 
 
    Taking their backpacks, the two mages climbed the few steps to the Serenity Inn and opened the front door. The inn was cozy with a hearth going in the main room. A bar stood off to the side while tables and chairs filled the middle floor around the hearth. Trystan was first to spot a man coming out from a back door. A surprised expression lit up his face when he caught sight of the two mages. 
 
    "Welcome to the Serenity Inn! My name is Gustav and I'm the innkeeper. What can I do for you?" Gustav beamed. 
 
    "We need two rooms for the night," Nia said as she shed her backpack from her shoulders. 
 
    "And dinner," Trystan quickly added. 
 
    Gustav continued to smile, "You're in luck. The inn is empty except for me. Pick any two rooms you like and I will get started on your dinner." 
 
    Nia started to walk off but Trystan stayed behind, "Is it normally this empty? I guess you can't have many travelers on the roads due to monsters." 
 
    Gustav bowed his head, "We do get travelers every once in a while. You are correct though, I don't see much business lately due to all the arachnixs sightings. They have stayed away from here but I would keep a watchful eye. Where are you travelling to? Stukarr?" 
 
    Trystan gave a kind smile, "Yes, we are on our way there." 
 
    Gustav nodded, “You both have a mage look about you. I have a feeling business may pick up as more mages make their way there. But let me not keep you waiting. I should have dinner for you soon. Please have a look around." 
 
    Trystan nodded and walked over to Nia who was looking at the hanging paintings. The inn carried an earthy scent as they walked down a small corridor with doors lining the walls. Nia stopped in front of one and Trystan took a door next to hers.  
 
    Trystan stepped into his room. It was furnished with a comfortable bed, small dresser, mirror on the wall and a wooden chair. The mage dropped his backpack on the chair and flopped into bed. The road did take its toll and the warm soft bed recharged Trystan's batteries. The mage lay about until a knock at the door indicated dinner was ready. 
 
    Trystan attacked the plate of steak and garlic mash potatoes. Nia soon followed with hungry vigor. The two didn't say a word as they tore through their meal like a fresh kill. Gustav watched with satisfaction when Trystan and Nia sat back, hands on their bellies and sated looks in their eyes. The innkeeper brought over a bottle of ale and two wooden mugs. The first fill was guzzled down in mere seconds. The second cup took a little longer. 
 
    Dizzy from all the food and ale, Trystan stood up and made his way to his room. Nia watched as the mage nearly crashed into the doorway before proceeding on to his room. Inside, Trystan flopped again into bed face first. The world wasn't quite spinning yet but the last few days were hard on him. Sleeping in a real bed was a dream come true. Eyes fluttered and soon the mage was close to peaceful sleep when there was a knock at his door. 
 
    Trystan turned his head, "Come in."  
 
    The door opened and Nia walked in. Trystan's eyes widened when he saw that she was only dressed in a long T shirt and holding a bottle of ale and two mugs. The mage instantly sat up as she closed the door behind her, a shy smile on her lips. 
 
    "I couldn't sleep. I thought we could have another drink." 
 
    Trystan swung his legs over the side of the bed and Nia sat down next to him. She handed him a mug and began pouring. Trystan couldn't hide the nervous shake of his hand as he gripped the mug for dear life. Nia poured into her own cup and held it up. The two toasted and took a deep gulp. 
 
    "I'm glad we are taking this trip together. I couldn't imagine doing it alone," Nia said, swirling her drink. 
 
    "I'm glad too. We have about four days left but if it is anything like the last few days then we should get there with no trouble." Trystan said while trying to not stare at Nia's chest. 
 
    Silence filled the room. Trystan stared at his drink and took another long gulp. Nia was quiet, taking a sip and holding the mug with two hands. Trystan was still fully clothed and reached down to take off his boots. Nia watched as one boot came off and then another. When Trystan sat up, Nia leaned in and kissed him. 
 
    Trystan was still as a block of ice. Nia pushed her tongue into his mouth, parting his lips and licking at his tongue. Trystan stared as her eyes were closed, heat rising up between them like a blazing fire. Lips locked until Nia pulled away. Trystan made no move and stared like he just witnessed an eclipse for the first time. 
 
    "Trystan, you don't have to be shy around me," Nia smiled. 
 
    "Nia...I...I...don't know if this is right." 
 
    Nia gave the mage a confused look.  
 
    Trystan continued, "I care for you more than anyone I have ever cared about. I know it is exciting that we are on a journey together but I don't think I'm the man you really want." 
 
    "What do you mean?" 
 
    Trystan sighed, "I'm not ready to be like that with you. I want to be better so I can be the man you really want." 
 
    Nia's expression soured slightly, "I know what I want, Trystan. I have always had a high opinion of you. It is you who doesn't have a high opinion of yourself. I wish you could see how I see you." 
 
    Trystan took hold of Nia's hand, "I don't think I'm ready." 
 
    Nia gently pulled her hand back and folded them in her lap, "There is something I want to tell you. I have never been with a man before. I simply don't trust many men. The only creature I have been with has been Red Fang. A familiar will always be loyal and follow you to the end. But you, you’re better than most men I have ever known." 
 
    Nia looked away, "Yesterday when I undressed and went for a swim, I knew that I could trust you to not take that as an invitation to have sex. When I came out of the water, I wanted you to see me, the real me." 
 
    Trystan looked down, "I have always seen the real you. But I'm not ready to be that person just yet. I hope you can forgive me." 
 
    Nia let a small smirk creep into her face. With a gentle push of her hand, Trystan laid down. Nia crawled next to him in bed and the two mages held each other. The comfort of their bodies so close, made the stress melt away. The dim candle in the room flickered and soon blew out. Trystan lay with his eyes open, Nia snuggling close. Time stood still as Trystan savored simply being close to his best friend. Sleep touched at the edge of Trystan's vision and again his eyes began to flutter. 
 
    Darkness closed in. Strange dreams filled Trystan. Demonic faces loomed into view, pointing and judging the mage as he stood in a lake of fire. Trystan tried to hide as tentacles reached up from the fire and coiled around his arms and legs. He looked down to see that he was naked. Nia was off in the distance, moaning as Red Fang took her from behind. Trystan struggled but the tentacles grew tighter. Freya clawed up from the lake of fire, eyes like a serpent and a tongue as long as a whip. 
 
    "You can't run," demonic Freya said as her tongue coiled around Trystan's manhood and pulled. 
 
    Trystan sat up with a start, the sound of his heavy breathing filling the room. Turning his head, even in the dim light, he could see that Nia was gone. The mage fell back into bed and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    A cool chill seeped into the room. Trystan could see his breath turn to frost as it rose up. He wondered why it was cold as he grabbed the blanket and pulled it over his body. The chill deepened. Trystan couldn't seem to warm up and was about to get up to light a candle when something moved. The mage sat up and looked around. The cold air closed in around him as he stared into the darkness. Trystan wondered why it felt familiar. 
 
    "Cyn?" Trystan whispered. 
 
    A spectral form glowed into view. The female ghost hovered in the middle of the room, head down and dripping sadness. Trystan crawled back until his back touched the wall. The ghost hovered silently, shreds of clothes barely covering her hourglass figure. 
 
    "Cyn?" Trystan asked again. 
 
    "I have to tell mistress you are here," The ghost said with a hollow voice. 
 
    "You can't, Cyn. I broke it off with her. She doesn't need to know I'm here. She will destroy this place." 
 
    "I must tell her," Cyn floated a foot off the floor. 
 
    "Cyn, Please don't tell her. At least give me some time so I can get Nia and leave." 
 
    Cyn looked away, "I felt mistress mistreated you. She was much too harsh. I treasured our time when she let me have you." 
 
    "I know it's difficult right now but give me ten minutes so I can leave." 
 
    "Mistress is close. There is nowhere to run," Cyn said and the room grew colder. 
 
    Trystan was on his feet and grabbing his pack. Cyn watched as the mage frantically put his boots on and darted for the door. Trystan slammed open Nia's door and went to her bed. The mage sat up slightly confused. Trystan grabbed what few items were laying about and put them in Nia's backpack. 
 
    "What's happening?" Nia said as she was already on her feet. 
 
    "Freya is here! We have to get out, now!" Trystan said tossing Nia's clothes at her. 
 
    Nia instantly began getting dressed. A short time later, they were out and running down the corridor. Mist flowed from behind Nia and Red Fang appeared. The wolfish familiar took lead as they barreled into the main room. Trystan sensed Sylk was still sleeping when he gave her a mental jab. Smoke flowed up his collar and the siren appeared in a flash of mist. 
 
    "I was having the best dream," Sylk yawned. 
 
    The siren's eyes widened as her master kept running without slowing down. The siren quickly began running, following her master into the main hall. 
 
    The main hall was quiet until the front door opened. Shadows grew longer and thicker in the twisting hearth light. Freya stepped in with sardonic rage in her brow and a black hammer in her tiny hands. Loc stepped in behind her, naked save for his metal loin cup and whip in his hands. The dark elf smiled evilly as he gave the whip a playful flick. Cyn floated in behind them, head tilted forward. 
 
    "I'm not going to argue. Come with me now and we can pretend none of this happened," Freya said and the shadows spilled further into the room. 
 
    "It's over, Freya. I'm going to the elemental college," Trystan said while trying to keep the fear from his voice. 
 
    Freya turned her attention to Nia, "You are making him do this! I knew you would try and steal him away from me." 
 
    "He left you on his own. You can't own his heart," Nia said with determination in her voice. 
 
    "The Hell I can't!" Freya screeched. 
 
    "Freya, we don't have to...." 
 
    Freya cut him off, "Loc, take him. I'll deal with the bitch." 
 
    Nia made a hand signal. Fire leaped from the hearth, shifting and changing into a fire sword. The mage grabbed it out of the air and charged. The dark elf leaped up and ran along the wall, eyes on Trystan. Red Fang jumped up to intercept the dark elf. Loc made an impossible twist of his body and the wolf familiar crashed into the wall, splintering wood in several directions. The dark elf slipped off the wall, lashing out with his whip. Trystan tried to duck but something blue flash in front of him. The whip curled around a scaly arm. 
 
    "Stay away from my master!" Sylk screeched and pulled. 
 
    Trystan watched as Loc was pulled from the air and slammed down feet first to the floor, cracking wood. The dark elf licked his lips as he leaped up, twisting his body into a spin. Sylk leaned away but the force of the spin was too great. The siren was launched past the spinning elf and crashed into a table. 
 
    Nia raced toward Freya. The shadow mage stood her ground with the oversized hammer in her hands. At the last second, she parried Nia's sword and the two mages stared eye to eye, muscles straining and weapons sparking. Freya pushed, knocking Nia back. The fire mage took a swordsman's stance and waited. The shadow mage raised her hammer and charged, screaming loud enough to wake the dead. Nia spun away just as the hammer came down, destroying the floor where she was a second ago.  
 
    Chaos erupted into a full melee. Trystan backed off as Loc stalked forward, whip in hand. The mage looked over at the bar. A quick hand signal and several bottles burst. Alcohol streamed upward and landed next to the mage, forming into a blue staff. 
 
    "Have you finally grown a spine?" Loc laughed. 
 
    "I have no quarrel with you. Back off!" Trystan said while holding his staff at the ready. 
 
    The dark elf stopped laughing and let out a tired sigh. A flick of the wrist and the whip coiled around Trystan's staff. Purple energy flowed along the black whip and struck the staff with a flash of light. The staff broke in two and Trystan took a few steps back. He knew Loc was skilled but he didn't know he was that skilled.  
 
    "She will make it worse the more you fight," Loc said with half closed eyes. 
 
    Trystan touched the two halves of his staff together and they fused, "It's over. Tell Freya that it is done." 
 
    Loc lifted his arm, whip snaking into the air when Sylk leaped onto his back. The dark elf tried to grab the siren until she put her mouth to his ear and screamed. Sonic vibrations filled the room. Loc's red eyes widened and he screamed as pain stabbed into him. Sylk kept it up, holding him close and screeching with direct power. The dark elf collapsed, whip falling from his hand. Sylk was on her feet and smiling at her master when something appeared behind her. 
 
    "Sylk!" Trystan screamed. 
 
    Cyn reached out and touched the siren on the back. Sylk screamed, shattering windows. The ghost familiar drained energy from the siren with a sad expression on her face. Trystan ran forward and swiped at the ghost. The blue staff passed through with no effect. Trystan tried again and nothing happened. Sylk sank to her knees, her screams turning into tortured moans. Trystan's mind raced for a spell that would affect the undead. 
 
    Red Fang stood up, shaking off pieces of wood in his fur. The wolf familiar looked over to Sylk and the ghost draining her energy. Red fang opened his maw and spit out a fireball. The fireball streaked across the room and struck the ghost full on. Cyn's dour face twisted into a scream as fire burned her ghostly body. The ghost pulled her hand away and Sylk fell to the floor. 
 
    Weapons clashed as Nia and Freya continued to exchange blows. The innkeeper stepped out from the back with an old sword in a shaky hand. He watched as Nia and Freya attempted to hit each other but cut and smashed everything around them. He quickly backed out when Freya spun impossibly fast and knocked Nia's feet out from under her. The fire mage landed on her back. Freya lifted her hammer with a maddening gaze and brought it down hard. Nia rolled away just enough for the hammer to crash into the floor and send splinters into the air. Nia sliced upward but Freya used the handle of her hammer to block the blow. 
 
    "He's mine! I will make sure you never take him from me again!" Freya screamed. 
 
    "Crazy bitch!" Nia shouted as she rolled back onto her feet. 
 
    Freya stalked forward. Nia readied herself when a shadow leaped up and sliced into her arm. The mage grunted as she stepped back, a trickle of blood soaking into her shirt. Freya smiled as shadows grew into points. Without thinking, Trystan threw his staff like a javelin. The blunted end struck Freya in the arm and sent the shadow mage crashing into a nearby table. Freya glared at Trystan with a mixture of shock and rage. Shadows grew thicker as the room turned into a maelstrom of darkness. 
 
    Nia's gaze fell on the hearth fire, keeping the shadows at bay. Hands turned into a blur as she made signal after signal. The hearth fire spiraled upward into a column of fire and raw energy. Shadows danced as they moved and poised at the fire mage. The fire streaked outward, snaking in the air, ready to burn the darkness. 
 
    Trystan kneeled down to pick up Sylk as she lay unconscious. In his arms, he turned to Nia who was standing at the ready with streams of fire hovering in the air. They both exchanged a desperate glance. The moment was barely a second but they both knew what was going to happen next. Trystan turned away with Sylk in his arms and started to run. Freya caught sight of Trystan running away. 
 
    "NO ONE LEAVES ME!" Freya screamed. 
 
    Freya charged Nia, shadows reaching out, slicing all in their path. Nia shouted and charged Freya, fire caressing and burning anything within reach. The darkness clashed with fire and their power exploded. Darkness and fire split into all directions, lancing outward. Trystan held Sylk close as he ran toward a small window. Red Fang leaped into the fray, barreling toward Freya. Vibrations from the magical energy whipped about like a monster in full rage. 
 
    A fireball struck the window and it exploded outward just as Trystan jumped. The mage went flying through the air, glass floating with him. The mage crashed into the ground and rolled as walls burst into flames and shadows cut charred wood. Trystan was quickly on his feet, running toward the nearby forest. Sylk moaned in his arms. A glance back and Trystan let out a painful gasp. The inn was burning, lighting up the night sky with fury and fire. Explosions filled the area and Trystan continued on toward the forest. 
 
    Thoughts of Nia stormed his heart. She had to be okay. There seemed to be more fire then shadows. She must have survived. Trystan continued to worry as he made it to the edge of the forest and stepped into its deep foreboding darkness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    Wild branches reached out and clawed at Trystan's face as he pushed through the thick woods. The night was dark. No moon glowed to light Trystan's way so he stumbled on into the thick forest. Sylk's breathing was labored and Trystan held her close to his chest. Exhaustion began to set in as Trystan's legs wobbled. Onward he pushed until he reached a small clearing and there he fell to his knees. 
 
    Muscles burned with acidic pain. The mage tried to control his breathing as he continued to clutch Sylk to him. The soft glow of her blue hair helped adjust his eyes to the darkness, what little light from the stars did the rest. Trystan gently laid Sylk down and un-slung his backpack. Quickly he pulled the tent out and started to set it up. The night was cold and getting colder the longer they were out there. Trystan had no idea how much time actually passed. Hands moved automatically as he set up the tent. He couldn't risk lighting a fire. If Freya was hunting him then a fire would make him easy to find. 
 
    The mage picked up Sylk and carried her into the tent. She lay, shivering. Trystan quickly lay next to her and covered them both in blankets. The mage found himself shivering as well. Trystan held his familiar as they tried to warm each other up. 
 
    "...master..." Sylk whispered. 
 
    "Save your strength. You will be warm soon," Trystan said reassuringly. 
 
    "....I...need you..." Sylk whispered weakly. 
 
    Trystan looked into Sylk's half closed eyes. He knew that Cyn could drain energy with her touch. There were a number of times the ghost fed off Trystan and nearly put him into a coma. The mage could see that Sylk was very weak and the light in her eyes was getting dimmer.  
 
    The mage was silent for a long moment. Sylk begged with her eyes. She needed to feed. She needed her master energy, his mana. Trystan knew what had to be done but cursed himself for his hang ups. The siren put herself in harm's way to protect her master and now it was the master's turn to take care of his familiar. 
 
    Trystan started to undress. Webbed hands touched his bare skin as clothes peeled away. Trystan's heart raced and that in turn further warmed their bodies. The glow in Sylk's big eyes returned slowly. Under the blankets, Trystan pressed his warm body against the sirens. A webbed hand glided down and touched his hardening manhood. The siren was quiet as she stroked him, tapping into his spirit energy and drinking it in. It was a small amount but it was enough to return a tiny bit of her strength. The siren's eyes turned nearly animalistic as she stroked along her master's shaft. At first Trystan was quiet but even he succumbed to pleasure as it ignited deep within him. Master and familiar continued, slow at first but building with each stroke and moan. Trystan let his fingers glide along the siren's fit body. First he touched scales along her arms but soon touched warm flesh past her elbow and along her side. The siren pressed her body close, clinging to her master while squeezing and stroking him until he was fully hard. Pointed nipples were snug against Trystan's chest as the siren grinded her entire body on him. 
 
    The heat between them went from a slow burn to a blazing fire. The mage let his fingers glide along her hip to her thighs. The siren spread her legs just enough for the mage to run fingers along her inner thigh. Trystan's heart thudded in his chest, fingers touching her sex and coming away glistening. The siren moaned her approval. Staying on her side, she pushed her hips as close to her master's as possible. The master's hard cock was squeezed between them but the siren hungrily took hold, moving the tip to her wet line. Trystan held the familiar close as she pressed her womanhood on his member. Master and familiar let out a deep, sultry breath as inches spread her opening. 
 
    Energy welled up between mage and familiar. Sylk pressed against Trystan's chest hard and he was on his back. The blue haired siren allowed herself to be impaled as she slid down his manhood, inch by inch. The siren dug claws into her master's chest and whimpered when she reached his hilt. Spirit energy danced and the two were locked in a frenzy of lust and hunger. Sylk moved up and down while her master held her thin waist. The siren's body siphoned energy from her master, at first a trickle and then it turning into a flood. Breasts bounced as she continued to feed and ride her master. Trystan let go of his inhibitions. Health began to return to the siren's face and this drove his own lust further. The mage held her waist and controlled the tempo. The siren squeezed and moaned, ecstasy blooming. 
 
    "Yes master...yes....feed me more. Feed me more!" The siren moaned. 
 
    Trystan could feel the pull of her energy as it latched on and teased him. The mage couldn't hold back anymore as Sylk moved her hips faster and faster on her master's manhood. Trystan's hand squeezed tight as he held her down on his cock. Spurts of molten come ejected into the siren's tight opening. The burst of energy was too much for the siren as she let out a deep soul wrenching moan, her own orgasm exploding with blinding light. Together their bodies continued of their own accord. The siren's eyes rolled into her head, squeezing every last drop of come from her master. Trystan gasped as Sylk rode him on and on. 
 
    When the bliss subsided, the siren collapsed onto her master. Mage and familiar fell into sleep's embrace in each other's arms. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan stepped out of the tent to the morning light. The forest was still dark and holding much of the light at bay, but the little clear patch Trystan set up his tent had shafts of warm sunlight breaking through. Sylk was next to crawl out, a silly smile on her face and a little extra jump in her webbed step. 
 
    "What do we do now, master?" Sylk asked as she bounced up and down. 
 
    "Let's fold up camp and see if we can figure out where we are." 
 
    "I'm on it!" Sylk said and started to break down the tent. 
 
    Trystan pulled out the map from his jacket and unfolded it. Tracing a finger along the road and where the inn was possibly closest he made a rough determination where they were. Since they stumbled in the dark for a long time, he didn't know exactly. He hoped they weren't too far off their course. Sylk folded up the tent and shoved it into his backpack before running to her master. 
 
    "All done!" The siren said cheerfully. 
 
    Trystan continued to look at the map, “Good. I think we are here in the woods of Scular. If we make sure the sun is on our left, we should hit the road soon." 
 
    "Do you think it is safe to be on the road?" 
 
    Trystan shook his head, “No, I don't. If Freya survived last night then she may still be hunting us. I think we need to continue through the forest until we reach the northward turn of the road. It may slow us down but I don't think we have much choice." 
 
    Thoughts of Nia slipped into Trystan's mind and his hand clenched. Sylk noticed it and her eyes saddened. 
 
    "I'm sure Nia will be fine. I saw you two practice when we were by the lake. She is very skilled." 
 
    "I hope so. Freya is cruel and a dirty mage. She will use any trick to win. If Nia is okay then we will meet up at Stukarr." The thought of leaving Nia hurt more than Trystan wanted to let on. 
 
    The mage picked up his backpack and slung it over his shoulder. The siren followed her master as they started walking into the dark forest, leaving the warm sunlight behind. Trystan wanted to be brave as they moved further in. Remembering what the innkeeper said about sightings of arachnixs made his skin crawl. They were half human and half spider, monsters with a hunger for anything with a pulse. Trystan remembered the stories about them from school. He had no love for any insect or arachnid but monster sized ones were at the top of his list of fears. The mage pressed on, trying to focus and not alarm his familiar, who seemed ready to do cartwheels. 
 
    The sun moved through the sky at an even pace. Birds chirped in the distance as the mage and his familiar continued on their journey. Sylk began complaining about her webbed feet on the rocky ground. Trystan tried to tell her to put some clothes on and some footwear. The siren was put off. When she snapped her fingers, a tiny bikini appeared and sandals on her webbed feet. Trystan let out a curse as he was instantly hard from her snapping fingers and tried his best to hide it. There was no way Sylk could know the power it had over him, thanks to Freya's conditioning and he was too embarrassed to explain.   
 
    "You’re acting weird," Sylk said walking along. 
 
    "Do you have to snap your fingers every time you put on clothes?" Trystan tried to keep the edge from his voice. 
 
    "What's wrong with snapping my fingers? It's better than saying the words." 
 
    Trystan turned slightly so his bulge faced away, "Words are fine. Use the words, please." 
 
    "I will try, master," Sylk huffed. 
 
    "Why do you only wear that bikini? It barely covers you."  
 
    "I don't like clothes. It feels better without them." 
 
    "How is anyone going to take you seriously if you’re naked all the time?" 
 
    Sylk frowned, "I only need you to take me seriously." 
 
    "You have a warped sense of priorities," Trystan said with relief as his hard on began to soften. 
 
    "I live to serve you. Is that warped?" Sylk smiled. 
 
    Trystan was quiet for a moment, "Can't argue with that logic." 
 
    "When do you think we will reach the road?"  
 
    Trystan looked up to the sky, pass the trees and then back to the small dirt path ahead of them, "Two days, I think. It's hard to tell without any landmarks."  
 
    "I miss the horse," Sylk said quietly and quickly followed up with "I miss Nia and Red Fang too." 
 
    Trystan grimaced, "You don't have to say those things on my account." 
 
    "I thought it would help you feel better. Sorry master." 
 
    "Sylk, I know you only want to be with me but having friends isn't a bad thing. When we meet up with them, give them a chance. I'm sure they will surprise you." 
 
    The siren tilted her head as they walked, "I will try but I don't like it." 
 
    Trystan gave a small smile, "All I can ask is for you to try. Thank you." 
 
    The siren's eyes lit up, "You are a great master! Gwen was right about you!" 
 
    Trystan stopped in his tracks, "Gwen? The ink witch? I thought you were created when you were finished being inked into my skin? How do you know her?" 
 
    Sylk's webbed hands went to her mouth, " Ummm...I...I misspoke. I'm sure there are many Gwen’s in the world. You know when a familiar has too much energy they can become a little drunk and....." 
 
    "Sylk," Trystan said with hardness to his voice. 
 
    The siren's shoulders deflated, "She talks to me in my dreams. Asks me if you are a good master and how is the trip to Stukarr but that's it." 
 
    Trystan looked away and started walking again. Questions filled his mind. The siren silently walked alongside her master. The mage couldn't fathom why an ink witch would still be in contact with his familiar. As far as he knew, familiars are born when the tattoo is finished. They are tied to their masters and no one else. Why would the witch talk to his familiar in her dreams? 
 
    Trystan was about to turn and ask Sylk more questions when all the birds in the background became silent. The mage stopped and looked around. The forest had a darker edge then it had before.  
 
    Sylk gazed about, "What is it master?"  
 
    "I think we should run," Trystan said with wide eyes. 
 
    In the distance, off to their right, something big scuttled through the shadows. The mage was about to run when two oval dots glowed and something hissed. The mage reached out and took Sylk's arm. A thick stream of white fluid burst from the shadows. Sylk pushed her master out of the way when the fluid struck the siren on the back. Trystan held onto her arms tight as a panicked charge filled her eyes. 
 
    "Master!" The siren managed as she was yanked from her master and swallowed into the darkness.  
 
    Trystan burst forward, toward the shadows. Two eyes blinked and another stream of white shot out. Trystan stumbled and the thick strand struck a tree. The mage pulled a small canteen from his jacket and opened the top. A quick hand signal and the water flowed out, forming into a blue short sword. The mage didn't want to hurt anyone but he knew when he reached Sylk, he was going to be ready at any cost. 
 
    Another hiss and several white strands streamed from the darkness. One stuck to his short sword and yanked it away. Trystan made a signal and it turned to water and flowed back to his hand, reforming back into the sword. Breathing hard, he charged the darkness. Shadows gave way revealing pale arms clutching Sylk to it, white fluid over the Siren's mouth. Trystan gritted his teeth and charged. A pale palm faced outward and a thicker stream of white launched. Trystan tried to spin away but the webbing struck him, knocking him off balance. The mage watched as he spun into a tree head first, knocking him out cold. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    Waves of pain crashed through the darkness. It was easier to simply sleep it away but the pain became thicker with each wave. Standing on the shores of darkness with such throbbing pain was proving too much and eyes fluttered open to a sea of white. Groans whispered into the white, pleading for the pain to stop. Eyes opened fully and the world slowly fell into focus. 
 
    Trystan lifted his head and looked around. The pain was distracting as it radiated from his head. Instinctually a hand moved to try and rub it but instead met resistance. The white all around the mage fell into sharp focus. The mage could see without a doubt that he was covered in white silky strands. Thicker strands held him upright against a wall while other strands tied around his arms, legs and stomach. Trystan tried to move again and found he had no leeway from his bonds. Around him it appeared he was in a room but instead of corners, they were rounded edges, much like a tunnel. The chamber was medium size with a tunnel leading away on his left. 
 
    Trystan relaxed and let himself hang in his sticky bonds. He took stock of his situation. Sylk was not attached to him but he could feel she was close. The mage concentrated and her heart beat pumped steady. Thanking the gods, Trystan moved on to see if there was a way out. The white room was bare with nothing to use. Trystan could feel hope dwindle away when a shadow moved from the corridor. 
 
    Thin shadow legs moved at curved angles. Trystan could feel his heart beat faster as something with spindly legs moved down the white corridor and stepped into view. Spider like legs moved effortlessly across the white webbing. The mage didn't even pretend to sleep as the arachnix moved into view. The lower half was that of a spider, complete with six legs and abdomen. From the waist up it was that of a woman. Trystan found himself staring at the monster as she skittered toward him. The spider woman was beautiful with long straight black hair. Fabric covered her ample chest and streamed down her front, covering her stomach where her human like body met the spider half. The arachnix smiled as she carried a large spoon with a clear liquid inside. 
 
    "You must be thirsty. Drink so you can keep up your strength," The spider woman said with a razor smile. 
 
    Trystan opened his mouth and the spider woman let the water spill into it. 
 
    "I would give you more but I saw that you are a mage. I cannot risk you using your spells to free yourself. You understand," The arachnix said kindly. 
 
    "Please, release me and my familiar. We were simply travelling through and mean no harm." 
 
    The spider woman laughed, "I know you mean no harm but you are a tasty morsel. I couldn't resist you when I first saw you." 
 
    "Resist me?" 
 
    The arachnix nodded, "Oh yes. I have always had a fondness for your kind. Male arachnixs can be hungry fools. All they think about is eating and little else. They don't understand the hungers us females can have." 
 
    "Are...are you going to eat us?" 
 
    The spider woman moved in close, eyes meeting Trystan's with a deep hunger, “Maybe you’re familiar but not you. I have other plans for such a fine human man." 
 
    An alabaster white hand touched the web crisscrossing Trystan's body and began sliding down. When it reached Trystan's manhood, it lingered. The mage felt a shiver spike up his spine. He had heard the tales but he thought they were just stories, men who were kidnapped and used by the spider women until they were done and devoured shortly after. 
 
    "Let me see if you are worth it," The spider woman hissed and began pulling at webs. 
 
    Trystan tried to think fast, "What's your name?" 
 
    The spider woman stopped and looked up, "Most often your kind doesn’t ask that question. They often beg and plead for their lives." 
 
    "I am a guest in your home. It would be rude if I didn't know your name." 
 
    The arachnix eyed the mage with curiosity, "Skeena." 
 
    "Thank you, Skeena. I would have brought a gift if I knew I was coming here." 
 
    "A man with manners, how odd that you were out in the forest, I would think you would live in one of your walled cities." 
 
    "I'm actually from a town, Sapphire Cove." 
 
    Skeena tapped her cheek with a finger, "I have heard of that town, so close to the water. Why are you so far from home?" 
 
    "I'm on my way to Stukarr to attend the elemental college. If you release me and my familiar, we could be on our way." 
 
    Skeena's eyes narrowed, "Now why would I do that? There is no benefit for me. I have you and soon I will have that warm seed you produce." 
 
    Trystan's eyes widened, "Why do you want my seed?" 
 
    "You don't know?" The arachnix said with half closed eyes. 
 
    "Uh...I....uh...." The mage stammered. 
 
    "I need you so I can have daughters. Your kind can mix with my kind. I despise arachnix males and would rather have a brood of females," Skeena reached down and pulled more webbing from between Trystan's legs. 
 
    "We barely know each other," Trystan could feel he was running out of time to think of something.  
 
    "All I need to know is if you are up to the task. If not, then you become food. Either way I will be satisfied.” 
 
    Long white fingers pulled away the last of the web and began untying the mage's leggings. Trystan struggled but the webbing held him like steel. With leggings undone, the spider woman pulled them open. Eyes opened a little wider and a pointed tongue licked her lips. 
 
    "You are up for the task I see," Skeena smiled. 
 
    The arachnix scuttled back a few paces and began undressing. Trystan watched, helpless as her clothing fell away to reveal a toned and sensual upper body. Bare breasts hung unassisted with pale pink nipples. Right where her human half met the spider half, her womanhood gleamed with a line of honey. Skeena moved closer, hand reaching up and slowly stroking Trystan's manhood. 
 
    The mage moaned as the arachnix made long strokes. The spider woman watched in delight as the mage grew harder in her hand. From her hand, wet spider silk spun out between her flesh and Trystan's shaft. The sliding intensified and the mage could not help but moan louder. 
 
    "Please, stop this Skeena." 
 
    "Does it feel good?" The spider woman looked up with comforting eyes. 
 
    "Yes," Trystan managed between breaths. 
 
    Trystan's mind raced with any means to escape but the more the spider woman stroked him, the more bliss clouded his thoughts. The mage fought for control as he tried to resist but the smooth wet feeling of her spider silk on him was distracting. Skeena leaned her face close to his hard member; her pointed tongue snaked out and licked the tip.         
 
    "No need to tremble. I promise I will be gentle at first," Skeena smiled evilly. 
 
    Soft lips closed on the tip of the Trystan's manhood and began their slow slide down his shaft. Hips bucked but only served to push his cock further into the arachnix's mouth. The spider woman's tongue pressed along his shaft, rubbing and moving. Sucking sounds filled the room as her head bobbed back and forth on Trystan's manhood. The mage struggled but it was useless. Muffled moans rose up as the arachnix continued to suck Trystan's member. The mage looked down to see that spider woman's eyes were closed and enjoying herself.  
 
    Pale hands reached up and dug nails into the mage's legs. The quick stab of pain made the mage moan louder. The arachnix upped the tempo, sucking on every inch, tongue teasing for his seed to burst forth. Trystan eyed the arachnix as her breasts bounced to her movements. Ecstasy started to rise and Trystan was having trouble trying to think of any way to escape. 
 
    Memories of how Freya tortured him flooded Trystan's sex soaked mind. How he let her do anything to him as long as he obeyed. The only time he ever had a chance to breath during their marathon sex nights was if he played the game as well. Trystan mentally stared at his darker, primal self and he could feel it rattling the cage. 
 
    A loud groan filled the air as Trystan bucked. Skeena gave a muffled moan as spurts of come erupted in her mouth. The spider woman made her mouth tighter by pressing her tongue along the underside of Trystan's cock to the roof of her mouth. With steady movements she sucked down every drop of the mage's seed. 
 
    When the last drop was sucked down, Skeena pulled away with a smile, “My my you taste good. I hope there is more where that came from because we're not done yet." 
 
    Skeena's spider legs moved and touched the web wall. Trystan watched as the arachnix climbed up the wall with little effort. Soon the spider woman's large breasts were in his face and her wet slit rubbed against his still hard manhood. 
 
    "I can tell you are really turned on, either out of fear or lust. It doesn't matter. As long as you give me daughters I may keep you around for a few nights," Skeena winked. 
 
    The cage opened and Trystan let the beast out, "I will give you the biggest brood you ever had." 
 
    Skeena's eyes and smile brightened, "So strong, you have finally given in to my desires. I may have use for you as a slave but only if you make good on your boast." 
 
    "It is not a boast but a promise," Trystan leered. 
 
    The spider woman was nearly beside herself with giddy pleasure. Skeena practically attacked the mage with her body, pressing her breasts into his face and her wet line against Trystan's hardening member. The two let out a long moan together as Skeena took hold of the mage's cock and pushed her wet slit onto it. Inches sunk into her wet gash and the arachnix's eyes rolled into her head. Trystan bit down on the spider woman's nipple and this only made her moan louder. Spider legs worked as she forced her body against Trystan's body, impaling herself on his spear. The mage let his tongue slip out and licked her nipple as they pointed in pleasure. 
 
    "You feel so good my spider queen. Can this humble slave have more?" Trystan said while letting the lust ride his beast. 
 
    "Oh yes my little morsel, you will have more and more. Give me daughters and I will make sure to milk you dry," Skeena moaned. 
 
    Trystan licked at her warm flesh, snuggling between her ample bosom, "Please, hurt this servant. I am a naughty slave." 
 
    The spider woman forced herself down to Trystan's hilt. Eyes wild with desire, a pale hand lashed out. Pain sliced across Trystan's chest, cutting through webbing and clothes. The mage screeched and the spider woman made another swipe. Clawed finger tips came away bloody. 
 
    "You like that my little slave? You like when the queen punishes you?" Skeena cooed. 
 
    "Yes...yes...I love it," Trystan managed as pain pulsed through his chest, “Again please," The mage said weakly. 
 
    Skeena pushed her body on Trystan's rigid staff, coaxing him more and more. The web across the mage's chest bloomed with red as his blood seeped in. The mage groaned as Skeena's movements became faster and faster. The spider woman's slit tightened as Trystan made hand signals. 
 
    "Yes! Yes! Come in me and give me a brood of legend!" Skeena yelled as she pressed her body hard onto the mage. 
 
    Trystan finished the spell and blood leaped up. Skeena's eyes were closed as Trystan's cock bulged. The mage moaned as molten spurts of come filled the arachnix's tight opening. The spider woman let out a soul wrenching moan as her own orgasm made her eyes squeeze shut. The stream of blood formed into a small knife and fell into Trystan's hand. The mage quickly cut at the webbing holding his hand. Skeena opened her eyes with heated lust. Trystan freed his arm and placed the knife to the arachnix's throat. 
 
    "What's this!" Skeena hissed. 
 
    "I don't want to hurt you. Cut me loose!" Trystan demanded. 
 
    Skeena tried to move away but the mage pressed the small red blade to her neck, causing a drop of blood to drip down her alabaster neck. 
 
    "You...you tricked me!" 
 
    "I have no choice. I cannot stay here. Please cut me down." 
 
    The arachnix frowned as she pulled her body off of Trystan's still hard member. Pale hands became a blur as webbing was sliced away. The mage fell from the wall and landed on his feet with blade pointed. 
 
    "My familiar," Trystan said with a dark edge in his voice. 
 
    "She is in the other room," Skeena said with eyes still on the blood knife. 
 
    The spider woman scuttled down a short corridor and Trystan was close behind. They walked about ten feet and the corridor opened into another room. Sylk was hanging against a wall, covered in white webbing. The siren's eyes were closed and head tilted forward. Without thinking, Trystan ran up to the siren and began cutting her down. The mage managed to glance back and catch Skeena's shadow as she disappeared down another corridor and out of sight. 
 
    ".....mmaster..." Sylk said weakly. 
 
    "We’re getting out of here," Trystan said as he cut away the last thick strand of webbing.  
 
    Sylk fell into his arms. The siren looked up as she turned to mist and flowed onto his arm. Trystan looked down to see his familiar curled up on his skin. The mage knew it would be easier if he just ran without holding her. 
 
    Trystan turned around. In the corner of the room were his backpack and a bucket of water. The mage hoisted up the backpack and let the blood knife fall to the floor with a small splash. Pain radiated across his chest but it was necessary if only to make his escape. Trystan made hand signals and water streamed upward to form a blue staff.  
 
    Blindly, Trystan stumbled down another web corridor and with luck, into the night air. Instantly the mage broke into a run. Looking back he could see the large arachnix home made of white webbing. It connected from tree to tree. There was no sign of Skeena as he raced into the dark night. The mage continued to run until his lungs burned and legs cramped. Trystan let out a weak shout and fell to his knees. 
 
    The cool night air caressed his face as he heaved, sweat trickling down his forehead. A quick scan of the area showed nothing but trees and darkness. Listening, the forest was silent. There were no monsters chasing him or any commotion what so ever. The mage was back to his feet and lurched through the dark woods, lost and a little afraid. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    Trystan walked like a zombie through the forest. The sun was up and shined brightly. The thick trees gave way to smaller ones as the mage made his way. Soon the forest grew sparse and open clearings of grass became more frequent. Tired and exhausted, Trystan kept walking until he collapsed by a large tree surrounded by tall grass. 
 
    Mist flowed upward and Sylk blinked into existence. The siren bent down, a webbed hand touching her master's face. Trystan lay with eyes closed half his face in the dirt. 
 
    "Master, is there anything I can do?" 
 
    Trystan was silent for a moment, "No. I need to rest before we continue on." 
 
    Sylk took hold of her master and helped him to sit up against the old tree, "Maybe I can scout around and see where we are?" 
 
    "Can you read a map?" Trystan asked with his head tilted forward. 
 
    Sylk looked down, "I'm not sure but I could try." 
 
    Trystan was so exhausted that he barely fished out the map from his jacket and handed it to his familiar. Sylk took it and unfolded it. Confused eyes wandered over the map and she looked to the sky as if the heavens would give her some guidance. Trystan would have found it funny if he wasn't so dead tired. 
 
    "I will walk around and see if I can find anything," Sylk said with concern. 
 
    "Don't get lost," Trystan said weakly. 
 
    Sylk gave a small smile, "I can never get lost, master. I always feel you, even when we are apart." 
 
    Trystan wanted to say the same but his eyes fluttered. Sylk stood up, her breasts bouncing. The siren looked down at herself and back at her master. With one whisper, a string bikini appeared and sandals on her webbed feet. Trystan managed a tiny smirk as the siren winked, turned and walked off. 
 
    The mage's muscles felt like lead as he sat against the tree. Terrible thoughts flooded his mind and heart as he sat. Did Nia make it out of the inn? Is Freya still hunting him? Will they ever find their way to Stukarr? Are they going to die out here in the wilderness? Trystan fell into a troubled sleep, questions swirling in the darkness. 
 
    Eyes opened and Trystan found himself in a golden field. Nia was picking wild flowers and Red Fang bounded in the background chasing a butterfly. Sylk was doing cartwheels and the world seemed right. Happiness filled the mage as he stood up. Nia stopped picking her wild flowers and looked over, red hair flowing in the gentle breeze. Trystan ran to her, ready to snatch her up and hold her close. He didn't realize how much he missed her. Part of him said this was a dream but he didn't care. After everything that had happened so far, this was paradise. 
 
    Trystan was feet away from Nia when the sky darkened. Hands took hold but it was no longer Nia. Trystan stared at the raven haired woman in tight leather. The mage didn't let go as the ink witch smiled back, putting her own arms around his neck playfully. 
 
    "Don't give up Trystan," The witch gave a peck on his cheek. 
 
    "Why are you here?" Trystan said but the words came out slow and other worldly. 
 
    "I want to help you. Sylk tells me such wonderful things about you. I'm happy she is yours." 
 
    "Help me? I don't understand." 
 
    "Are you going to the ruins like I asked in the note? Will you take a second familiar before reaching the college?" Gwen asked in a soft tone. 
 
    Trystan was silent. He knew he was going to try but with how things turned out, getting a second familiar seemed to be barely a thought. Even in the dream he could feel the pain in his muscles. Uncertainty filled his heart as he stood in a dream, holding a beautiful witch. 
 
    Trystan woke from his silent moment, "I don't know. I'm worried about Sylk and my friend Nia. We were separated and now I'm lost. If I find the road then maybe I can try but I can't honestly say." 
 
    Gwen let go and stepped back, "The wilderness can be a harsh place. I have one final gift for you. Take it, whether you find the second familiar or not. You will be in my wishes." 
 
    The ink witch held up a hand and it glow a pale blue. Tired muscles filled with energy. Pain softened and faded away in mere moments. Trystan could feel vitality return to him. The urge to run grew and nearly took a fevered vibration.  
 
    Trystan bolted forward and lifted the ink witch into the air, “Thank you!" The mage said with heated excitement. 
 
    "You are most welcome," Gwen laughed. 
 
    Trystan put down the witch and gazed at her, "You have done so much. I will do anything I can to repay you." 
 
    "Stay true to the quest and that will be payment enough," Gwen smiled. 
 
    "Will you continue to visit Sylk's dreams?" 
 
    "She told you about that. I will stop when you reach Stukarr." 
 
    Trystan felt a heat rush into his face, "You can visit my dreams." 
 
    Gwen eyed the mage and gave a comforting smile, "Maybe I will." 
 
    Wind picked up. The ink witch turned to sand and flew into the rising winds. Trystan waved as the stream of sand coiled and snaked further up into the darkening sky.  
 
    Trystan woke with a start. A second later he was on his feet. The dream began to fade but the new found energy didn't. The mage kicked up his legs and felt like he had a full night's sleep. The sun dipped low in the sky and Trystan looked around to see any hint of his familiar. The area was empty except for swaying trees in the evening breeze. 
 
    Trystan closed his eyes and let his senses fan out. A moment later he could feel his familiar. Sylk was running back and her heart was soaring. Eyes open, Trystan spotted the blue haired familiar as she raced toward him. The mage wasn't going to wait and ran forward to meet her. Joy was written all over the siren's face as she leaped into her master's arms with map in hand. Trystan hugged her close. 
 
    "I found it! I found it!" Sylk said with blazing excitement. 
 
    "Slow down. What did you find?" 
 
    "The ruins on this map, the arachnix must have carried us quiet a distance to her home." Sylk pulled back and showed the map, her webbed finger pointing, “We just came out of the forest here. The ruins are not far and after that is the road to Stukarr. We are almost there!" 
 
    Trystan couldn't keep the smile from his face, "You are amazing my familiar. Let's get moving. How long till the ruins?" 
 
    Sylk slid down to the ground and was bouncing, "The ruins are about an hour from here. We might be able to make it just as the sun is setting." 
 
    Trystan pulled on the strap to his backpack and the mage and familiar began walking. Sylk kept pointing in the direction they had to go and the mage could just make out the pointed stone columns. Trees thinned out and soon they were out in a plain field, walking with newfound energy in their step. Renewed confidence filled the mage as he walked. Sylk talked and hugged her master's arm a number of times.  
 
    Trystan could feel hope welling up. He planned for them to spend the night at the ruins but if all goes well, they will be on the road and at Stukarr's gates before nightfall tomorrow. Images of Nia waiting for him made his heart race. The mage simply couldn't believe Freya getting the upper hand on Nia. With any luck, the two mages will be together and they will have stories to tell. 
 
    The sun touched the horizon as master and familiar stared at the ruins. Stone spikes rose sharply into the air and rocky buildings stood, ruined and empty. Sunlight painted the tops of the spikes with orange light as the mage and siren walked closer. The air was still and Trystan grew quiet. Thoughts of monsters lurking in the ruins filled his mind but they pressed on. Sylk looked to her master and became silent as they stepped past the fallen stone walls. 
 
    An itch bloomed on Trystan's left shoulder. The mage pulled his jacket and shirt collar down to look at the star tattoos. They glowed with an eerie blue light. Sylk looked to her master and then eyed the glowing star tattoos. 
 
    "Master, I think we are close to your second familiar." 
 
    Trystan looked to Sylk, "You read the note on the other side of the map?" 
 
    Sylk nodded, “I did," The siren frowned. 
 
    "What's wrong?" 
 
    "It is nice having you all to me. I don't know if I can share you with another familiar." 
 
    "You will always be my first, you know that." 
 
    Sylk's eyes watered, "As long as I'm your first, I can live with that." 
 
    "Come on. Let's see if we can find the familiar and set up camp." 
 
    Sylk smiled softly, "Yes master." 
 
    The sun dipped lower as they explored the ruins. Grass and moss grew around and on the stone structures. The air contained a hint of wild flowers the further they walked in. The itch on Trystan's arm intensified. The mage could feel they were close. The light touching the tops of the stone spikes melted away. A bright flash filled the sky and died away like embers in a fire. 
 
    A creepy feeling washed over the mage and siren. It seemed to ooze from the very stones themselves. Strange blue symbols carved into the ancient stones as they walked, getting brighter as night covered the land. Magic pulsed and a sliver of confusion filled the mage's head. Sylk glanced over to see her master stumble and try to regain his balance. Webbed hands reached out and clutched at his arm. 
 
    "Master, I can feel it, the mana around us. Maybe we should leave?" 
 
    Trystan pressed on quietly. The confusion grew but the tattooed stars on his arm begged him to proceed deeper. Sylk did not feel the confusion but continued on with her master. If he were to encounter trouble then it was her duty to protect him. 
 
    Trystan turned a corner to see an open stone doorway, stairs leading down into darkness. With nearly hypnotic eyes, the mage walked toward it, a mad smirk curving into his cheek. Sylk stood by her master as the mage stared down the dark stairway. 
 
    "She calls to me. She is down there," Trystan said in a faraway voice. 
 
    "We should wait till morning. It's not safe," Sylk said with concern. 
 
    "She calls," Trystan whispered and began his descent. 
 
    Sylk watched as her master stepped down into the darkness. Foreboding fear crept into her skin and a shiver ran down her spine. The familiar clenched webbed hands and followed her master into the darkness below. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    The air grew warmer the further they descended. Trystan un-slung his backpack and opened his jacket as they continued into the darkness. Sylk was close behind, eyes adjusting and watching her master step further. For a brief moment, mage and familiar walked in inky darkness. Panic filled the siren until a gentle blue glow greeted them. Trystan marched on, down the steps until they reached the bottom. 
 
    Glowing runes lit their way down a single corridor. The air was stale and hot. Trystan pulled off his jacket and stuffed it into the backpack of holding. Sylk remained close as they walked down the dimly lit hallway to an old wooden door. The wood was rotten and it was barely on its rusted hinges. Sylk clutched at her master's shirt as he reached out and took hold of the door handle. 
 
    The door creaked and collapsed. Dust flew up and the mage waved it away. Trystan stepped over the ruined door and Sylk hopped over. The mage looked around and took a sharp breath in awe. The stone room was covered in glowing runes, their light casting shifting shadows around a stone sarcophagus. Old metal braziers lined the upper part of the room, cold and empty.  
 
    The stars on Trystan's left arm burned bright under his skin. He could feel the pull to the stone coffin in the middle of the room. Sylk stood back as her master stepped forward and touched the old stone. The braziers lit up, casting a warm light. The siren bent her knees, ready for anything that may come out. 
 
    Trystan let his finger glide along the sarcophagus. Mana was spilling from the cracks in trickles. The overwhelming energy reminded Trystan of his connection to Sylk, invisible strands of mana crisscrossing the room like some divine web. The mage stood over the stone coffin and examined it in finer detail. A group of small holes covered the middle section which was surrounded in glowing symbols. Peering down, Trystan only saw darkness but there was another odd feeling like he was being watched. 
 
    "Master, we should leave...." Sylk was cut off by Trystan holding up a finger. 
 
    The siren looked at the stone coffin and watched in horror as something bubbled up through the holes. Trystan took a step back as ooze raised and covered the stone. Fire light waved as a blob began to form and move upward of its own accord. Sylk was by her master's side as a blue slime began to take shape. Arms and legs took form as did a head, neck and chest. The slime seemed to firm up, taking on female characteristics. The mage watched as outlines came to shape, firm transparent breasts and an hourglass figure solidified, between the slimes legs were a faint outline of a woman's slit. The slime's features took on long see-through hair and a narrow beautiful face. Eyes appeared half closed as the blue slime stood on the stone coffin, peering down at the mage. 
 
    "I'm.....so...hungry...." The slime said quietly. 
 
    Trystan wasn't sure what to make of it. He could see strands of mana feeding into the creature as it stood but it seemed to give off a hunger that could not be satisfied. The mage could feel the burning in his arm getting brighter and he grunted from sharp needle like pain radiating from it. 
 
    "Master?" Sylk tried to keep the worry from her voice. 
 
    "Come...to...me.......let me....pleasure you...." The blue slime whispered and began to step with ooze-like legs down to the floor. 
 
    "Are you a familiar or a monster?" Trystan asked through gritted teeth. The pain was getting worse. 
 
    "I'm...whatever...you...want me....to be. Let me....pleasure you," the slime moved slowly toward the mage. 
 
    The siren couldn't take it anymore. Screeching, Sylk launched herself at the slime girl. The air vibrated with her siren scream. Waves struck the slime and its body jiggled. Almost lazily, arms lashed out and a glob of slime ejected. Sylk was in mid air when the glob of blue slime slammed into her, changing her direction in mid flight. Sylk's eyes were wide as she was thrown against a wall and blue slime anchored her to it. The siren struggled to break free but the slime held fast. 
 
    Trystan woke from his trance. Ignoring the pain, he could see the slime seemed to be entirely made out of liquid. The mage made a few quick hand signals. The slime turned to the mage and let out a low moan before her body burst in all directions. Globs of blue slime hit the walls and Trystan's hands went up to protect his face. 
 
    "Sylk, are you okay?" Trystan shouted as he turned to her. 
 
    "Master, look out!" The siren yelled back. 
 
    The mage stared down in shock as the blue slime began to reform. Twisted features of the female slime coalesced and became solid again. Blue transparent arms reached out and took hold of the mage's clothes. The slime was half formed but it was enough to pull the mage down to the ground. 
 
    Sylk turned her head to the goo connecting her to the wall and screamed. The sonic vibrations caused the goo to tremble and burst. The siren landed on her webbed feet and was already moving forward to save her master. The slime looked up at the oncoming familiar and flicked out an arm. Another glob of slime released and soared toward the siren. Sylk dodged to the side and as soon as she righted herself, another glob struck her dead on. The force of the blow was enough to knock her to the floor. The siren struggled to stand up and opened her mouth for another scream. A small glob struck her on the mouth. Sylk tried to break free and found herself trapped.  
 
    "Another one....I ...can....feed from," The slime gave a weak smile. 
 
    The blue slime woman formed completely and looked down at the trapped mage under her. The slime made a strange sound and started to expand. Trystan tried to make a hand signal when goo closed around his hand, causing the spell to fizzle.  
 
    "So...hungry..." The slime said as its eyes widened a little and its entire body split into two. 
 
    Trystan tried to break free but the slime held him down. A second blue slime girl emerged and shambled toward Sylk. The siren watched as the slime fell to its knees and crawled to her. 
 
    "Don't hurt her!" Trystan shouted as the slime stared at him with half open eyes. 
 
    "Feed....we must...feed," The slime said softly. 
 
    Blue tentacles sprouted along the slime girl's sides. Writhing, they moved and pulled at the mage's clothes. The second blue slime crawled to the trapped siren. Blue hands spread the siren's legs as a tentacle crawled in between and pulled off Sylk's black thong. Sylk tried to yell something but only muffled sounds could be heard. 
 
    The slime pushed her round breasts against Trystan's chest and eyed him like dinner. The mage finally understood that the slimes were going to try and take their mana. From what he knew of these creatures, they could have easily dissolved his body but preferred mana more than flesh. As long as they were alive, the slimes may drink their mana. But if they drink too much, that may end up killing the mage and familiar anyway. 
 
    Trystan tried to stay calm as a tentacle pulled down his pants and snaked around his cock. The mage groaned as the jelly like tentacle stroked his member, making him harder and harder by the moment. The second slime pushed its face in between Sylk's legs, a blue transparent tongue forming and licking at her thin line. The struggling sounds from the siren turned quickly into muffled moans. The slime focused as it licked and slathered a blue tongue along the siren's gash, opening it up and running along her clit. The siren's cheeks glowed red as she stared at the slime licking her between her legs. 
 
    The mage tried to move but the tentacle squeezed his manhood. The slime pressed her body along Trystan's, legs straddling him. The tentacle made his cock stand up and the slime's thin line hovering over his erect member. Slowly the slime lowered herself, eyes half shut and mouth open. The tentacle uncoiled and slithered away as the slime's hairless pussy engulfed the tip of Trystan's cock. The mage took in a deep breath as the slime moaned, inches sliding in deep. Trystan could see through the slime as his cock penetrated her blue body. The slime moaned as she sank all the way to the hilt. Trystan tried to keep it together but the caged beast inside him started to pull on the bars. The goo girl began sliding on his member, up and down, taking every inch. Bent forward, transparent blue tits swung into Trystan's face. The mage tried to pull back but found himself letting his tongue roll out and licking a nipple. The slime cooed as it rode the mage's thick staff. 
 
    The star tattoos on Trystan's arm burned but the tiny amount of pain was dwarfed by the sliding bliss of the slime. The mage never felt such pleasure as the slime tightened around his cock, forcing him to become rock hard. The room was filled with muffles, groans and wet sounds. 
 
    Sylk's face was red, as was her chest. The slime plunged her tongue deep into the siren's gash, a small tentacle breaking away and massaging the siren's clit. The pleasure was maddening as the familiar's body betrayed her and moved against the slimes tongue and tentacles. Tentacles rose up from the slime's body and coiled around the siren's tits. The tips rubbed and massaged Sylk's nipples and she gave muffled cries. 
 
    Trystan couldn't think. The slime upped the tempo, squeezing his cock with each thrust on him. Walls began to crumble and the mage didn't know how much longer he would last. The pain on his arm grew brighter.  
 
    "Your mana....is strong..." The slime whispered to Trystan as it shut its eyes. 
 
    Sylk could feel a coiling inside as her body rushed to climax. The siren's eyes shot open and she gave a soul crushing scream. The vibrations were enough to splatter the goo covering her mouth. The room filled with whimpering moans. The orgasm caused a flood of glistening wetness to coat the slime's tentacle tongue. Sylk tried to shout to her master but succumbed to the ecstasy touch of the blue slime. Hungrily the slime sucked the siren's honey into her mouth. Mana drained from the siren and her eyes started to become heavy. 
 
     "Give me....your mana...or your familiar.....will feed us with every...last drop...of hers," The slime moaned. 
 
    Trystan grunted as he let go of his control. The mage's member bulged and the slime's mouth opened wide. A gurgling hiss combined with Sylk's whimpering moans. Trystan's hands clenched in blue goo and he let out a deep groan. White spurts of molten come erupted from his cock. Mana and seed spurted into the transparent slime riding him. The slime thrust her body down to the mage's hilt. Come spiraled and formed a ball, floating in the slime's belly. The creature's eyes rolled up as a spring of new mana infused with her body making her give off a light glow. 
 
    The tattoo stars are Trystan's shoulder blazed bright. The dim fire light in the stone room turned into a brilliance only matched by the sun. The slime raised her arms, trying to protect herself from the intensity. Trystan could feel the slime holding him down weaken. The mage screamed as he forced himself free and sat up. Whispers guided him, telling him what to do. The mage rammed his shoulder and arm into the slime girl sitting on him. The fiery stars touched the blue slime and there was a flash. The slime's body twisted as her mouth made a silent scream. A stream of blue whipped around the dazed mage and struck at his arm like a serpent. Trystan watched as a new tattoo inked right before his eyes, slowly forming into the blue slime. 
 
    The slime fondling Sylk desperately attempted to hold onto the siren. Invisible strands of energy that only Trystan could see latched onto the second slime and pulled her into his arm. The light died and the room was still as a frozen pond. 
 
    Trystan sat there on the floor for a moment before launching himself to his feet to Sylk. The familiar sat, shoulders slumped and a distant gaze in her eyes. The mage lifted his familiar up and held her close. Seconds passed and the siren returned the hug. 
 
    "Sylk?" Trystan asked as he looked down at her in his arms. 
 
    "I'm okay master. I think I will need some mana. She took so much," Sylk said weakly. 
 
    A stream of mist floated from the mage's left arm and the blue slime appeared in a puff of smoke. The creature kept her head low and her hands intertwined with each other. Trystan readied a spell while Sylk prepared to scream. 
 
    "I'm sorry master," The slime said softly. 
 
    "I don't even know where to begin," Trystan said as he let the spell he prepared fizzle. 
 
    "You tried to kill us!" Sylk managed to yell before her head leaned against her master's chest. 
 
    The slime kept her gaze low, "I couldn't control myself. I have been imprisoned here for a long time. It is only now that my memories are returning." 
 
    "Can you tell us more? Why are you here? What happened to you?" Trystan asked while sitting down with Sylk still in his arms. 
 
    "I only have flashes. I was being punished by my former master. He cut me off his skin and imprisoned me here so I could trap people and feed off their mana. He wanted me to take mana and store it for his eventual return. I couldn't resist his commands but you freed me." 
 
    Trystan eyed the slime, "Do you have a name?" 
 
    "Bella," The slime said in an even softer voice. 
 
    "Well Bella, it looks like I'm your master now," Trystan smiled. 
 
    The slime looked up with a small smile, "Yes master." 
 
    "Why did your master punish you?" Sylk asked. 
 
    Bella returned her gaze to the floor, "I was jealous of his other familiars. I hurt his favorite." 
 
    Sylk's eyes turned to Trystan and then looked away. Trystan felt the room was too heavy with sorrow. The mage put his finger under Sylk's chin so she could look at him. The mage pressed his lips to his familiar's. Energy moved between them as mana flowed. The siren drank it in. It was a small amount but it was enough to help her feel a little better. Trystan broke the kiss and Sylk stared at him with starry eyes. 
 
    "I promise to be a good familiar to you," Bella said with a hint of happy sadness in her voice. 
 
    "Good to hear but I'm sure we will have more to talk about. How about we get out of here and get some air?" Trystan smiled. 
 
    The slime and siren nodded their heads in agreement. Trystan and Sylk fixed themselves up as Bella waited patiently. Soon the three were climbing the stone steps. The mage let out a deep sigh of relief when they reached the entrance and gazed up at the beautifully clear night sky. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
    The camp was set up rather quickly. Sylk showed Bella how to set up the tent while Trystan gathered some fire wood. The slime quietly listened as the siren instructed her in a nearly bossy fashion. Trystan returned with a bundle of sticks in his arms as the two familiars finished. The siren turned and ran to her master, nearly knocking him over. Webbed hands reached out to help carry thick sticks. Bella oozed closer as the mage and siren dropped the bundles next to a makeshift fire pit. 
 
    The night sky covered the land as the mage made a quick hand signal. Sparks flew onto the pile of sticks and a small flame emerged. The mage blew on it, making it brighter and brighter. Sylk stabbed the fire with a bent stick to help it along. Bella sank down to the ground on transparent legs and folded them underneath her. The three sat around the fire. 
 
    "We should be safe here for the night," Trystan said as he propped himself up with his hands behind him. 
 
    "We will be. Most creatures avoid these ruins unless they are looking for treasure," Bella said softly. 
 
    Trystan eyed the slime girl, "I'm almost afraid to ask but what happened to those creatures? I didn't see any bodies or bones." 
 
    Bella tilted her head, "I can pull mana from dissolving remains." 
 
    Trystan's eyes widened. Sylk stuck out her tongue and made a face. 
 
    "You ate them?" The siren said with a hint of disgust. 
 
    "I'm not proud of it," Bella whispered. 
 
    "Well I hope there is no need for that in the future. Let's try and keep a no dissolve rule, okay?" 
 
    Bella nodded to her master. Sylk leaned her back against Trystan's arm, her eyes turning to the night's sky. The mood smoothed into a gentle silence with only the crackle of the fire. The recent adventures tugged at Trystan as he sat. The hypnotic glow of the fire pressed down on him. He didn't realize how tired he really was. The mage was about to retire to his tent when a dark shape moved in the distance. 
 
    Trystan was on his feet and looking out across the field next to the ruins. The shape was moving in a straight line toward the camp. Sylk was on her feet and following her master's gaze. When she too saw the dark shape, she jumped forward and made sure her master was behind her. Bella oozed to her feet and moved to stand next to the siren. 
 
    "Don't worry master! We will defend you!" Sylk shouted. 
 
    The shape moved closer to them. Sylk took a battle stance while Bella stayed very still. Trystan tried to make out the shape. Was it Freya? Did she find him? How was he going to fight her without Nia's help? Maybe it is a monster, coming to hurt all of them? 
 
    The shape had crossed the small field and was nearly on them. The firelight stretched out and illuminated the dark shape. Trystan's heart soared when he saw Nia's red hair and pale face reflect back at them. The mage pushed passed his familiars and ran to the fire mage with all his might. Nia stumbled as if her strength was giving out but Trystan reached out and scooped her up into his arms. 
 
    No words were said as lips touched. The kiss was deep and tears rolled down from both of them. When they broke their kiss, Nia let out a deep exhausted breath.  
 
    "I knew you would be here," Nia whispered. 
 
    "How did you know?" Trystan wiped away a tear. 
 
    Nia gave a weak smile, "That night in your room, when I left, I saw the map sticking out of your jacket. I looked at it and read the note on the back. I knew you would do the right thing and come here before going to Stukarr." 
 
    Worry bled into Trystan's brow., "What happened? Are you alright?" 
 
     "Let's sit by the fire. I'm pretty exhausted," Nia smirked. 
 
    Trystan forgetting himself guided the haggard mage to the fire. Sylk and Bella looked on as their master put his full attention to Nia. Trystan ran to the tent and pulled out a blanket. Bringing it over, he covered Nia's shoulders and sat down beside her. 
 
    "Thank you. The chill in the air was getting bad," Nia smiled. 
 
    "Red Fang?" Trystan asked. 
 
    "He is okay. We spent the last few days and nights dodging arachnixs. Red Fang was exhausted and is sleeping. We were travelling so much that I could not find time to feed him. Mana is so low that I doubt I could do a simple fire spell. Maybe after a good night's sleep we will be better for it." 
 
    "You should have gone to Stukarr. You would have been safe and I would have met you there." 
 
    "I couldn't leave you out here. Not with Freya still on the loose. I was afraid she would find you and drag you back. I was afraid I wouldn't see you again," Nia tried to keep the quiver from her voice. 
 
    Trystan hugged her close, "We are together now. By tomorrow evening we will be in Stukarr." 
 
    Nia took hold of Trystan's shirt, hand trembling, "I was so worried about you. I couldn't bear the thought of losing you. I missed you more then you know." 
 
    Trystan closed his hand over hers, "I do know. I feel the same." 
 
    Another tear ran down her cheek, "No, you don't. I was ready to kill Freya just so she wouldn't hunt you down anymore. The only thing keeping me from doing it was knowing you would never approve. She is a monster and should be put down like one but I knew you could never live with that. After your escape, we continued to fight. I managed to knock her down and put my fire sword to her neck. She went on and on that no matter what happens, she will find you and make you return. I had a moment where I thought the only way she will stop is if I killed her. With the place burning down around us, there would be no way for anyone to know. Instead, I hit her with the flat side of my blade and carried her out of the burning inn. I left her on the side of the road as her familiars turned to mist and rushed to her side." 
 
    Trystan gave a comforting smile, "You did the right thing. I'm proud of you." 
 
    "You are such a fool. I have been strong for so long and now you made me weak," Nia cried. 
 
    "You are the strongest person I know," Trystan grinned. 
 
    "Fool, I'm weak for you," Nia said, staring into Trystan's eyes. 
 
    Trystan stared into Nia's watery eyes. The warmth of their bodies mingling together in a private dance, Nia buried her face into Trystan's neck. The two held each other for a long time in the firelight. Sylk tapped a webbed foot silently as Bella grinned and looked away. 
 
    "I guess Bella and I will be sleeping in the other tent," Sylk said annoyed. 
 
    Trystan and Nia looked up at the siren with blank expressions. Bella walked over and picked up Nia's back pack. 
 
    "I think I can set up the second tent," Bella smiled and turned to Sylk, "I bet you’re hungry. I can feed you mana...until master can feed us both." 
 
    Sylk eyed the slime, "You can do that?" 
 
    Bella nodded. 
 
    Trystan and Nia smiled. The fire mage slowly stood up and took Trystan's hand. The mage stood up and both walked over to the tent. Trystan looked back to Sylk's annoyed face. The siren pointed her chin out in a huff but nodded with eyes closed. Bella waved and began pulling out the second tent from Nia's back pack. 
 
    Nia crawled into the tent. Trystan nodded back to Sylk and crawled in behind Nia. The tent was cozy as little light spilled in from the camp fire. Nia began to undress and Trystan sat with a concerned look in his eyes. 
 
    "Nia, we don't have to do anything. We could just...." Nia cut him off. 
 
    "Quiet," Nia said as she pulled off her leggings. 
 
    Trystan closed the tent flap. Even in the dim darkness, Trystan could see Nia as she undressed. Her jacket was pulled off and pushed away. When she was only in a T shirt and panties, her hands reached out to help pull Trystan's clothes off. A hunger crawled into her movements as she practically ripped Trystan's jacket off and unbuckled his pants. In moments the mage was naked and trying to cover up his hard on. Nia smiled and pulled her shirt off to reveal creamy breasts and pink nipples. Fingers curled around her panties and she pulled them off. Trystan found himself staring at Nia's beautiful body. 
 
    A fire blazed bright in Nia as she moved forward, her hand gently knocking away Trystan's hands and wrapping fingers around his cock. Loving eyes connected with Trystan's as she stroked his manhood up and down. A small moan fell from the mage's lips as Nia continued to stroke him. Trystan reached out and cupped her face, bringing her close and kissing deep. Tongues danced as Trystan let his hands smooth down her chest, grazing her erect pink nipples. Nia pulled away and let out a heated gasp. The mage cupped her breasts and pressed his thumb over her pink tips. A shudder filled both mages as they played with each other. 
 
    Nia tilted her head down with a seductive smile. Trystan watched as her mouth closed around his member. Nia moaned as she sucked at his tip. Trystan couldn't keep his hands off her as he touched her bare flesh. The tent grew warmer and wet sounds filled their ears. Trystan felt his heart beat with new excitement. Nia could no longer deny her feelings for her best friend. The two mages felt the link between them strengthen. Trystan and Nia moaned their approval as they fondled each other. 
 
    The red headed mage pulled her lips from her lover's manhood, rising up to meet his gaze. On her knees, she moved forward, pressing her body to his. Trystan sat as Nia hovered her womanhood over his member. Biting her lip, Nia let Trystan enter her tight slit, inch by inch. Trystan held her close as his friend slid down to the hilt. Silently they gazed into each other's eyes, bliss filling their naked bodies. Electric fire lit up their nerves. Trystan leaned in and kissed along her neck. Nia began to move, slow at first as her mouth formed a heated O. The two mages held each other fiercely. Trystan's teeth grazed skin and another gasp filled the tent. The outside world faded from their minds as a new, closer private world opened between them. 
 
    Trystan cupped her firm ass with both hands. Nia leaned her head back, her pale peaks brushing against his chest. Hot breath poured from open mouths as they rocked to an intimate rhythm. Bliss turned into clouds of fire. Trystan couldn't believe he was here with Nia, the woman he loved since they were orphans. Nia cursed herself on holding back even though she knew it was right in her heart.  
 
    Trystan couldn't take it anymore, with strong arms he laid his love down onto her back, her head nearly bumping the ground. The two lovers’ stared for a moment before smiling and laughing. Laughter gave way to their internal suns as Trystan pushed his hips between her alabaster thighs. Nia's head turned to the side, pleasure so intense that if she looked at Trystan she felt she would burst. Trystan upped his tempo, each thrust more urgent. Lips kissed Nia's nipple. The fire mage's nerves coiled to nearly the breaking point. The water mage's body began to move uncontrollably, driving his staff deep into her valley. 
 
    "I...I...can't hold on..." Nia whispered, keeping her eyes shut. 
 
    "Neither can I..." Trystan whispered and took a lick of Nia's pointed nipple. 
 
    The fire mage turned her head and gazed deep into Trystan's eyes. The connection nearly blinded them as time froze. The mage held her close as he brought his lips to hers. Nia clamped her legs around Trystan's waist, urging him on. The mage's cock bulged as a wild expression dripped into his eyes. Nia held tight, burying her face into his neck as her world exploded. Coiled nerves released with magical explosions firing in every direction. Squeezing Trystan, her womanhood begged to be filled. The mage grunted, his cock hard as stone. Nia squeezed a little harder and Trystan let out a spirited groan. Molten jets of come spurted from his manhood. Nia's eyes opened wider as another orgasm crashed into her. The two mages continued on, moaning and grunting to their bodies moving on their own accord, when they couldn't take it anymore, both fell in a heap, sweating and breathing like air was a precious commodity. 
 
    Trystan rolled off Nia and lay next to her. Nia draped her body on his. Trystan curled a red strand of hair in his finger while Nia ran fingers down along his chest. Silently they held each other, nerves burning with white fire. Nia soon found her hand stroking Trystan's manhood. 
 
    "Again?" Trystan asked with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    "Again," Nia said with half closed eyes and seductive smile on her lips. 
 
   
  
 

 Thirteen 
 
     "I can see it! Over there!" Nia shouted, pointing into the distance. 
 
    Trystan was about twenty feet behind. The afternoon sun shined down on him like a relentless waterfall of light. Putting a hand over his eyes, he could see in the distance the walled city of Stukarr. Trystan took in a deep breath and exhaled, letting the stress from the journey flow away. They finally made it to their new home. 
 
    "We should be there by late afternoon. I can't wait." Nia said nearly jumping in excitement. 
 
     Trystan didn't know where she found the energy. Ever since they woke up she had been a ball of lightning. After all the trials, happy reunions and love making, Trystan was beat. Sylk and Bella were fast asleep on the mage's arm, seemingly content but Sylk was sure to let her master know how rude it was for all the noise last night. Trystan found himself getting used to the siren and smiled while patting her on the head. Sylk blazed with fury, teeth gnashing and stomping around in a circle for a good ten minutes. After everything was packed up and ready to go, the two familiars were ready to sleep the rest of the trip. 
 
    "Do you think we should go the admissions office once we get inside?" Trystan smiled weakly.  
 
    "I have enough coin for a night in a hotel. We should freshen up and sleep well tonight. We can go to the admissions office tomorrow bright an early!" Nia beamed. 
 
    Trystan's shoulders sagged in relief, "Good because I think I need a bath." 
 
    Nia slowed down so Trystan could catch up, "I think we both need a bath." 
 
    Birds chirped in the distance as the two mages felt closer to the end of their quest and the beginning of a new one. Looking over at Nia, Trystan's heart felt lighter. Never before had he felt so free and ready to take on any trials and quests. Leaving his home town behind to study in one of the greatest mage colleges was a dream come true. To have his best friend with him to share the experience only showed the mage how lucky he really was.  
 
    A large tree stood further up the road. Even from the distance, it looked ancient with long sturdy limbs swaying in the light breeze. It cast a long shadow across the road. Trystan squinted as something stood in the middle of the road. It was dark and small. The mage stopped in his tracks as purple energy arced. 
 
    "Freya," Trystan said calmly as he grabbed Nia's arm. 
 
    The fire mage stopped in her tracks and un-slung her back pack, "I don't have a lot of mana. I never had a chance to recharge Red Fang. I might be able to create a fire sword but it won't last long." 
 
    "We are low on water too. I doubt I could make something bigger then a dagger." Trystan stood his ground, slowly taking off his back pack. 
 
    "What do we do?" Nia said with a hint of alarm creeping into her voice. 
 
    Trystan mentally went over his options. He only knew simple spells and defensive spells. There were no elements he could manipulate except for air, which he never studied. Sylk and Bella were brimming with mana but Trystan had no idea how to focus it into something useful. Nia pulled her spell book from her back pack and flipped through pages. The shadow in the road stayed still, almost like it was observing them. 
 
    "I have enough mana to cast one fireball spell. I haven't had a lot of practice with it so it might fizzle," Nia said as she hurriedly tried to memorize the spell. 
 
    "We can't use that spell. If it works, it could kill her."  
 
    Nia looked up at him with desperation in her eyes, "She has hunted us and hurt us. Maybe this is our only option left." 
 
    "There has to be another way," Trystan was running out of ideas. 
 
    The cloaked shadow in the middle of the road melted away. Freya stood up and began walking toward the two mages, purple energy pulsating around her. 
 
    "She is using shadow magic. It will be weaker in the sunlight. As long as we stay away from any shadows we should be okay," Nia said with concern. 
 
    Trystan looked around and his heart sank. The road was lined with trees, shadows nearly reaching out to them from either side. Looking up, the blue sky had many puffy clouds and one big one was moving closer to the sun. 
 
    "I think we have some bad luck. That cloud is going to block out the sun." 
 
    Nia looked up and let out a sigh, "I'm going to use the fireball spell. Keep her occupied until I'm ready. I'll signal you when I'm ready to use it." 
 
    Trystan's hands tightened into fists, "No." 
 
    Nia eyed him in shock, "Trystan?" 
 
    The mage dropped his pack to the ground, "This has gone on long enough. Freya will not make me go with her. I don't care how psycho she is, I have to be the one to stop it or she will continue to hunt me down or worse, hurt you." 
 
    "Trystan, I don't want her to take you away," Nia's eyes began to water. 
 
    Trystan shrugged off his jacket and dropped it on the back pack, "She won't. Stay here. I will make sure she never tries to hurt us again." 
 
    "What are you going to do?" 
 
    "Stand up for myself. Stand up for us," Trystan said with determination in his eyes. 
 
    The mage started walking; fear making his heart beat like a drum. Anxiety whipped at his mind as he tried to remember spells. Each one ticked off in his head and each one couldn't be used. Freya walked with a sly smile on her lips and half closed eyes. Purple energy rippled around her tiny frame. 
 
    Trystan felt the air cool as a large shadow rolled over him. The cloud touched the sun and blanketed the area with diffused light. When the shadow reached Freya, her energy flared. The petite shadow mage held out a delicate hand. Shadows leaped up and swirled into her open palm, forming into an oversized war hammer. Freya let the hammer lean on her shoulder, her smile growing bigger with each step. 
 
    Trystan knew he had to stop her. Mind racing, every spell felt like a dead end. The mage thought of Sylk and Bella and how they could help. He worried they might get hurt and wasn't sure if they should be involved. If only he had enough water so he could end this toxic relationship. Trystan's eyes widened as an idea formed. The mage stopped walking when Freya was about fifteen feet away. 
 
    The shadow mage stopped and stared at Trystan with a smug expression, "How pathetic, what's the matter, girl friend doesn't want to fight for you anymore? Maybe she realized what a waste it was to be with you." 
 
    "No Freya. I told her to stay back. This is our fight." 
 
    Freya laughed, "This isn't a fight! It is merely me claiming what is mine." 
 
    "I was never yours. You're a sick bully and I'm going to end it, right now." 
 
    Freya continued to laugh, "It's like seeing a puppy trying to be a dog. You are cute! Now come with me to Stukarr. We can spend the night and take the train tomorrow out of here. I may even let you pleasure me all night." 
 
    Fire burned in Trystan's eyes, "We are done! I'm staying and you will leave me alone!" 
 
    Freya stopped laughing and let out a heavy sigh, "I really didn't want to drag you back but it seems you leave me little choice." Freya heaved up her black hammer, "You brought this upon yourself." 
 
    Shadows from either side of the road sprouted up and shot out toward the mage. Trystan managed to step back as they collided and tangled into each other. From the mass off writhing tentacles, they shot forward, blunting at the tips and slamming into Trystan. The mage flew backwards and hit the road. Rolling, he was back on his feet and wiping away a drop of blood from the corner of his mouth. 
 
    Shadows folded back and disappeared. Freya took a few steps closer, "You really are a loser. I have had so many real men. They laugh on how pathetic you are and always question me on why I stay with you. I tell them because if I don't take care of you, who will?"  
 
    Freya looked past Trystan and winked at Nia, "Even your best friend isn't running to your rescue. Maybe she finally understands that you're not worth the trouble." Mist floated up from between Freya's thighs and the dark elf appeared. 
 
    "I asked her not to fight you. She respects me and is doing the right thing." Trystan eyed Loc, "Send him away. This is between us."  
 
    "HA! Why should I listen to anything you have to say? You're confused and need a good session on being obedient. Loc, bring him to his knees." 
 
    Trystan smiled as the dark elf stalked toward him, whip in hand, "Bad move, Loc. You should have stayed on your mistress's thigh." 
 
    Two streams of mist burst from Trystan's arms. Sylk appeared; knees bent and ready to pounce. Bella appeared next to her master, eyes filled with determination. Loc continued to step forward, whip twirling in his hand.  
 
    "Stop him, Sylk!" Trystan commanded. 
 
    The siren nodded and leaped high into the air. The dark elf yawned as he lashed out the leather whip. Sylk saw it coming and was counting on it. She had seen him use the same maneuver before and knew just what to do. The whip curled around the siren's waist, wrapping tight. Sylk spun her body, curling length of whip around her waist and spinning at the dark elf. Loc side stepped just as the siren was about to crash into him. Webbed hands spun out and took hold of the dark elf. Loc's eyes widened as Sylk was now on his back, her mouth next to his ear. 
 
    "Let me sing you a song," Sylk whispered and then screamed. 
 
    The vibrations struck at the familiar and his whole body trembled. Loc tried to pull off the siren but Sylk dug her fingers into him and curled her legs around his waist. The two familiars spun as Sylk made sure to make her voice louder and louder. The dark elf fell to his knees. Sylk uncurled her limbs as the dark elf tried to shake off her song. Loc took an unsteady lurch up but the siren smashed her webbed fist into his jaw. The dark elf hit the ground and dust flew up around him. Loc groaned as he lay face down. 
 
    "Stay down. Master needs to work some things out with your mistress," Sylk crossed her arms and planted a webbed foot on his back. 
 
    Freya's eye twitched, "I have to do everything!" 
 
    The shadow mage launched her body forward, a blur barreling toward Trystan and Bella. The water mage made a quick hand signal. Bella's slime body shifted and swirled. The slime familiar smiled as her body thinned into a long blue rod with a spear point. Freya brought her hammer down and it clanged. The shadow mage stared and gritted her teeth as Trystan smiled back, his spear blocking her hammer. 
 
    "You turned your familiar into a weapon! How?"  
 
    "She is a slime, not that much different from water," Trystan pushed back. 
 
    Freya slid backwards on the dirt road before spinning her hammer and charging. The mage met Freya and the sound of weapons clashing filled the area. Freya rode her madness as she tried to strike harder and harder. Trystan spun and knocked away her blows to keep her off balance. The shadow mage growled as she tried to sweep him but instead, Trystan slammed the butt of the spear into the ground, blocking her hammer. Freya winced as she struck and vibrations ran up her arm.  
 
    "Freya, stop this and walk away. Live your life and I will live mine!" 
 
    "Never!" Freya screamed. 
 
    The shadow mage swung again and again. Trystan blocked each blow as magical sparks flew in every direction. Nia watched as Trystan kept the crazy shadow mage at bay. Freya wasn't used to working so hard in battle. Arms started to quiver as she poured all her strength in trying to beat down the water mage. Trystan knew she was going to tire herself out soon. 
 
    Freya screamed as she brought her hammer down again. Trystan blocked but then the hammer faded from view. Freya jumped onto Trystan, shadows reforming into claws as she went for his eyes. The mage managed to block her by slamming the shaft into her stomach. The shadow mage bent in half, eyes wide and mouth stuck in a silent scream. 
 
    Trystan's eyes widened, "Freya!" 
 
    Freya slid to the ground, gasping for breath. The shadows on her finger tips melting away. 
 
    "Freya, I'm sorry," Trystan managed. 
 
    "You....fucking....fool.....you’re...." Freya said through strained breaths. Shadows pooled into her hand to form a dagger, "You're.....MINE!" 
 
    Freya launched forward, tears in her eyes. Trystan couldn't move fast enough as the shadow dagger sliced his thigh. Pain bloomed as blood rose to the surface. Without thinking, Trystan spun around and slammed the butt of the spear against Freya's head. The shadow mage grunted in pain as she fell to the ground, shadow dagger melting away. 
 
    Trystan spun the spear and put the point to Freya's neck, "It's over! I never want to see you again!" 
 
    A bruise bloomed on Freya's cheek, "Took you long enough to grow a pair of balls." Freya spit out some blood, "I will never let you go. I will become stronger and come back for you. You just wait. Go to your fucking elemental college. With time I will make you pay for leaving me." 
 
    Trystan dug the point of the spear a little deeper into Freya's neck, not breaking skin but with tears in his own eyes, “Stay away," Trystan whispered. 
 
    Shadows pooled around Freya and slowly oozed up her body, "Watch yourself, mage. Once I'm done with you, your girlfriend is next," Freya laughed as shadows covered her body. 
 
    "Don't you dare!" Trystan yelled. 
 
    Freya continued to laugh as darkness covered her body and she sank into the ground. Once she was gone, the shadows disbursed, fleeing in all directions. Trystan fell to one knee and the sun peeked out from behind the clouds, bright light flooding the area once again. 
 
    Nia ran forward, throwing herself to her knees and hugging Trystan close, “I'm so proud of you," She said with tears in her own eyes. 
 
    The mages held each other. The spear in Trystan's hand flowed away to reform into Bella. Sylk walked over and stood by the blue slime. 
 
    "We have to take care of them," Sylk said, feeling the terrible sadness from her master. 
 
    "We will," Bella whispered as they watched their master fight back his own tears. 
 
    Trystan used his forearm to wipe away his tears and looked to Nia, "She won't stop until she feels I have paid for leaving her." 
 
    Nia kissed him. The fire mage pulled back and looked into his eyes, "Then we will stop her together." 
 
    Trystan nodded and they both held each other close. After a long moment, the two mages were back on their feet. Sylk and Bella moved closer, carrying their master's back pack and jacket. Trystan smiled as he took the items from them. A quick glance at Bella caused the mage to wonder about her imprisonment. What further secrets can be hiding in her mysterious past? 
 
    "Don't worry master; we will make sure to keep you safe," Sylk said with a small smile. 
 
    "Thank you, all of you," Trystan took a breath and regained his composure.  
 
    Trystan and Nia began walking down the road toward Stukarr. Sylk and Bella stayed back a few feet and watched their master lovingly as he reached out and took Nia's hand. The two friends, now lovers, glanced at each other and walked in comforting silence. The walls and towers lit up in the late afternoon sun. Their journey was nearly at an end. Trystan squeezed Nia's hand and she squeezed his back. Hope and excitement filled their hearts as they embarked on their next adventure, together as family.  
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
           
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Blue Mage: The Dead Heart 
 
    One 
 
    A hateful suffocating heat wrapped around the naked figure. Maddening pulses of emotion beat like a fevered drum against bare skin. Eyes fluttered in the abyss and dark tendrils reached out. A small gasp echoed as black tentacles caressed the mage's cheek. Time and knowledge had no meaning in this realm. The young mage could feel the world slip away like blood from an open wound. Foul ichor replaced the fleeing blood and the mage weakly tried to will his own life back into his body. 
 
    Barely lifting his head, eyes watched as tentacles dug into skin and veins. They pulled his very life from him in silent gulps. Horror gripped him as he tried to breathe. It was so hot; the very air burned his lungs with every breath. Cruel passions replaced good nature with bloody precision. The young man fought but his body betrayed him. It welcomed the darkness. 
 
     A robed figure emerged from the shadows. The mage turned his head to see the figure moving closer. A hand touched his wet skin and glided along his defined lines. Sweat glistened on the robed figure's finger tips. The young mage watched helplessly as a tongue emerged from the darkness of the hood and licked each finger in turn. 
 
    "Stay....away..." The young man managed just barely. 
 
    The robed figure was silent as it glided to the man's feet. Tentacles pulled at thighs, separating each leg. Hands took hold of loose robes and began peeling the fabric away. Despite the heat pressing down, a cold chill ran up his spine. Every bit of movement felt like dead weight pulling him down. The young man raised his head once more to see the robed figure between his naked legs, fingers gently caressing his thighs. Darkness masked the being's face but hands moved further up along hot skin.  
 
    Trystan tried to keep his head up as the hands moved to his hardening manhood. Just as fingers were mere inches away, strength gave out and his head fell back like a stone. Guilty pleasure swelled as fingers glided along his member, caressing every inch until touching the tip. The more the stranger touched him, the more strength seemed to return to his body. Trystan's hands clenched as the figure stroked him playfully. 
 
    The young mage found himself sitting up, elbows under him, watching as the robed figure stroked every inch up and down. Trystan wanted to reach up and touch the figure but he wasn't sure what would happen next. Part of him wanted to push the figure away while another part wanted to keep them close. 
 
    "Freya.....go away.....I don't love you..,” Trystan whispered. 
 
    The shrouded figure tilted its head slightly while continuing to stroke him, “Freya? Who is Freya" The figure whispered. 
 
    Confusion rained down on the naked mage. With a shaky hand, he reached up and took hold of the dark hood. Mad terror gripped him as he pulled it back. Darkness fell away to a twisted and sewn face. A vice gripped Trystan's throat as he tried to pull away. The hand around his manhood kept him in place as mismatched eyes blinked and one half of a mouth smirked. Trystan stopped struggling and stared at the abomination between his legs. Its face had half of the raven-haired Freya while the other half had the flame red hair of Nia. Black stitches ran along the middle of their combined faces, eyes moving in different directions. 
 
    "You belong to us. You are our slave,” The thing said with one side smirking and the other side frowning. 
 
    Trystan sat frozen as the thing stroked him faster and faster. Pleasure bloomed and the twisted creature laughed. Trystan was silent as jets of come erupted from his manhood splattering the thing's robes. The creature continued to stroke his still hard member. Trystan felt his life drain away with each stroke. 
 
    "We own every drop of you,” The thing laughed and laughed and laughed. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan woke with a start. Gloom filled his vision and he tried to blink it away. A warm body was pressed against his. Without thinking, his hand ran along the arm to their hip. Vague images swirled through his waking mind. The gentle heart beat calmed him down but only slightly. Nia's scent drifted up from her neck. Trystan buried his face in her hair, hand still on her hip. Nia's naked back pressed into Trystan's chest. Thoughts began to fall back into place as he hugged Nia closer. 
 
    The small bed could barely contain both of them. Trystan stared at nothing for long moments before noticing he was rock hard. The young man's cock was firmly pressed against Nia's round bottom. Her scent and her body being so close were beginning to shift his mind toward heated desire. 
 
    A hunger bubbled up and Trystan held Nia closer. The young woman did not stir as fingers ran along her firm breasts touching her nipples. Trystan let his hands smooth over creamy plump mounds down to her stomach. Face still buried in her hair, fingers touched her womanhood. Gently he pressed along her line, feeling her valley. Nia let out a small gasp as if she was wakening from a deep dream. 
 
    The terrible hunger lashed out and Trystan obeyed. Finger tips pressed deeper along her line, barely pushing in. The mage let a small smile creep into his face when moments later he was greeted with wetness. Nia's breathing changed but Trystan continued to toy with her. Honey spilled as Nia continued to wake from her slumber. Trystan on the other hand could not contain himself any longer. 
 
    Pulling away from her line, the mage curled fingers around her creamy thigh and parted her legs. Nia's eyes fluttered as Trystan pressed his hips hard against her round bottom. Trystan took hold of his cock with his other hand and helped maneuver his spear to her opening. Nia could feel the last bits of dream land fall away when something hard slowly pushes into her. Pleasure exploded as Nia gripped the bed. Trystan slowly pushed inch after inch into Nia, forcing her to accommodate him. 
 
    "Trys.....oh...Trystan..." Nia moaned. 
 
    The young man pushed all the way to the hilt and kept himself there. Nia squeezed and began moving slightly. Bliss filled their bodies as they joined but it wasn't enough for Trystan. Flashes of nightmares surfaced. Trystan could feel the horrid thoughts slicing at his mind like a thousand little razors. Anger boiled and the mage started to move with vigor.  
 
    Nia shuddered as she tried to shake away the cobwebs. Hearts thumped and the tempo increased. Nia found herself moaning louder and louder. Trystan took hold of her hip and held her in place as each thrust grew more powerful. 
 
    "Slow....down..." Nia moaned. 
 
    Trystan ignored her, pushing faster and faster. The fire mage bended at her hips to give Trystan free reign. A demon had taken over and Trystan simply wanted to satisfy its urges. The room filled with the sounds of skin on skin. The light moans intensified and wild heat washed over their bodies. 
 
    Trystan pushed at Nia, forcing her onto her stomach. Nia buried her face in the pillow. Trystan was on top and pulled at her hips, the tempo driving him to a maddening point. Nia could do nothing as the mage held her in place. Looking back, Nia could see Trystan's face twisted into focused rage. The pounding grew rougher and she gave an involuntary moan.  
 
    "Nobody owns me,” Trystan growled. 
 
    Nia stared back with wide eyes. Even in the dark room she could see his twisted demonic brow. Trystan growled again, eyes shining like two points of dark light. The mage pulled his cock and grunted. Molten come spurted from his manhood, spraying across Nia's back and down her round bottom. A smug expression melted into the mage's face as if he just conquered and marked his territory. 
 
    Long seconds passed before a bewildered expression sank into his eyes. Nia pulled away and collapsed in bed. Trystan stayed on his knees, looking down as if he just woke up to an unfamiliar scene. 
 
    "Nia?" Trystan whispered. 
 
    Nia sat up, hands reaching out and taking his. She gently tugged at him to sit down and the mage complied. Trystan looked around the dark room. Nia reached over to the lamp on the desk and hit the switch. 
 
    The light illuminated the small dorm room. It was barely ten feet by ten feet, furnished with a single bed, a desk, chair and one small window. Trystan rubbed his eyes as Nia eyed him with concern. 
 
    "What just happened?" Trystan asked as Nia held his hands. 
 
    "You seemed half asleep." 
 
    Trystan looked at Nia and eyes filled with shock, “Did I hurt you?" 
 
    Nia cracked a smile, “No but it didn't seem like you were totally there." 
 
    "I feel like I just woke up. What happened?" 
 
    "I'm not sure. I woke up to you taking me. I thought you were awake. It was a fun way to wake up but you were pretty rough. At the end there, you said no one owns you." 
 
    Trystan reached out and hugged Nia close, “I'm really sorry. I didn't mean......I...uh...don't understand..." 
 
    Nia hugged him back, “It's okay. I'm not worried about the sex. I'm worried about what you said." 
 
    Trystan turned and let his legs hang over the side of the bed, “I don't know why I said that. I was having some weird dreams. I'm trying to remember what they were about but they are slipping away." 
 
    Nia moved to Trystan's side and let her legs dangle over the side of the bed, “Is the stress of college getting to you?" 
 
    "No, I don't think so. It's only been about six weeks in." 
 
    Nia was quiet for a moment, “Maybe we are moving too fast?" 
 
    Trystan turned to her with wide eyes, “Never! I love you." 
 
    "I love you too,” Nia smiled briefly, “But maybe you're still working some things out?"  
 
    Trystan let his head hang, “I'm not sure what to say to that." 
 
    Mist flowed from Trystan's arm. A second later, a petite blue siren burst into view. Sylk stood naked by the bed, webbed hands rubbing her eyes. Trystan rolled his eyes while Nia covered a smile with her hand. 
 
    "I'm hungry Master,” Sylk yawned. 
 
    "Sylk, I told you we have to stop with the midnight snacks. You knew Nia was spending the night,” Trystan said annoyed. 
 
    The siren glanced at Nia, “Hi Nia."  
 
    "Hi Sylk,” Nia smiled. 
 
    Sylk looked down at her master's cock and then looked over at Nia, “I see I'm not the only one who gets a midnight snack,” Sylk's brow hardened. 
 
    Nia smiled cheerfully as she stood up and started to gather her clothes. The siren ignored the fire mage and slid down to her knees, webbed hands caressing Trystan's half hard member. 
 
    Trystan looked to Nia, “Where are you going? It's the middle of the night." 
 
    Nia pulled on her panties, “The bed isn't big enough for the three of us. Plus, it seems Sylk needs her master right now." 
 
    "I don't want you to go,” Trystan said with a hint of sadness in his voice. 
 
    Sylk let her pointed tongue roll out and licked a drop of come off her master's cock. Nia continued to put on her pants and shirt. 
 
    "I'm just going to my room. We can meet up for breakfast,” Nia picked up her back pack. 
 
    "Nia,” Trystan said as Sylk took his cock into her mouth. 
 
    "You need to take care of your familiar. We will talk later,” Nia bent down and kissed him on the lips. 
 
    Trystan watched as Nia pulled away. The mage hoisted up her back pack and went to the door. She gave one last look back to Trystan sitting on the edge of the bed with Sylk bobbing her head between his legs. Nia blew him a kiss and walked out, closing the door behind her. 
 
    Wet sucking sounds filled the room as Trystan looked down at Sylk. The siren was happily sucking her master's now hard manhood. Big eyes looked up as she continued to take wet inches in and out of her mouth. The mage tilted his face up and let out a long sigh, questions and uncertainty filling his heart. Fear loomed over his mind as he tried to make sense of what just happened.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    The market was bustling with vendors and visitors. Trystan took his time walking down the crowded cobbled street. It was his favorite place to walk through. Never had the mage seen so many people in one place. His hometown of Sapphire Cove had a good-sized population but it didn't compare to a city such as Stukarr. Normally the mage would watch people haggle for prices and vendors shouting each other down to get attention but today was different. Trystan often heard people complain about the noise but Trystan found it fascinating. It was a remarkable change of pace from life on campus or even life back home. 
 
    The early sun touched the roofs of stone buildings. Trystan hoped the morning walk to his favorite cafe would cheer him up like most of his mornings but even he couldn't forget the dark cloud over him. The nightmares were getting worse and this time Nia was involved. The mage knew he didn't have to look into a mirror to know he had bags under his eyes and a slight drop in his shoulders. 
 
    The market started to thin as Trystan continued his slow walk to the cafe. For the first time ever, he didn't look forward to seeing Nia. The way he behaved last night cast a foul shadow over his mind and heart. Worry teased him as he wondered if Nia would take this as some sort of meaning that they didn't belong together. 
 
    It had been six weeks since they walked through the city gates. Beaten and bruised, they spent a night in a hotel to clean themselves up and rest before walking into the Elemental College. Despite being tired, they couldn't keep their hands and bodies off of each other. The excitement and thrill of being together was so much that their bodies were pushed nearly to the breaking point in love and desire. Trystan had never been so happy in his life. The world took on a dreamy haze and he often found himself grinning like some happy fool. 
 
    Classes started right away and Trystan felt fresh and ready to learn. The professors had no issues piling on the workload. When Trystan wasn't studying, he was working at the Stukarr Library, the largest library in all of Lurth. The first tour of it nearly overwhelmed him with shelves and shelves of tomes, books and ancient scrolls. It was nothing like the small book store he worked back in Sapphire Cove. The mage found himself smiling every time he walked through the big cathedral like doors. 
 
    Trystan looked up at the blue sky as he thought back to Nia. The two mages took every opportunity to be together from sharing a few classes, to meeting for lunch, to taking turns staying in each other's tiny dorm rooms. The beds were often too small for them to sleep comfortably but they managed. 
 
    Darkness stabbed at the mage as he turned a corner and continued down another cobbled street. The nightmares started about three weeks ago. Each one a different horror but they all caused him to wake up in a cold sweat. When Nia was with him, Trystan managed to play it off, saying it was something he ate. Now it had reached the point where he was sleepwalking. It wasn't the first time they woke up to make love but last night was the first time he felt he wasn't in control. Trystan knew he had some darkness deep down inside him, a beast that hungered for many things. The mage often thought most people had such hungers and urges. Trystan filled his poetry journal to such whims and thoughts but last night was different. It was almost like he couldn't trust himself any longer. Like something else was pulling the strings. 
 
    Trystan's head hung a little lower. Fears danced as he pictured Nia telling him that they had a nice run but it was all over now. She would take her coffee and throw it in his face, burning him as he fell to the floor. Nia would then take the moment to kick him a few times before dropping the bill on his writhing body and walking out, never to see him again. The mage knew deep down she would never do such a thing but it didn't stop the hellish thoughts storming his guilty mind.  
 
    The sad mage glanced up to see the sign "Lizard Girl Cafe" swaying in the gentle morning breeze. Pass the large glass windows, Nia was holding a cup of coffee and waving at Trystan. The mage sighed and pressed his hand against the door. Trystan maneuvered through the group of tiny round cafe tables until he reached Nia, her smile bright but eyes with a touch of concern. 
 
    Trystan pulled the small wooden chair out and slumped into the seat, “I feel like I should be on my knees kissing your feet." 
 
    "I won't stop you,” Nia winked. 
 
    Trystan slumped lower. 
 
    Nia put her coffee cup down, “Trystan, I think you are taking this harder than you should." 
 
    "I don't know what to say or feel. I barely remember what happened. I understand if you don't want to see me again." 
 
    Nia eyed him, “Was this how it was when you were with Freya?" 
 
    Trystan was silent for a long moment, “If I did something wrong then she found some way to punish me for it." 
 
    "Do you think I would leave you or punish you?" 
 
    Trystan looked into Nia's eyes, “No.....maybe.....I'm not sure." 
 
    Nia's eyes focused on the table, smoke rising from her cup of coffee, “The last two months have been strange and beautiful but what you said last night felt like your true feelings were coming out. Do you remember when we fought Freya at the inn?" 
 
    "I'm still trying to forget it." 
 
    "Freya accused me of making you want to leave her. She treated you like a possession for so long that maybe you haven't had enough time to sort out your own feelings." 
 
    Trystan stared at Nia, “I know my feelings. I love you." 
 
    Nia gazed back, “I love you too but maybe you need some time until you're feeling better." 
 
    Trystan sat silently, eyes sinking lower until he was staring at the table. A woman came from around the counter with a lizard on her shoulder. The woman eyed Trystan with concern but Nia pointed to her cup of coffee and then put up two fingers. The woman nodded and went back behind the counter. 
 
    Trystan sighed, “Are we breaking up?" 
 
    Nia gave a gentle smirk and reached out to take Trystan's hand into hers, “You can't get rid of me that easily Trystan Song. I was thinking more like we should start dating." 
 
    Trystan's eyebrow rose, “Dating? Like dating dating?" 
 
    Nia nodded, “We take a small break from seeing each other so much and plan some dates." 
 
    "But I like seeing you." 
 
    The waitress with the lizard on her shoulder walked over and placed two cups of coffee on the tiny cafe table. Without skipping a beat, she picked up Nia's nearly empty cup and walked away. 
 
    "I love seeing you too but this sounds like the best thing for us right now. It will give you space so you can sort out your feelings and help heal some of your scars." 
 
    Trystan stared at Nia's green eyes, “I haven't dated anyone before. I seem to sort of fall into relationships." 
 
    "Then this will be a good exercise for both of us,” Nia grinned. 
 
    "It still feels odd,” Trystan took a sip of coffee. 
 
    "We have been friends since we were little. Do you think I would abandon my best friend just because you're having a difficult time?" 
 
    Trystan swirled his coffee, “Since you put it that way, I do feel like a fool for thinking it." 
 
    "You are a fool but the best kind of fool." 
 
    Trystan let out a deep breath, “So, what happens next? I mean what should our first date be?" 
 
    Nia took a long sip of coffee and stood up, “Think about it and call me,” Nia motioned to the waitress for the check. 
 
    Trystan's eyes widened, “Um...okay....I will try and think of something. You’re leaving now?" 
 
    "I have to get my spell notes together before the big assembly at noon. The Headmaster and Headmistress will be speaking to the student body about the trials. I want to be sure I'm ready in case they decide t0 drop a surprise or two,” Nia pulled out a coin from her jacket and handed it to the waitress. The lizard on her shoulder licked its lips and blinked. 
 
    "Surprise?” Trystan asked, “I thought they were just going to talk about what to expect from the trials?" 
 
    "I talked to some of the older students and they told me that every year there is some new change or big surprise with the yearly autumn assembly. I'm excited to see what it will be this year." 
 
    Nia bent down and gave Trystan a deep kiss on the lips. When she pulled away, Trystan looked to her warmly. 
 
    "No amount of darkness can put out our light,” The red head smiled. 
 
    Trystan felt his heart well up. Instantly he wanted to reach out, grab Nia and kiss her fiercely. Instead he smiled back as she turned and walked out of the small cafe. The mage tapped his coffee cup, lost in thought. Nia's words echoed through him. Was she right? Trystan thought back to his few relationships and what complete disasters they were with Freya taking the top spot. Could he be suppressing how he really felt and it was manifesting in his dreams? 
 
    Mist flowed down each of the mage's sleeves. Trystan looked up to see a blue haired, blue skinned siren in a thin black bikini appear before him. The second stream of mist formed into a blue transparent slime with a curvy shape, thin waist and busty chest. Trystan was thankful that Sylk was wearing her tiny bikini. The siren and the slime each took a seat across from Trystan while he took a sip of his coffee.  
 
    Sylk crossed her blue scaled arms over her chest, “If Nia gets to date you then I want to date you." 
 
    Trystan tried to contain his smile but failed, “You’re my familiar. Why do you want to date?" The last word came out a little too sarcastic.  
 
    "I think it's only fair. You are our master and you should make time for us,” Sylk demanded. 
 
    "Fair? You think it was fair that I told you specifically Nia was going to be over last night and no midnight feedings and you showed up anyway?" Trystan said calmly. 
 
     Sylk turned away, closed her eyes and pouted, “That's different." 
 
    Trystan drank down the last of his coffee. The mage didn't want to let on that Sylk kind of had a point. Since their arrival to Stukarr, he had treated his two familiars like an afterthought. Between Nia, classes and work at the library, he had very little time for them. It was only a matter of time before they started to make demands or lash out. 
 
    Trystan looked to Bella, “Do you feel the same?" 
 
    The blue slime girl sagged in her chair slightly, “We don't talk much. I was trying to be understanding. I'm not sure about dating but I would like to spend time together." 
 
    Sylk stood up and slammed her webbed hands flat on the small table, “You see! We demand date nights!" 
 
    The outburst caused the waitress to peer over the counter and a few cafe patrons to turn their heads to the noise. Trystan put his hand up. Sylk crossed her arms again but sat down reluctantly. 
 
    "Alright, I know I have been very busy. I will make it up to both of you. I will make time for each of you but under one condition, no more interfering with my time with Nia." 
 
    Sylk looked to her master, “What if we are hungry?" 
 
    Trystan smiled, “I know you can store mana for long periods of time. You don't need to feed every other night." 
 
    Sylk shifted in her seat but kept her arms crossed, “Better to stay full. Never know when you will need mana for a spell." 
 
    "Are we agreed?" Trystan looked to Sylk and then Bella. 
 
    The two familiars nodded their heads in agreement. 
 
    "Good. Now I need to get ready for the assembly. Bella, stay behind." 
 
    Sylk and Bella looked to each other for a moment, something silently passed between them. The siren turned to mist and flowed up the right sleeve of Trystan's jacket, taking her place on his right arm. Bella's body firmed up as she sat straight up. 
 
    "How are you?" 
 
    Bella smiled, “I'm well." 
 
    "The reason I ask is because you and Sylk have been talking a lot lately. I can sometimes feel your whispers but I don't know what both of you are saying."  
 
    Bella's head tilted forward, her eyes looking down at her transparent lap, “We have been worried. When we sleep, sometimes we can feel or see your dreams. Sylk talks to me and she is frustrated because you're hurting." 
 
    "What about you? How do you feel?" 
 
    It was Bella's turn to shift in her seat, “I'm okay,” She said unconvincingly. 
 
    Trystan leaned forward to his slime familiar, “You have been my familiar for six weeks and have made no attempt to feed. Sylk makes demands but you haven't. I can feel you getting weaker. I'm worried." 
 
    Sadness filled her face, “I'm sorry master. Sylk tells me I should just tell you but every time I want too, I get scared." 
 
    Trystan took Bella's hand. It was cool to the touch, “Scared? Of me?" 
 
    Bella shook her head, “No. I'm scared I will take too much, that I might hurt you. I spent so much time at the ruins and fed so much that I might not stop when I'm with you." 
 
    Trystan could see the sorrow in the slime's eyes. Bella was a mystery and even Trystan had to admit that he had his own concerns. In the back of his mind he tried to work up the courage to contact the ink witch who sent him on the quest to rescue Bella from her prison. So much had happened that it felt like years had passed. Bella looked like she wanted to cry and the mage wondered if slimes could cry. 
 
    Trystan squeezed her hand and his fingers were engulfed in blue slime, “Bella, I don't believe you will take too much. How about we take our time. You both wanted to have your own dates. We can take this time to get to know each other better. I want to know the true Bella." 
 
    The blue slime looked up and her eyes firmed up, “Do you mean that, Master?" 
 
    "I have been a rotten master. I will try to change that." 
 
    Bella let out a small laugh, “Thank you master."  
 
    Turning into mist, Bella flowed up the sleeve of his jacket and took her place on Trystan's left arm. The mage sat back and let out a deep breath. Trying to figure out how he was going to date a woman and two familiars was mind numbing to say the least. Memories floated up and cut through all the confusing thoughts. Images of Bella in the tomb, trying to drain him and Sylk of all their mana still rattled him. It seemed like the two familiars were getting along but Trystan could feel a sense of foreboding. The mage stared out the glass window in deep thought as the sun rose higher in the clear blue sky. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    The walk to campus was a brisk one. Trystan carried his small back pack over his shoulder while taking in the crisp morning breeze. Students bustled along, heading to the main assembly hall. Energy and excitement filled the air as everyone hurried into the hall so they could get a good seat. The young mage fell into step with the crowd as they walked in the big main doors. Trystan kept an eye out for Nia but he saw no sign of her red hair just yet. 
 
    Stepping into the main hall, Trystan could feel his eyes widen. He had been here a few times but each time it still astounded without fail. The ceiling was impossibly high with glass and metal chandeliers. Comfortable chairs lined the descending dais in a semi-circle of stadium seating. At the bottom of the room was a large round stage with two podiums. The windows were large with stained glass artwork. Each window contained an image of a famous mage frozen in mid spell, determination and wonder etched into colored glass. Trystan found himself staring as he clumsily tried to take a seat and nearly fell. A few female mages to his right giggled and pointed as Trystan righted himself in mid fall and slammed his butt into the chair. The mage tried to smile but the hint of embarrassment touched the corner of his eyes.   
 
    Trystan dug through his back pack and pulled out a small notebook and pen. He wanted to take as many notes as he could. He had a feeling that today was going to be a special day in more ways than one. Scribbling with his pen to make sure the ink was flowing, the mage waited with bated breath. 
 
    The entire hall glowed with anticipation. Chatter clouded the air as all students took their seats and prepared for what was in store for them this year. Trystan looked around to see if Nia was already seated. Turning his head back and forth, he searched for any hint of her red hair. The fire mage was much too special in his life and he knew it. Trying to keep the horrid memories from last night as far away as possible, Trystan tried to think of happier times. Images of Nia came to mind and a stupid smile appeared on his face. Never had he known anyone as special as Nia but even now a dark sliver of doubt touched his heart. The mage wondered if he had ever known happiness before having Nia in his life.  
 
    Before Trystan could dwell on the thought, a glowing white sphere appeared over the podiums and pulsed with a bell chime. Instantly the seated crowd quieted down and all eyes turned to the two standing podiums. Sunlight filtered in through the stained glass and cast warming colors over the student body. 
 
    From behind a velvet curtain, the headmaster and headmistress walked out in nearly glowing white robes. Trystan watched them with fascination as they strode to each podium. The young mage had seen them around campus but their appearance always intrigued him. Headmaster Loomis and Headmistress Vela have had many decades of magical training and it showed. The more someone used mana, the more it would change their appearance as they aged. Ears pointed and faces became thinner. Their hair was white, long and flowing. Loomis and Vela almost looked elven from spending so much of their lives learning the magical arts. Another benefit of working with mana is that it prolonged your life for a few hundred years. It still boggled Trystan’s mind that the headmaster and headmistress were over two hundred years old. 
 
    “Welcome brave students to the eight hundredth and eighty-eight-year assembly of Stukarr Elemental College!” Headmaster Loomis boomed. 
 
    The crowd was quiet for a long pause before erupting into a splendid cheer. Hands clapped while mouths whistled. Trystan couldn’t contain himself as he clapped and shouted with the rest of his fellow students. The air vibrated with magic and it seemed to swirl on forever. Headmaster and head mistress smiled as the hall came to life. It went on for long moments before the headmaster raised a hand and gently waved for everyone to settle down. 
 
    “It pleases us to have you all here. We know you are busy with your studies so we will be as brief as we can,” Headmaster Loomis smiled. 
 
    Headmistress Vela continued, “To the new students and experienced ones, we want to speak of what is expected here at Stukarr Elemental College. The path of the mana arts can be a long and winding path of pitfalls and great triumphs. Everyone here prizes knowledge and skill as our very cornerstones to this path we have chosen. It is why we must forever keep our minds open and our senses sharp.” 
 
    Headmaster Loomis continued, “The life of a mage can be a dangerous and enlightening one. Your mind, body and spirit will be tested daily. It is why your professors and teachers are here, to help hone your skills and give you the tools to overcome any obstacle.” 
 
    The headmaster and headmistress each raised a hand and made a quick hand signal. Trystan sat back as a ball of light flashed before him and a leather-bound book appeared. Looking around, the young mage could see dozens upon dozens of flashes disbursed through the seated crowd. While his eyes took it all in, Trystan spotted Nia as a book appeared in front of her and she clasped it excitingly. 
 
    “For all new students, this will be the heart of your studies. A spell book you will fill with your knowledge, experiences and the spells you will craft. You will need this very book as you learn with us over the next six years. Treasure it and keep it safe for it will help you in your times of need,” Headmistress Vela said while looking out to the crowd. 
 
    Trystan opened the leather-bound book and saw empty page after empty page. Despite there being nothing written, the book glowed with some powerful magic. Closing the book and looking to Nia, her eyes met his and she smiled. 
 
    Headmaster Loomis cleared his throat before continuing, “As you all may know; magical studies do not always happen in the classroom. When you are learning, you will be given tasks known simply as trials. All mages must participate in these trials and it will affect your yearly scores. Each trial is tailored to each student depending on their strengths and weaknesses. Do not take comfort that the teaching body is setting these trials. There is no safety net here.” 
 
    Headmistress Vela’s face became darker, “Not all students make it to graduation. Those who fall while pursuing the magical arts will have their name carved into the gallery of honor. We beseech every student here to honor your lost colleagues and surpass them by learning and surviving to learn another day.” 
 
    Trystan glanced at several students bowing their heads in remembrance. It made the young mage feel connected to something grander than his own world.  
 
    Headmaster Loomis raised his chin up, “Your trials start today until your graduation but your true trials will never end. You will turn in your spell book routinely so please write legibly; our eyes are not what they used to be.” 
 
    The crowd murmured a laugh. 
 
    Headmistress Vela’s delicate pale hands clasped the sides of the podium, “I’m sure many of you are eager to learn what we have in store for you this year. Am I correct?” 
 
    “YES HEADMISTRESS!” The crowd shouted with glee. 
 
    Headmistress Vela smiled, “The world is still a very dangerous place. We have come back from the brink of extinction and it has made us cautious but full of new life and new things to explore. With each year we try to become more and more progressive then the last. We ask all of you in this room to have an open mind and heart. If we dwell in the pit of ignorance, then we do not belong in this vibrant world. What we will show you next will test you on how we cope with change.” 
 
    Headmaster Loomis looked around and clapped his hands. The velvet curtain moved aside and figures walked out. The crowd gasped as eyes drank in the sight before them. One student nearly fell from his chair while others murmured with fear. Five monsters walked out, heads down, they did not make eye contact as they made their way to the front of the podiums and stood silently.  
 
    Trystan could not believe his eyes. Five monsters stood in the very hall that taught mages for hundreds of years. One had the upper body of a woman and lower body of a red snake. Two others looked like women but with curved horns poking from their hair and long pointed tails. One had blue hair while the other had a fiery red and they held each other’s hand with heads bowed. A short male goblin stood with slicked jet-black hair. His skin was a pale green and his nose pointed. Hands clenched, the goblin looked up defiantly at the crowd. The last one made Trystan’s blood run cold. Long spider legs shifted uneasily as a female arachnix held her two human hands together and her eyes pointed down afraid to look up. Each monster wore normal looking clothes covering up their human looking parts but the rest of their monstrous appearance was there in plain sight. 
 
    “I know your first instinct is to be filled with fear, even hatred. We ask you to settle down and open your mind. For as long as we can remember, there has been a war waged on those different from us. It has claimed many on both sides. It has forced us to build walls to keep us separated. But change is inevitable. The creatures you see before you come to us not to hurt us but to learn and grow with us. Often the term monster is thrown around casually but it will have no place in these halls,” Headmaster Loomis stared at the worried student faces. 
 
    Headmistress continued, “We have discovered that all humanoid creatures share the same basic human ancestors. The term monster will not be used to describe these students. As much as we are human, these five students are Para-human. You will show them respect and welcome them to our college with dignity. You are part of something very special. You will be the first year toward a progressive new elemental college. It is now, here that we push away old prejudices and embrace a brighter future.” 
 
    The assembly was quiet as a tomb, eyes staring at the very creatures they grew up mistrusting and hating. Even Trystan found it difficult to separate himself from what he had known all his life. Seeing the arachnix flooded his mind with memories of when that lone female arachnix held him and Sylk captive. A shudder ran down his spine as he tried to forget. 
 
    Headmaster kept his cool gaze on the students, “We are entering a new age of coexistence. Show the city and the world beyond that we will no longer dwell in the dark ages.”      
 
    Headmistress Vela gave a disarming smile, “The day is early and there is much learning to be done. This concludes the assembly. You are welcome to stay and meet with your new classmates before you head off to class. Thank you.” 
 
    The once jubilant crowd carried a somber air around them. The shock was difficult to digest from some and others carried disbelief in their eyes. Trystan stayed seated as the assembly hall emptied. A few students stayed behind and walked down to the para-humans who kept their gazes down. Trystan looked to Nia and watched as she rose from her seat and joined the few students going down to meet the new students. The young mage felt rooted to his chair. One part wanted to join her and a larger part wanted to leave. Staring at the monsters, the two horned women turned their gaze upward to Trystan. Eyes locking on each other, a warm shudder ran up his spine. The blue haired one stared with indifference. The red headed one stared with hungry eyes. She licked her lips and nodded to the frozen mage. 
 
    Trystan broke the spell and stood up. Walking toward the main doors, he glanced back to Nia shaking hands with the goblin. He envied her free spirit but with an arachnix so close by, he thought it better to perhaps make a discreet exit. Trystan hated himself for being so cowardly but the morning had already taken too many twists and turns. He needed to take his mind off of things and get to class. 
 
    Nia looked up to see Trystan’s back as he exited through the main doors. Sadness and worry tugged at her heart as she wondered what he was going through. Desire welled up and she wanted to run to him and comfort him. Instead she stayed and turned back to the goblin. 
 
    “Thank you for taking the time to introduce yourself,” The goblin said genuinely.  
 
    “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I hope you enjoy learning here with us,” Nia said cheerfully. 
 
    The goblin could see Nia’s eyes turning to the door again, “Is he a friend?” 
 
    Nia blushed, “Yes, my best friend.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    Trystan sat down and pulled his new spell book from his backpack. The energy was still there and the young mage was looking forward to writing down his thoughts and experiences. The whirlwind day stormed through his mind’s eye and the young mage craved for his normal schedule. He didn’t want to deal with relationships or monsters. At this point in time he simply wanted to learn. Pushing everything away, he opened his mind and was ready to fill it with knowledge. 
 
    The classroom held about twelve students as sunlight filtered in through glass and hanging plants. Trystan could feel the entire mood change as Professor Hart strolled in. The professor wore a simple thick mages robe with a few symbols stitched into it. White hair touched at the temples, mixing in with his jet-black hair. He carried a square jaw and bright blue eyes. Trystan found himself staring and so was everyone else in the class. As the professor reached his desk and pulled out some papers, plants turned in his direction. The eight women in class let out breathy sighs and the actual sunlight seemed to curve, wanting to touch his body. Trystan thought it was some trick the professor was playing on the class but after a few weeks the young mage realized that it was no trick. Professor Hart was one of those magical people that everyone was drawn to. If he walked into a room, conversations would turn to him. If he praised you, you wanted to fall to your knees and thank him. If he even so much as said hello, you felt the day was going to be even better and had to resist the urge to hug him. 
 
    “Good morning. Today I want us to touch upon spell combinations. Is everyone feeling up to it?” 
 
    “Yes professor!” The class said enthusiastically. 
 
    “Great to hear!” Professor Hart said with his own brand of positive energy. 
 
    The door to the classroom opened and standing there was the horned red headed demon woman. The positive vibe pulsed throughout the room but all eyes were on the para-human at the door. 
 
    “Excellent, you made it. Class, meet our newest student,” Professor Hart smiled. 
 
    The demon woman looked to the professor with stars in her eyes. Without missing a beat, the professor glided to her and took her hand. The demon woman followed his pull as he guided her to an empty seat next to Trystan. Sitting down, she never once took her eyes off of him. 
 
    “Aznara, is it?” Professor Hart smiled. 
 
    The demon woman nodded. 
 
    “Welcome to class. Settle in and we shall begin with some of the basics to spell combinations.”  
 
    Professor Hart turned to the blackboard, a piece of chalk flying up to his hand and he began drawing words and diagrams. Aznara’s eyes looked down and then turned to Trystan. The young mage had pulled out a pen and began writing when the woman’s gaze caused him to look back. 
 
    “Do you have an extra pen?” The demon smiled. 
 
    Trystan hesitated before diving into his pack and pulling out another pen. Handing it out, Aznara let her fingers touch Trystan’s hand. Heat flared and Trystan felt like someone dropped him in a steam room. Turning his head slowly, Aznara’s form took on vibrant wavy lines. She continued to smile with fanged teeth as she kept her fingers on Trystan’s hand. The young mage felt his heart thump in his chest and he fought for control. Right before pulling away from the demon’s unearthly touch, Aznara let go, taking the pen with her. 
 
    Trystan stared at the demon woman in the tight black shirt and black leather pants. Aznara turned to face Professor Hart, acting like nothing had happened. Trystan was about to say something when the Professor turned back to class. 
 
    “For the benefit of our new student, spell combinations are vital for mastering the arcane arts. You will have your main elemental teachers but here we learn how to combine everything into workable magic. Now who wants to practice a spell combination?” 
 
    All hands went up, even Aznara’s clawed hand.  
 
    “You all make it very hard to choose,” Professor Hart said and the class let out a happy sigh. 
 
    Trystan had been practicing every chance he could with spell combinations. In the last six weeks he spent every moment learning new spells and figuring out how to combine them. Having a teacher like Professor Hart only made it easier to want to learn. Hands fluttered as each mage in the room wanted to be next to Professor Hart. 
 
    “You seem pretty eager Aznara. Come show us what you know,” The professor smiled. 
 
    Standing up, Aznara walked to the front of the class and turned to everyone. Her brow pointed into a V as she made hand signals. Trystan sat in front of her, watching as the demon moved her hands with liquid grace. The demon glanced at Trystan with a smile before continuing with her spell. 
 
    A watering pail on the window began to shudder and shake. Everyone turned to it and watched as a stream of water snaked into the air and flowed to Aznara. The demon let the stream curl around her arm before controlling it to form into a ball. The ball hovered in her hand for seconds as she made hand signals with her other hand. Trystan leaned forward a little, observing her technique and making mental notes. The mage was fascinated by her skill. 
 
    Aznara turned her hand and the ball shape shifted into a long spike. Finishing the spell with her other hand, a breath of cool air entered the room. The spike grew frosty as the water slowly turned to ice. When it was solid, the class gave a small round of applause. Aznara smiled, showing all her teeth. With one quick swipe, she grabbed the spike and drove the point down toward Trystan. 
 
    The mage instantly called up a spell but it was still too late. The spike came down hard and stabbed through his desk, bits of wood flying in all directions. It felt like the air was completely sucked out of the room. Shock rolled over Trystan as he stared at the ice spike half driven through his desk top. 
 
    “Impressive Aznara, not only did you combine cold and water magic but you infused mana into it so it was as hard as steel. But I do have to say, next time try to be a little more delicate with showing your abilities. I hate to bring up another destroyed desk to the budget meetings,” Professor Hart smirked. 
 
    Trystan looked to Aznara as she gazed back. Licking her lips, she silently returned to her desk and sat down. The blue mage could feel a heat coming from Aznara but he thought it was her nature spilling out. Now he could feel it was something else.  
 
    Professor Hart made a quick gesture. The spike turned back into water and flowed back to the water pail. The wood bounced into the air and fell back into place on Trystan’s desk, smoothing over as if nothing had happened.  
 
    Professor Hart turned to the class with bright eyes, “Okay, who’s next?” 
 
    *** 
 
    A chime rang out, signaling the end of classes for the day. Trystan was quick to get outside. Stepping through the main doors, evening light dazzled his senses. Taking a deep breath, the young mage stepped out onto campus and walked toward the entrance. Some mages sat about, deep in conversations. Others let their familiars out on the grass to take in the evening air. Trystan wished he could join them but he was short on time. He had to get to work before he was scolded again. 
 
    The city of Stukarr lit up with the fading daylight. The slip into evening caused a calmer mood as the city continued to bustle about. Horses and carriages clacked and rolled down cobbled streets while people went about their evening business. Trystan hurried along one of the main streets to the center of the city. The college grounds covered a large section of the western part of the city but the rest was tall homes and businesses. Buildings nearly ten stories high stabbed into the evening air and fountains flowed water at nearly every intersection. 
 
    Trystan wished he could just enjoy the crisp autumn evening but work called and he had to earn a living while he studied. In the distance he could see the cathedral spires of the Stukarr Library. It was the oldest building in the city, holding books from different lands in its deep vaults. Quickly the mage rushed to the front entrance. 
 
    The stone steps leading to the library were solid and a little worn. It gave it a bit of character, almost treating it like a living entity. Four statues lined the front. Each statue was that of a knight carved from solid stone just like the ones mounted on top of the city walls. Each statue was similar except for carvings of streaming water, flaming fire, earthly stones and cloudy air into their armors. Underneath carried their names but Trystan simply called them by their elements. Tapping the armored foot of the water knight, per his daily ritual, Trystan hurried to the heavy main doors and slipped inside. 
 
    The smell of old books washed over the young mage. If Trystan had another true love, it would be books. Thinking back to his time at the bookstore back home, it didn’t compare to working in such a lavish and awe-inspiring library.  
 
    A tall busty blonde working the main desk looked up at Trystan as he walked in. She made an annoyed frown and pushed her glasses up her nose before going back to an open book. 
 
    “Evening Mistress Jenny,” Trystan said cheerfully. 
 
    “You better sign in before you are considered late. Time is ticking,” The blonde said without looking up. 
 
      Trystan smiled and ran off to the employee’s lounge. After singing in, he went to the locker room, put his backpack away and changed into his normal working clothes which consisted of a button up shirt and black pants. Hurrying, he was back out on the main floor and looking for a cart. 
 
    Jenny Warg walked over to Trystan with almost closed eyes and her brow in a sharp V. She pointed to a cart filled with books. It was in complete disarray and looked untouched for the entire day. 
 
    “Put everything on that cart away and make sure it goes into its correct section. The library thrives on order and you must ensure we do not fall into chaos,” Jenny said with further annoyance. 
 
    Trystan wanted to roll his eyes. Jenny would say the same thing every time he started his work hours, every single time. It reached the point that he wanted to say it before she did but he knew better. Under the dress suit and skirt lurked a fiery beast. It was Trystan’s second day when he saw the fallout from it. A young female mage had started the week before he did. She was trying really hard to keep up but Jenny was merciless. Several books were placed in the wrong sections and Jenny exploded. Trystan didn’t see the actual explosion but saw the aftermath of poor Cindy running out of the library in tears. From that day on, Trystan made sure to triple check his work so he didn’t have to suffer Jenny’s wrath.   
 
    “Right away, Mistress Jenny,” Trystan said as he took hold of the cart and began wheeling it away. 
 
    When the coast was clear, Trystan’s shoulders relaxed. Steering the cart, he made his way to the poetry wing. Stopping by the big shelves, the mage now book clerk, culled through the cart for poetry books to return to their rightful homes. A wondrous solace settled as Trystan went about his routine and blessed silence. 
 
    Peace blanketed the mage’s senses as he pushed book after book into the shelf. The library was so quiet Trystan could hear his own heartbeat. The tension bled from his shoulders and a tiny humming vibrated up his throat. Putting a book onto the shelf, Trystan turned to his cart for another when mist flowed down his arm. Looking down with a question mark engraved in his raised eyebrow, the mist took shape and Bella appeared with a shy smile. 
 
    “Hello Master,” Bella smiled, her blue slime body bouncing with subdued joy. 
 
    “Bella? Is everything okay?” 
 
    “Yes of course master, I’m ready to have my date.” 
 
    Trystan stared at the blue slime, “Um, tonight, here? I’m at work.” 
 
    “It’s quite alright Master. Sylk said I could have the first date. I know your fondness for books so I thought we would have it here.” 
 
    Trystan looked around to see the area was empty. Redness flowed into the mages face in embarrassment and he was glad no one was around to see him. 
 
    “Bella, I don’t think this is the right time to be doing this. People usually plan dates and I’m busy with work.” 
 
    Bella reached up with a cool hand and touched her master’s cheek, “We can simply talk. I really am quite all right with getting to know each other.” 
 
    The blue slime oozed on slimy feet to a nearby table and sat in an empty chair. Trystan wasn’t sure what to do next. He could have ordered her to return to his arm but the slime was smiling ear to ear. She was really looking forward to simply talking and hanging out together. Trystan opened his mouth and then closed it. Holding the book in his hand, he walked over to Bella and leaned against the table. 
 
    “What do you want to talk about?” Trystan said while trying to not seem awkward and doing a terrible job of it. 
 
    “I don’t know. What do you want to talk about?” 
 
    The area became silent. If they were in the desert, a tumble weed would have rolled by. Trystan shuffled while Bella looked to him with bright blue eyes. The mage could see that she was perfectly content to sit and talk about whatever he wanted. Mind scrambling, he tried to think of something. 
 
    “How are you and Sylk getting along?” Trystan said while mentally throwing his hands up in the air. 
 
    “We are fine. She seems to really enjoy our time together. I like spending time with her. We talk about you all the time.” 
 
    “Talk about me? What do you two talk about?” Trystan knew they were talking but he honestly wasn’t sure what they would talk about. 
 
    “Sylk talks about how sexy you are and how she wants to drain you almost every hour. I feel she is a bit obsessed but I can see why she loves you.” 
 
    Trystan felt his face glow hot, “Maybe we should talk about something else.” 
 
    “Sure. Anything you want,” Bella beamed. 
 
    “Um….I don’t know. I can’t think of anything,” Trystan said while looking at the book in his hands. 
 
    Bella touched his arm, “I know it is strange but I’m so glad you are my new master.” 
 
    Trystan looked to Bella, “You told me a little about your last master. Did he really cut you off his body?” 
 
    Bella kept her slimy hand on her master but her eyes looked away, “He…he was changing into a different person. Since you rescued me, I understood how misguided I was to care for him. I could feel the corruption blending into his body.” 
 
    “We don’t have to talk about it if you feel uncomfortable. I just thought it might make things easier if you get it off your chest.” 
 
    Bella’s head lowered for a moment, blue slimy hair framing her face. Looking up, she could see the concern in her master’s eyes, “It’s alright. I shouldn’t keep any secrets from you. You are my master and we already share our life together.” 
 
    “Did you really try to hurt his other familiars?” Trystan was genuinely curious. 
 
    Bella pulled her hand away and hugged her midsection. She looked away as she talked as if her mind was replaying an old memory, “It was in the beginning of his change. He had several familiars but he felt he needed more. He took on a fallen angel. It was clear that she was his new favorite.” 
 
    Bella hugged herself tighter, “I knew I couldn’t hurt her in a one on one fight. I appeared while master was feeding her. My hand formed into a sharp point and I aimed for her neck.” 
 
    Trystan could not take his eyes off of Bella as she talked. 
 
    “My old master was so strong. He grabbed my blade with his bare hand. It didn’t even cut his skin. Master closed his hand and shattered my blade. It hurt as I pulled away. Master stood over me. He conjured a blade and told me I was unworthy to be part of his new world. He had a different plan and I would be his instrument. He cut off the section of skin containing my essence.” 
 
    It was Trystan who reached out and took hold of Bella’s arm, trying to comfort her. 
 
    “The pain was too much. I felt like I was dying. The next thing I knew, I was in the ruins and master standing over me. He said I was a failure but from my failure I would become an asset. He closed the lid over the sarcophagus and my mind and body turned into a hungry monster. I drained mana from monsters and adventurers until you appeared and freed me,” Clear tears welled up from the slime’s eyes. One tear streaked down her cheek. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” Trystan said, squeezing her arm. 
 
    Bella wiped away the tear, “It’s not your fault. You saved me. How much longer would I have been down there, doing terrible things beyond my control?” 
 
    Trystan pulled the slime to her feet. Bella’s eye widened as her master took hold of her and hugged her close. Bella’s body felt hot, frozen by the sudden compassion from her master. She returned is hug and buried her face into his neck. 
 
    “I’m sorry you went through that. I promise I will never do that to you. Whatever problems or issues we may have; we can work it out. I will always be there for you.” Trystan said with conviction. 
 
    Bella was speechless as she held onto her master. Seconds ticked away and her body began to sink and stretch. Trystan looked up and tried to hold Bella together as she literally fell apart in his arms. 
 
    “Bella?” Trystan said with worry in his voice. 
 
    “It’s….okay….master……I …must…..be…weaker….then…I….thought….” The slime tried to say while her body began to puddle.  
 
    Panic crawled into Trystan’s senses as he tried to hold Bella together. The blue slime’s face began to separate and melt away. The mage let his hidden senses reach out and touch Bella. He could feel how weak she was and getting weaker by the second, unsure what to do, the mage leaned into Bella’s melting face and kissed her lips. 
 
    Primal energy flared. Only Trystan and Bella could feel it but it was powerful. Mana poured from Trystan’s lips as he held Bella. The slime felt the surge of living mana touch her lips and drain into her body. The thin stream of mana flowed and time seemed to stand still. The blue slime could feel a trickle of strength return. Body firming up, arms wrapped around Trystan’s neck. The mage pulled her up and Bella let her transparent tongue slip into his mouth. Tongues playing, energy rippled along her form. Pressing her firm breasts to him, the slime wanting nothing more than to gobble up her master and engulf him completely. Trystan was first to break away and he stared at Bella. The slime stared back with adoring eyes. 
 
    “How?” Trystan said staring. 
 
    “There are many ways to feed mana to your familiar. Thank you master, I’m not full but I have enough mana for a night or two,” Bella smiled. 
 
    “I see you’re working hard,” said a disapproving voice. 
 
    Trystan and Bella both looked over to see Mistress Jenny standing with her arms crossed and her face tilted. A finger tapped at her arm as if she was deciding what to say next. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    “Trystan, I didn’t know you were such a pervert,” Jenny said with a blank expression. 
 
    “She is my familiar. It’s not perverted,” Trystan said defiantly while still holding Bella in his arms. 
 
    “I don’t think that is perverted. It looks like you cannot even contain yourself to wait until you were alone. I mean, doing that at work and in a public space, very naughty,” Jenny said as she continued to tap a finger on her crossed arms. 
 
    Trystan let go and Bella slid away, bowing her head, “It is my fault. I asked him to feed me.” 
 
    Jenny didn’t even look to the slime, “I knew you were a deviant. We don’t have to play games any longer.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyebrow rose, “Games?” 
 
    Jenny huffed, “I see how you look at me. I see how you want me.” 
 
    Both of Trystan’s eyebrows shot up. He didn’t have the heart to tell her that he did look at her but it was only because it was difficult to not look at her. Her breasts were so large that it was nearly impossible to not stare. He thought he was being discreet but apparently not discreet enough. 
 
    “Mistress Jenny….I….” 
 
    Jenny cut him off, “I can see you like big breasted women. I can tell just looking at your familiar. I think the next question is what are we going to do about it?” 
 
    “Um…apologize?” Trystan said in a low voice. 
 
    Jenny kept her head tilted forward, shadows covering her eyes. The master librarian walked closer, arms still crossed. Trystan felt his body go numb. He really needed this job and he hoped Jenny wasn’t going to fire him. He really liked working there and mentally began kicking himself for not being more careful. 
 
    Jenny was about a foot away, eyes hidden in darkness, “You don’t have to be coy anymore. I feel it too.” 
 
    “Feel it?” Trystan was completely lost. 
 
    “The connection between us, I felt it since your interview,” Jenny said as heat crept into her cheeks. 
 
    “Mistress Jen….” Trystan didn’t have a moment to finish as Jenny pressed her body and lips against his. 
 
    Trystan froze as Jenny’s tongue snaked into his mouth. The mage’s eyes were open as his boss pressed her large breasts to his chest. Bella watched with her head bowed. The air turned electric and a small moan flowed up Jenny’s throat. Trystan kept his own tongue still and was about to pull away when pale hands grabbed his ass and held him close. The mage couldn’t believe how strong Jenny was as he found it difficult to break away. 
 
    Jenny pulled away, heat pouring off her lips, “Why don’t we go downstairs? The vaults are usually empty of visitors. I could show you some of the forbidden tomes while you show me your secrets.” 
 
    Trystan took hold of his mistress’s wrists and straining, pulled her hands from around his ass, “I’m flattered Mistress Jenny but I don’t think it would be very professional if I….” 
 
    “I’m sick of being professional. Take me like you were about to take your familiar!” Jenny said with seduction pouring from her eyes. 
 
    Trystan stepped back, “I’m sorry Mistress. I cannot.” 
 
    Embarrassment crawled into Jenny’s face. Turning away, fingers clenched tightly into fists, “We are overstaffed today. We won’t need you. You can leave.” 
 
    Trystan reached out to touch Jenny’s shoulder. He felt awful for turning her down. Seeing how she was reacting spoke volumes. Trystan guessed she was never turned down before. Mistress Jenny began walking away before the mage could comfort her. 
 
    “Take your familiar and go,” Jenny nearly growled as her short heels clicked on the stone floor. 
 
    Trystan let his hand drop to his side. Shoulders deflating, the mage began walking toward the main entrance hall. Bella followed quietly behind him. Glancing up, Trystan saw no sign of his boss as she disappeared in the many rows of bookshelves. Gloomy thoughts bloomed as he felt this day couldn’t have gotten any worse. 
 
    Trystan entered the main hall and walked to the employee’s locker room. Gathering his back pack and jacket, he slammed the locker closed and made for the main doors.  
 
    Outside, the mage took a few steps before sitting on the stone steps in between the silent statues. Bella flowed down the steps and sat be her master’s side. The night had a small chill as the mage and his familiar sat in awkward silence. 
 
    “Today is just not a good day,” Trystan said while staring at nothing in particular. 
 
    “I wouldn’t say that master. Mistress Jenny was just trying to show her feelings to you. I’m sure with some time she will realize her mistake.” 
 
    Trystan sighed, “I’m not too worried about Jenny. I’m worried about Nia, you and Sylk.” 
 
    Bella slid closer and leaned her head on her master’s shoulder, “We are worried about you too. But I feel better since we talked.” 
 
    Trystan turned his head slightly to Bella, “Yea?” 
 
    “Oh yes master. It was nice to get some of my past off my chest. I’m having a wonderful date.” 
 
    Trystan chuckled, “You really think of this as a date? I didn’t get you flowers or dinner.” 
 
    “I don’t need those things. I just enjoy spending time with you, alone,” Bella smiled. 
 
    “Well we have the rest of the evening. Is there anything you want to do? Maybe walk around and talk?” 
 
    Bella’s gelatin arms entwined her master’s arm and held him close, “That sounds like the best date ever.” 
 
    Trystan couldn’t help a cheery smile. He kept forgetting that Bella spent so much time in the ruins that the act of walking around was nearly alien to her. The night air had a calming effect on both mage and familiar and the day’s events began to melt away with each cleansing breath.  
 
    The mage stood up and Bella flowed up with him. The two started to walk to the street, turned and began walking to nowhere. Bella held onto her master, leaning on him as they stepped on cobbled streets. Street lights cast spot lights to the ground to light their way and a small breeze caressed their necks. They were barely a block away when Bella held even tighter. 
 
    “I don’t want this night to end,” Bella said shyly. 
 
    “There is a nice diner not too far from here. We could stop by and get something to eat?” 
 
    “Sounds lovely my master,” Bella smiled. 
 
    Master and familiar continued to walk. Passing an alley, Trystan glanced in. A strange sound caught his attention and the young mage stopped and peered into the dark alley. Stopping, Bella looked to her master. Stranger sounds echoed off the stone walls and shapes moved in the distance. 
 
    “Master?” Bella asked. 
 
    Trystan’s eyes narrowed as he tried to penetrate the inky darkness. A cold chill flowed over his skin and his breath started to show as a fine mist. A creepy shadow shambled forward, a disfigured foot appearing in the small amount of light bleeding into the alleyway. Trystan’s hand touched Bella’s arm and sank in an inch. Taking a step back, the mage pulled his familiar with him. Fear sprouted like tentacles and the mage felt his heart quickened. Bella could sense the waves coming off her master. She turned her attention to the dark alleyway and another foot stepped into the light. 
 
    Horrid moans bounced off the walls as more black shapes moved. Trystan looked around, taking in his surroundings. Bella untangled her arm from her master and stood ready. The moans grew louder and louder. Trystan mentally called up his incantations and spells. A single thought flashed to a tattoo on his right arm. Mist flowing immediately, the scantily clad siren appeared next to her master. 
 
    “Master?” Sylk asked with her knees bent and hands out. 
 
    Before Trystan could utter a word, the stench of decay blanketed the area. Decomposed bodies shuddered and shambled out of the dark alleyway. Skeletal hands reached out while mouths hung open. The horrific moans caused the mage and his familiars to back up. Hollow eyes pointed in their direction and hatred for their living energy caused them to go mad with rage. 
 
    Trystan glanced at a large puddle of water in the stony gutter. Fingers moved, turning into hand signals and mana started to flow. The water leaped into the air and formed a stream. The mage led the streaming water to circle himself and his familiars. The dead hissed and moaned, breaking into a clumsy run. 
 
    “Stay by me!” Trystan shouted, concentrating on making his hand signals perfect. 
 
    One of the shambling dead charged. The mage flicked a finger and mana flared. The stream of water turned serpent shaped. The head shifted to a point and struck like a snake. The dead took a number of steps; not caring for the pointed stream of water aiming for its head. Skull shattering, the single charging dead collapsed headless to the street. Three more took its place, charging with outstretched and decayed fingers. Trystan moved calmly as his hands directed the stream of water. A ballet of magic commenced as the stream smashed into the sides of skulls while the tail whipped around, shattering ribcages and thigh bones. 
 
    Bella shape shifted her hands into points and gasped. For every one dead that fell, three more took its place. The mouth of the alleyway erupted in foulness as moaning dead charged, shambled and crawled out into the street. The stream of water was quickly overwhelmed as dead fingers grabbed it. Trystan grunted as he felt cold fingers drain mana from the stream of water, disrupting the connection. The mage missed a hand signal and the spell fizzled. The stream of water burst into a small shower and the dead horde moved in their direction. 
 
    “Get to the library!” Trystan shouted as he started a new spell. 
 
    “We are not leaving you!” Sylk shouted as walking dead reached out to grab her. 
 
    A blue point sliced through dead flesh and bone before it could touch the siren. Bella moved to the front of Trystan, arms extending and whipping out. Several more dead fell without heads but more surged toward them. 
 
    “I have to slow them down. Get to the door and wait for me or they will overrun us,” Trystan shouted as water leaped from the street and formed a pulsating orb. The mage could see how fast they were coming. If they all turned and ran, one or all of them could have been taken down. He had to keep them at bay long enough so Sylk and Bella could be at the main doors of the library and ready. Then maybe they would have a chance to barricade themselves in and hold them off until helped arrived. 
 
    “No master!” Sylk shouted back defiantly.  
 
    Trystan grunted as his spell fizzled and the orb fell to the street with a splash. Bella had turned into a spinning whirlwind. Arms out, she spun over and over to keep the dead at bay. Trystan didn’t have time to argue, he performed the hand signals again and water streamed up into a ball. Thinking back to his class earlier today, the mage poured mana into the orb of water, ice beginning to form. The dead had formed a semi-circle around Bella, Sylk and Trystan. The blue slime was barely keeping the horde at bay, slicing at them with blurring speed. One of the dead held out an open hand and grabbed Bella’s arm mid swing. The undead touch against the slime caused a small flash. Bella screamed as some of her mana was drained into the decaying creature. Pulling away, she cried out again as the hungry dead pulled at her mana. Sylk darted forward, a blue webbed foot striking outward and her heel smashing the dead man’s face. Skull caving in, it let go and Bella cried out a whimper. 
 
    Trystan remained calm as he felt Bella’s mana drain. He knew this was a losing fight but he had to keep the dead back and buy themselves some time. The orb was nearly frozen solid. Trystan whispered two more arcane words and white electricity arced along the orb’s surface. Sylk pulled Bella back as the slime clutched the siren’s shoulder.            
 
     “Get down!” Trystan shouted as mana flared. 
 
    Sylk pulled Bella down to the street and Trystan roared. Magical energy pulsed like a living entity. The ice orb shot forth, crashing into the wall of dead. Large round holes appeared as the orb went through them with no resistance. The surging horde lumbered forward as the orb reached the middle of the undead congregation. The orb stopped in midair, glowed white hot and exploded. 
 
      Ice shards scattered in all directions. The speed and density of each shard punched and ripped through everything. Bone shattered and decayed flesh was shredded. The horde collapsed as ice blasted through the ranks. Trystan was already throwing himself to the cobbled street when a thick ice shard struck him in the shoulder and another sliced at his calf. Grunting, the mage fell to the street and clutched at the shard imbedded in his shoulder.  
 
    The siren scrambled to her fallen master. Kneeling down, Trystan pulled the bloody ice shard from his shoulder and let it fall to the ground. Looking past the siren’s concerned eyes, the mage cursed. Some of the fallen dead began crawling toward them and from the dark alley, more dead spilled out, charging the mage and his two familiars. 
 
    “Bella, help me carry master,” Sylk said with wide eyes. 
 
    Looking over, the siren could see the slime was having difficulty getting to her feet. Sylk knew she couldn’t lift master by herself but blue webbed hands grabbed the fallen mage. Heaving, the siren tried to help her master up. Trystan grunted through the pain, eyes filling with fear. Bella moved and leaned on Silk for support. The siren, mage and slime stumbled forward as the dead closed in. 
 
    “We’re not going to make it,” Trystan grunted as pain pulsed. 
 
    Bella pulled away and barely stood on two blue transparent legs, “Get master to the library. I will hold them off.” 
 
    “No Bella!” Trystan shouted. 
 
    “Come on Bella! We need you!” Sylk shouted as her arms began to shake. 
 
    “No,” Bella said with a calm flowing over her form, “Take master to safety. He can live without us but we cannot live without him.” 
 
    Adrenalin surged as Trystan stood on his feet. Turning, the undead horde was nearly upon the lone slime. Bella glanced back with a playful smile as her hands turned into sharp points. Undead hands reached out to claw at her body. 
 
    Trystan and Sylk raced back to Bella just as she raised her blades, ready to strike. Trystan ignored the pain as his hands moved. Falling to the ground, he finished the spell with a word. Water swirled around the mage and his familiars. Bella was about to strike and pulled back as water streamed up. Sylk and Bella watched as their master fell onto his back with a fist up. Water thinned and formed a bubble over the three of them. Undead hands pounded at the water shield. Trystan stared upward, hand raised with invisible strands of mana flowing into the water shield. 
 
    “I don’t know how long I can hold this. They are sapping a lot of mana,” Trystan said while not breaking his concentration. 
 
    Bella sank to her knees, “I can feel it draining from us.” 
 
    “Can we move with the shield still up?” Sylk asked as her own mana started to drain. 
 
    “Not in my condition. You move me and the spell breaks, they will…..” Trystan trailed off. 
 
    The water bubble was surrounded by the dead. They continued their relentless assault at the magic shield, their hunger for living energy driving them on. Bella sank lower, feeling all her mana drain. Sylk fell to her own knees, weakness seeping into her small frame. Trystan pushed away everything to keep the shield up but he knew it wouldn’t last. It was only a matter of time before the dead fell on them. Trystan’s thoughts went to Nia.  
 
    Some of the dead streamed off the bubble, shambling toward the library, their moans and groans echoing off the buildings. Lights turned on and windows opened as people peered out to see what was happening. Gasps and screams filled the night air as the dead surged along the street toward the library. Several dead bodies moved to the stairs and climbed up step by step. Trystan felt the shield waver as the flow of mana thinned. 
 
    One of the dead was halfway up the stairs, passing the stone statues toward the main doors of the library. A flash of heat flooded the area and stone shifted. The four stone elemental knights began to move, heads turning, weapons moving and mana pouring into the area. One knight exploded into burning flames. Another kept their basic form as stone turned to water. A knight took flight, spinning in the air with a spear in hand. A stone knight’s armor shifted into rocky spikes and stepped off the pedestal with a thundering ground shake. The dead continued to move up as the four knights picked their targets. The fire knight blazed hotter and shot forward like a fireball. Dead muscle and bone disintegrated as the fire knight blazed through their ranks with terrifying power. The water knight stepped forward with tentacles of water coiling around undead and hurtling them at the fire knight where they burned to ash. The rock knight took hold of undead bodies and smashed them with mana fueled strength. The air knight spun his spear and dived into the horde, each blow separating heads from necks. The air knight shifted in the horde and lightning arced from the spear, blasting holes into anything undead. 
 
    Bystanders watched as the knights carefully destroyed every piece of invading undead filth. Each attack was measured and exploited to its fullest extent. There were no misfires and a sigh of relief from collective lips. The elemental knights destroyed each dead body with perfect accuracy. The fire knight sliced and moved to the next target before the undead even started to fall apart. The air knight floated above, lightning zapping and exploding undead skulls with indifference. The stone knight crashed through to the water bubble in the street as the water knight sent streams of water to cover the weakening bubble. 
 
    Trystan felt mana pour into his water shield. Bella and Sylk looked up to see elemental guardians smashing and slicing the dead away. Trystan let out a sigh as he stopped the spell. The bubble stayed as the water knight continued to protect them from the remaining undead. Long moments passed until the final sword strike from the fire knight sliced an undead body in two. 
 
    The water shield fell away. Trystan, Sylk and Bella looked to the library. The elemental knights took their places on each of the four pedestals. Elements extinguished in a muted flash. The four statues returned to their former poses and no longer moved. Sylk and Bella held their master in the middle of the street, broken bodies surrounding them in the cool night air. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Trystan grimaced as the nurse pressed her hand to his shoulder wound. Mana flowed as muscle, veins and skin closed and knitted together. The pain faded and the mage was feeling much better. The nurse smiled and bent down to address the wound on his leg. The room was filled with thick conversation. Professors crowded the room, talking and speculating what had happened this very night in a city that has known peace for many decades. 
 
    Trystan could feel Sylk and Bella on each arm, listening in their tattooed state. The mage was thankful they were going to be alright but it seemed tonight’s events caused enough of a stir to throw the entire city into a panic. Trystan thought back to the magistrates flooding the city streets. Radios turned on to inform the public to stay inside and alert the magistrates if they notice anything suspicious. The hospital room Trystan sat in was pure bedlam as professors and teachers continued on speculating, almost to the point of arguing.   
 
    The crowd calmed down as soon as professor Hart walked through the main doors. Trystan looked up to the professor’s smiling face as he bypassed everyone and knelt down sitting next to the young mage. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Professor Hart asked with concern. 
 
    “I’m better. The nurse has healed my wounds.” 
 
    “Excellent. I know this may sound strange but you’re going to have to brace yourself for what comes next. There hasn’t been an undead attack of this scale in a long time. The headmaster and headmistress are on their way and they will have many questions as will everyone else. If you need an advocate to help you, I’m offering my services.” 
 
    Trystan nodded his head. The young mage couldn’t help but feel overwhelmed. It was nice to know someone was in his corner. Several other professors crowded around, eyes eager for any information. 
 
    Professor stood up and turned to the small crowd, “Trystan Song has just been through an ordeal. We will calmly ask him what he knows as soon as the headmaster and headmistress arrive and not a moment before.” 
 
    Heads nodded in agreement. Trystan sat, nearly slouching. He never expected a night quite like this one. The mage reached for his phone so he could text Nia, letting her know he was okay. Just as he was about to type, professors moved aside as the headmaster and headmistress walked in. 
 
    “Thank the good graces you are safe,” Headmaster Loomis said. 
 
    “We came as soon as we heard,” Headmistress Vela finished. 
 
    “I don’t know how much help I will be. I feel like I barely managed to survive,” Trystan said as his eyes looked down. 
 
    “Don’t be hard on yourself, Trystan. You did survive a harrowing experience. Now we will need the details so we can put a stop to this before it gets out of control,” Professor Hart smiled. 
 
    “It is out of control,” said a professor off to the side, “The city is in a panic!” 
 
    “There hasn’t been such a large undead attack on Stukarr in decades, not since the college wars,” Another professor spoke up. 
 
    “We have grown soft and now we are paying for our mistakes,” said another professor as he crossed his arms. 
 
     Headmaster Loomis raised a hand “Calm your selves. The city’s defenses neutralized the threat and this dear student helped by placing his life in danger to stop them.” 
 
    Trystan tilted his head forward a little as he looked down at his knees, “I wasn’t trying to take them on. I was trying to buy time for my familiars to get to safety. We were scared. I was scared.” 
 
    Headmaster Loomis, Headmistress Vela and Professor Hart looked down at Trystan with kind eyes. The other professors quieted down. The nurse stepped away as a somber feeling filled the room. 
 
    “Nobel heart,” Headmistress Vela smiled. 
 
    “Tell us what you experienced,” Headmaster Loomis asked with a hand on Trystan’s shoulder. 
 
    Trystan told them what had happened. He told them he stepped out for a nice walk. He told them about the flood of undead. He even told them how he thought it was all over until the elemental guardians rescued them. The mage left out some of the more embarrassing parts about work. When he was done, everyone looked to each other with understanding. 
 
    Headmaster Loomis spoke first, “There will be an emergency session with the Lord Mayor concerning this undead intrusion. I will ask for a curfew to be put into place until the magistrates can find the source of the undead infestation.” 
 
    Headmistress Vela spoke next, “Students will be instructed to not travel alone. If there is an undead infestation, then they must travel in pairs at the minimum. All late evening classes will be cancelled or rescheduled. No students should be out once the sun sets.” 
 
    Professor Hart turned to Trystan, “I will accompany you back to your dorm. The information you provided will be very helpful. You may not feel it, but you did a very brave thing. The only other thing we can ask of you is to return to your studies. Measures will be put in place and this crisis will be subdued. We thank you.” 
 
    Everyone in the room nodded in agreement. Trystan gave a half smile but he could feel the weight of their eyes on him. As if professor Hart was reading his mind, he lent out an arm and helped Trystan to his feet. The professor and mage walked through the crowd. Some of the professors patted the mage on his shoulder until he was out of the room.  
 
    The healing nurse had closed his wounds but Trystan felt exhausted. A carriage waited outside with an open door. Stepping in, Professor Hart closed it and the carriage was on its way. Horses clipped clopped along the street as the driver flicked the reins. Soon it stopped at the dormitory with Professor and Mage stepping out of the carriage. 
 
    “I’m sure you can see yourself in. I know this experience can have lasting effects. You may not feel like talking about it now but if you do wish to talk about it later, my door is always open,” Professor Hart smiled. 
 
    “Thank you, Professor,” Trystan managed a weak smile before walking toward the main dorm doors. 
 
    The young mage made his way to his dorm room. Once inside, he fell face first into bed. The long day had fully soaked into his muscles and sleep was soothing his exhausted mind. Smoke curled up his arm but the mage kept his face buried. 
 
    “It’s too late Sylk. Can we do this in the morning?” Trystan muffled into his pillow. 
 
    “It’s Bella,” said a shy voice. 
 
    Trystan turned his head to see Bella standing next to the bed, her blue transparent body glistening slightly in the room’s light. The mage turned onto his side with concerned eyes. Bella gave a shy smile as her eyes looked down. 
 
    “Are you okay? I know it’s been a strange day. Do you need to talk?” Trystan asked innocently. 
 
    “No master. We are still on our date and I want to thank you for being such a wonderful master,” Bella smiled but continued to look down. 
 
    “Bella, we don’t…,” Trystan was cut off by the blue slime leaning down and pressing her blue lips to his. 
 
    Body sliding into bed, blue arms tugged and pulled at Trystan’s shirt. The mage tried to say something but Bella kept kissing him, her gooey tongue slipping in and playing with her master’s tongue. Pulling away, the slime took off Trystan’s shirt. A pair of small hands and arms emerged from Bella’s back. They moved down to undo the mage’s pants. Trystan laid on his back as his familiar straddled his waist, two sets of hands undressing him. 
 
    Pants falling to the floor, Trystan was naked and looking up at the slime’s sly smile. The mage was tired but he could feel how important it was for both of them. Bella was ready to give her life up for him and he was going to do anything to protect her. Understanding bled into their eyes as they looked to each other. 
 
    Nipples surfaced along the smooth surface of Bella’s breasts. The slime sighed as she leaned closer, letting them touch Trystan’s chest. Trystan reached up and cupped one, finger running over her pointed nipple, the small exhale from the familiar sent blood to Trystan’s manhood. Nature and love took over as Bella moved her hips back to straddle her master’s cock. Hips moving, her slit slid along the shaft as the mage’s member lay flat between them. Teasing, the slime was sure to press her breasts to her master’s face. Trystan let his tongue slip out and lick an exposed nipple. The slime shuddered but kept her movements slow and steady. 
 
    “Rest Master. Let me take care of you,” Bella said as she continued her slow motion on him. 
 
    Despite his exhaustion, Trystan’s cock became rock hard and pushed against the weight of the blue slime. Bella cooed as she let her body slide further down. Trystan let go of her large breasts and watched affectionately as she slid along his legs. Bella stopped when her mouth hovered over her master’s throbbing member. Hand reaching over, she gently took hold and stood it straight up. Watching her master, the slime began to stroke his manhood slowly.  
 
    The mage gasped on how good it felt. Bella’s hand was soft and warm, stroking him evenly from base to tip. Looking to Bella, she never took her eyes off his, stroking and letting her tongue lick the tip. Firm breasts pushed against Trystan’s legs and the slime upped the rhythm. Stroking faster, Trystan clenched his hands. Bella broke her gaze and looked to her master’s cock. Her tongue played with the tip as she stroked him more and more. 
 
    “Master, I’m so hungry for you, hungry for your mana, your seed, all of you,” Bella whispered. 
 
    Trystan’s eyes closed and the warm wet touch of Bella sent pulses of pleasure through him. The slime stroked until she couldn’t hold back any longer. Mouth parted, she engulfed her master’s cock in her mouth and closed it around the shaft. Trystan opened his eyes to see his cock in Bella’s mouth and head. The slime bobbed up and down and Trystan could see his spear stabbing deep into the slime’s head. It was surreal to actually see what was happening. Bella made muffled moans as she clamped her mouth tight around his shaft. Pleasure welled up between them but the hungry slime wanted more. 
 
    “Bella, be with me,” Trystan managed through heated breaths. 
 
    The blue slime looked up. Keeping Trystan’s cock inside her, Bella moved her body along her master’s body. The sliding tight feeling around Trystan’s cock spiked with pleasure. Finally, Bella was eye to eye with her master, breasts pressed to Trystan’s chest. Hips moved up and down on the mage’s staff between her legs. 
 
    Sitting up, Bella watched with a blissful smile. The slime’s body bounced up and down on Trystan. The rhythm caused Trystan to sit up and curl his arms around his familiar. Holding onto her body, he helped her along as she bounced on his throbbing cock, taking it to the hilt. Vibrations grew to a fevered pitch as Bella’s mouth formed a perfect O. 
 
    “Master I need you. I need you,” The slime cried and held onto his shoulders. 
 
    “I need you too my Bella,” Trystan said as his cock stiffened. 
 
     Squeezing, Bella let out a long moan. The vibrations in her body were too much as they bounced and pulsed along, tickling her alien senses. Pressing her tits against Trystan’s face, she cried out again as her body glowed. Heat exploded from her core and she pressed herself down to her master’s hilt. Gelatin body vibrating and squeezing, Trystan couldn’t hold on any longer. The mage’s cock spurted mana and come into his loving familiar. Bella cried out again and squeezed along the shaft, moving her hips and milking her master’s seed. Trystan grunted as more spurts of come splashed into the slime’s body and floated for mere moments before they dissolved into life giving energy. 
 
    Trystan fell back, breathing heavy. Bella didn’t let go of her master’s cock as she held tight and moved her hips over his. 
 
    “I’m so hungry master. I need more,” Bella whined. 
 
    Trystan couldn’t fight the weariness any longer. Darkness closed in as his eyes grew heavier. Bella watched as her master fell fast asleep. When he began to snore, the slime stopped moving and lay down next to him. 
 
    “Sleep well master,” Bella whispered as she snuggled against his chest. 
 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    Sunlight poured in through the small window. Yellow light touched the naked mage and he stirred from deep sleep. Blinking, Trystan slowly sat up and looked around. He was alone or as alone as he could be. Peering down at his arms, he could see the mystical tattoos of Sylk and Bella as they slept, curled up into little balls. 
 
    The grasp of sleep faded from his mind and body as a renewed vigor sprang to life. Trystan was on his feet with a bright smile on his lips. He hadn’t felt this good in a long time. His body must have needed the rest and he quickly set about gathering clothes for the day ahead of him. 
 
    Humming, the mage put on his daily wear and put his robe on over his shoulders. He didn’t close it and posed in front of a mirror while combing his hair. When he looked somewhat presentable, the mage scooped up his backpack and cell phone. Checking his phone, he noticed he had hundreds of text messages. Raising an eyebrow, he reached out with his left hand to open the door to his room while not taking his eyes of the mountain of text messages. 
 
    Opening the door, a shadow fell over the mage and he looked up. Standing with her hand up ready to knock was Nia. Eyes watering, the fire mage drove her body into Trystan’s. The mage hugged his dear friend while Nia fought back a further flood of tears. 
 
    “I was so worried. I heard what happened last night. They wouldn’t let us out of our dorms because they thought there were undead on the streets,” Nia sobbed into Trystan’s chest. 
 
    Trystan held her close, “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you I was okay. Everything happened so fast that by the time I got here…..” 
 
    “I know. I know. Professor Hart was nice enough to call me and tell me what happened. He told me to wait till morning before seeing you. He said you had been through a lot. I couldn’t sleep knowing I wasn’t here to comfort you,” Nia held on tighter. 
 
    “I know you would have been here for me if you could,” Trystan held her tighter. 
 
    “Sylk and Bella?”  
 
    “They are okay and resting.” 
 
    Nia pulled away slightly and wiped tears from her cheeks, “I’m a mess.” 
 
    “You are beautiful,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Nia tried to straighten herself up, “The whole city is talking about last night. How you held off the dead to save people.” 
 
    The corners of Trystan’s eyes sagged a little, “I wish it was that noble. No one else was on the street when the dead attacked. My self, Sylk and Bella were only trying to save ourselves. If it wasn’t for the guardians at the library, I don’t know what would have happened,” Trystan kept his true feelings to himself. He didn’t want to upset Nia any more. If the guardians didn’t save him, he knew he and his familiars would have been casualties. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter, you’re safe and sound! I know we have classes but let’s meet for lunch. I’m going to have to be your body guard when you step out,” Nia continued to smile. 
 
    “Bodyguard?” Trystan questioned. It was then he heard the murmur of voices in the hallway to his dorm room. 
 
    Nia pulled at his sleeve and opened the door. At first Trystan wasn’t sure what to expect when he left his room. Stepping into the hallway, the mage looked left and right. Dozens of eyes turned in his direction and before Trystan could utter a word, two throngs of people converged on the mage. Nia put her arms up to keep people back as questions flew like arrows. Trystan couldn’t even think as a chorus of babble surged at him. 
 
    “Nikki from the Elemental Gazette, what was it like to bravely stand against an undead army?” shouted one woman. 
 
    “My buddy Trystan! When are we hanging out?” another person yelled out. Trystan didn’t have any idea who he was. 
 
    “Do you have a girlfriend? Even if you do we can still get together,” another unknown voice screamed. 
 
    Questions and comments roared and the mage took a step back. Nia was doing her best to keep the crowd back but some students became rude and tried to push her aside. Mist flowed from Nia’s back and a burly red furred familiar appeared. A wolfish snout snarled as Red Fang put out two meaty arms. 
 
    Mist emerged from Trystan’s arms. Sylk and Bella appeared arms out with protective determination in their brows. The crowd surged forward again, crashing into the familiars and Nia. Sylk growled as students tried to ignore them so they could get closer to the mage who fought the dead. 
 
    “ENOUGH!” Sylk shouted with enough force to knock everyone back. 
 
    The murmur and shouting died and everyone looked at the heaving siren. Barely a moment passed before the crowd erupted in clapping and shouting cheer. More questions poured from the crowd to the siren, asking her how she managed during the fight. Did she use her voice to hold them back? What was next for her and her master? 
 
    Nia took hold of Trystan’s robe and pulled. Red Fang and Bella pushed their way through, moving people aside as they tried to get closer. Sylk stayed by her master’s side, slapping hands away and giving hard stares. 
 
    Trystan could hardly believe the fuss. It was like the college had turned upside down overnight. Remaining quiet, Nia pulled the mage through the crowds while Red Fang and Bella kept everyone at bay. Nia managed to glance back at Trystan’s shocked face and grinned from ear to ear. The blue mage felt dread cover him like a soft blanket, turning his life into a side show. He wondered how he was going to get through this circus and get back to his studies. 
 
    *** 
 
    The rest of the morning almost turned back to normal. Trystan was thankful for his professors as they treated him like every other student. It was in between classes that Trystan had to dodge groups of mages chasing him for details.  
 
    When Trystan was not running from his classmates, he tried to find hidden quiet spots so he could get a chance to breathe. Behind a few trees in the campus park, the mage managed to sit down for a few moments and check the news feeds on his phone. As he read, his eyes grew wider and wider. Nia wasn’t kidding when she told him the entire city was talking about it. There was even shaky video of Trystan blasting the undead with the ice ball and it exploding. Seeing himself trying to stumble back after getting wounded to help Bella made blood rush to his face. It was surreal to be the focus of attention and the mage was clearly uncomfortable with it. 
 
    The news feeds went on and on about sundown curfew and will the annual Pumpkin Festival be cancelled this year. Experts from the college seemed to join in with their opinions concerning the undead attack. Even the Lord Mayor made appearances to calm the public and inform them that magistrates are working hard to ensure everyone will be safe and the festival will go on as planned. 
 
    Trystan sat up and let out a deep breath. With the city going crazy about the recent attack, Trystan couldn’t find any information on why it happened. The mage remembered the undead moving pass him, toward the library but that wasn’t even mentioned on the feeds. The young mage did wonder why so many dead would try and storm the library if that was their true goal? 
 
    Remembering his job, Trystan tapped his work contact number and held the cell phone to his ear. 
 
    “Stukarr Library, how can I help you?” 
 
    “Jenny, Its Trystan. I just wanted to talk to you for a mome…..” Trystan was cut off. 
 
    “Trystan!” Jenny squealed over the phone, “I’m glad you’re safe! I heard what happened and I’m happy you are okay. I know you work nights but due to the curfew you won’t be able to report in. Don’t worry about your job; it will be here when the curfew is lifted. I don’t want you to be a stranger so we should do dinner, how about tonight, my place? You will have to show up before sundown but I wouldn’t dare let you walk back during curfew. You can stay with me and we can talk the night away.” 
 
     Trystan sat on the bench speechless. 
 
    “Oh, not to worry, I’m sure you’re a busy mage right now. We can talk when you have a chance. I hope I’m not being too forward with just making plans with you, so when you’re ready we can meet. I have to go, reporters are walking in. Talk to you soon!” Jenny hung up. 
 
    Trystan let his arm drop and stared at nothing, “Did the entire city take crazy pills?” The mage said to no one in particular. 
 
    Stomach growling, the mage stood up in a daze and began walking toward the cafeteria. He had been in such a hurry this morning that he didn’t have a chance to have breakfast. Stomach growling louder, the mage attempted his best to walk to the cafeteria unnoticed. 
 
    Running from several groups of people and jumping a low fence or two, the mage made it inside, grabbed a tray and was on line. Trying to not look around, the mage focused on the stacks of food before him. Saliva pooled in his mouth and he swallowed. He was so hungry that everything looked like it was glowing, calling to him to eat them. Why yes little food, I will eat you, Trystan thought as he began filling his plate and tray. With a small mountain of food on his tray, the mage paid and turned to the full cafeteria. 
 
    Eyes searching, the mage tried to find his red headed friend. Eyes instead turned to him and hush conversations began. Ignoring them, Trystan moved into the seating area, looking for any hint of Nia. A few female mages patted empty seats next to them and Trystan smiled and quickly moved on. The food on his tray begged to be eaten. His stomach cried out to be filled and his heart was jumping in his chest searching for any hint of red hair. 
 
    A hand shot up and waved. Relieved, the mage nearly ran to Nia who sat at a medium sized table. Slamming his butt and tray down, the hungry mage barely said hi before grabbing a chicken leg and a spoon of mash potatoes nearly at once and devouring them. The spoon barely made it back out of his mouth. 
 
    “I think the animals in the zoo would enjoy your company,” Nia said with a wicked grin. 
 
    Trystan smiled briefly before stuffing more food in his mouth. 
 
    “So how is your day?” Nia said as she took a spoonful of soup. 
 
    “A disaster, I can’t go anywhere without people trying to stop and talk to me. I don’t know what to even say. The news has covered pretty much what happened last night.” 
 
    “Maybe they just want to hear it from you?” 
 
    “I’d rather focus on class work. I didn’t come here to be a celebrity. I hope this all dies down soon,” Trystan said with a hint of embarrassment in his voice. 
 
    “I think your right. It should calm down and the public will move on to something else,” Nia paused, “Have you thought any more about our date?” 
 
    Trystan froze, “I…uh…..” 
 
    Nia laughed, “I’m just teasing. I know you have a lot going on. I just wanted to tell you I’m here for you.” 
 
    Trystan let out a long sigh. He still didn’t know what he was going to do. It had to be romantic and beautiful. The pressure began to build as he ate slower, trying to figure out what they could do together. 
 
    Two shadows stood over the mage as he thrust more food into his mouth. Looking over and head turning up, Aznara was standing with her head bowed but her eyes filled with hunger. Next to her was the blue haired demon. Her eyes were closed and a hand was on Aznara’s shoulder. 
 
    “Go on,” said the blue haired demon girl to Aznara. 
 
    “Trystan, I wanted to apologize for yesterday. I shouldn’t have impaled an ice spike in your desk. Please accept my apology,” Aznara said in a low voice. 
 
    Trystan chewed his food and gulped it down, “Um…..thank you,” Trystan was unsure what else to say. 
 
    “Keep going,” The blue haired demon girl urged Aznara again. 
 
    Aznara looked back in annoyance and turned her eyes back to Trystan, “I have terrible impulse control and I simply wanted to get your attention. My sister thinks I should simply tell you how I feel. I want us to be friends.” 
 
    Trystan could see how uncomfortable Aznara was. Tail swishing back and forth and eyes glancing down, it must have been very difficult for the demon to speak those very words.  
 
    The mage gave Aznara a gentle smile, “It’s alright. I thought it was pretty impressive that you could combine your spells so efficiently.” 
 
    Aznara smiled, “You have to learn fast when out in the wilds. Can we join you for lunch?” 
 
    Trystan glanced to Nia who nodded, “Sure.” 
 
    The two demon women took seats at the table. Aznara sat next to Trystan while the blue haired demon sat next to Nia. 
 
    “My sister’s manners could use some practice. My name is Sunara, Aznara is my rookery sister.” 
 
    “Trystan,” The mage smiled, “And this is Nia.” 
 
    The three smiled and nodded to each other. Under the table a clawed hand squeezed the mage’s thigh. Trystan jumped up slightly, banging his knee against the underside of the table. Nia and Sunara looked to the mage with concern while Aznara smiled, showing pointed fangs. 
 
    “Rookery sisters?” Trystan asked while trying to distract the demon woman. 
 
    Sunara nodded, “We are sisters but not by blood. Succubus clans lay their eggs together as a community. When we hatch, we are known as family.” 
 
    “Your kind populates the west in the Great Canyons,” Nia said with knowing fascination. 
 
    Sunara gave a small smile, “Yes, that is correct. The clans have lived there for hundreds of years. There have been great strides on integrating with the local human towns.” 
 
    Aznara moved her face a little closer to Trystan, “Yes, the human men cannot get enough of us. It seems sex can bring all manner of creatures together,” The succubus licked her lips with a pointed tongue. 
 
    “Aznara! Again, forgive her. She tends to speak first before she thinks,” Sunara eyed the red headed succubus. 
 
    Aznara cackled, “And my sister thinks we must hide our true nature if we are to fit in. Don’t let her quiet demeanor fool you. She is worse than me when she wants something.” 
 
    Sunara looked down, letting shadows cover her expression. Trystan could see that the two succubi wore different sets of clothes. Aznara wore tight and revealing black clothes, down to black boots and spiky wrist bracelets. Sunara was clothed in an off-white dress but it showed more of her creamy cleavage then her hot headed sister. The mage was almost glad the two sisters fought because it took the attention off of him. Trystan continued to eat as the sisters shot each other dirty looks. 
 
    “Well I’m glad you are here. I’m sure we can all learn from each other and dispel some of the ignorant knowledge most of the public knows,” Nia said cheerfully. 
 
    Sunara nodded, “I agree. Some of the text books here at the college are thoroughly misinformed and out of date. I am of a mind to speak to the Headmaster and Headmistress concerning the racist views of my kind.” 
 
    “I was wondering about that myself. Do you think the old border wars would have ended sooner if humans simply……” Nia went on. 
 
    Trystan began to tune them all out. The day already proved taxing and fullness had taken over. The mage felt his eyes were too big for his stomach and now he didn’t want to move. The fire mage and succubus continued their conversation while Aznara stared at him. It wasn’t the worst lunch he ever had but it certainly was turning into the weirdest. 
 
     Aznara leaned in and whispered into Trystan’s ear, “If you ever want to research demon pussy, you don’t even have to ask. Your girlfriend can join us too.” 
 
    Trystan was ready turn and nearly bolt from his seat when another shadow fell upon him. Looking up, a goblin with slicked back hair stared at the mage. Trystan couldn’t help but notice the partially open black shirt and finely tailored black pants. Green ears pointed up higher than his hair. A rounded chin pointed down like the butt of a dagger. Defined neck muscles flexed and the goblin turned his head to Nia. 
 
    Nia turned her head to the goblin and smiled, “Reeko, good to see you!”  
 
    The goblin reached down and gently took Nia’s hand into his. He pressed the back of her hand to his lips and gave it a gentle kiss. Trystan raised an eyebrow while Aznara licked her lips again. 
 
    “It is always a pleasure to see you dear Nia. I caught your radiance from across the room and I had to come over and say hello,” The goblin smiled. 
 
    Reeko turned his attention to Trystan and his smile broadened, “And you must be the man of the hour, Trystan Song.” 
 
    A green hand slammed down on Trystan’s shoulder. The mage nearly tilted from the blow. The goblin was stronger than he looked but Trystan thought he looked pretty strong in the first place, even if he was standing at five feet tall. 
 
    “Thank you,” Trystan said, trying to keep the grimace from his face. 
 
    Reeko turned to the table but eyes went to Nia, “I’m having a sexy party in a few nights. I wanted to personally hand you and your friends an invitation. There should be about a hundred people there, maybe more. I would be crushed if you didn’t come.” 
 
    “Party? Isn’t there a curfew in place?” Trystan said automatically. 
 
    The goblin continued to smile, “With enough coin, nothing can stand in the way of good times.” 
 
    Reeko pulled form his pocket a stack of glowing cards and handed one to Nia, the two succubi and finally Trystan. The mage looked at the card in his hand. One side had Reeko’s contact information while the other side had swirling images. A second later, the swirling turned into an ethereal background with the words “Monster Ball” and the location address. Music pumped into the mage’s ears and he quickly put the card down. The music stopped and Trystan looked around for a second. Picking it back up, the music came back. Everyone holding a card seemed to bounce to the rhythm but the rest of the cafeteria carried on as if they couldn’t hear it. 
 
    “Please don’t break my heart. I will see you at around ten,” Reeko bowed to Nia. Nodding to everyone else, the goblin turned and walked off. 
 
    Trystan put the card in his pocket and thankfully the music stopped. Nia was nearly blushing as the goblin walked away. A sliver of jealously stabbed at his heart and the mage pushed it down. They were dating and he had no right to feel the way he did. But try as he might, the nagging sliver continued to poke at him. 
 
    Aznara began talking about what to wear to the Ball. Nia and Sunara joined in, trading fashion tips and what was in style at the moment. Trystan found himself sitting and listening. Feeling like a fifth wheel, the mage thought back to last night. He couldn’t understand why it was still bothering him, memories of the dead walking around him and heading to the library. Trystan tried to shake the thoughts away but they came flooding back. 
 
    “We will have to figure out how we are going to get there? The location is in the abandoned part of old Stukarr city,” Aznara said as she continued to bounce to the rhythm. 
 
    “Leave it to me. I think I have a few ideas,” Nia smiled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    Swirling darkness sucked at Trystan’s feet. Dead trees littered the landscape as unseen horrors lurched, glowing eyes turning in his direction. Blood rushing to his ears, the mage tried harder to walk away from the monsters in the shadows but the ground wouldn’t let go. The air burned as he inhaled and the taste of sulfur made him gag. The hell scape pulsed like a ball of hate. The mage pulled at his own legs, trying to move in the black molasses but the more he struggled; the more it sucked him down. 
 
    “It’s just a nightmare. Nothing here can hurt me,” Trystan whispered to himself, not entirely believing it. 
 
    A deep growl behind him caused his legs to fight harder against the black tar. Seeing the edge of the black tar pool, the mage swung his arms to help get some leverage and break free. After a few tense moments, the mage stepped onto firm ground breathing heavy. 
 
    “Sylk? Bella? Can you hear me?” Trystan said loudly and another growl emerged. 
 
    Looking back, Trystan saw nothing among the dead trees. The feeling of eyes on him caused the mage to not want to wait around. Moving on, fog covered the ground, shrouding the mage’s feet in a white mist. 
 
    On and on the dark world stretched out. The mage didn’t know where he was going but it had to lead somewhere. At least he had to keep moving until he woke up. Skeletal tree branches reached down, grasping at his face like the dead rising from their graves. Knocking them away, the mage ran. The silence was deafening and when Trystan began to lose hope, an orange light beckoned in the distance. 
 
    The glow was hypnotizing. Trystan moved, drawn to its comforting light. Passing through a thick band of dead trees, the mage came into a clearing. Inside was a roaring fire, flames and smoke touching the purple sky. Before the fire stood a pedestal. Stepping closer, the mage could see a closed book within arm’s reach. 
 
    “I don’t like the looks of this,” The mage whispered. 
 
    From behind the fire, two figures shambled into view. Trystan stared as two transparent slimes oozed around the blaze and moved to either side of the book. The mage took a step back as he looked at their faces. They both looked eerily like Bella but instead of blue, one was green and the other was red. Breasts bouncing to their movements, they smiled. 
 
    “Destiny calls,” The green slime said with a crazy grin. 
 
    “The Libro Nocte summons. Can you not hear it?” The red slime said angrily. 
 
    “I don’t believe in destiny,” Trystan said with fear clawing at his heart. 
 
    “It believes in you,” The green slime said and let out a mad laugh. 
 
    The mage backed off. He tried to call up spells but his mind was surprisingly blank. Every spell he thought about floated away into the darkness and the fear grew louder in his mind. The slimes bowed their heads and both began to laugh. Arms stretched and turned into smooth tentacles. Feet turned into roots, digging into the gravel ground. The fire reached higher into the sky. Trystan turned to run as green and red tentacles lashed out. The mage was barely a foot away before cold tentacles engulfed his limbs. Whipping the mage back, Trystan turned around as the black book opened. In the blink of an eye, his face slammed into the yellowed pages and tendrils of pain crawled across his face. 
 
    Waking up, a small scream shot up his throat. The mage was fighting with his blankets for several seconds before his limbs dropped and he felt the warm morning sun on his face. Looking around wildly, Sylk stood with wide eyes on her master. In her hand was a back pack and she was wearing her tiny black bikini. Dropping the back pack, the familiar rushed to her master, webbed hands touching his shoulder. 
 
    “Master, was it nightmares again?” The siren wondered. 
 
    Trystan swung his legs over the side of the bed and rubbed his closed eyes with his fingers, “They seem to become a little more real every time.” 
 
    “Should we talk to someone, perhaps professor Hart?” 
 
    Trystan let out a small laugh, “I doubt the good professor will have time to help me understand my dreams. I think it may be stress.” 
 
    “If you say so Master. Get dressed. We are going on our date this morning,” Sylk smiled. 
 
    “Date? This morning? I thought we were going to plan it together?” 
 
    “As you said, you have been under a lot of stress. I thought it would be better if I took over the preparations. You have class this afternoon so I thought a picnic would be nice.” 
 
    Trystan eyed his familiar as she looked to him lovingly. Nodding, the mage stood up and began rummaging for some clothes. Thirty minutes later he was ready and the blue siren was at the door waiting. 
 
    It wasn’t long before master and familiar were walking across the campus grounds, toward Main Street. The sun glowed brightly in the mid-morning air. Sylk took her master’s hand into hers and almost pulled him along as they walked south on Main Street. The city was alive as people went about their business. It had been a few days since the undead attack but it seemed the news of it had died down and moved on. Even walking around school, the interest the night generated seemed to wane. Trystan was thankful for it. There hadn’t been any attacks but the mage was still keeping his ear open for information. At first the news feeds reported that the undead could have wandered to the sewers from the catacombs north of the city. There had always been legends that the great graveyard outside the northern city walls was filled with all manner of undead. The graveyard and the catacombs were too large to properly seal up but since the college wars, there was no more dead wandering into the city. The Lord Mayer informed the public that engineers, mages and magistrates were working hard to do what they could to seal off the northern tunnels. For a few days it was big news but with no further attacks, the public seemed to move on to preparations for the Pumpkin Festival a week away. 
 
    Thinking about the festival, Trystan remembered the Monster Ball party was tomorrow night. He had no idea how they were going to get out after curfew but Nia seemed to have a plan, even though she was leaving everyone else in the dark. The mage could see the excitement in Nia’s eyes as the night drew closer. He wasn’t sure if she was excited about the party or maybe seeing a certain goblin. 
 
    “Thinking about Nia again?” Sylk said while pulling her master’s hand. 
 
    Trystan sighed, “How can you tell what I’m thinking about?” 
 
    “You make a certain face when you think about her. Plus, you always talk about her after making that face.” 
 
    “Does it bother you?” 
 
    Sylk looked to her master, “Normally not so much but today we are on a date so no talking about Nia. I want you all to myself.” 
 
    “Like how you seem to show up at some point during my time with Nia?” Trystan chuckled. 
 
    Fire burned in the siren’s eyes, “That’s different. I need to feed!” 
 
    Trystan put his hands up, “Alright, no need to get your thong in a bunch.” 
 
    The siren turned away as they walked and stuck out her chin, “As long as we are clear on the subject, she may be special to you but I’m your familiar. First comes me and then Bella and finally Nia.” 
 
    “You seem to have it all worked out but we can speak about the order of things another time.” 
 
    Sylk huffed but still held her master’s hand. The mage and familiar continued their walk until they reached the city’s gates. Trystan looked up at the high walls and could see more statues lining the top. Each one was slightly different but they carried the same basic look of a knight just like the ones at the Library. Until that very night of the attack, Trystan thought they were just for show, but now he knew better and could see that the Stukarr City was well protected. The guards waved as Trystan and Sylk passed them, waving.    
 
    “We are leaving the city?” Trystan said as a hint of dread reared. 
 
    “It’s too busy here. I want to be alone with you,” Sylk smiled and continued on. 
 
    Mage and familiar walked out the city gates and continued to the road. Trystan could remember this was the very road he fought Freya. Memories floated into his mind’s eye. He held the spear point to Freya’s neck and she told him she would never let go, the look in her eyes in pure contempt that he had finally fought her back. How she couldn’t accept the break up no matter what he said. 
 
    “You’re frowning,” Sylk chimed in. 
 
    “Sorry. I still have a lot on my mind.” 
 
    “Maybe this will cheer you up,” Sylk said, pointing off the road. 
 
    Trystan turned his head to lush green fields of grass. In the distance was a small pond with a few tree branches hovering over calm waters. Sylk let go of her master’s hand and raced off in that direction, laughing. The sound of her laugh was infectious and the mage chased after her. Worry and dread began to fade away as the warm morning poured light across the fields. 
 
    “Keep up master! I won’t be so easy to catch!” Sylk shouted. 
 
    Trystan beamed a smile as he made quick hand signals. He didn’t know many earth spells but he had one that might slow down the siren. Dirt raised a foot above the grass. Sylk caught sight of it and instead of tripping, webbed feet leaped into the air and landed on it. Trystan watched as Sylk looked back and stuck out her tongue. 
 
    Casting another spell, more dirt flew up, trying to knock the siren down. Sylk jumped from patch to patch with incredible agility. Trystan raced toward her as she did slow down. The siren made an impossibly high leap into the air. The siren flipped and twisted as she soared, finally landing on webbed toes.  
 
    Trystan stopped running and made hand signals. Moisture from the grass turned into a fine mist. The mist collided into a thin watery stream. The mage smiled as the stream shot off like an arrow. Sylk turned to see the thin stream of flowing water speeding toward her, when the stream was about to touch her, the siren dodged and leapt away. Trystan twitched a finger. The stream moved sideways, crashing into the siren’s stomach. Sylk was falling with wide eyes as the stream snaked around her middle and bound her wrists behind her back. Earth flew up into midair and cushioned the siren’s fall.  
 
    “Not…..fair!” Sylk grunted as the water bound her. 
 
    “It seems pretty fair to me,” Trystan chuckled. 
 
    Standing over the familiar as she was gently laid to the ground, Trystan stared while she struggled. 
 
    “I could get used to chaining you up.” 
 
    “Don’t get any funny ideas,” Sylk said in a low growl. 
 
    Trystan clapped his hands and the thin stream of water burst and dripped away. The siren stood up and looked to her master. Silently they smiled and continued their walk to the pond. 
 
    Sylk opened the back pack and pulled out a blanket. Laying it down, the siren dug into the back pack of holding a little further and pulled out a basket with cheese, breads and a bottle of wine. Trystan eyed the siren as she carefully set everything up in the shadow of a large tree. Standing up, the siren turned to her master with stars in her eyes. 
 
    “Do you like it?” The siren asked with webbed fists to her chin. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    The siren jumped for joy. Trystan sat down on the blanket and lay back. Sylk went to the basket and rummaged through it. Taking hold, the siren pulled out a thin medium sized tube with holes in it. Putting it sideways, she began blowing into the end and calming notes played. 
 
    “I didn’t know you could play an instrument,” Trystan said as he watched Sylk play. 
 
    The siren ignored her master and played on, willowy notes carried on the small morning breeze. The music calmed the mage even further, forgetting all the darkness crowding his stressed-out mind. On it went as the siren played and dragon flies fluttered close to the familiar. When she was finished, Trystan clapped. 
 
    “Bravo,” Trystan said with a cheery smile. 
 
    “Thank you Master,” Sylk put the flute down and crawled over to her master. 
 
    The siren lay next to her master and snuggled closer, a webbed hand reaching out and laying on his chest. Trystan took hold of her hand and held it close to his heart. The two lay in the shade, taking in the natural sounds around them. 
 
    “You make me happy,” Sylk said almost childishly. 
 
    “You make me happy, when you’re not making me crazy.” 
 
    Sylk snuggled closer, “When I see you or feel you, there is a spark and I want you all the time.” 
 
    “I can tell,” Trystan gave the siren’s hand a squeeze. 
 
    “I can’t help it if I have the sexiest master in the world,” The siren purred. 
 
    “I wouldn’t say the world, maybe the city but not the world,” Trystan smirked. 
 
    Sylk smiled, pushing her face to her master’s neck, taking in his scent. After a long moment, the siren let go of her master’s hand, rolled over and reached into the back pack. Pulling out a book, she opened it and turned to a dog-eared page. Putting the book into Trystan’s hand, she sat up and crossed her legs. 
 
    Trystan sat up and looked at the book in his hands. Instantly he recognized it, “My poetry book?” 
 
    “Read a poem. I love reading your poetry but I want to hear it from you,” Sylk smiled. 
 
    “I….well…..It’s pretty boring stuff. Maybe we can…,” Trystan was cut off. 
 
    “Read it master. I want to hear it from you,” The siren raised her voice. 
 
    Trystan looked to her and her adoring eyes stared back. The mage took a deep breath. He knew she was dead set on it and he didn’t have much of a choice. Looking at his own handwriting, the mage let the words flow. The poem elegantly touched and caressed images of the ocean. It spoke of a tale on unrequited love for something so immensely vast. It went on about crushing love and deep blue understanding. Sylk was riveted as she watched her master say the words and her heart strings played to a sensual ballet. When Trystan was done, he put down the book and Sylk was crawling closer, heat in her eyes. 
 
    “Master….,” The siren whispered. 
 
    Trystan sat, looking to his familiar as webbed hands reached out to touch him. Unsure what to say, he remained quiet as delicate blue hands reached and undid his belt. The mage knew better than to deny his familiar but there was something more to Sylk’s movements. Her oval eyes looked up to him and watered as the belt was pulled from his pants. Unbuttoning them, the siren gently opened them. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Trystan asked as webbed hands pulled at his pants. 
 
    “I can’t control myself. I don’t want to, Trystan.” 
 
    “Trystan?” The mage said with concerned eyes. 
 
    “You will always be my master but right now, you are Trystan,” The siren said seductively. 
 
    Pants off and member half hard, Trystan looked around and hoped no one was watching. The siren was on her knees and reaching for his shirt. Lifting it over his head, the young mage sat up naked. Back on her knees, Sylk snapped her fingers and her tiny black bikini melted away. 
 
    A surge of blood rushed to Trystan’s manhood. Freya’s conditioning still affected him but he had no way of hiding it. Engorged with blood, the mage’s staff stood straight up before the siren. Sylk looked down with wondering eyes and then looked to her master as it began to make sense. 
 
    “Is that why you don’t want me snapping my fingers? It makes you hard?” The siren leered. 
 
    Red faced, Trystan looked away, “Freya conditioned me to get a hard on every time she snapped her fingers. It’s embarrassing.” 
 
    Sylk looked to her master with understanding, “Not to me.” 
 
    “It has to stay between us,” Trystan pleaded as he thought of the endless mocking and snapping of fingers. 
 
    “Your secrets are safe with me,” A blue webbed hand reached down and gently stroked along the shaft. 
 
    “Sylk….I…,” the mage was finding it harder and harder to speak as the siren continued to stroke him. 
 
    Looking down at her master’s manhood, the siren whispered, “Trystan, why do you fear love?” 
 
    Trystan said nothing as the siren continued her expert touch. 
 
    “You fear it from Nia. You fear it from me.” 
 
    The mage gave a breathy sigh, “Love is powerful. I don’t want it to consume me. I don’t want to lose myself to it.” 
 
    “You cannot deny it. We love you. I love you,” Sylk whispered. 
 
    Hand reaching out, fingers touched blue hair. Sylk looked back, pointed ears sticking out from locks of hair, a sly smile on her lips. The mage caressed his familiar’s neck, unsure what to say next. 
 
    “I want you but not as your familiar,” Sylk said as she sat next to Trystan, pressing her naked breasts to his arm. 
 
    “You will always be my familiar,” Trystan whispered. 
 
    “Not this time. Not now. I am your friend,” Sylk let go of Trystan’s throbbing manhood and turned away. 
 
    Heart pumping, fear and love clashed in a maelstrom of chaos. Despite his feelings for Nia, Bella and Sylk, he held them all at bay. Their love overwhelms him at times and he wanted nothing more than to run away. The mage endured an abusive relationship with a terrible person and now that he had love pouring out to him, he wanted to run just like he imagined he would when he was with Freya. Committing seemed like a nightmare which further fueled the abyssal doubt in his mind. That night with Nia, not wanting to be controlled, maybe he was having a difficult time letting all the abuse go. Maybe he was some broken person and feared he would destroy what beauty has come to his pathetic life? 
 
    Shrinking away, Sylk clasped a hand on her bare arm. The breeze blew through her hair and the mage couldn’t tear his eyes from her perfect form. Lust burned but it was love that brought madness to his urges. Reaching out, the mage grabbed Sylk’s arm. Roughly he turned her around. The siren fell forward, pressing her body to his, eyes looking up with desire. Trystan cupped her chin and brought her face close. Lips locked in a passionate kiss, tongues slipping into warm mouths. 
 
    The siren moaned as she moved as close as she could. Trystan held her by the arm, pulling her nearly on top of him. Wild flashes of heat and mana struck out, twirling into each other in a playful dance. The siren moved with a hunger. A firm thigh went over Trystan’s waist and she nestled her wet slit against Trystan’s pulsating cock. Flexing thigh muscles, she raised herself up to give some room. A webbed hand took hold of her master’s cock and pressed the head to her tight opening. 
 
    Bliss bloomed as the siren wiggled her way down her master’s shaft. Sylk bit her lip and hissed her pleasure as she slid down, taking all of him. Trystan manically took hold of her hips and forced her down to the base of his member. Squeezing, the siren let out gasps as her master held her in place. Looking at the siren, Trystan felt a burst of heat from his heart. The expression and pulsating heat between their bodies caused Sylk to bury her face into her master’s neck. 
 
    “Oh Trystan……Trystan…” Sylk cried as her body moved of its own accord. 
 
    The mage helped the siren along, controlling the rhythm as the siren moved on him. Moans vibrated from the mage’s throat as fingers cupped Sylk’s firm bottom. Impaling the blue skinned siren, moans intensified as they moved in sync. The sounds of birds chirping only added to the feeling of awe master and familiar experienced. The mage let loose his hungry urges, squeezing the siren’s behind, urging her to move faster on his rock-hard member. 
 
    Blue nipples pressed against Trystan’s chest, pointed and hard. The mage buried his face into the siren’s blue hair. Bodies locked in loving embrace, the two lovers groaned their bliss. The outside world became silent as the beat of two hearts was all they could hear. 
 
    Trystan turned around and lay Sylk down without breaking their connection. The siren moaned louder as Trystan’s body engulfed her. Legs curled around the mage’s waist and webbed hands curled under his arms. Fingers clawed at flesh as Trystan thrust his hips and member into the siren.  
 
    “Fuck me! Never stop fucking me!” Sylk half screamed, half moaned. 
 
    The siren could feel her master grow thicker. She squeezed, wetness spilling over his shaft and base with each thrust. Trystan became a beast, driving all emotion into his beautiful familiar.  
 
    Sylk leaned back, a hand moving to the side of his face, “I love you Trystan.” 
 
    Eyes staring and his movement slowing, the mage looked deep into the siren’s eyes.  
 
    “I love you,” Trystan whispered. 
 
    The siren felt an explosion of bliss. Overpowering waves of heat echoed throughout her body. Nerves curled and finally exploded. The siren screamed out as her body shuddered. With one final squeeze, Trystan couldn’t hold back any longer. Groaning, spurts of molten come burst from the tip of his manhood. Holding each other tightly, Sylk moved her hips as Trystan drove the point home, another spurt of come filling her tight valley. 
 
    Breathing heavy, mage and siren gazed into each other’s eyes. A second later they hugged each other close. Sylk ran fingers through her master’s hair. Her eyes closed and a content smile appeared on her lips. 
 
    A distance away, behind a thick tree a shadow watched. A pointed tongue snaked out and licked moist lips, demonic eyes never looking away from the lovers. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    Trystan sat on Nia’s bed, hands folded. The dorm room was a mess with clothes strewn everywhere. The mage had never seen his friend so messy, ever. Nia was pulling clothes out of her closet. Trystan couldn’t keep his eyes off Nia’s bottom as it bounced. She was wearing only pink lacey panties and a pink bra. The fire mage moved as if Trystan wasn’t there. 
 
    “Found it!” Nia shouted triumphantly. 
 
    Trystan watched as Nia pulled out a long crimson red dress. Holding it to her body, the mage could see the leg slit went all the way to her hip. 
 
    “Umm..you can’t wear underwear with that,” Trystan said while still staring at her exposed leg. 
 
    Nia smiled and took hold of her panty band. Pulling down, she let them fall and stepped out of them. The mage continued to stare as glimpses of her short red hair seemed to call out to him. Nia was quick, putting the dress over her head and sliding it down her body. Trystan crossed his legs to hide his hardening manhood. 
 
    Nia fixed herself up and then did a little twirl. The blue mage liked how the dress hugged all the right places. When Nia finished twirling, she reached down and took Trystan’s hands into hers and pulled. The mage was on his feet and Nia eyed him. The mage was wearing black jeans and a dark blue button up shirt. The two of the top buttons were undone showing some of his toned chest.  
 
    Nia reached over and undid another button, “There, perfect.” 
 
    “You still haven’t told me how we are going to dodge the magistrate patrols?” Concern bleeding into the mage’s voice. 
 
     Nia moved back to the closet and rummaged through. When the sound stopped, the mage pulled out a small wooden box. Bringing it over, Nia put it down on her bed. Lifting the top, Trystan could see four potions inside and a side pocket filled with ingredients.  
 
    “I earned Professor Sebastian’s trust in potions class. He gave me the key to the ingredient room. I did a little research and figured out an invisibility potion. It took me a few days to sneak out some of the ingredients but it was worth it. Each potion has enough for two doses so don’t drink it all in one shot.” 
 
    Trystan looked at the potions and rubbed his chin, “Magistrates can see through invisibility effects. It’s like one of their prerequisites.”   
 
    “I took that into account. These potions are mixed with a phantasm potion. Not only we will be invisible but we will be able to walk through walls. As far as I know, magistrates cannot see through walls.” 
 
    Trystan was about to say something but closed his mouth instead. The clever mage had a point. From what Trystan knew of magistrates, they can detect subtle movements and thin whispers of mana and magic but seeing through walls, he wasn’t sure.   
 
    “Even if they do catch us, they will just make us come back here. This is our chance to see if we can outwit everyone.” 
 
    Trystan continued to rub his chin, “You think it is wise to share this with the succubus sisters?” 
 
    Nia smiled and threw her arms around Trystan’s neck, “You worry too much. I talked to them over the week. They may come off spooky and sex starved but they seem pretty okay once you get to know them.” 
 
    “You can’t know someone in a week,” Trystan said as his hands encircled Nia’s waist. 
 
    “My blue mage, you worry too much. This is college. We should be having adventures. What’s a little breaking the rules?” Nia kissed Trystan full on the lips. 
 
    The mage’s concern melted away as he held Nia close. Maybe he was being a little too cautious. A secret party run was what they needed to forget about any troubles and bad dreams. Excitement pumped from his heart as he knew they were committed to doing the deed. 
 
    “Take your potion and put it in your inner robe pocket. I will carry the other three. We are all meeting at the memorial wall. Once there, we will take the potion and head straight to the party,” Nia said with a big smile. 
 
    Trystan looked out the small window. Night had already settled. Lights from distant buildings were on but the streets were empty. Stars twinkled high in the night sky.” 
 
    “If anything happens, we should have a meet up place,” Trystan sighed. 
 
    Nia looked at him with half closed eyes and mischief in her smirk, “We can meet back here. I was planning on bringing you back here anyway.” 
 
    Trystan couldn’t help but smile. Nia’s excitement made him excited, “Okay. I’m in.” 
 
    “Not yet but we can talk about that later,” Nia said slyly as she broke his grip and reached for her red robe. 
 
    Closing their robes, the two mages stepped out of the dorm room. The hallway was filled with students as they drank, talked and laughed. Being stuck inside was driving everyone crazy and the party spilled out of rooms. With closed robes, Trystan and Nia looked like everyone else. They walked by and no one really took notice as they went to the stairs and slipped through the door. 
 
    Down a few flights and two more doors and they were both out in the night air. Walking briskly, they headed straight for the memorial. The campus grounds were empty. There wasn’t even a security guard walking around. Nia led the way, holding Trystan’s hand. 
 
    A few minutes later they were at the entrance to the memorial. Walking inside, Trystan kept his eyes peeled. Nerves fired and terrible feelings washed over him. He swore this was some kind of trap. They would be stopped and sent back to their dorms, under guard. 
 
    “Border wars,” a whisper came from the darkness. 
 
     “What?” Trystan whispered back. 
 
    “Demon love,” Nia whispered. 
 
    From the shadows, two horned demons appeared. Trystan couldn’t believe how easy they made it look to hide. Aznara wore a one piece black and red bathing suit. At least that was what Trystan thought. The edges had lace and the fabric was thin and left very little to the imagination. The succubus threw a kiss in Trystan’s direction. 
 
    Sunara was wearing a long blue and white dress. Arms were bare and a corset was wrapped around her waist. The blue haired succubus smiled at Nia. The two demons moved closer with a glow in their eyes. 
 
    “You have the stuff?” Aznara said with a gleeful grin. 
 
     “Oh, I have the stuff,” Nia said while digging out two potions from her robe and handing one to each of the succubi, “Remember, only drink half. You will need the other half to get back.” 
 
    “This is going to be a fun night,” Aznara squealed. 
 
    “Once we take the potions, we have to head due east. If the potion can help us walk through walls then we should take the streets until we see a magistrate,” Sunara hefted the potion in her hand. 
 
    “Then we can duck into a building. If we get split up, then we all meet at the party. Deal?” Nia finished. 
 
    Everyone nodded their heads. 
 
    Nia unplugged and put the potion to her lips, “Now or never.” 
 
    Putting the open potions to their collective lips, they each gave one last look to each other before they began drinking it down. Trystan grimaced as it tasted vile with a touch of sweetness. He really couldn’t recommend the taste. Once the vial was half finished, everyone pulled them from their lips.  
 
    Standing around, the four mages waited as seconds ticked by. After a few moments, Aznara shot a concerned look to her sister. Nia was keeping a positive smile on her lips. Trystan felt a pit in his stomach grow. He wondered if she properly tested the potion to see if it would work. If the potions were a dud, it looked like a sad walk back to the dorms.  
 
    Trystan was about to say something when he watched as Sunara faded from view. Aznara smiled evilly as she too faded from view. Trystan looked down to see his own hands and arms visibly melt into nothingness. The fire mage let out a small giggle as she was the last to fade from view. 
 
    “It looks like we are ready,” Trystan said and noticed his voice came out louder and deeper. 
 
    “Why do we sound like ghosts?” Aznara said in the same loud deep voice. 
 
    “It’s a side effect of the phantasm potion. The potions will not hide sound so we can’t really talk until we get there. Is everyone ready?” 
 
    The group nodded their invisible heads. 
 
    “Are we ready?” Nia asked again. 
 
    “Yes,” Everyone said in unison. 
 
    Trystan grinned as he started to walk. His entire body felt light and fluid. Taking quicker steps, the mage marveled on how fast he had become. Barely running, it looked like he was sprinting. The muffled sounds of boots and feet on the grass around him told him that the others were also running. A fence loomed into view and Trystan knew this was the perfect chance to see if he would pass through it. Picking up the pace, the mage surged forward at the spiky iron fence. At the last second, the mage closed his eyes and braced himself in case he hit solid metal. There was a gentle pushing against his body. A second later, the mage opened his eyes to see he was passed the fence and in the street.  
 
    Still running, the mage wanted to shout in triumph but kept himself in check. There was no need to give their position yet. There were still many city blocks before they reached the party. 
 
    An evening mist shrouded the cobbled Stukarr streets. It was ankle deep and the mage stopped running when he saw that his legs were causing the mist to break up. Behind him, the sounds of footsteps stopped. 
 
    “Someone will be able to see us disturbing the mist,” Trystan said in a low whisper. 
 
    “This is not a natural mist. I think magistrates are feeding mana into it,” A gloomy voice said. It sounded like Sunara. 
 
    A dark figure turned the corner. Trystan spotted him. The black coat parted mist as the figure moved down the street slowly, head moving as if looking for something. The mage looked down at the mist and could see three pairs of holes. Silently reaching out, he took hold of whatever he could grab. One hand touched an arm; another hand grabbed something soft and firm. 
 
    “That’s my boob,” whispered Aznara. 
 
     The dark figure turned in the direction of the succubus’s voice. Trystan had no time to explain as the figure stepped closer and closer to them. The mage made his arms as wide as possible and pushed. The three girls struggled to stand as Trystan pushed everyone to a nearby building. Four bodies passed through brick and mortar into a closed shop. 
 
    “We can’t travel on the streets if the magistrates are using a mist to detect curfew breakers,” Trystan said. 
 
    “Anyone have any ideas?” Aznara said in an almost pouty tone. 
 
    The room was quiet. The four invisible mages mulled over thoughts as they tried to figure out what to do next. Trystan looked around as if something would pop out and answer his question. When his eyes wandered upwards to the ceiling, he had a great idea. 
 
    “Let’s try the rooftops?” Nia said in a ghostly voice. 
 
    “That was my idea,” Trystan said with a haunting laugh. 
 
    “Next time, say it faster,” Nia laughed. 
 
    There was some shuffling on the tiled floor, “Since we move faster, can we jump higher?” said Aznara. 
 
    “We should be able to. Let’s do it on three,” Nia said as she crotched down. 
 
    Invisible bodies knelt down and Trystan readied for the count. 
 
    “Three!” Nia said and pushed up. 
 
    The blue mage cursed himself for falling for it. After a quick hesitation, the mage leaped into the air. Gravity had a light hold on him as he propelled up through the ceiling onto another floor and then through another ceiling. On the second floor he gently floated to the floor and made another jump. Ceilings and floors pushed gently as he phased through them. Passing through another ceiling, the mage was greeted by a starry sky. 
 
    “Is everyone up here?” Trystan asked the empty rooftop. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “A huh.” 
 
    “Let’s go!” Trystan said in a ghostly cheer. 
 
    The mage jumped and bounced from rooftop to rooftop. It was exhilarating to feel so free. The mages continued on their journey, jumping from one roof to the next. The night air tasted even better high in the sky. After ten minutes of leaping and flying, the four mages stopped at a rooftop overlooking a street below. 
 
    The street below carried dark figures as they moved. There was no mist in the streets. Trystan wondered if because this section of the city was so barren that the magistrates didn’t want to waste their time patrolling it. A couple of dark figures, which looked like students he recognized on campus, opened a door to a rather dilapidated building. Light and music spilled out until the door closed again, bringing silence to the streets. 
 
    Trystan let his hand sink into a nearby roof edge and jumped. Booted feet slid against the brick wall while his hand anchored himself to it. The sensations were lighting up the nerves in his hand as he slowly slid down. When he reached the street, he jumped off the wall and landed on his feet. Behind the mage were a few more thuds.    
 
    “How long will we remain like this?” Trystan asked. 
 
    “You can will it to stop but you won’t be able to bring it back up,” Nia chimed in. 
 
    The mage willed the effects of the potion to halt. In the middle of the street the mage was visible once again. Nia, Aznara and Sunara also came into view. 
 
    “Well ladies, shall we enter,” Trystan said as he put his arm out.  
 
    Nia gave a shy smile and took Trystan’s arm. Sunara stepped forward and took his other arm. The mage looked to Sunara and she eyed him with a hint of a smile. 
 
    “Better to walk in with a woman on each arm. It will give the party something to talk about,” Sunara winked.  
 
    Trystan smiled back as the three of them walked to the front door. Aznara frowned as she followed behind. The succubus contemplated kicking her sister in her round ass. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    Trystan could hardly believe his eyes as he walked in and hung up his robe. A storm of lights and sounds assaulted his senses. Colors jumped out and flashed as the circus of people danced and swayed to the deep rhythm vibrating through their bodies. The crowd was enthralled and it showed as they moved to the beat. The mage was awe struck on the size of the place. The building was hollowed out with open windows to the outside world. The mage guessed they put some silence spells in effect so anyone outside would not hear a thing. 
 
    Nia pulled at Trystan as they swept in. Sunara held on for a moment, long enough to get some smiles and head nods before breaking away. Aznara took her chance by pulling on her rookery sister’s arm, drawing her in close. The two succubi kissed each other deeply, hands running over each other’s body. Those close by watched with lustful eyes as two demons made out. Kiss broken, the two succubi sauntered in, ready to join the party. 
 
    Trystan smiled like a fool as Nia dragged him to the main dance floor, above them hung cages with various people and creatures dancing in skimpy outfits. Trystan had never seen a party like this before. He knew that Stukarr had a party scene but he never witnessed something of this scale. He watched with wide eyes and took in the sights. Heat from moving bodies poured over him and Nia. The fire mage seemed to find her groove as she began to dance in front of the blue mage. 
 
    Trystan’s eyes lowered to meet Nia’s. The mage gazed as Nia moved like a wild animal. Movements and twists showed a seductive side and half-closed eyes peered at the blue mage like he was prey. Trystan began to move to the beat but awkwardness started to show. He was never much of a dancer but the crowd’s energy was infectious. The air was thick with a smoldering heat and Trystan felt himself loosen to the heat. 
 
    Nia put her arms around his neck, pressing her body to his. The mage saw that she was helping and guiding his movements. The couple became fluid and the blue mage understood. Taking her queues, the mage let his body melt and join with his partner’s. Electricity flowed between them as they closed out the rest of the world and swayed to their own rhythm. 
 
    Trystan could feel his heart speed up. He couldn’t believe he was here, now, dancing with his best friend. Watching Nia, it was almost like another person was rising to the surface. The red head took charge, hands running down the mage’s body. The mood was hot and glowing. Trystan could barely stand it to watch her. It went on and on, teasing and physically flirting until the music shifted. 
 
    “Let’s get a drink,” Nia said nearly breathless. 
 
    Trystan nodded and the two swam through the crowd. Makeshift bars were set up along the brick walls. Men, women and a few monsters were dressed in tuxedos serving drinks. The mage cursed himself for not bringing more coin. When they stepped to the bar, drinks were automatically handed over. Trystan dug in his pockets to pull out some coin when the troll bartender shook his head. The mage smiled and took his drink in hand. 
 
    “Wow! This is a nice set up,” Trystan said and took a sip. 
 
    “Yea, Reeko said he wanted it to be a night to remember for everyone.” 
 
    Trystan waited until the troll bartender stepped away to assist another patron, “You think he is a familiar or an actual troll?” 
 
    “Reeko told me his family has a lot of influence. It’s possible he is an actual troll,” Nia said loudly over the thumping music. 
 
    The mage looked to his drink and pondered. Growing up, he was told again and again how monsters cannot be trusted. Seeing a troll serving drinks made him question everything he was brought up to believe. He mulled over the thought and wondered what else was he told that wasn’t completely true.          
 
    “You ready for round two on the dance floor?” Nia eyed the mage. 
 
    “I’m going to ask you the same question when we reach round ten,” Trystan smirked. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm, I love when you get that look in your eyes,” Nia said and finished her drink in a few gulps. 
 
    Nia grabbed Trystan’s hand and they darted for the dance floor. A short, pointy eared goblin emerged from the wall of people. Reeko looked up to Nia and gave a cheerful wide grin. 
 
    “Nia, you made it!” the goblin shouted above the music while taking her hand and kissing it. 
 
     “Reeko! Great party,” Nia grinned.  
 
    Trystan stood by them. Clearly the goblin didn’t engage him and only had eyes for Nia. A small flame burned and Trystan stuck out a hand. 
 
    “This is a really great party. We are happy to be here,” Trystan shouted, putting the emphasis in ‘we’. 
 
    Reeko turned to Trystan and took his hand. Eyes connecting, the two mages stared for a long breath before the goblin shook and let his hand drop to his side. 
 
    “Always a pleasure Trystan Song,” Reeko smiled. 
 
    “Just Trystan,” The mage smiled back. 
 
    “Well enjoy yourselves. My party is your party. Nia please save a dance for me before the night is over.” 
 
    Nia nodded. The goblin bowed and walked back into the wall of bodies. The fire mage looked to Trystan as he stared with slightly pointed eyebrows. 
 
    “I’ve never seen you jealous before.”  
 
    Trystan looked to Nia and let out a small sigh, “I’m not. At least I don’t think I am. I feel like I need to defend you from other people’s advances. I just want to make sure you’re okay.” 
 
    Nia nodded and pressed her palm to his cheek, “I know you’re protective but it’s okay to let your hair down. Reeko has been nothing but a gentleman with me.” 
 
    Trystan placed his palm over her hand, “I know. This whole dating thing has me second guessing everything.” 
 
    Nia let her hand fall to Trystan’s shirt and pulled him away from the dance floor. The two mages walked further back into the place. Seeing an area with comfy couches, they made a beeline for them. 
 
    Nia guided Trystan to sit down. The fire mage sat down next to him and draped her body onto his. Soft, understanding eyes gazed into each other’s spirit for a breath. 
 
    “I have something to tell you,” Trystan said, fingers curling into tight fists. 
 
    “You know you can tell me anything,” concern bleeding into Nia’s expression. 
 
    “Since that day we talked about dating, Sylk and Bella demanded for dates as well.” 
 
    Nia was motionless as Trystan continued. 
 
    “Bella and I had sort of a date before the undead attack and we talked about a lot of things. Sylk and I had a date yesterday. I knew I had to say something to you sooner or later but…..” 
 
    Nia’s face was expressionless, “You can tell me.” 
 
    Trystan’s palms grew sweaty and he looked to Nia as if he just committed a crime, “Sylk told me she loved me. I told her I love her too.” 
 
    Nia remained still, “And then?” 
 
    “And then? That’s it,” Trystan readied himself for whatever may come next. 
 
    The corners of Nia’s mouth curved upward and let out a hysterical laugh. Trystan watched as Nia pulled away, laughing and smacking his shoulder with her open hand. The mage was stunned because this was not at all what he thought would happen. 
 
    “You had me going! I thought maybe something else had happened like another undead attack or something serious.” 
 
    “It’s serious. Love is powerful and it does things to people and I…..” 
 
    “Trystan, you know Red Fang took my virginity. I tell him I love him all the time because I do. He is special to me just like you are.” 
 
    “Yes, but I’m not sure what dating means. It feels like I should be doing my best to impress you and win your affections. The whole idea confuses me.” 
 
    Nia pressed her body to Trystan’s, “You already won my affections a long time ago. You are very important to me. I know Freya messed with your heart and I don’t want to do the same to you. We love each other but that doesn’t mean we are chained to each other. You’re not a possession. You’re my best friend.” 
 
    Trystan looked down, “I just never want to say I love you and feel like it has lost some of its meaning.” 
 
    “Do you love me?” Nia asked in a low sultry voice. 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “Do you love Sylk?” Nia whispered into Trystan’s ear. 
 
    “Yes,” Trystan could feel nervous energy running rampant. 
 
    “Why can’t you love us both? Why can’t you love as many people as you want?” Nia said in a very low whisper and licked Trystan’s ear. 
 
     Trystan turned to Nia with questioning eyes. The red head ran a finger along his neck line. 
 
    “Do you know why I love you?” 
 
    “I do but I…..” Trystan couldn’t turn away and instead looked to Nia’s moist lips.  
 
    “Say it to me.” 
 
    Nervous energy bled away. A bottled heat began to rise. The mage touched the curve between Nia’s back and hip. Pressing her close, Trystan pressed his cheek to hers. Trystan could feel their spirit blending together as understanding covered them in a gentle fog. 
 
    Trystan spoke from his heart, “You love me because we share the same soul.” 
 
    “I have known it since we were little kids. I know you knew it as well. Growing up, we have always been there for each other. I know you have a hunger inside you and it is the same as mine. I know I look innocent…….” 
 
    “But you’re not innocent,” Trystan kissed the smooth skin on her neck. 
 
    The mage lingered, lips pressed and his tongue slipped out. Heat rushed to Nia’s cheeks as her hips moved against the mage’s body. Red dress riding up, Nia could feel the growing pit of wanting in her soul, a need that can only be sated with their bodies. Trystan slid his hand down and cupped her round bottom, urging her to press against him.  
 
    A couple on another couch across from them watched as Nia moved like a serpent on Trystan. They continued their kissing and rubbing as they watched. Trystan blocked out the whole world as he took hold of Nia. Between his legs, his manhood grew with each hot gasp from Nia’s lips. 
 
    “Maybe we should leave?” Trystan said in a low voice. 
 
    “Maybe we should stay and give everyone a show,” Nia said in a hot whisper. 
 
    A shadow loomed over the couple. A pointed finger tapped Trystan on the shoulder. Looking up, the mage could see the lust filled eyes of a red headed succubus. Aznara knelt down, pressing her breasts against Trystan’s exposed shoulder. 
 
    “I hate to interrupt but I want a turn with Trystan,” Aznara eyed them for a long second, “Or I could join you?” 
 
    Trystan put his head back and let out a long breath, “Aznara, couldn’t it wait.” 
 
    The succubus smiled, “No. My sister ran off with some other mage. I want to dance and I choose you,” Aznara turned to Nia, “If you don’t mind?” 
 
    Nia laughed, “How about all three of us go dance.” 
 
    Aznara’s eyes looked off to the side for a second before centering on Nia’s, “I’m okay with that, for now.” 
 
    The succubus took Trystan’s hand and pulled. The mage was on his feet and moving. The mage looked back to Nia and she gave him a playful wink. The crowd surged and pulsed to the beat. Aznara let go and put her hands up, her hips swaying from side to side as she entered the dance floor. 
 
    Trystan followed, moving to the rhythm. Aznara turned around and wrapped her arms around his neck, grinding her hips to his. The mage couldn’t break away from the seductive gaze of her ember filled eyes. A pointed tail reached up and caressed the mage’s cheek as the succubus kept looking at his lips. 
 
    “You keep playing hard to get,” Aznara said with a burning heat. 
 
    “I didn’t know I was playing hard to get,” Trystan smirked playfully. 
 
    “The more you resist, the sweeter the prize.” Aznara’s hands grabbed Trystan’s ass and gave it a squeeze. 
 
    Trystan looked to Nia. The fire mage danced with her eyes closed, swaying to the music. When she opened her eyes to see Aznara practically on top of him, she gave a gentle smile. 
 
    The mage knew she was being understanding. There was no jealously in her eyes, only a pure love that made the mage’s heart soar. The flashing lights and loud music made Trystan dizzy as his emotions centered and he finally began to understand his relationship with his dear friend. 
 
    A cold chill rained down on Trystan as an explosion ripped through the party. The shockwave was enough to knock everyone to the ground and the music stopped. Dust and ash clouded everything as the mage tried to shake it off. A ringing filled his eardrums and hands grabbed at him. Looking around, Nia took hold of him, mouthing words he couldn’t understand. Aznara was also holding him but her head was turned in the direction of the billowing smoke. People and monsters were stumbling to their feet. Some began to run while others made silent screams. 
 
    The DJ booth was half destroyed and the DJ was hanging over what was left, not moving. Behind him, things moved in the cloudy fog. Trystan was on his feet, sound returning. Moans and screams echoed as bodies moved toward the entrance. Some people were on the floor, dazed and confused. 
 
    “Trystan, we have to go!” Nia shouted. 
 
    Eyes on the smoke, thin figures moved. When one of the dead emerged from the fog, fear gripped the mage. More emerged and the undead were rapidly marching toward them. Trystan was frozen as the dead groaned and stepped in his direction. The fear in his heart slipped into a fire and Trystan decided what he would do next. 
 
    Graceful hands moved, forming signals. Words whispered as streams of alcohol leapt into the air. The mage’s eyes narrowed as colored fluids formed into thin, razor sharp disks. The mage whipped his hands with arcane knowledge and a dozen disks bolted toward the marching dead. The edges of the disks moved faster than their centers. Disks sliced through decayed flesh and neck bones. The first group of undead fell to the ground in heaps while more marched over them. 
 
    “Get everyone out of here!” Trystan shouted. 
 
    One hand controlled several disks, slicing and cutting down the dead as fast as they came toward him. Trystan split his concentration. A few disks turned into streaming water and wrapped around the unconscious DJ. Lifting him up, he moved him to the exit and laid him down. The mage stood his ground as the streams let go and flew to others hurt or moving slow. 
 
    Splitting his concentration was taxing, causing the mage to use more and more mana. Razor water disks missed some of their intended targets. The dead were closing the distance and Trystan was having trouble doing both. Mist burst from his arms. Sylk formed, flipping through the air and caving in a skull with her heel. Bella was on the floor, arms separating into four tentacles with razor points at the ends. With cold precision she sliced through dead bodies.  
 
    Trystan couldn’t keep up the pace. The razor disks faltered and fell to the floor with a splash. Sylk and Bella moved back as the flood of undead continued their relentless march toward them. The mage could smell their stink as boney hands reached out and rusty swords rose. 
 
    A fireball streamed passed the mage and his familiars, striking three undead and burning them to ash. Trystan looked to see Red Fang marching forward, spitting another fireball and another. Reeko was helping a man to his feet while mist flowed off his back. A large female ogre burst from the mist. Trystan watched as the ten-foot ogre with blonde hair and a single horn protruding from her forehead hefted up a club and began swinging at undead bodies. The dead burst into dust with each swing.  
 
    Taking a stand, some student mages turned and unleashed a volley of spells. Others helped wounded party goers toward the exits. The troll leapt over the bar and joined in on the fray, massive fists swinging and shattering corpses. Despite the valiant efforts of a few, the dead marched on, filling the main floor from all sides. 
 
    Trystan and Nia made a line with their familiars at their sides. The place was nearly cleared out of the living. The ogre charged, crashing and smashing anything close to her. When the last of the wounded was through the exit, Trystan made hand signals and water leapt into the air again. Forming disks, the mage changed up the signals and slowly froze them. 
 
    “Keep them back. The alcohol is slowing down my freezing spell,” Trystan shouted. 
 
    “We can’t keep them back. Everyone is out. We should pull back!” Nia shouted. 
 
    Trystan was about to agree when his eyes caught a disturbance in the undead horde. A group had descended on a lone figure. Blue hair whipped around as Sunara kicked and punched. The succubus tried to hold them off long enough to crotch down and jump. A skeletal hand caught her ankle. Energy draining shock ran up the succubus’s leg and she screamed. Her body falling, undead caught Sunara and began pulling back. 
 
    Aznara witnessed the moment. Launching herself into the undead, the succubus fought with razor claws, slashing at everything, moving slowly through the rows of dead. Decayed hands grabbed at her and draining shock ran through her body. Screaming, she pressed on; fighting with everything she had to get to her sister. Trystan sent partially frozen disks toward the fighting succubus, slicing undead left and right. 
 
    Aznara fought on but the energy drains were too much even for her. Falling to one knee, she huffed and slashed as Trystan’s water blades sliced at others. Something green flashed through the undead encircling the succubus. Reeko took hold of the weakening demon and launched into the air. The ogre dropped her club and with outstretched hands caught both goblin and demon. 
 
    The mages and their familiars began to back pedal as the undead moved toward them. A whisper of a song touched everyone’s ears. The undead halted their attack. Staring with empty eye sockets, the undead turned and marched back to the destroyed floor where they came from. 
 
    The dust settled. Trystan and Nia darted to Reeko, Aznara and the ogre. The ogre put them down the on the floor but her hands went to the goblin, caressing his head. 
 
    “It’s okay Wendy, I’m alright,” Reeko said as his green hand clasped onto hers. 
 
    Aznara sobbed as she fell to her hands and knees, “Sunara,” she whispered.  
 
    “We have to alert the magistrates,” Reeko said. 
 
    Trystan knelt down and put an arm around the crying succubus. Aznara took hold of his hand for a moment before pushing it away. 
 
    “I have to go after her,” The succubus said as she was standing up. 
 
    “We barely held our own. Something called them back. I heard some singing,” Reeko said turning to them. 
 
    “We all heard it,” Trystan stood by Aznara, “We can’t go after her. Let’s go back and get some help.” 
 
    “No! We don’t know how long she has. The magistrates will do nothing because we are monsters. It’s only me and my sister here and I will not abandon her,” Aznara growled. 
 
    Trystan reached out but the succubus pulled away. Walking with determination, the succubus headed straight for the gaping hole in the ground. The floor had caved in, forming a ramp. Stepping down, the succubus descended into darkness while the others watched, knowing what they had to do. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    “You don’t have to go,” Trystan said to Nia. 
 
    “I’m not leaving your side like last time. Besides you can’t take them on all by yourself.” 
 
    Reeko stepped closer to the mages, “We should all go, safety in numbers.” 
 
    “This isn’t your fight Reeko,” Trystan said while trying to not sound harsh. 
 
    “They destroyed my party and took one of my guests. Don’t tell me it’s not my fight,” The goblin fumed. 
 
    Trystan looked down at the goblin and put his hands up, “Look, I’m sorry but this is dangerous. The more we argue, the farther away Aznara will be.” 
 
    “Then stop trying to be the white knight. We all are going,” Reeko said. 
 
    Wendy the ogre towered behind the goblin with her arms crossed. Trystan looked up at her and sighed.  
 
    Nia stepped close, arms hugging the blue mage, “Let’s go get Sunara back.” 
 
    “Alright,” Trystan knew he could not dissuade them. 
 
    The mage walked over to the trashed bar. Reaching over, he picked up a few bottles of water. Nia raced back to coat check and gathered their robes. Reeko spoke to the troll bartender and informed him to be honest to the magistrates when they arrive and to help anyone who may need it outside. The troll nodded his big green head and walked off toward the entrance. 
 
    Nia came back and handed Trystan his robe. The mages put on their robes with Trystan stuffing his inner pockets with water bottles. Sylk was standing by the hole, eyes scanning the darkness. 
 
    “I think we better hurry. The succubus is getting farther away,” Sylk looked back. 
 
    “You can sense her?” Trystan asked while he walked to her. 
 
    “I’m sending low sonic vibrations through the tunnels from my throat. I can tell when the sound bounces back but there is a range limit. We should go now before I lose her.” 
 
    Trystan looked back to Nia and Reeko. They nodded in agreement. They began their descent down the ramp when the ogre made a sound. Looking back, they could see she was much too big and tall to fit. 
 
    “It’s okay Wendy. Return to my skin,” Reeko said lovingly. 
 
    The familiar nodded her head and melted into mist, streaming into the goblin’s shirt. Sylk led the way as Bella slid next to her master. 
 
    “Master, I will slow you down. I too should return to your skin,” Bella said. 
 
    “Okay but be ready for anything,” Trystan said. 
 
    “I will master,” Bella faded into mist and flowed back onto his left arm. 
 
     Red Fang was silent as he took his place by Nia’s side. The group continued their descent. Nia made a quick hand signal and an orb of light appeared hovering in midair. Lighting the way, tunnels stretched out in different directions. The siren moved to one tunnel and began walking. The group followed as a creepy feeling blanketed their minds. 
 
    The tunnels held musty air. Coolness wrapped around feet and ankles and they marched forward. In the distance, a lone figure walked on. The group picked up the pace to the succubus. Aznara turned to them, tears running down her cheeks. Silently Trystan and Nia hugged her and they moved on. 
 
    Sylk’s oval eyes stared into the darkness. Low vibrations in her throat sent back signals of small creatures scurrying in the darkness. The glow of Nia’s light created a bubble they could see but the darkness beyond was nearly impenetrable. 
 
    “I can still sense the dead and Sunara’s heartbeat,” Sylk said not taking her eyes off the darkness. 
 
    “Is she okay?” Aznara asked while wiping away a tear. 
 
    “I think so. Her heartbeat is calm and steady. She may be awake.” 
 
    “Leave it to my sister to be the calm one. The world could be crashing down around her and she will be as peaceful as a statue.” 
 
    “I think the important question is what will we do when he reaches her? I spent about a quarter of my mana already and we barely held them back,” The goblin said looking to Trystan and Nia. 
 
    Trystan sensed his own mana reserves and he could tell he spent more than half. Sylk and Bella will be okay as long as they have some mana but if he kept spending it like he did in the party, they would get weaker. Even now the mage could see Sylk’s mana glow in her body. The blue siren walked forward with courage as the shadows danced a little closer to her. 
 
    The mage stepped forward and walked alongside his familiar, “Are you okay?” 
 
    Sylk kept looking forward, “I’m fine master but I will be happy when we are out of here.” 
 
    “I really had a great time yesterday,” The siren said in a low voice. 
 
    “Me too,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “If anything happens, you know I…..” 
 
    Trystan cut off the siren, “No talking like that. We will be fine. Besides we told each other how we felt yesterday. It will never change.” 
 
    Sylk turned to her master and gave a shy smile. It was the first time Trystan ever saw his outspoken siren seem so small. A webbed hand touched his hand and gave it a small squeeze. Trystan squeezed back. 
 
    “I have the most mana. Red Fang and I could distract the undead while you all save Sunara,” Nia said and her words echoed down the tunnel. 
 
    “Fire would be the best weapon against them but you can’t do it by yourself. Wendy and I can assist keeping the dead at bay,” Reeko smirked. 
 
    Aznara looked to Trystan, “We could save her.” 
 
    “It might be difficult. I can’t keep doing combination spells without draining a lot of my mana.” 
 
     Aznara whispered and mist flowed from her back. The mages watched as the mist took form and a beautiful woman emerged. Wearing nothing but a black bikini and a cloak, the pale woman turned to the succubus and bowed her head. 
 
    “Vossa, can you sense them?” Aznara asked the alabaster skinned woman. 
 
    “I can mistress. I detect about two hundred and maybe another three hundred further down in the tunnels.” 
 
    “How can she detect them?” Trystan wondered. 
 
    “Vossa is a vampire. She has certain abilities that may help us with the undead.” 
 
    The vampire turned to Trystan, “I can sense something is controlling them. I might be able to wrestle some of that control.” 
 
    “Still five hundred dead are a lot,” The goblin said ominously. 
 
    “Can you tell us what kind of undead we are dealing with?” Trystan asked. 
 
    The pale vampire woman’s brow formed a sharp V of concentration, “No. I can only sense their presence.” 
 
    “So, we don’t know what we are walking into,” Reeko sighed. 
 
    Trystan looked to Nia, “Do you think you can create enough fire to hold them back?” 
 
    Nia smirked, “I can create walls of fire and if need be, a storm of fire. The undead are weak to it so I think I can.” 
 
    “I think we have a plan. Is everyone good with it?” Trystan eyed everyone in turn. 
 
    The group shook their heads in unison. Turning to the dark tunnel, the group moved as one. Each mind worked to have a number of spells ready. Trystan could feel the cold stab of fear returning. He was no hero and this was crazy. They had no idea what they were really walking into. On top of that he worried that they were going to come face to face with whatever is controlling the dead. Each time they attacked, it was somehow connected with his presence. The mage knew there was a connection but he didn’t know why. 
 
    At the end of the tunnel was a ghostly blue light. The closer they approached, the brighter it became. Trystan walked alongside Sylk as they took lead. The mage could feel his heart thump harder in his chest. Trying to keep his mind calm, the mage rehearsed spells over and over while keeping his eyes on the light before them. 
 
    The group reached the mouth of the tunnel and they all stopped and stared. A cavernous room stretched out. Blue lights danced along the ceiling, casting menacing shadows in all directions. Thick pillars lined the room while the walls were covered in coffin sized holes. Broken and decayed tables spotted the room while ripped tapestries hung in between rows of holes. At the other end of the great hall stood a high-backed throne with a lone figure sitting and a horde of undead on the lower steps reaching all the way to the middle of the room. 
 
    A figure struggled to the left of the throne. Sunara was chained to the wall. The succubus pulled and yanked at her chains. Looking over, her eyes widened as she saw her sister with their friends. 
 
    The undead horde turned and stared with vacant eyes. Stepping a little into the room, streams of mist flowed. Bella and Wendy appeared and took stances with the rest of the group. 
 
    “Welcome!” boomed from the throne.   
 
    Sylk squinted in pain and covered her pointed ears. 
 
    “I would suggest you keep yourselves civil. My children hunger for your living energy. I am holding them back from taking it,” The figure stood up. 
 
    Trystan stared and could see it was a woman. She wore a skin-tight dress which accentuated her smooth curves. A plunging neck line ran down between her breasts and reached her exposed belly button. Long straight black hair ran down past her shoulders. White skin glowed in the ethereal blue lights of the hall. 
 
    A lone skeleton in rusty armor walked over to Sunara. It unsheathed its blade and held it to her neck. Aznara’s fists tightened. Nia prepared spells. Reeko eyed the room. Trystan stepped forward with his hands out. 
 
    “We don’t want to fight. We just want our friend back safe and sound,” Trystan shouted. 
 
    “Come closer. I promise the children will not attack,” The woman smiled. 
 
    “No thank you. We can talk from here,” Trystan shouted back. 
 
    The woman’s expression turned to annoyance, “You are very rude coming to my home and not accepting my hospitality.” 
 
    “I don’t think we want to get into who is being rude. You have our friend. Return her to us and we will leave immediately.” 
 
    “I think not, Trystan Song,” The woman smiled. 
 
    Trystan took a step back. He had no idea how she knew him. The whole situation grew weirder and weirder. The mage was about to say something when a hand grabbed Trystan’s shoulder. 
 
    “Listen to the Dead Mother,” Nia said in a deep voice. 
 
    Trystan turned around and backed off. Something slipped into the goblin and his whole demeanor changed. Nia stepped forward with an evil smile, hands out. Wendy made sad sounds as she looked to the goblin. Reeko looked to her and said a command. The ogre bowed her head and turned to mist, returning to his skin. Aznara tried to swipe at another ghostly figure emerging from the floor. Claws passed through the image as it slipped into her skin. The succubus cried out and then her expression changed, evil grin twisting her mouth. 
 
    Trystan and his familiars backed off. Undead soldiers moved from behind while his friends stepped toward him. The place was getting crowded. Mage and his familiars formed a triangle, their backs to each other. 
 
    “Master?” Bella asked, knowing this might be the end. 
 
    “We will find a way out of this,” Trystan said unsure exactly how they were going to do it. 
 
    “Calm yourself Trystan. This is no fight to the bitter end. Come to me so we may speak,” The Dead Mother sang. 
 
    The horde at her feet parted. The dead closing in moved to the side and stood at attention. Trystan’s friends moved with outstretched arms, urging him to move closer to the Dead Mother. Not seeing a way out, Trystan turned to his familiars and put a hand on each of their shoulders. 
 
    “I think we don’t have a choice. Stay close to me,” Trystan whispered. 
 
    Sylk and Bella lowered their arms. The blue mage started walking down the open path to the throne. The slime and siren were close behind, eyeing the dead as they stood motionless. When they reached the small stone steps leading to the throne, Trystan looked up. 
 
    “Isn’t this much better, now we can talk like normal people,” The Dead Mother smiled. 
 
    “I don’t understand what is happening. How do you know my name? Why have you sent the dead into the city?” 
 
    The Dead Mother sat back in her throne, “You are the center to my plans. One mage who can make my wishes come true. You should be honored.” 
 
    “There is no honor in what you’re doing. People have been hurt….” Trystan looked to Sunara as she watched them from her chains, “….and abducted.” 
 
    The Dead Mother kept her eyes on the blue mage, “Such an honorable mage, then what I will ask of you will test that honor. I require you to run two errands and then I will release your friends.” 
 
    Trystan turned to see Nia, Reeko and Aznara march to the wall with Sunara. Some of the dead moved with them. Dusty chains rattled as one by one they were chained to the wall next to Sunara. The blue haired succubus struggled but the skeleton with the blade held it closer to her neck. 
 
    “Don’t hurt them,” Trystan said menacingly. 
 
    “Don’t make me hurt them,” The Dead Mother smirked. 
 
    Trystan was quiet for a moment, “I will do anything you ask but please tell me why you’re doing this?” 
 
    The pale woman put a finger to the side of her face and peered down at the mage, “I would have told you anyway but very well. You hold a particular position that may help me with a small quest. I have been searching for a way to access the Libro Nocte.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes widened. The Dead Mother smiled and continued, “I see you know about the book. It is a strange object, known to disappear and reappear in different locations. Right now, it resides hidden in a vault in the great Stukarr Library. No one can possess the book because it will randomly appear elsewhere.” 
 
    “I saw the book in my nightmares.” 
 
    “Yes, that was my doing as well. Do you know how easy it is for my ghostly servants to affect a living person’s dreams? My servants have combed the city searching for information and when they saw that you worked at the library, I knew this was my chance.” 
 
    “There are dozens of people who work there, why me?” 
 
    The Dead Mother let out a wicked laugh, “Because you are the only one who will have a chance to reach the vault. The Mistress Librarian is far too powerful to be fooled by simple possession and the guardian statues stopped my attempt to take the library by force. That leaves me with you. Jenny Warg is attracted to you. You will use that to get into the vault.” 
 
    “Why this book?” Trystan could feel dread creep further into his heart. 
 
    “There is a specific spell I require and we will leave it at that. Even down here I can sense the book will disappear soon. I’m running out of time and I need it tonight.”  
 
    “You said there was something else?”  
 
    The Dead Mother’s expression soured and eyes burned with dismal fire, “You will bring Fredrick Hart to me. I want him here so he can kneel before me before I have my children chop off his head.” 
 
    “Professor Hart?” Trystan wasn’t sure how he fit into this. 
 
    “Yes. The professor owes me many things and one of them is an explanation. You will contact him and bring him here. If anyone else accompanies you or there is some kind of trickery, all your friends will die painfully.” 
 
    The Dead Mother stood up, “And it won’t stop there. I will raise them and torture them for as long as I wish. Time has no hold on the dead. The tunnels down here are endless and you will never find me or your friends again!” 
 
    “Professor Hart will know something is wrong. He won’t listen to me unless I tell him what is happening. He may ignore me and bring others.” 
 
    The Dead Mother smiled, “Tell him the name ‘Vanessa Shroud’. I’m sure he will remain silent. He will sprint down here once he hears that name and then your part in all of this will be complete.” 
 
    A ghost faded into view next to the Dead Mother, “I will need to ensure this is done as quickly as possible. Santiago will be joining you to watch your progress.” 
 
    Trystan clenched his hands into fists, “No good can come of this. I will get the spell from the Libro Nocte but I cannot bring Professor Hart to you.” 
 
    “Bargaining to the end, you have a strong spirit but even you will do as I say,” The Dead Mother looked to Sunara. 
 
    The skeleton with the sword to her neck stepped away. Several corpses stepped out of the crowd with something gray in their decaying hands. 
 
    “I said I wouldn’t hurt them so I will make sure to pleasure them. Succubi have such a high tolerance to bliss and pain. I wonder, how long can the blue haired one keep going before passing out?” 
 
     Trystan looked to the undead hands and saw they were carrying detached stone male phalluses. One moved closer to the struggling succubus and grabbed her dress. A tearing sound echoed through the throne room. Chains rattled and Sunara watched helplessly as her dress was torn to shreds. Dead hands touched Sunara’s naked skin, caressing and fondling her. Trystan watched horrified as the dead crowded around but left enough room so he could see. The succubus let out a small cry as one of the dead pressed a thick stone cock between her legs. A hand curled around her leg and pulled it open while another hand pressed the head of the stone cock to her opening. Sunara gasped as she looked up, her cheeks burning bright. 
 
    “I don’t know how long she will last but once she passes out, Nia will be next. Then we will work through the rest of your friends. I suggest you hurry.” 
 
    The Dead Mother returned to the throne. Picking up a small device, she held it up. The floating ghost reached out and took the cell phone. Gliding down to the mage, Santiago passed it to him. 
 
    “Take a picture of the spell I require. Santiago will tell you which spell when you’re in the vault.”  
 
    Another gasp echoed through the hall as Sunara pushed her hips out, eyes on the stone cock. A hunger had taken over and she wanted nothing but pleasure. Trystan knew time was passing and he needed to go. Eyes moved to Nia. The fire mage stared out at nothing, oblivious to anything around her. The same was happening in Aznara and Reeko’s eyes. Vossa stood by, watching everything but not moving. She had not returned to her mistress’s skin. 
 
    “The vampire is under my control. She is not strong enough to challenge my power,” The Dead Mother laughed. 
 
    Trystan gave one last look to Nia. Turning he walked back the way he came. The Dead Mother sat back down on her throne. Sunara cried out again as hard stone pushed its way in. Wetness dripped down along the shaft and the succubus’s eyes started to cross. Another was pushed into her mouth and the succubus sucked on it. 
 
    The mage tried to push it all way. He knew he had to hurry. Sylk and Bella gave somber looks to each other as they turned to mist and returned to their master’s skin. Another cry of ecstasy and Trystan picked up the pace, reaching the mouth of the tunnel. He gritted his teeth as he was swallowed up by the dark tunnel to the seductive cries of a succubus. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
    Trystan stood in front of the Stukarr Library. A cold wind caressed his face as he pulled out his cell phone. The mage could feel the presence of the ghost Santiago but he could not see him. The ghost had led him through a labyrinth of tunnels right to the very opening where the first horde of dead emerged. Now the mage had to contact Mistress Jenny in the middle of the night and get this terrible deed over with. 
 
    The Stukarr library was open 24 hours a day but the mage had no idea if she would be there. Standing by the door, the mage dialed and put the phone to his ear. It rang twice before Jenny picked up. 
 
    “Trystan? Why are you calling in the middle of the night?” 
 
    The mage thought of Nia when he spoke, “I was thinking of you. I didn’t like how we left off last time. I wanted to know if we could see each other.” 
 
    “Now? Curfew is in place. I’m one of the few people who have authority to move around the city at night. Could I come to you?” 
 
    Trystan thought fast, “No, please let me come to you. I have been cooped up at the dorm for too long. Where are you?” 
 
    Jenny was silent for a moment, “I’m at the library. Since I’m the only one with authority I was asked by the Lord Mayor to spend the night here to ensure it was protected. You can try and come to me but I’m not sure how you will get here without being stopped.” 
 
    Trystan opened the main door and slipped in. The familiar smell of books caressed his senses and calmed his beating heart. Jenny looked up from the main desk and put her phone down. A playful smirk appeared as her hand went to her hair. Sprucing herself up in the moment, she left through the side door of the desk and stopped. The mistress librarian crinkled her nose a bit and began looking around. 
 
    “Is someone here with you?” 
 
    Trystan closed the distance between them with determined steps. Hands reaching out, the mage took hold of her waist and pressed his lips to hers. The librarian’s eyes went wide before falling to half closed. Trystan pressed his tongue to her lips, forcing them open and slipping passed them. The mage had to think of something quick or she may have noticed the ghost hanging around him. Jenny’s shoulders relaxed and her own hands snaked around Trystan’s waist. 
 
    Breaking away, Jenny took a deep breath as heat rushed to her cheeks, “I knew there was a connection,” The librarian whispered. 
 
    Trystan let the image of Nia sink into his mind’s eye as he talked, “Since I first saw you I knew I had to be with you. I think about you all the time.” 
 
    Jenny smiled as her temperature went up, “You don’t have to think about me anymore. I knew we both felt something. I tried to fight it and be professional but something about you just sets my world on fire.” 
 
    “I’m sorry for the way I acted,” Trystan said genuinely. 
 
    “No need to be sorry. After I thought about it, it felt like you were just playing hard to get,”Jenny smiled and pushed her large chest into Trystan’s.     
 
    “Can we go someplace a little more private? You mentioned the vaults before.” 
 
    Jenny nodded enthusiastically, “Oh, that’s a great idea! Sometimes the magistrates come in to check on me so we should go someplace where we can be alone.” 
 
    The librarian took Trystan’s hand and led him to the main stairwells. When they reached the top of the stairs, Jenny stopped and looked around. Trystan could tell she was sensing Santiago as he floated nearby. The librarian was about to say something when the ghost slithered into Trystan’s body. Energy lit up nerves and quickly died down. The mage could feel Santiago was here with him in his head but the ghost made himself small and took residence deep in his mind. The feeling was unnerving and oddly familiar but Jenny stopped looking around and shrugged. 
 
     Keep to the task. 
 
    Trystan heard the words in his mind with a thick accent. Jenny pulled at the mage and they descended the stairs. The pair reached the lower depths. Torches lit up in their presence, chasing away the chill. Trystan looked around. He had been to the vault floor only once when he first started and it still oozed with creepy vibrations. Gray stone walls and cobblestone floor greeted them. Thick metal doors lined the walls and various stone statues were placed in between each door.  
 
    Jenny was humming as she pulled Trystan along. The mage looked to each statue. Some were of mighty warriors and beautiful women. While others were grotesque monsters with claws raised and mouths twisted into snarls. Torches lit up the further they walked down the hall. The mage looked to the numbers on each of the vault doors. 
 
    Vault 242. 
 
    “I love coming down here. The place glows with forbidden knowledge. I like to come down here to get away from it all, sitting in a room and reading ancient works,” Jenny said in a whimsical tone. 
 
    Jenny gave Trystan a wicked glance, “And sometimes I come down here to let off some steam as well, if you understand my meaning.”       
 
    Trystan made a half smile. Ghostly strings made him have a bigger smile. The mage could feel he was losing some control of his body. Jenny didn’t notice as she eyed him like a piece of meat. 
 
    “I have only been down here once. Vault 242 was interesting,” Trystan said not believing she would even take him there. 
 
    “Vault 242, you read my mind. It is my favorite place down here. It is very cozy and the guardians like when I visit.” 
 
    Trystan tried to hide his nervousness. He didn’t know there were guardians guarding the vault. If they sense the ghost inside him then they might attack to protect the vault. The mage mentally prepared spells if anything got out of hand. Knowing he had filled water bottles in his robe, the mage was ready to use them. 
 
    After a few twists and turns, the pair had reached Vault 242. Two stone gargoyles were perched on stone blocks. Standing in front of them, Trystan readied himself. The gargoyles were still for moments. The sound of stone against stone reached their ears and both gargoyles turned their heads slightly in their direction. Eye’s glowed and wings shifted slightly. Nervous energy turned to fear. These are ancient guardians and there was no way he could take them. Power radiated from the stone monsters and claws moved. 
 
    “He’s with me boys,” Jenny said. 
 
    The gargoyles stopped moving and returned to their former perched stances, their power fading away. Jenny put her hand on the door and a thick lock clicked open. Pushing on the door, it silently opened. Trystan didn’t know he was holding his breath and let it out. 
 
    Jenny pulled him in, “You seem nervous.” 
 
    “Not nervous, just excited,” Trystan lied. 
 
    The librarian’s eyes lit up, “I’m excited too, very excited.” 
 
    The door closed behind them. Looking around, the vault was small. Books lined stone shelves, making the room a perfect square. In the middle of the room were an old oak table and one chair. The air was still and cool. 
 
    Jenny turned and faced Trystan, a finger twirling into a lock of blonde hair. Wanting eyes dripped with lust as she gazed at the mage. Leaning against the table, the librarian stuck her chest out, inviting the mage to her. 
 
    Trystan was frozen. The librarian ran a hand down over her knee length skirt. Reaching the bottom, she pulled it up just enough to show more thigh. 
 
    “We don’t have to play games anymore. Down here we can be ourselves. I promise I won’t tell anyone as long as we keep it between us. Show me how much you want me,” Jenny whispered. 
 
    “Jenny…I….” Trystan wasn’t sure he could do it. 
 
    The librarian lifted her skirt more, letting delicate fingers slid up her inner thigh. Another hand pulled up the skirt to reveal her womanhood. Trystan stared as fingers ran along the thin slit, blonde curly hair surrounding it. Deep shuddering breaths rose up Jenny’s throat as she touched herself.  
 
    “Show me your cock. I want to see it,” Jenny commanded with a seductive whisper. 
 
    Trystan was about to back off when his own hands went to his robe and opened it. Fingers were moving of their own accord as he undid his belt and pulled down his zipper. Trystan watched helplessly as he reached down and pulled out his hardening member. 
 
    Jenny rubbed herself, eyes on him, “Yes. Momma likes. Stroke it for me.” 
 
    Trystan began stroking himself. The librarian started to rub herself faster, fingers touching her nub and small moans filling the room. The mage felt he was behind a glass door, seeing everything but unable to do anything. With long strokes he put on a show for his boss and she was enjoying it. 
 
    Jenny’s thighs parted as her fingers worked herself into frenzy. Hips moving, she kept her bottom pressed against the table edge. The librarian bit her lip as warmth pooled between her legs and wet sounds filled the tiny room. Pleasure rolled up the mage’s body but his mind was still in shock. 
 
    You remember how this feels? How it felt when we took Nia. She liked it just like Jenny likes it. Keep going and don’t stop. When the time is right I will leave to retrieve the spell for the Dead Mother. 
 
    Trystan couldn’t believe what he was hearing. The night he took Nia he wasn’t in control of his body. This ghost was forcing nightmares and taking over his body. Paralyzed with this knowledge, the mage let his robe fall off his shoulders, stroking his member to his boss. 
 
    Moans grew louder as Jenny rubbed her clit. Wetness dripped down her inner thigh and she became feverish. Pinkness filled her cheeks and neck. The mage was rock hard and trapped watching Jenny getting closer to climax. 
 
    “Don’t….stop…almost…there….” Jenny said while taking moaning breaths. 
 
    Hips bucking, the librarian let out a deep high-pitched moan. Nerves coiled and exploded as the woman rubbed herself furiously. The mage felt his own cock stiffen and Jenny whined like an animal in heat. Fingers pulling away from her womanhood, hands grabbed at her suit top and pulled it open. Buttons flew in several directions and Jenny made animalistic growls. Trystan’s eyes shifted and senses reached out. The mage knew then that Jenny was no normal human. Streams of mana pulsed up and down her body. Heaving, the librarian ripped her bra off, pointed pink nipples erect on large round breasts.  
 
    The energy in the room shifted. The mage felt like a rabbit to a hungry wolf. Taking a step back, wide hungry eyes focused on Trystan’s cock. 
 
    “Your scent is so delicious. I can tell your cock tastes like tender ecstasy,” Jenny snarled as she fell to her knees. 
 
    Trystan watched as the librarian licked her lips and hefted her breasts. 
 
    “Don’t be shy. Give it to me, I need to taste you.”  
 
    The librarian pressed her full lips to Trystan’s member. Wetness closed around the tip and her tongue licked the end. Moaning, Jenny pushed her creamy breasts along the mage’s shaft. Sucking in inch after inch, the mage felt a power pull at him. Jenny hummed and moaned, licking the underside of his cock as lips pressed hard around his shaft. An involuntary moan spilled from the mage’s lips. Jenny sucked more and more till her lips touched the base of his member. 
 
    Head bobbing, Jenny made loud sucking sounds. The mage did nothing as his boss dominated his manhood. Control returned to the mage but he was still trapped. Hands took hold of the mage’s hips, holding him in place as the librarian lovingly sucked his cock.  
 
    From the robe, a cell phone slipped out of the pocket and floated in the air. Trystan grunted as the cell phone moved over Jenny’s head. The librarian’s eyes were closed, lost to an ocean of lust. On a shelf to the right, a single black book moved out. The book floated into the air and gently touched the table. Trystan watched as the book lay flat and opened. Pages turned silently as the cell phone hovered next to it. 
 
    A drop of pre- come touched the librarian’s tongue and she sucked harder. It was Trystan who was gasping. The mage could feel Jenny’s power as she teased his seed. The room was a symphony of moans, wet sounds and groans. The smell of sex rose up from their bodies. Jenny reached down between her legs again and played with herself as she took hold of Trystan’s shaft in the other hand. Sucking on the tip, eyes were still closed. 
 
    The pages stopped turning. Trystan could see strange words and odd diagrams on the yellow pages. The cell phone silently took a picture and then another. The mage could feel his own urges welling up, his manhood ready to explode. As if she knew, Jenny upped the tempo, stiff nipples bouncing against the mage’s thighs. 
 
     Unable to break free from Jenny’s hold, the mage watched as the book took its place back on the shelf and the cell phone floated to his robe, sliding into a pocket. Trystan was silent as the ghost took over his body, pulling at the strings once again. Cock hardening with raised veins, the mage let out a soul wrenching groan. Jenny made a high-pitched squeal in her throat as spurts of molten come filled her, splashing against her tongue and throat. Strands of hungry mana pulled more and more from Trystan as he lost complete control. 
 
    Jenny made comforting moans as she continued to suck down his seed. Pulling away, one last spurt of come splashed against her chin and dripped down to her creamy breasts. The mage was relived. Now he could excuse himself and try to leave but Santiago and Jenny had other plans. The librarian let mana flow from her body, wrapping around Trystan’s cock and keeping it hard while Santiago forced blood into his spent member, also keeping it hard. 
 
    Jenny looked up and she stroked Trystan’s rock-hard cock, “We are not done.” 
 
    Jenny stood up and turned around. Leaning over the table and pulling her skirt to her waist. Trystan moved forward as Jenny looked back, presenting her round ass to him. Wetness dripped down from her slit, running along her inner thighs. 
 
    “Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Impale my tight pussy with your cock!” Jenny commanded. 
 
    Without hesitation, Trystan took hold of her round ass in one hand and guiding his cock with another. Pushing against her opening, heated moans filled the air. The librarian clutched at the table as the mage pushed his way in, his throbbing member spreading her open. Inches of his staff sunk in. Jenny moaned her delight and pushed her ass against him. 
 
    “You like that you bitch!” Trystan said but they weren’t his words. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Tell me I’m your bitch! Make me your whore!” Jenny whined loudly. 
 
    The sounds of skin on skin were all around them. Trystan slammed his hips into the librarian’s firm round ass. Jenny shuddered and squeezed with every thrust. Bodies falling into a rhythm, Trystan grew rougher. This only seemed to turn Jenny on more as she forced herself against each powerful thrust. Nearly screaming, an orgasm exploded in magical fire and then another. The librarian reached around and pulled her ass cheeks wide, letting every inch sink into her tightness. 
 
    Trystan raised a hand and began making hand signals. Trystan didn’t recognize the spell as his hand moved on its own accord. Hand closing into a tight fist, Trystan could sense air slowly being pulled from Jenny’s lungs. The librarian continued to scream and moan as he pushed in and out of her. Moans became weaker and weaker. The librarian squeezed as another orgasm made her tremble, her head moving closer to the table surface. 
 
    A surge of bliss pushed at Trystan’s senses. Cock stiffening; come spurted into her tight valley. Jenny’s head lay against the table surface and her breathing became shallow. 
 
    “So…good….so…” Jenny said, barely a whisper. 
 
    When the last bit of air left her lungs, the librarian passed out. Panic rose up as Trystan pulled out and took control of his own body. Without thinking he went to Jenny and turned her over. Eyes closed, her chest heaved and she was breathing again. Trystan picked her up and laid her on the table. The ghostly spirit took control of Trystan’s body once again. 
 
    Force me out again and I will have your hands hurt her. 
 
    Santiago let go of his control but stayed deep in Trystan’s mind. The mage fixed himself up and checked on Jenny again. The librarian was breathing and had a happy smile on her lips. Trystan let out a sigh of relief. Eyes turning to the black book on the shelf, the mage watched as the spine started to fade. A moment later the black book was gone. 
 
    Trystan let out a deep breath. After making sure Jenny was okay, he made his way to the door. The gargoyles remained still as he nervously walked passed them and headed down the hallway. Feeling time slip away, the mage begrudgingly made for the stairs, dread filling his heart on what he had to do next. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thirteen  
 
    Trystan paced in a dark alley. Heart pounding, the mage tried to calm himself. He was frantic when he called Professor Hart. The professor could hear it in his voice as he begged him to meet with him. Before the Professor could ask any questions, Trystan hung up and hoped he was on his way. Terrible thoughts spiraled on in the mage’s mind. Had Sunara passed out? Was Nia being tortured next? Was there any time left to save them? 
 
    Sense of wellbeing filled the distraught mage and his shoulder’s relaxed. Looking up he saw a dark shape fall from the sky. Boots silently touched the stone floor and kind eyes turned to the mage. 
 
    “Trystan, I’m here,” Professor Hart said as he stepped closer. 
 
    Trystan let the good vibes flow over him. He wanted nothing more than to spill his guts to the professor. Tell him every detail of what happened this very night. Knowing that he was being watched by Santiago, the mage fell silent. 
 
    “Trystan?” Professor Hart said with concern in his brow. 
 
    “Vanessa Shroud,” Trystan said simply, eyes looking down. 
 
    Professor Hart’s own eyes widened. Hands reaching out, he took hold of Trystan’s shoulders, “Why do you know that name?” 
 
    “Professor, I was instructed to tell you that name. Please come with me.” 
 
    “Trystan, tell me what is happening. How could you know that name? Are you in some kind of trouble?” 
 
    Trystan pulled from the professor’s grip and walked to an open manhole, leading into the sewers. Without looking back, the mage jumped down. The mage landed with a splash and began walking. Behind him the Professor floated down and followed. 
 
    “Trystan, I can help you if you tell me what you’re going through,” The professor pleaded as he followed. 
 
    Trystan’s walls began to crack. Hearing the concern in his voice was enough to drive him mad. Walking along, they turned and entered a long tunnel. Professor Hart cast a light spell and bright light stretched in both directions of the stone corridor. The tunnel was dry and the air musty. 
 
     “She has Nia, Reeko, Aznara and Sunara captive. If I didn’t bring you to her, she promised to hurt them. I have no choice,” Trystan felt helpless. 
 
    Calmness smoothed into the Professor’s brow, “I understand Trystan but we always have a choice. Tell me everything and we can see if we can help each other.” 
 
    The blue mage was silent. 
 
    Professor Hart made a quick hand signal. Eyes flashed and the universe opened up. Looking around, he noticed something odd with Trystan’s spirit, there was one within another. Making another hand signal, eyes flashed again. 
 
    “Trystan, we can talk now,” The blue mage felt the words deep within his mind, “I can sense a spirit within yours. Is it making you do these things?” 
 
    Trystan tried to stay calm, “Professor, there is an undead woman making me take you to her. She said that once I said the name that it would have your attention. There is a ghost inside me, controlling some of my actions and watching me,” Trystan thought. 
 
    “I see. Tell me about the woman.” 
 
    “She is called the Dead Mother. She wants you to kneel to her so she can chop off your head. She has an army of corpses and skeletons in her throne room. We are going there now.” 
 
    “Does she have long black hair and very pale skin?” Professor Hart asked in Trystan’s mind. 
 
    “Yes,” Trystan said mentally. 
 
    The professor walked along with Trystan, hand touching his own chin “I know you may feel helpless Trystan but I can help us overcome. You have to remain positive. When we reach the throne room, focus on saving your friends. I will handle the rest. Whatever happens, get them out and to safety. Contact the magistrates as soon as possible.”  
 
    “Professor…I…” Trystan thought. 
 
    “Please follow my instructions. I cannot keep the ghost fooled much longer.” Professor Hart thought and the connection was broken. 
 
    Trystan kept his head down as they walked down the barren tunnel. Professor Hart put a hand on Trystan’s shoulder and gave him a pat. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we will get through this,” The professor smiled. 
 
    The rest of the journey was quiet except for the sounds of their boots in the dirt. Trystan flexed his hands as anxiety reared its ugly head again. Despite being close to Professor Hart, the fear and dread was overwhelming. The silence was deafening and the mage hoped the professor could help them. Trystan wished he could have figured a way out of this but that wasn’t how life worked sometimes. The fear was agonizing and the candle of hope had nearly gone out. The young mage took hold of that remaining tiny flame, mentally protecting it. He put trust in the professor and himself. They had to get through this, they had no choice. 
 
    The tunnel opened up. Trystan and Professor Hart walked into the cavernous throne room. Undead corpses stood in perfect formation on the left and right sides. The path was clear to the throne where the Dead Mother sat, mouth curling into a sardonic grin. Running white fingers down her own neck, she eyed Professor Hart like a wolf staring down its prey. 
 
    Trystan looked to the side. Sunara hung unconscious from the chains. Several undead held stone cocks to Nia but stopped short. They turned with hollow eyes toward the mage and professor. Trystan felt guilty for being glad that Nia appeared untouched. The others stared out unmoving, lost in some sort of trance. 
 
    Professor Hart looked to the chained students and back to the pale woman on the throne, “You are still as beautiful as I remember. Too bad this act of torturing students taints that beauty with ugliness.” 
 
    “Fredrick, so happy you can come and join our little gathering.” 
 
    “This isn’t the Vanessa I knew. The Vanessa I knew was a bright and vibrate woman with a hunger for knowledge,” Professor Hart said as she stepped forward. 
 
    The Dead Mother’s expression turned into a seething hate, “You let that Vanessa die. She loved you more than life itself but your eye wandered.” 
 
    “Vanessa, it has been a long time. There isn’t a day that passes that I don’t mourn for you. I truly cared and loved you. I was broken when you passed on.” 
 
    The Dead Mother stood up, “Passed on? You let me die! You didn’t take me seriously! You didn’t think I would do it!” The pale woman shouted. 
 
    Professor Hart’s head tilted forward in sorrow, “I thought you only had a passing fascination with me. I thought you would move on so I protected my heart. It was foolish to get involved with a student.” 
 
    With hands clenched, the professor continued, “I was the one to take you down from your noose. I helped with your burial. I have not touched another woman for the last twenty years because I could not bear to be with another soul.” 
 
    An insane laugh poured from the Dead Mother’s mouth, “It does not absolve you of your crimes. The Vanessa you remember is long dead. I’m a queen now of this undead realm. I have servants that give themselves willingly for my love. I only have one last task before I make the entire city of Stukarr my new palace. The soldiers in this room are only a taste of my armies deep in the tunnels. The college will be overrun with my beautiful death. Too bad you won’t be alive to see it.” 
 
    Professor Hart bent a knee to the dead queen, “Please, we don’t have to do this. Let the students go and we can discuss any punishment needed to ease your suffering.” 
 
    The Dead Mother’s eyes narrowed, “No. They will be dead anyway when I take the city. They will join the ranks of my dark army.” 
 
    Professor Hart’s jaw clenched and he stood up, “I want you to know that I do this reluctantly.” 
 
    Mist streamed from the professor’s back, landing next to him. The mist scattered and a voluptuous woman appeared in a silky robe. Trystan stared as she turned to the mage and winked. The mage at first thought she was human until he noticed the fox like ears pointing through her long brown hair. Her face was beautiful with oval eyes and delicate features. A long thick tail covered in reddish brown fur swished side to side from her lower back. More fur covered the back of her hands and small claws protruded from her fingertips. Fur covered the tops of her bare feet. 
 
    “Lana, help Trystan,” Professor Hart said simply. 
 
    The undead in unison pulled swords from decayed sheaths and took battle stances. Trystan looked to Nia and emotion welled up. The power from it was enough for the mage to eject the ghost inside him. Santiago grunted as his spirit was forced out. Trystan made quick hand signals and water burst from the bottles in his robe. The entire throne room erupted into chaos. 
 
    The Dead Mother pointed a pale hand. Black lightning burst forth, streaking toward the professor. Professor Hart whipped up his hand as stone cracked underneath him. Large pieces of rock shot into the air, blocking the black lightning and channeling it back to the stony floor. The Dead Mother laughed hysterically as she pointed both hands and more lighting erupted. 
 
    Streams of water floated around Trystan as he readied himself. The dead on both sides converged. Before the mage could lash out, the air was filled with a high-pitched whistling. Skulls exploded and bodies cracked as something invisible struck them. Trystan turned his head to see the fox like familiar moving hands with complicated grace. The very air vibrated as Trystan opened his senses to see mana turning the air into invisible swords and arrows. In all directions, decayed bodies were shattered to dust. Lana moved with closed eyes, smirking as sharp air cut down anything standing around them. 
 
    Behind the undead horde, skeletal archers pulled on bow strings. A hail of arrows shot into the air and down on Trystan and Lana. The fox familiar’s eyebrow creased as the air took hold of each and every single arrow, turning them in midair and raining them down on the dead army. The undead continued to surge forward as they were peppered with arrows. 
 
    Two streams of mist flowed from Trystan’s arms. Sylk and Bella appeared next to their master as the streams of water circled all three. The mage made a hand gesture and the water turned into rows of thin spikes. Fingers moving, the spikes shot out, slamming into skulls and bursting them into dust. Trystan took more water spikes and focused them into one area. Water penetrated every corpse in their way, causing them to fall to the side with each strike to the face. Bella let her arms turn into long tentacles, ends sharpening into blades. Slicing, she kept the undead at bay from both sides.  
 
    Trystan ran forward through the path of broken bodies to his chained friends. Sylk and Bella were at his side, slicing and smashing anything that moved too close. The ranks of the dead closed in but the mage used the water he controlled to keep the pathway open. Glancing over his shoulder, Lana floated into the air, magically redirecting arrows back into the marching undead. When that was proving no longer effective, swords made of air spun at the archers in the back, slicing off arms and through bows.  
 
    Black energy poured from the Dead Mother’s open hands. Intense eyes focused on the professor as he moved closer. Animated corpses surrounded the man as he looked up to the pale woman. Swords and axes rose, gleaming in the luminous blue light. The Dead Mother took one step forward, anticipation leaking into her eyes. Professor Hart took a small breath as the swords and axes sliced downward. 
 
    The Professor’s heart stopped as mana flowed. The power grew into a maelstrom of unseen power. When his heart beat in his chest, a shockwave boomed. The hot sound formed a bubble and moved outward in every direction. All undead surrounding the professor was immediately disintegrated. Weapons were shattered and carried on with the shockwave. Hot metal sliced and penetrated undead.  
 
    The Dead Mother began singing, mana leaping from her throat. A glowing shield formed around her body as the shockwave struck. It was enough to shatter the undead queen’s shield and send her spiraling to the foot of her throne, staring at her former lover in terrible awe. 
 
    Professor Hart slowly walked up the stone steps, a perfect circle of dust and shattered bodies all around him. Shadows covered his eyes as he made his way to the top and remained there. The Dead Mother pointed a shaky hand as black bolts of death energy streaked at the professor. Professor Hart stood his ground, the black energy stopping before him and began swirling around his body. 
 
    “You haven’t beaten me yet,” The Dead Mother said with a harsh whisper. 
 
    Ghostly spirits emerged from walls, dozens of them. They darted toward the lone figure threatening their queen. Professor Hart kept his arms to his side but made a quick hand signal. The spiraling dark energy whipping around his body stopped and formed an orb. Black Spikes emerged from the dark energy and the orb centered over the professor’s head. When ghostly spirits crowded toward him, the orb exploded, sending shards of black energy in every direction. Every spirit was impaled where their heart used to beat. Moaning cries filled the throne room before they were silenced, ghostly bodies fading away to nothing. 
 
    The Dead Mother was on her feet. Black energy poured from her hand, twisting and forming a large blade, “I remember your skill with a sword was lacking, lover.” 
 
    Professor Hart sighed, “It hasn’t gotten any better,” Hands outstretched, air whirled into a white short sword in one hand and a white shield in another.  
 
    “One last dance,” The Dead Mother said and charged. 
 
    Trystan reached Nia as she hung from rusty chains. Undead clamored toward them with Sylk and Bella keeping them at bay. The fox familiar continued her storm of air blades in all directions. Despite keeping the dead at bay, their numbers were pushing at their limits. For every corpse Lana took down, several more took their place. Sylk screamed, sending focused shock waves at the dead but they resisted her power. Bella continued to slice at them but some dead grabbed at her blade tentacles, draining bits of mana with every touch.  
 
    The young mage knew they needed reinforcements. Knowing his mana was low, he looked to the chains. He cursed his beginner skill with earth spells. He couldn’t break the chains and the water whipping around keeping the dead at bay was getting weaker. If he pulled the water to snap the chains, then the dead would take the advantage. Keeping his own fear at bay, the mage looked for something to wake his friends and free them. Hand touching his robe, the mage’s eyes widened. Fishing into an inner pocket, he pulled his invisible phantom potion. 
 
    An undead hand scratched at Sylk’s arm, draining more mana. The siren screeched and stumbled back. Bella coiled a tentacle around the siren while striking out at the dead. Several more dead took hold of Bella’s blue tentacles and the slime screamed. The horde was overpowering them. Bella pushed Sylk back, the siren landing behind their master. Sylk was back on her feet as Bella turned to the horde once again.  
 
    “Oh no you don’t!” Sylk shouted as she planted her webbed feet and crotched down. 
 
    The siren leaped forward, shoulder smashing into undead. Tumbling, small claws sliced at boney knees and shins. The dead descended on her. The blue siren took a deep breath and screamed. Emotion and power surged as the siren gave it everything she had. The scream grew in pitch and intensity before exploding inches from her mouth. The vibrations did nothing to the siren but the undead around her were hurtled in all directions. Bella was knocked to the stony floor. Trystan lifting the potion to Nia’s lips was thrown into her. 
 
    Splashes of potion touched Nia’s lips and partially open mouth. Trystan pulled his head back, staring. Seconds passed. Bella moved forward to Sylk who lay on the floor, eyes half closed and moaning. The slime lifted her up and held her close. 
 
    “That was all I had,” The siren said weakly. 
 
    “I will protect you to the end,” Bella said softly. 
 
    Thirty feet away, undead picked themselves up and shambled toward the fallen slime and siren. Sparks flew with each weapon clash as the professor and the dead queen continued to match blow for blow. The air vibrated with their power as neither could get a strike in edgewise. Trystan held Nia close, hoping the potion would work soon. Nia faded from view. The mage stepped back. A moment later, Nia was on all fours on the floor. The ghost inhabiting her body floated away, shaking its head and confusion in its dead eyes. 
 
    “Trystan?” Nia asked as she looked at him with confused expression. 
 
     “Nia, we need you! We need your fire!” Trystan shouted. 
 
    Nia shook off the cobwebs and stood up on shaky legs. Mist flowed and Red fang was at her side. The wolfish brute flexed his jaw at the undead moving toward them. Focused eyes stared back and a stream of fire burst from his mouth. Nia made hand signals and whispered arcane words. Fire balls burst from her hands, streaking the short distance and exploding against dead bodies.  
 
    Trystan moved to Sunara and splashed a little of the potion to her lips and mouth and then moved to Aznara and finally Reeko. Nia could feel her true self returning. Concentrating, the fire mage unleashed fire spell after fire spell, burning down the dead. Bella hugged Sylk close and a stream of fire flowed above their heads, burning the dead moving toward them. Red Fang stepped with conviction as he blasted the dead back. The siren gave a weak smile and waved at him as he stepped passed them. The fiery familiar winked as he walked pass and stood in front of them, burning the undead to ashes. 
 
    Reeko shook his green head side to side, mist flowing from him. Wendy the ogre appeared and hefted her club. The ogre began swinging her weapon as the goblin cast a spell. Stones rose into the air and shot off in all directions, missing friends and smashing skulls. Aznara appeared and looked to her sister who was lying on the floor motionless. The succubus rushed to her side, holding her close and trying to wake her. 
 
    Black blade clashing against a white shield, the Dead Mother laughed. Professor Hart saw that he could have swiped her leg but hesitated. Energy ran from her hand into the blade, surging into an explosion. The white shield cracked and shattered. Professor Hart raised his blade but it was too late. Slashing through the floating remnants of the white shield, the blade cut into the professor’s shoulder. Professor Hart grunted as pain welled up and blood rose to the surface. 
 
    “You always had trouble focusing your attacks,” The Dead Mother smiled. 
 
    Dropping the white blade, it vanished before it hit the ground. The Professor fell to his knees, clutching at his bleeding shoulder.  
 
    “Even now I can’t bring myself to hurt you.”  
 
    The Dead Mother grinned wildly as she raised her black blade, “I’m happy that will be your last pathetic thought before I slice off your head. Goodbye lover.” 
 
    The Dead Mother brought her blade down when a white sword struck it in mid swing. Lana flew through the air, hands moving and white blades appearing around her. The Dead Mother pulled back, a song rising up her throat. A glowing song shield cascaded around her pale body in the red dress. The fox familiar growled as a storm of white swords darted toward the undead queen. Several struck the glowing bubble and bounced off. In a flash, Lana held one of the swords in her slender hand and darted forward. The dead queen continued to sing as the blade point penetrated the shield. The familiar stayed in the air, pushing with all her might, inching the blade in. The Dead Mother held her ground, singing and two black blades appearing in her hands. Lana’s white sword was half way through the shield and a fireball struck the side of it. The Dead Mother whipped away as the shield collapsed and the white sword imbedded itself in the throne. 
 
    Nia spoke the words and another fireball appeared in her hand. Hurtling it, the dead queen stepped aside as it soared passed. Blades up, she was ready to drive them into the unarmed fox familiar. Professor Hart cast a spell, snagging the fireball in midair, redirecting it at his former lover and student. 
 
    The Dead Mother screamed as the fireball exploded against her back. Falling forward, eyes wide in burning pain, she continued to scream. Trystan turned to the wailing woman. Professor Hart watched with intense eyes. Something unshaped slipped from the pale flesh. The professor cast a spell to snare it but it sank into the stone floor and it was gone. 
 
    The Dead Mother sobbed as black tears rolled down from the corners of her eyes, sadness and confusion raining down on her senses. Lana created an air sword and was ready to bring it down when Professor Hart put a hand up, halting her action. 
 
    The undead woman looked to Professor Hart with tears in her eyes, “Fredrick…..why…..I……” 
 
    The Professor managed to make it to his feet and closed the distance between them. Falling again to his knees, he stared at the confused woman. 
 
    “Vanessa, what happened?” The professor winced in pain. 
 
    The dead woman looked around. The dead in the room stopped their attack. Skeletons and corpses looked side to side. With the fight taken out of them, they shambled off down tunnels. Trystan and Nia watched as the throne room cleared out. Soon there was nothing left but broken undead bodies and their motley group. 
 
    “Fredrick…..I…only see flashes, moments of time,” Vanessa looked to his bleeding shoulder. 
 
    Crawling to him, pale hands pressed his robe to the wound, tears streaming down, “I did this. I hurt you.” 
 
    Professor Hart looked into her crying eyes, “I’m just glad my Vanessa is back.” 
 
    “It has been so cold here,” Vanessa sobbed. 
 
    Professor Hart reached out with his arm and held her close to his chest, his body warming her cold flesh.  
 
     “We will work it out. Right now, I’m just happy you are yourself,” Professor Hart smiled and held her close. 
 
    Nia moved close to Trystan. The mage turned to her and held her fiercely. Reeko went to the two succubi and assisted with getting the now awake Sunara to her feet. Bella continued to hold the weakened siren as they stared at their master, tears streaming down his own face as he rocked back and forth with Nia in his arms. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fourteen 
 
    Trystan leaned back in his chair, his spell book open and ink drying. The mage spent the last few hours going over everything he had experienced. Tapping the feathered quill to his cheek, he wondered if there was anything he missed. Memories flowed as the mage recounted his harrowing experience, and the new spells he used and fashioned.  
 
    Thinking back, he remembered how everyone steadily made their way out of the subterranean labyrinth to the surface, the dead woman Vanessa helping the wounded professor. Images of their smiling faces swirled when they breathed in fresh night air. Magistrates descended on them, quick to assist and find out what had happened. 
 
    The mage thought about Nia and a small smile appeared. They were all a little shaken but for the most part unharmed. Nia couldn’t let go of him and neither could he for her. The experience seemed to bring them even closer. 
 
    The Headmaster and Headmistress had called them in one by one for their version of the dark experience. Trystan did his best to tell his side but knowingly left out bits and pieces of information. He didn’t want Mistress Jenny to get in trouble for what that happened between them. The mage also left out the part concerning the Libro Nocte. As much as he wanted to talk about it, he knew he would have to search for the answers on his own. Memories floated on as he remembered checking his robe for the cell phone and found it no longer with him. The mage guessed that the ghost Santiago must have pulled it from his pocket during the battle. Without the cell phone and the book long gone, he had nothing to explain to them. The mage decided he would do his own quest to find out what spell was taken from the mysterious black book. 
 
    Sunara made it through her ordeal with no lasting effect. Aznara harassed her sister as soon as they were at the hospital. The succubi teased each other and carried on like nothing had happened. 
 
    The Dead Mother was escorted to a special cell to await trial for her crimes. The dead woman did not kill anyone but she did hurt a great many people and Para humans, not to mention the damage to the city. Professor Hart went to visit her every night so they could talk about her past. The professor was kind enough to impart some of that information to Trystan, telling him that since Vanessa died, she rose up and wandered the cemetery and labyrinth under the city, afraid and in mourning for when she took her own life. About a year ago, her memory started to become hazy and she only remembered waking up when she was burned. Professor Hart was positive that the trial would be fair and he would do what he could to defend her. 
 
    The goblin Reeko became the new celebrity of Stukarr City. His actions during the party caused his pointy green face to be in every news feed across Stukarr. The college ate it up, hoping it would bring human and para human relations that much closer. The added publicity would show how other para humans could come to the city and know they would be welcomed. Trystan was happy for him and he could take all the fame he wanted. It was odd to Trystan when he received a text from the goblin saying “I’m in your debt,” The mage shrugged it off. He didn’t want debts; he just wanted people to be happy. 
 
    When the smoke settled, Sylk and Bella were ravenous. Trystan could still feel the aches as they drained him over and over until they were full. Even now, the familiars slept on his skin, dreaming good dreams. 
 
    Trystan thought about his own sleep. The nightmares were gone and he rested better than he ever did before. Knowing that his actions were in part done by a sadistic ghost didn’t make him feel completely better but he knew that he would work through it as best as he could. Questions still plagued his mind but the mage figured everything will show itself at the proper time. 
 
    The mage returned to work at the library. Mistress Jenny at first apologized profusely about falling asleep. She went on and on about how that never happens to her. When she tried to arrange another secret encounter, Trystan was polite. He explained what they had was special and they didn’t need to do more to ruin that one beautiful time. Mistress Jenny at first seemed to be okay with that but as days passed, her advances became more overt. The mage wondered how long he could keep her at bay. 
 
    Looking down at his writing, the mage dipped his quill and began scribbling some more notes. A knock at the door caused him to stop and he peered over his shoulder to his dormitory door. 
 
    “Come in,” The mage shouted. 
 
    Silence for a long moment before another knock. 
 
    The mage sighed, closing his spell book and standing up. Walking to the door, he opened it and nearly fell back in horror. Something skeletal looked at him with wide eyes. Laughing poured in from the doorway as Nia pulled off the skeletal mask. 
 
    “I should have had my phone out to record the look on your face,” Nia smiled. 
 
    “You nearly gave me a heart attack,” Trystan said while taking a deep breath. 
 
    Nia held up a second mask in her other hand, “Come on, the Pumpkin Festival is starting in an hour.” 
 
    Trystan took the mask and held it up, “Why do we have to wear these again?” 
 
    “Old history ritual, you wear these so the dead cannot recognize you. I figured after last week, we need all the help we can get.” 
 
    Nia stepped forward and took hold of his shirt. Bringing him close, lips touched. Pulling away with a glint in her eye, she gave a seductive smile, “Besides, the dead may rise up and join the festival,” The fire mage said in a spooky voice. 
 
    “I hope not,” Trystan smiled and placed the skull mask over his face. 
 
    “Well I for one can’t wait to bar hop after the festival. After the last few weeks the whole city is going party pretty hard,” Nia said as she put on her own mask. 
 
    Trystan nodded, “Shall we be off?”  
 
    Nia entwined her arm around Trystan’s and the couple entered the hallway, closing the door behind them. 
 
    The streets were alive with masked people. Paper floats moved along the cobbled streets as music played from loud speakers. Nia pulled Trystan by the arm as they made their way through crowds of happy people. Mugs of ale clashed as red-faced people cheered shouting “Happy Pumpkin Festival!” 
 
    The sun dipped low in the sky, turning the once brilliant blue into a burning orange. Kids ran along the streets taking candies from store owners and screaming their delight. White ghosts made from sheets hung from windows, billowing in the wind. Nia shouted her joy, joining in another group as they sang badly into the dimming sky. Trystan smiled as Nia went on and on, crooning like the other drunks. They too had partaken as they enjoyed the festival but Nia was in rare form. The mage wondered if he should catch up so they could be sloppy drunk together. 
 
    Nia turned around, her eyes on Trystan’s neck, “I want you so bad,” She said biting her own lip. 
 
    “What about the evening of drunken bar hopping?” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “I’m already there and all I can think about is riding you to the sunrise,” Nia slurred a little. 
 
    “How about one bar and then we can go back to my place?” Trystan breathed in slivers of her scent. 
 
    “You’re going to make me beg, aren’t you?” Nia pressed her lips to his neck and began sucking. 
 
    Trystan let out a small laugh as her mouth tickled him. The sucking intensified and the mage had to pull her away. Nia looked down and could already see a bruise begin to form.  
 
    “I want to do that all over your body,” Nia said while licking her lips. 
 
    The mage looked at his intoxicated lover. Memories of their life together filtered into his mind. They had come so far and their feelings for each other only grew. The mage wanted nothing more than to take her back and make love all night to the sounds of the festival but he remained insistent only so they could have this wondrous memory together. 
 
    “One bar,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “One bar. Should I call you master now?” Nia leered. 
 
    “We can take turns,” Trystan returned her leer with a happy smile. 
 
    Trystan and Nia hurried along. One bar later, they joined in with the crowds as they sang their drunken merriment. The sun faded behind the horizon and night cast its cool shroud over the city. Trystan had taken his fill of drink when his own senses began to waver and spin. Nia looked to him with hungry eyes and the mage had no choice in the matter. They had long lost their skeleton masks anyway. 
 
    Stumbling out into the streets, the two mages continued on, nearly falling all over each other. Nia couldn’t keep her hands of the mage, pulling him toward her and pressing her lips to his. Walking like a four-legged creature, they spun and turned trying to get their footing while not breaking their kiss.  
 
    The lovers slipped into an alleyway and Nia pushed Trystan against a brick wall. Hands unbuckling his belt, the red head worked feverishly to open it. Trystan looked down with half closed eyes and then back at Nia. Belt undone, Nia worked to undo his pants and pull down his zipper. 
 
    “We are just a few blocks from the dorm,” Trystan slurred and wasn’t sure it came out the way it sounded. 
 
    “I need that cock,” Nia said with heat in her voice. 
 
    Trystan put his hands to her shoulders and held her for a moment. Nia struggled and squirmed but couldn’t break his grip. Glancing up, shyness overcame her. 
 
     “Stop staring at me,” Nia let out in a little whine. 
 
    “I have to stare at you. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever known. I just needed to say that.” 
 
    Nia continued to squirm. Breaking free she straightened her clothes, “I feel vulnerable when you look at me like that.” 
 
    Trystan stayed against the wall, shadows covering his body, “It’s the truth.” 
 
    Nia looked Trystan in the eyes, “You are the most handsome man I have ever known,” Nia paused before continuing, “Now let’s get to your bed so we can fuck,” The fire mage said a little too loudly. 
 
    Nia stepped away and stumbled. The walls moved of their own accord and the mage was finding it difficult to keep her balance. A cold chill ran down her spine as she stepped to the mouth of the alleyway, one hand reaching out to help steady herself. 
 
    “Come on lover, we….,” Nia stopped when she turned around. 
 
    The darken alley was empty. Shadows streaked across the same wall Trystan was standing a moment ago. Nia turned around, eyes looking for any hint of him. Panic gripped her heart as she moved down the alley, her breath quickening.  
 
    “Trystan, this isn’t funny,” Nia said and her voice cracked. 
 
    Nothing moved. Only the distant sounds of the festival filled the air. Nia went to the wall and turned around. Eyes looking in every corner, her heart skipped a beat. Emptiness surrounded the mage. Hands moving, she cast a spell. Senses grew sharp. The sounds of the festival grew louder and the darkness pulled back but there was no sign of the blue mage. 
 
    “Trystan…..?” Nia said, her eyes filling with tears. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Blue Mage: The Witch Trial 
 
    One 
 
    A cold wind caressed Trystan’s face. Blinking, eyes took in orange leaves, blue sky and small puffy white clouds. The mage’s body was still as his eyes moved around, taking in his surroundings. Bird song filled the crisp autumn air. Trees swayed gently in the breeze and a small fire crackled nearby. Turning his head, the fire blazed its life-giving heat. 
 
    The mage tried to move his arms and soreness bit into muscles. Moving his legs, the biting escalated into an acidic gnawing. The warmth of the sleeping bag kept him in place for a long moment. Sitting up, the mage gazed out into sparse woods. Pushing at the sleeping bag, the edge rolled off and a chill touched him. Clothes disheveled, misty breath fell from his lips as he tried to shake away the mental cobwebs. 
 
    Emptiness filled his memories. The last thing Trystan could remember was being with Nia during the Pumpkin festival. They were having an intimate moment and then darkness. Try as he might, the only other memory to fill his head was the present. One moment he was in Stukarr and now he was in the middle of nowhere. 
 
    Mist flowed off Trystan’s arm. The mage watched as a blue siren formed next to him. Sylk was on her knees, webbed hands rubbing her closed eyes. Yawning, she turned to her master and opened her sleep filled eyes. 
 
    “Master?” the siren said as she finished her yawn. 
 
    “Do you remember anything? How did we get out here?” Trystan said as he opened the sleeping bag completely. 
 
    “No Master. I remember watching you and Nia talking before…..” The siren trailed off. 
 
    The mage was on his feet. Hands pulled at his clothes. His wardrobe seemed like it was put on in a hurry. Fixing himself up, the mage scanned the area. Through the trees he spotted a road. 
 
    Sylk stood up, “I feel confused. I can’t think straight.” 
 
    “I feel that way too,” Trystan looked down at the sleeping bag. 
 
    The sleeping bag was not his. The logs of wood in the fire were neatly placed. Aside from that, there was nothing else. There was no back pack, tent or supplies. The mage could only guess that he was left out here with just enough so he didn’t freeze during the night. 
 
    “Let’s walk to the road. Maybe we can find our way back Stukarr,” Trystan began walking. 
 
    “Yes Master,” Sylk said and yawned again. 
 
    Trystan could feel the emptiness sitting in his mind like a stone. The walk to the road was quick. Standing in the middle of the empty road, he looked in both directions. Sylk stepped out of the woods and stood by her master. Both sets of eyes took in the patches of woods, dirt road and pointed spires in the distance. 
 
    “Well, there is Stukarr,” Trystan shrugged and began walking. 
 
    “What do you think happened?” The siren sighed. The mental cobwebs were still there, slowing her down. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Trystan said flatly. 
 
    With each step, the weariness began to bleed away. The muscle ache was annoying but manageable. Trystan felt like he just woke up from a hundred-year sleep. Looking to his familiar, she seemed to be suffering the same effects. The mage let his senses touch Bella. The blue slime was still asleep on his skin, her mind quiet. 
 
    Master and familiar walked on. The mage again tried to remember anything but his mind came up blank. The more they walked, the more a burning sensation flared on his chest. At first Trystan thought it was just him waking up but the burning intensified. Scratching at his chest only made the burning burst with needle like pains. Trystan pulled at his shirt and looked down. Eyes grew to the size of saucers. Sylk looked over with concern in her oval eyes. 
 
    “What is it, master?” 
 
    Trystan pulled his shirt open to reveal the left side of his chest. Sylk stepped closer, a webbed hand reaching out. Fingers hovered as she stared. A jagged spiral was inked into the mage’s chest. Black lines with purple swirls ran along the spiral as it grew smaller toward the middle. Sylk touched it causing Trystan to wince. 
 
    “I’m sorry Master,” The siren said pulling away. 
 
    “It’s okay. It feels tender.” 
 
    The siren put her face close to the design, “I can sense powerful mana.” 
 
    Trystan opened his senses. The spiral felt like a living thing, moving slightly and pulsing with a faint heartbeat. Another cold breeze flowed over the mage and a shiver ran up his spin. He wasn’t dressed to be out in this cold air for too long. Letting go of his shirt, the mage pressed on. 
 
    Reaching the city entrance, the guards eyed him suspiciously. Trystan was ready to tilt his head down and keep walking when one of the guards stopped him. 
 
    “Are you well? You are very pale,” The guard leaned his spear against the city wall, ready to assist. 
 
    “Yea. The Pumpkin festival can get a little crazy,” Trystan said while trying to come off easy going. 
 
    “Pumpkin Festival? That was three days ago. You must have had one hell of a time,” The guard smirked. 
 
    Trystan tried to keep the shock from his eyes. Sylk felt the mental impact from her master and immediately stepped in. 
 
    “My master really knows how to party. He finally wore himself down. I’m taking him home so he can rest. No more parties for him,” Sylk smiled. 
 
    The guard looked from Trystan to the familiar, “Good thing. He doesn’t look well. You should be careful outside the city gates. Monsters still prowl the wilds. I don’t care how many civilized ones we have here in the city; we have to be careful of all the uncivilized ones still out there.” 
 
    Sylk put her arm around her master’s waist, “I will be sure to remind him.” 
 
    “On your way then,” The guard gave a half smile to the mage and familiar. 
 
    The two continued walking onto cobbled streets. City folk were starting their day. Most didn’t even notice the dazed mage with his familiar. Trystan spent the moments trying to organize his thoughts but the shock whipped at him like an angry serpent. 
 
    “Master, three days? How could we have lost so much time?” 
 
    “We have to see someone about this.”  
 
    “Professor Hart or Headmaster and Headmistress?” Sylk held her master a bit tighter. 
 
    “No. We can’t go to them, not yet,” A sinking feeling pulled at his heart. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We can’t get them involved. We don’t have any answers and I’m not sure how much they should know. If they use magical means to recover my memory, they might find out about the Libro Nocte,” Trystan said with a low voice. 
 
    The mage remembered the shadowy book. He only witnessed a few pages from it but icy tendrils dug into his mind with forbidden wanting. Trystan had made mental notes to find out everything he could about the book since it disappeared. After they stopped the Dead Mother from turning them into her undead slaves, the mage was going to divert some of his efforts to find out why a ritual from the book was important enough to send an undead army after it. He knew if he spoke of it to the Headmaster and Headmistress then they would stop his efforts. Something deep down hungered to know and the mage found it impossible to say no. 
 
    “But the book is gone and we lost three days. They can help……” 
 
    Trystan gave Sylk a hard stare, “I said no.” 
 
    Sylk’s eyes stared at her master’s and then lowered to his chest. Trystan’s hard stare melted away. He curled his arms around the siren and held her close. 
 
    “We have to keep this to ourselves. I don’t want to chance hurting people we know. You understand?” 
 
    The siren snuggled her face into her master’s chest, “I do. I’m worried about you. I’m worried about us.” 
 
    “My powerful siren is worried?” Trystan said playfully. 
 
    Sylk smiled, “I will always worry about you.” 
 
    “I feel the same. We will get through this. Right now, let’s keep it quiet until we know more.” 
 
    “What about Nia?” 
 
    A gloomy cloud surrounded the mage’s mind. He knew Nia must be worried sick. The whole college could be out looking for them right now. Trystan knew he had to do damage control if he was going to find out what happened. 
 
    “The old Ink Witch on Crescent street might be able to tell us what the spiral on my chest means. After that we can meet with Nia. Hopefully she hasn’t gotten anyone else involved.” 
 
    Trystan fished into his pocket and touched his cell phone. Taking it out, he tapped at the screen with no effect. The phone died and he had to recharge it. He dreaded to think of the messages left on his voicemail. Pushing it away, he had to focus on one thing at a time. Uncurling his arms from Sylk, the mage walked on. 
 
    Trystan reached Crescent Street. Sunlight was touching the tops of buildings from the East. Horses plodded along with carriages in tow. It appeared like a normal morning in the city. Sylk stayed close to her master as they ambled along. The mage quickly tried to work out a believable story. Knowing Nia, anything he said she would see right through it. With her he would have to be as honest as he could be.  
 
    Thoughts of the Ink Witch Bertha filtered into Trystan’s mind. The old Ink Witch had lived in Stukarr all her life. She liked to hand out small bags of cookies. Trystan saw her most days when he walked to work and would take a bag of her delicious cookies. They would even strike up conversations and she would pat his butt when he had to leave. The thought caused a small smile to bloom. The mage knew she had a lot of knowledge and she would be his best bet to find out more.  
 
    The Ink Witch sign swayed from a small pole. Trystan stayed positive as they approached. A list of questions formed when he reached the front door. His hand stopped at the handle when he noticed the smaller hanging sign under the bigger sign. 
 
    The small sign read “Under New Management.” 
 
    The mage hesitated to walk in. Doubt loomed as he wasn’t sure he should enter. Sylk looked to her master with concern. The mage took a deep breath. With little options left to him, he took hold of the door handle and pushed in. 
 
    A bell chimed as the mage and familiar walked in. Incense burned and blanketed the shop with exotic scents. Three reclining chairs sat in the back with a counter off to the right. Ingredients sat in jars while a shelf held thick tomes. Trystan could remember his first time entering the Ink Witch parlor back in Sapphire Cove. Warm thoughts of the Ink Witch spilled into his thoughts. It was only a few months ago but it felt like a lifetime had passed. 
 
    Hands pushed through a hanging bead curtain in the back. Trystan looked over and his heart skipped a beat. Sylk’s mouth turned into a broad smile. The siren raced forward, arms out. The Ink Witch stepped into view and a cheery smile flashed. She wore a steeple black hat with raven black hair spilling behind her. A small black shawl covered smooth shoulders. Tight black top covered large breasts but showed ample cleavage. Tight black leather pants adhered to her hourglass figure with leather boots completing the look. 
 
    “Gwen!” Sylk screeched as she hugged the Ink Witch around the waist. 
 
    “Hello little one,” Gwen smiled as she hugged her back. 
 
    Eyes drifted up to the startled mage standing by the entrance, “It’s good to see you Trystan.”  
 
    “Gwen? Gwen Azure?” The mage said dumbfounded. 
 
    “The one and only,” The witch smiled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    Trystan took a shaky step forward. He couldn’t believe his eyes as the Ink Witch let go of Sylk and eyed the mage with a bright gaze. The mage thought back to when he first met her in Sapphire Cove. He was drunk and Nia forced him into her shop so he could finally get a familiar. Kindness floated around her as she spoke with him, trying to help him pick a familiar suited to his personality.  
 
    The mage stopped walking halfway to her. Memories of her in his dreams poured through his soul. He remembered how hurt he was. She touched his mind and healed him so he could continue on the very quest she set him on.  
 
    “Trystan, are you okay?” Gwen stepped forward, her smile fading into concern. 
 
    Trystan reached out and took hold of the counter edge, “Yea, I just need a moment.” 
 
    “You look like you’ve seen some trouble,” Gwen stepped close. 
 
    Trystan immediately noticed her jasmine perfume, “I wish I could tell you what kind of trouble,” Weakness began to seep into his muscles. 
 
    Sylk rushed to her master and took his arm. Gwen took the other arm and guided the shaky mage to one of the reclining seats. Sitting down, Trystan felt the plush leather against him and he sank further into the chair. 
 
    Gwen turned to the siren, “How long has he been like this?” 
 
    Sylk’s head tilted down, “Since this morning.” 
 
    Gwen looked down at Trystan, “Are your hurt? What happened to you?” 
 
    Trystan sighed and started to talk. Gwen listened as Trystan told her how he woke up in the middle of the nearby woods and the missing three days. When he finished, he pulled open his shirt and showed the spiral tattoo over his heart. The Ink Witch leaned in close, fingers touching his chest and sliding along the spiral edge. The mage looked down but his eyes wandered to Gwen’s smooth neck. 
 
    “I don’t want to alarm you but I’ve never seen anything like this before,” Gwen said as she stood back up. 
 
    Trystan covered up his chest again, “Is Bertha here? Maybe she can help?” 
 
    Gwen shook her head, “Bertha moved to Sapphire Cove. She said city life was getting too much for her. She wanted a slower pace so she could relax more. We had been talking for a while about switching locations. A week ago, we decided to do it.” 
 
    Gwen’s hand touched Trystan’s arm, “She told me what a fine and polite young man you are, spending time talking to her and asking for her cookies.” 
 
    Trystan could feel his face redden a little, “Um…yea….well she has great cookies.” 
 
    “Maybe one day you can try my cookies and compare,” Gwen said with a playful smirk. 
 
    Trystan’s face glowed hot and he quickly tried to change the subject, “Could this spiral be a familiar or maybe some kind of curse?” 
 
    Gwen crinkled her brow, “I can’t say for sure. It’s infused with a lot of mana.” 
 
    Trystan sat forward, “Can it be removed?” 
 
    “Since it is over your heart, I would not attempt to remove it. When magic like this is removed, it can cause a shock to the system. I fear there would be a chance it would stop your heart in the process. If it was anywhere else on your body, it would be safer.” 
 
    “Someone did this to me. I need to find out why,” Trystan said with a dark edge. 
 
    Gwen touched his shoulder, “I can help but it may take some time. For something like this to be inked into your skin, there must be an outcome or desired effect. I can research it and see if I can come up with something but you may have to sit tight for a while.” 
 
    Trystan tried to not let his eyes wander to Gwen’s cleavage, “For a while?” 
 
    Gwen squeezed his shoulder, “I haven’t seen this technique before. I will have to research it and see if there is a safe way to remove it. It will take time.” 
 
    The mage was silent. 
 
    Gwen continued, “I promise to do what I can to help you. See me once a week so I can keep an eye on it.” 
 
    Sylk leaned in close to her master, “Master, you don’t think Freya did this?” 
 
    Trystan turned to his blue haired siren, “I don’t know what to think.” 
 
    Gwen’s eyebrow raised, “Freya Kilborn? I remember her when I inked her two familiars. A rude young woman. Why do you think she had anything to do with this?” 
 
    “We dated,” Trystan sighed. 
 
    Gwen looked to Trystan’s defeated eyes and nodded, “What happened to the beautiful red head?” 
 
    “Nia is here in Stukarr. I have to get to her and tell her I’m okay,” Trystan could feel the worm of depression boring into his heart. 
 
    The mage sank into his thoughts. The possibility that Freya did this to him was one of his first thoughts. He remembered how she taunted him as she escaped. She promised she would hurt him and Nia any chance she could, but doubt lingered. It had only been a few months since their fight. Knowing Freya, she would be making a big show of it but he hadn’t heard a peep from her. Trystan thought that she may have been so busy with her studies at the Shadow College that she wouldn’t have time to come after him. If it wasn’t Freya, then who would go through the trouble of putting him to sleep and having some strange tattoo inked into his chest? 
 
    “I feel we may have a lot to talk about. No need to rush it. I believe you may have to contact everyone you know and tell them you’re okay.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “Thank you.” 
 
    “Your welcome. On your next visit, you will have to tell me about the night you fought off the dead. The video was a bit blurry but everyone back at Sapphire Cove saw it. They put a picture of you above the bar at the Serpent Inn.” 
 
    Trystan thought back to his old watering hole. The bartender hated him because he always asked for water and turned it into ale to save money. Now he wondered how they would treat him if he walked into the place. 
 
    “Can you walk, Master?” 
 
    Trystan nodded. He stood up slowly and the weakness had subsided. Sylk put her arm around his waist and walked alongside him. 
 
    Gwen looked to master and familiar and couldn’t repress her grin, “Don’t be a stranger. Stop by any time.” 
 
    Trystan and Sylk looked back and returned the smile. The two exited the shop into the morning sun. 
 
    *** 
 
    Fingers tapped at the small wooden table. Trystan clenched his fist whenever a few patrons would look over at the nervous mage. He had been sitting for about ten minutes and the waiting was driving him mad. Looking down at his phone, he watched as it charged slowly on a charging plate. He thought about how Nia sounded when she finally heard his voice. She was elated and nearly in tears the moment he spoke to her. Waiting at their favorite café only made time move slower. Glancing down, he watched as his cell phone read 20%. 
 
    Trystan took a deep breath and closed his eyes. Spreading out his senses, he could feel Sylk monitoring him from his arm, her inky body shifting when he turned his head in her direction. Searching, the mage mentally touched Bella. The slime was still peacefully sleeping on his left arm. She had not stirred since they woke up this morning and the mage was growing more and more concerned. Thinking back, he should have had Gwen look at her and make sure she was okay. Now he sat and wondered if he should prod her awake. 
 
    “One problem at a time,” Trystan whispered under his breath. 
 
    Opening his eyes, Trystan looked down at his charging phone. A whispered curse rose up his throat seeing the charging level was still at 20%. 
 
    “Can I get you anything?” said a voice above him. 
 
    Trystan’s head swiveled so fast, the waitress took a tiny step back, “Oh…Hi…Two coffees please,” The mage stammered. 
 
    The waitress with a small lizard on her shoulder nodded and quickly walked away. The mage put his hands to the side of his head. The morning was already a strange one and he had to keep it together. The soreness in his muscles made him edgy and his heart beat with confused uncertainty. 
 
    The front door to the café opened. Trystan’s heart leaped in his chest when he saw red hair. Nia nearly rushed him when their eyes connected. Trystan could not tear his eyes away as Nia moved to him with open arms. Dark circles were under her bloodshot eyes. It looked like she had been crying a long time. Trystan stood up to meet her with arms outstretched. 
 
    Arms entwining and bodies touching, Nia let her guard down and her shoulders shook. No words were said as they held each other. The fire mage buried her face into the water mage’s neck. The outside world faded from their embrace for a long moment. It was Trystan who broke their hug and put his hands on Nia’s shoulders. 
 
    “I’m okay,” The mage said quietly. 
 
    Nia nodded and wiped away a tear. They sat down, fingers taking hold of each other’s hands. The waitress had two coffees but hanged back as the two mages gazed into each other’s eyes. 
 
    “I know you’re wondering what happened but we should be careful about what we talk about.” 
 
    Nia nodded, “I sort of know what happened.” 
 
    Trystan stared. 
 
    Nia continued, “After you disappeared, someone called me from an unlisted number. They told me that they will return you in three days. If I spoke about it to anyone then you would never be seen again.” 
 
    “Was it a man or a woman? Did they give a reason?” 
 
    Nia looked down at their hands holding each other, “They disguised their voice. I couldn’t tell. When I asked why they were doing this, they said nothing and only repeated if I talk about it then they will never give you back,” Nia visibly holding back tears. 
 
    Trystan squeezed her hands, “I wish I had more answers…,” Trystan told her about the morning, the spiral tattoo, missing time and seeing Gwen. 
 
    “Do you think Freya did this to you?” Nia said with a concerned stare. 
 
    “I don’t know. She tends to show off when she’s mean. For her it’s all about displays of power and dominating. If it is her, then she has changed tactics.” 
 
    Nia leaned in closer, “What about the book you mentioned? Or the ghost?” 
 
    “I don’t know but that is why we need to be discreet. Something is going on and they seem to be focusing on me. I don’t want you or others to get hurt so we need to keep this between us.” 
 
     Nia nodded, “It has been torture. Everyone has been asking about you. I had to tell them that you were studying privately on your own. They could tell I was lying. Reeko and Sunara have been checking on me constantly.” 
 
    “For now, we will have to keep them in the dark,” Trystan looked into Nia’s sad eyes and grinned, “I’m happy to see your crying eyes.” 
 
    Nia let out a small laugh, “Stop it. You’re being a fool.” 
 
    “I can’t stop being a fool for you,” The mage smiled. 
 
    The waitress brought over two cups of coffee and placed them on the table with a smile. The mages took the warm coffee and sipped. The conversation turned to lighter topics. Trystan continued to hold Nia’s hand, afraid to let go for a second. The fire mage would squeeze his fingers, letting him know with unspoken words that she felt the same.  
 
    Trystan smiled but in the back of his mind he worried. Memories from faint nightmares prowled his thoughts. Not knowing what had happened to him only deepened mysteries he wasn’t ready to fully explore. Staring at Nia only pushed him to want to protect her. 
 
    Sunlight poured onto the couple through café windows. Trystan basked in it while keeping dark thoughts to the edge of his mind.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
     Trystan slid a book onto a shelf while holding another open book in his other hand. Eyes scanned the page as his hand dropped and picked up another book. The library was quiet with hardly a soul moving about. The peace was welcomed as the mage worked and read at the same time.  
 
    Behind him on a table sat three open books, each turned to different pages. The cart next to Trystan was nearly empty. Glancing down at it, he finished reading a page and placed the open book on the table with the other three. It would only take him a moment to restock the cart and come back. Taking hold, the mage pushed the cart back to the main hall to gather more books left behind on tables and floors. 
 
    The silence caused him to reflect as he strolled. It had been a month since waking up in woods with no memory. The days grew shorter and the air carried hints of darkness and frost. The streets carried less people as the warmth of their homes kept them inside. Next week was the Feast of Giving and Trystan had no idea where he was going to celebrate it. Thoughts of Nia floated into his mind and he looked forward to spending the time with her. 
 
    When Trystan wasn’t in class or working on projects, he spent his time at work, studying anything he could find on the Libro Nocte. The library had a frustrating wealth of conflicting knowledge on the tome. The mage tried to pick through it in hopes of something making sense but the mystery only deepened. The book was believed to be written before the Mana Cataclysm over ten thousand years ago. Some other sources spoke of the book as a recent blip in history when it came to arcane knowledge. Trystan found it difficult to get pass the egos of some writers and mages as they discussed the subject. Great debates were held if the book even existed. Trystan couldn’t break away from his own memories as he glanced at the book deep under the library. It was real and somewhere in the world. 
 
    Trystan stopped at a desk covered in books. The mage began placing small stacks on his cart, his mind a million miles away. Life had returned to a relative normalcy. The fear and uncertainty seemed to bleed away from Trystan and Nia. Trystan could see how they had relaxed and carried on as if nothing had happened. The only reminder between them was every time they were naked they glanced at the spiral tattoo over Trystan’s heart. Nothing would be said but they both knew deep down it carried a shadowy weight in the back of their minds. 
 
    Trystan continued to visit Gwen once a week. The ink witch would take long moments of inspecting the spiral before they would turn to discussing normal everyday events. There was no change to the tattoo. Trystan tried to not think about it but looked forward to seeing Gwen each week. Trystan stacked his cart high as he remembered he had to see her after work. 
 
    Walking back to his area, thoughts floated to Bella. The slime familiar continued to sleep. Trystan brought it up to Gwen but she informed him that it can happen from time to time with slimes. After all the previous events from the prior month, the ink witch seemed to think that Bella needed some extra rest. Trystan could feel that he could wake her but instead let her sleep. If she wasn’t awake by the Feast then he would have no choice but to wake her, even for a little bit. 
 
    Picking up one of the open books, Trystan went back to reading and letting his other hand touch a closed book on his cart. He did this just in case Mistress Jenny happened by and accused him of loafing around. When the mage felt a presence behind him, he quickly pulled a book from his cart and tried to find a home for it. 
 
    “Hi Trystan,” said a voice from behind. 
 
    Nonchalantly Trystan turned around and looked up from the open book to slicked black hair and pointed green ears. Tilting his head down, he saw the serious pointed green face of Reeko. The goblin looked up with a half-smile but his eyes seemed a little wide. 
 
    “Hi Reeko. What can I do for you?” Trystan said as he closed the book in his hand and placed it on the cart. 
 
    “I wanted to stop by and talk to you for a moment. We haven’t really run into each other lately and Nia told me you were at work. Is it okay to talk?” 
 
    Trystan looked down the hallway and turned his head side to side for any sign of Mistress Jenny. When the coast was clear, he smiled at the goblin, “My boss isn’t around so sure. What’s on your mind?” 
 
    Reeko’s face took on an uncomfortable grimace, “I’m not sure how to ask this so I’m just going to say it. I have been looking for roommates. I asked Nia but she said she would move in as a roommate if you moved in as well. I asked another to move in so it would be four of us.” 
 
    Trystan was a little shocked. He knew from Nia that Reeko owned a penthouse across from the college, “Roommates? Are you hurting for coin?” 
 
    The goblin’s brow turned into a V for a moment before melting back into his forehead, “No. It has been a little odd having the entire place to myself. My family is very communal so this has been a different experience for me. I have several bedrooms so everyone would have their own room.” 
 
    “Thank you for offering but I doubt I could afford to stay there.”  
 
    Reeko gave an understanding nod, “I already worked it out. You don’t have to pay rent. Everyone would put the same amount of coin in a pot for supplies, shopping and whatever else is needed. The amount of coin per person would be low so you wouldn’t have to worry.” 
 
    Trystan scratched at his head. The goblin stood before him clearly uncomfortable. It must have taken a lot to get him to work the nerve to visit the blue mage. Nia had visited the penthouse and sometimes couldn’t stop talking about it. Trystan did like the idea of living a little more comfortably then the small dorm room he called home. 
 
      “It sounds good. I’m willing to give it try,” Trystan said with an upbeat tone.    
 
     Reeko nodded again and gave a faint smile, “You can move your stuff in this weekend. Do you have plans for the Feast of Giving?” 
 
    “Now that you mention it, no.” 
 
    “We can celebrate everyone moving in. I’ll have everything prepared. We can sit back and enjoy ourselves by stuffing our faces.” 
 
    Trystan found himself grinning. The Feast of Giving was such a lonely holiday for him year after year. The few warm times was when Nia’s family would invite him over. Thinking about those few times made him feel good. 
 
    Reeko’s jaw tightened slightly and he looked up to Trystan with a hint of embarrassment, “Trystan…..I never properly thanked you for what happened in the catacombs and the party,” The goblin stuck out his green hand. 
 
    Trystan hesitated, “I didn’t really do anything. Professor Hart was the one who saved us.” 
 
    “You are too modest. You brought Professor Hart and freed us. You stayed at the party and saved people while everyone else ran away. I have a lot of respect for you and I want us to be better friends.” 
 
    “Thank you Reeko. I would be honored to be your friend,” Trystan reached out and shook his hand. 
 
    The goblin held the mage’s hand, “And just to clear the air, I admire and respect Nia. I know you two are seeing each other and I just wanted to tell you that Nia is important to me as a friend. She was the first fellow student to approach me and talk to me without fear in her eyes. I have no other intentions toward her.” 
 
    It was Trystan’s turn to feel uncomfortable. He had seen the look of attraction on the goblin’s face more than once but now he felt stupid for not giving him more credit, “Thank you Reeko. Nia is very special to all of us. I know you have only the best of intentions.” 
 
    Letting go of each other’s hand, mage and goblin stood awkwardly for longer than an average moment. 
 
    Reeko spoke first, “I will let you get back to work. The doorman knows who you are. Stop by anytime to see the place before you move in,” And with that, the goblin turned and walked away. 
 
    Trystan turned to his cart and picked up a book. Despite the oddness of Reeko’s visit, Trystan enjoyed the thought of staying in a penthouse. Maybe he would do it for a year and see how the other half lives. Smiling, the mage went back to work feeling lighter than he had felt in a while. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan sat in the plush leather chair as Gwen leaned over him with her cell phone. The Ink Witch had decided to take pictures of the spiral tattoo with every visit to compare them and see any changes. Trystan thought it was a great idea and happily exposed his chest for the photo shoot. 
 
    “It looks like it is getting a hair smaller. I’ll compare it next week when we take another photo,” Gwen said after snapping the picture. 
 
    “Thank you, Gwen,” Trystan said cheerfully. 
 
    “You are in good spirits. I would like to think it is because of my pleasant company,” The Ink Witch put her phone away. 
 
    Trystan sat up, “That could be part of it. I have been feeling a lot better lately.” 
 
    Gwen smiled, “Your mana pathways have been brighter.” 
 
    “You can see that?” 
 
    “It’s amazing what you can see when you open your eyes,” Gwen smirked. 
 
    “Thank you again for all your help,” Trystan said as he closed up his shirt. 
 
    “You continue to thank me. I’m just keeping an eye on you and making sure you’re okay.” 
 
    “Well it’s also because it’s good to see you. Aside from Nia, I don’t know anyone else here from Sapphire Cove.” 
 
    The Ink Witch stood up with kindness in her eyes, “I feel the same. Thank you for helping this city feel like home.”  
 
    Trystan looked to Gwen and for a space of a breath, he couldn’t take his eyes off of her. 
 
    “How’s Bella?” Gwen asked as she turned away. 
 
    “She is still asleep,” Trystan said as the spell was broken. 
 
    “It has been a long time. Maybe we should have a look at her?” 
 
    Trystan looked down at his arm. He began to miss the blue goo girl lately. With a mental push, mana prodded the sleeping slime. At first, Bella didn’t move. A second push and the slime stirred. Mist slowly slipped out from Trystan’s left sleeve until a torrent came flooding out. Gwen watched the mist as it took a womanly shape and Bella appeared. 
 
    The blue slime stood, eyes lost. Trystan reached out and touched her shoulder. The slime turned her transparent head to him, a gentle smile blooming on her lips. Then as if a light was turned on, Bella looked at her master with adoring eyes. 
 
    “Master, so good to see you,” Bella said in sleepy tone. 
 
    “It’s good to see you. You have been asleep for a long time,” Trystan stood up from the plush reclining chair. 
 
    “I must have been more tired than I thought,” The slime said and her eyes turned to Gwen. 
 
    The slimes expressions shifted to wonder as she stared at the Ink Witch, “Have we met before?” 
 
    Gwen kept a polite smile, “Maybe in a past life. How do you feel?” 
 
    Bella moved her arms slowly, “Tired but otherwise I’m well.” 
 
    “Your master has told me a lot about you. Do you remember anything before the ruins he found you in?” 
 
    Bella looked down, deep in thought, “Only bits and pieces. I have memories of the ruins and some fragments of my former master.” 
 
    Gwen stepped closer, eyes drinking the slime in, “Has Trystan been a good master to you?” 
 
    “Oh yes. He is a kind and generous master. I do love him so,” Bella said without hesitation. 
 
    Trystan eyed the back and forth. He felt like this was a private conversation and had an urge to leave. Gwen looked to the mage as if she was reading his mind and gave him a comforting smile. 
 
    “Good. I just wanted to be sure,” Gwen smiled. 
 
    Bella oozed forward a little toward the ink witch, “I feel I should know you. I feel like we have spent time together but I can’t remember.” 
 
    “It’s natural. Most familiars feel a kinship with Ink Witches since we practice the same craft. May I speak with your master alone?” 
 
    Bella looked to Trystan and then back to Gwen, she nodded and turned back to mist, returning to Trystan’s left arm. 
 
    “She seems fine,” Gwen smiled. 
 
    Trystan eyed the witch, “Gwen, I never asked before but what is Bella’s story? You asked me to find her but I never had a chance to know why she was in the ruins in the first place.” 
 
    “What did she tell you?” Gwen asked as she leaned against the shop counter. 
 
    “She told me about her master and how she tried to kill one of his favorite familiars. She said he cut her off of his skin and imprisoned her in the ruins, feeding on the mana of those who found her.” 
 
    Gwen crossed her arms, “She told you more than I would have expected. I didn’t know how much of her memory was intact.” 
 
    Trystan stepped closer to the ink witch, “Who was her former master?” 
 
    Gwen stared off as distant memoires played in her eyes, “He used to be a good man full of life and positive energy. You remind me of him sometimes. Bella was his first familiar and they were the best of friends.” 
 
    Trystan thought about Sylk. The mage cared for both of his familiars but Sylk was his first. There was simply a special place in his heart for her. 
 
    The witch continued, “I wasn’t there when he cut her from his skin but I have dreamed of her since that day. She was in terrible suffering, lost and confused. I had planned on going to the ruins myself until I met you. I stopped feeling her pain when she bonded to your skin.” 
 
    “How can a mage cut a familiar from their own skin?” Trystan said as if trying to understand such a decision. 
 
    “There are many people and monsters in the world who have no empathy for anyone other than themselves,” Gwen sighed. 
 
    “And her former master?” 
 
    “I lost contact with him long before he did that terrible thing to Bella.” 
 
    Trystan could feel Gwen holding back, almost afraid to speak some terrible truth. After everything that had happened, the mage wanted to press but his heart said otherwise. The mage kept his mouth closed and looked to the ink witch as she remembered events from a long time ago. 
 
    The bell at the front door chimed. Trystan and Gwen looked over as a pale woman stepped into the shop. The woman was dressed in a black corset and long flowing dress. Lacey ruffles ran around the hem of her dress and surrounded her wrists. Pale eyes looked to Gwen and then centered on Trystan. 
 
    The mage took a step back and spells immediately came to mind. Shock ran down his face and a deep chill surged up his spine. The mood turned jagged as Trystan took hold of Gwen and pulled her to him. 
 
    Before the Ink Witch could say anything, Trystan prepared a spell. 
 
    “The Dead Mother,” The mage said with fear in his voice. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    “Trystan, calm down. She is my 7pm appointment,” Gwen said as she gently removed the mage’s hand from her arm. 
 
    The pale woman looked down with sorrow etched into her eyes. Trystan let the spell fizzle but kept his eyes on the woman in black, the mage’s heart beating like a drum. 
 
    “I understand why he is surprised,” The woman said sadly. 
 
    “I….I’m sorry.” Trystan let the words hang in the air. 
 
    “I am the one who is sorry. I’ve been meaning to come to you so we could talk.” The Dead Mother said as she walked closer with her head down and fingers entwined. 
 
    “Forgive me Trystan. I should have warned you Vanessa was stopping by,” Gwen said softly. 
 
    Trystan looked to Gwen and then Vanessa, “I thought you were going to be tried.” 
 
    The pale woman nodded, “I was tried and found guilty. They sentenced me to finish college and become an upstanding Stukarr citizen, under constant surveillance of course.” 
 
    “Then why are you here?” 
 
    Vanessa looked away, “When I died, my familiar died with me. Since it has been decided I would continue my studies, I will need a new familiar.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I don’t mean to be rude but how can an undead have a familiar?” Trystan knew of mages with undead familiars but the other way around was practically unheard of. 
 
     Gwen walked over to Vanessa and put hands on her shoulders, “The undead can still use and produce mana but it’s slower and not as powerful due to most of it being used to keep them animated. They cannot have high mana using familiars. We have to get creative and find one that will suit an undead mage.” 
 
    Trystan moved closer, “Vanessa, I’m really sorry. I was startled and……” 
 
    The undead woman cut him off, “It’s okay. You should have been warned first. I did worry that we might run into each other.” 
 
    The mage felt his curious mind kick in, “If you don’t mind, how can you feed a familiar if you produce little mana?” 
 
    “I have to supplement my mana with taking mana potions. It is the only way to fight the hunger,” Vanessa said not looking him in the eye. 
 
    “Hunger?”  
 
    “The undead have a hunger for living mana. It is like a drug for them,” Gwen said as she directed Vanessa to the counter. 
 
    Vanessa turned her head to Trystan, “I wish I could show you how sorry I really am about what happened. I had no control over my actions. It still haunts me. I hope one day you can forgive me.” 
 
    Trystan let his shoulders drop and a small smile bloomed, “I’m happy that you get a second chance. Forgive me for my terrible reaction,” Trystan bowed. 
 
    Vanessa smiled faintly, “It would seem we have forgiven each other. Thank you, Trystan.” 
 
    The mage stood up and looked to the undead mage. An idea glowed warmly, “What are you doing for the Feast of Giving?” 
 
    Vanessa’s eyes widened, “I haven’t really thought about it. Nothing I suppose.” 
 
    “I’m moving in with Reeko and Nia. We are planning a Feast of Giving dinner. You should join us.” 
 
    Vanessa looked away as her eyes watered. The corner of her mouth pursed as if she was holding back a flood of emotion. Gwen patted her shoulder. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to get you upset,” Trystan said with concern. 
 
    Vanessa wiped at the corner of her eye, “No, I’m not upset. I just never thought I would feel kindness again since I did all those terrible things. It makes me happy.” 
 
    Trystan relaxed “Like you said, you weren’t in control. It might be the best thing for everyone if we start with a clean slate. I will let everyone know you’re coming.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” Vanessa said flatly. 
 
    “What is your favorite dish? We can have it ready at the feast.” 
 
    “I….I don’t really eat or drink,” Vanessa said as she regained her composure. 
 
    “Undead can only feed on living or mana infused food,” Gwen smiled, “Raw meat is a good substitute but you may want to pick up a bottle of mana infused wine.” 
 
    “I will let Reeko know we should have some of that at the feast.”  
 
    “You are too kind,” Vanessa said with stars in her eyes. 
 
    “We shouldn’t dwell on the past. Let’s look forward to the future,” Trystan said with positive bright eyes. 
 
    “I’m happy you two connected,” Gwen said with a knowing smile. Turning to Vanessa, she continued, “How about we look at some familiars and decide which will be the best fit for you.” 
 
    Vanessa looked to the ink witch and nodded.  
 
    Trystan picked up his back pack from the foot of the reclining chair, “I will let you two ladies carry on. Gwen, same time next week?” 
 
     “Same time. I will wear something pretty for you,” Gwen winked. 
 
    Trystan nodded with a smile and walked to the front door. 
 
    *** 
 
    The elevator doors opened to a wide hallway. Trystan hoisted up his back pack of holding further up his shoulder. Stepping out, he walked the hallway to a set of double doors. A mirror hung on each of the side walls. Trystan looked into one and smoothed his hair and checked his teeth to see if there was any food stuck between them. The mage felt a nervous vibe seeing Reeko’s penthouse. He still couldn’t believe he was going through with it. 
 
    With his teeth fully inspected, the mage stepped to the double doors and took hold of a handle. Opening the door, the mage stepped in and was immediately dazzled. The main room was furnished with several leather couches. Wall high windows looked out to the tops of buildings and clear blue sky. Sunlight bathed the room in a beautiful warm glow. Off to the right was the biggest kitchen the mage had ever seen, complete with an island, bar and shiny kitchen apparel. 
 
    The mage walked in as the large flat screen played out news feeds of current events. A fireplace was directly under the flat screen, cold and unlit. Stepping to the glass wall, outside was a medium sized pool and a hot tub. 
 
    “I could like it here,” Trystan said to himself. 
 
    “Trystan, welcome!” said a familiar voice. 
 
    The mage turned to Reeko as he walked out of the hallway in a black bathrobe and a wide smile. 
 
    “Thank you Reeko,” Trystan smirked. 
 
    “What do you think of the place?” Reeko said as he walked to the kitchen. 
 
    “Impressive,” It was the only word Trystan could think of. 
 
    “Thank you. My home is your home. Pick one of the rooms down the hall and drop off your stuff,” Reeko opened the refrigerator and poured himself a glass of juice. 
 
     “Thanks, but I wanted to talk to you first about something.” 
 
    “Fire away,” Reeko said as he took a sip of his juice. 
 
    “I ran into Vanessa Shroud and thought it would be nice to invite her to the Feast.” 
 
    Reeko’s happy demeanor shifted, “The Dead Mother?” 
 
    “I don’t think she goes by that name anymore,” Trystan tried to stay upbeat. 
 
    The goblin swirled the drink in his green hand, lost in thought, “I heard she had her trial and I have seen her around campus. I wasn’t sure what to make of it.” 
 
    “Her trial ended and her sentence was to finish college and become an upstanding Stukarr citizen. She doesn’t have anyone to share the feast with so I thought it would help break the ice between all of us.” 
 
    Reeko looked over to Trystan, “I can see why Nia speaks so highly of you. If she is reformed, then I would say yes.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “I will let her know it’s okay that she can come.” 
 
    Reeko stopped swirling his drink, “Under one condition.” 
 
    Trystan was silent. 
 
    “She brings wine,” Reeko smiled, “I do believe we have enough but I’d rather have more than just enough.” 
 
    “You drive a hard bargain,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    The goblin walked over and clapped a hand on Trystan’s shoulder, “Let me show you the rooms.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The days bled together for Trystan. It didn’t take long for the mage to get used to his new home. Nia had taken up residence in the bedroom next to his but they often spent nights together in one or the other. The Feast of Giving was fast approaching and the penthouse was filled with music and preparations. Trystan asked about the fourth roommate. The mage was living there a few days but didn’t see them at all. The goblin said she would move in the day of the feast. She was finishing up some details with her current arrangement and couldn’t move in until the holiday. 
 
    The mage shrugged and the world spun on. Classes were demanding as the holiday approached. Despite the heavy workload, the mage basked in a comfortable peace. While running from class to class, the mage came across Aznara from time to time. The succubus stopped him each time to talk and catch up. She was looking forward to the feast at Reeko’s penthouse. 
 
    The night before the Feast, Trystan was working in the library. He had about thirty minutes before his shift ended and thoughts of his new home sprang to mind. Falling into his big bed made the mage feel good and tired. He picked up the last book from his cart and slid it into a shelf. Mist rolled off his left shoulder and the mage peered down.  
 
    Bella appeared out of the mist and stood silently, eyes staring at nothing.  
 
    Trystan turned to her, “Bella?” 
 
    The blue slime was silent as a tomb. 
 
    “Bella? Are you alright?” Trystan said with growing concern. 
 
    “The whispers are getting louder,” The slime said with no emotion. 
 
    Trystan reached out to touch his familiar when a surge of pain blazed through his chest. The mage clutched at his robe as he fell to his knees. Lashing tendrils of pain struck out like hot pokers. The very air left his lungs and the mage struggled to breath. Bella fell to her knees taking hold of her master with wide eyes. 
 
    Trystan clawed at his robe, a surge of adrenaline causing him to rip it open. Bella looked down as her master gasped in agony. The black and purple spiral on his chest moved clockwise, spinning faster and faster. It became a blur as Trystan twisted and contorted his body, nerves flared with impossible light. The spiral pulsed and then coalesced into a small design.  
 
    The mage looked down to see the spiral slow and shrink. The pain subsided and Trystan managed a deep intake of air. Eyes on the tattoo, it pulsed one more time before forming a black oval. Then suddenly the pain stopped.  
 
    Trystan blinked as Bella held him close. The mage noticed she seemed more like herself. Coughing, the mage held onto his slime familiar as if she was anchoring him to this world. 
 
    “Master?” the slime stared down with worried eyes. 
 
    “I need a moment,” Trystan huffed. 
 
    The mage could feel his body returning back to normal. A darkness pressed against his mind. Something unseen was there, watching him. As soon as Trystan was on his feet, the feeling faded into the background. 
 
    “Should we see Ms. Azure?” Bella said as she oozed up onto her feet. 
 
    Trystan remained silent. The library took on a stillness that the mage couldn’t fully explain. Looking around, he spread out his senses. Something smirked in his mind and vanished. The mage looked down at the black oval now surrounded by a red and pink glow.  
 
    Trystan took a seat in a nearby chair, “What is happening to me?” The mage said in a low whisper.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    The aroma of cooking floated through the air. Nia and Reeko were working in the kitchen cooking and preparing several dishes. A room over, Trystan and Sylk were preparing the dining room. Classical music played from hidden loudspeakers throughout the penthouse. The smell of cooking food drifted into the dining room and Trystan’s mouth began to water. 
 
    “I don’t understand why we can’t sit down with you for dinner?” Sylk said annoyed. 
 
    Trystan began putting down utensils, “The dining room is big but not enough to for all guests and their familiars. You can join us when the dinner is over.” 
 
    “I still think I should be able to sit with you. Nia gets to sit by you but I can’t.” 
 
    Trystan ignored his irked familiar. The mage was looking forward to dinner as was everyone else. Judging from the guest list it was going to be a full event. Putting down the last set of utensils, the mage scratched at his chest. 
 
    The black oval over his heart itched from time to time. The mage tried his best to forget the events from the night before. Despite the pain he felt that night, he hesitated on bringing it to Gwen’s attention. It was right before the holiday and the mage decided it would be best to let her know after the holiday weekend. Right now, he focused on the preparing for the feast. Excitement ran through his veins as he assisted Sylk with placing the plates. 
 
    With the dining room all set, the mage and familiar stepped out into the living room and kitchen. Reeko was sautéing some garlic and vegetables. Nia was preparing appetizers, cutting up slices of cheese and salami. The main dishes were already prepared and sat on trays covered in metal covers. Trystan stepped closer and took in the scents as he picked up a small slice of cheese from Nia’s cutting board.  
 
    Sylk opened the door to the patio and quickly stepped out into the freezing gray weather. The pool was on and heated. The siren’s thin little bikini disappeared and jumped into the warm water. Trystan watched her as she surfaced and did laps on her back, her firm breasts rising above the water line. 
 
    “I think she wants you to join her,” Nia smiled. 
 
    “She feels left out,” Trystan said as he turned away and stole another piece of cheese. 
 
    Reeko turned down the flame from the burner, “I wish we had more room to accommodate all the familiars.” 
 
    “I know. I told her that but she is being stubborn,” Trystan sat at the small bar. 
 
    Reeko threw pieces of chicken into the vegetable mix, “I know Vanessa is bringing some mana infused wine. I bought extra just in case. I know the familiars will love it one they taste it.” 
 
    Nia stopped cutting, “Are we sure we are okay with Vanessa being here for the feast? I mean I’m okay but are both of you okay with it?” 
 
    A sizzling mist rose from the pan as Reeko flipped the ingredients, “I’m okay with it as long as she doesn’t turn us into the undead.” 
 
    Trystan looked to Nia, “You haven’t talked to her yet. She is almost like a completely different person. I think it will be fine.” 
 
    “I’m sure she is. I just hope everyone else is as accepting of her. Sunara had the worst of it when we were her captives,” Nia continued cutting. 
 
    “Did she seem bothered by Vanessa coming?” said Trystan. 
 
    “She told me she was okay with it but it’s hard to read her sometimes. She always has that same focused expression.” 
 
    “As long as nobody gets into a fight, then dinner should be fine,” Reeko said as he flipped the chicken again. 
 
    The doorbell rang. Trystan hopped off his stool and took big steps to the door. Taking hold of the handle, he opened it with a smile. Instantly horror bled into his face. An urge to slam the door welled up but he was rooted to the spot, staring with wide eyes. 
 
    A woman with short hair looked to the mage. Shy eyes blinked and her hand tightened onto the backpack strap over her shoulder. Spider like legs jutted up and down with a full black abdomen behind her. The arachnix wore a simple top and coat, her lower half that connected at her midsection was covered in a medium length dress. The edges of the flowing skirt turned upward against her segmented legs. 
 
    “You must be Trystan,” The arachnix bowed her head with a shy smile. 
 
    Trystan stood speechless. 
 
    The arachnix held out a human looking hand, “My name is Skella.” 
 
    Trystan didn’t move. 
 
    The arachnix continued to hold out her hand but embarrassment melted into her face. 
 
    Trystan’s mind raced as old memories sprang to mind. Images played out like a movie when he was trapped in an arachnix’s home. The female wanted his seed and had him strung up against a wall while she pleasured herself on him. The mage had repressed those memories but with an arachnix in front of him, it all came flooding back. 
 
    “I’m your new roommate,” Skella said trying to stem the awkward situation. 
 
    Waking up from his personal nightmare, the mage feebly picked up his hand and gave Skella a trembling shake, “Pleased…to….meet…you,” The mage said with a quiver in his voice. 
 
    Trystan continued to block the door with his frozen body. Skella looked passed him and skittered forward just an inch. The mage backed up and turned around. The arachnix moved into the living room and looked over to Reeko. 
 
    “Skella! You made it!” The goblin cheered as he took off his apron and walked around the island to greet her. 
 
    The arachnix bowed her upper half to the goblin. Reeko gave her a big hug and was dwarfed by her side. Trystan went straight to the bar and pulled out a bottle of wine and a glass. Nia stopped what she was doing and also came over to Skella. As they exchanged hellos, Trystan worked feverishly, stabbing the cork with a cork screw and began twisting it in. Nia looked over with a raised eyebrow. The cork was pulled and the mage began pouring himself a glass. 
 
    “Isn’t it a little early for wine?” Nia said in a low voice as she walked over to the mage. 
 
    “No,” Trystan said as he nearly finished the glass and poured himself another. 
 
    *** 
 
    Aznara and Sunara were next to arrive. The succubus sisters brought wines and cheese cake. Aznara was quick to put everything down and run to Trystan, throwing her arms around him and kissing him furiously on the neck. The wine was helping the mage relax and he playfully pushed her away.  
 
    The next guest arrived and Trystan watched from the bar. Snaking in was a red lamia. Her upper body was that of a beautiful woman with light red hair and the lower half of a red scaled snake. She made her way in and coiled her tail under herself, sitting on it. Reeko played gracious host and handed full wine glasses to each and every guest. 
 
    Trystan had forgotten that all the guests were para-humans with only himself and Nia as normal humans. He saw the names but he didn’t piece it together until it was too late. He focused so much on preparations that he simply didn’t make the connection. Old fears rose up as he looked at the lamia, arachnix and goblin talking it up. After another sip of wine, the mage started laughing at himself in his head. He was being absurd to hold onto such outdated fears. Growing up and hearing all the stories about monsters outside of the city walls really affected him. Seeing them carry on a conversation only made him feel incredibly stupid.  
 
    The mage looked at the wine glass, “Thanks for helping me sort that out,” He whispered to the nearly empty glass. 
 
    The final guest arrived. Vanessa timidly stepped into the penthouse with bag of holding on her shoulder. Nia was first to greet her. The mood was warm and inviting. Vanessa spotted Trystan and made a beeline to him. The wine was in full effect and Trystan gave the undead woman a big hug.  
 
    Vanessa felt the nervousness melt away. Opening her bag of holding, she pulled bottle after bottle of mana infused wine. Everyone watched as the number of bottles on the bar grew from one to eight. 
 
    “I wasn’t sure how much to bring. Is this enough?” The pale skinned dead woman said. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure we will go through it,” Reeko said with a sinister smirk. 
 
    Light conversation blended with music. The blue haired Sunara spent much of her time talking to Nia on the leather couch. Trystan watched Skella as she spoke with the red scaled lamia. Trystan overheard her name was Karla. Reeko was making sure all the food was finally prepared. Vanessa sat on another couch, keeping to herself. Aznara sauntered over to Trystan with an empty wine glass. 
 
    “Fill me up,” The red headed succubus said with a playful lick of her lips. 
 
    Trystan took hold of an opened bottle and poured it into the empty glass. Aznara’s pointed tail snaked around and caressed the mage’s thigh. Trystan handed the glass back but didn’t push the tail away. 
 
    Aznara lingered as she eyed the mage with lust in her eyes, “I have to ask, how serious are you and Nia?” 
 
    “Why do you ask?” Trystan said with rosy cheeks. 
 
    “It’s not fair that she keeps you to herself. Some of us want a taste.” 
 
    “You may have to ask her,” The mage said politely, not taking the demon too seriously. 
 
    “Maybe I will,” Aznara reached down and squeezed Trystan’s thigh. 
 
    A naked Sylk walked up and eyed the succubus, “I’m finished swimming master. This is your last chance to invite me to dinner.” 
 
    Trystan looked to his familiar with kind eyes, “After dinner you can join us.” 
 
    The siren gritted her teeth, turned to mist and flowed onto his right arm. 
 
    “I like your familiar. Maybe the three of us can spend some time together?” Aznara leered. 
 
    “You are a bad girl,” Trystan laughed. 
 
    “I have to be me,” Aznara grinned but didn’t take her hand off his thigh. 
 
    Reeko walked into the middle of the living room, “The feast shall begin!” The goblin shouted. 
 
    Everyone was up and practically running to the dining room. The doors opened and senses were caressed with trays of delicious food. Silent with hunger, bodies packed in and took seats. Karla the lamia coiled her lower half and sat down. Skella sat on a chair with no back. Everyone else took a seat in a normal chair.  
 
    There was no ceremony as everyone took hold of utensils and attacked the feast before them. Meat was cut, gravy ladled, bread was buttered and wine poured. A quiet hush fell over the table and then the sounds of pleased moans filled the air. Vanessa cut a piece of raw meatloaf while others took slices from a cooked one. Karla and Skella took hearty slices of several meats, filling their plates. Nia took mostly greens and a few small pieces of succulent steak. Sunara was helping herself to a little of everything while Aznara wasn’t even using a fork. The succubus had a huge turkey leg in her hands and ripped off a piece of meat with hungry fervor. Reeko joined the succubus by taking the other leg and tearing into it. The goblin and succubus looked to each other and laughed. 
 
    Trystan could feel the wine relax him further. The food was welcomed as he scarfed down with everyone else. On and on it went. Food consumed and arms moving slower. Thirty minutes later everybody was leaning back with full bellies and content smiles on their faces. Trystan sobered up a little as the food filled his stomach with rich goodness. 
 
    Ten minutes later, bodies stood up and wandered out of the dining room to the living room. Trystan moved like a zombie. A mist flowed from under his right sleeve and Sylk appeared. The mage raised an eyebrow as the blue siren was dressed in a pretty black dress. Sylk smoothed out her already perfectly smooth dress, not looking at her master. 
 
    “You look beautiful,” Trystan said astonished. 
 
    “Thank you,” Sylk said and walked to the bar. 
 
    Bursts of mists clouded the area and formed into a few familiars. Wendy the ogre smoothed back her blonde hair and ran fingers up her lone horn. She wore a frilly pink dress that hugged her muscled hour glass figure. Red Fang walked over to the bar with Sylk. He wore a tuxedo and a clawed hand reached for a wine glass as Sylk poured. Aznara’s vampire familiar, Vossa, also joined in wearing a blood red dress. Vossa patted Red Fang’s broad shoulder so she could get closer to the bar. 
 
    Mana infused wine was poured and the familiars started their own little party. Trystan walked over to a couch and plopped down. Nia was next to him, sitting down and pressing her body to his. The mage took her hand and held it.  
 
    Reeko moved to the music controls and tapped the screen. The music changed from classical to something with a faster beat. The familiars broke into dancing by the bar, holding wine glasses and drinking at the same time. 
 
    Karla clapped as she watched the familiars dance. Skella and Vanessa had started talking. Sunara sat on the other side of Trystan while Aznara sat beside her. The mood was infectious as Reeko poured more wine and placed full glasses in empty hands. 
 
    Sunara leaned in, making eye contact with Trystan, “You never told us how you two met?” 
 
      Trystan smiled, “It’s a boring story. I rather hear about how you decided to come to Stukarr to study.” 
 
    Nia punched Trystan in the arm, “It’s not a boring story,” Nia looked to Sunara, “He is just embarrassed because I came to his rescue.” 
 
    Trystan noticed for the first time that Sunara’s’ eyes glowed with curiosity. Nia snuggled in a little closer to Trystan, wrapping her arm around his. 
 
     “Our brave mage here and I were orphaned when we were young. I used to watch him as he drew in small notebooks he managed to find. One day a bunch of the bigger girls cornered him by the woods. They pushed him into the woods and held him down as they each took turns kissing him.” 
 
    Trystan’s face grew redder and it wasn’t from the wine. Sunara drank in the story while Aznara winked at the red-faced mage. 
 
    Nia continued, “I picked up the biggest stick I could find and ran into the woods yelling at the top of my lungs. The older girls barely had a chance as I slammed the stick over one of their heads. The stick must have been old because it shattered to pieces. One of those pieces cut the girl on the forehead. The moment everyone saw blood, the girls ran off, leaving me, Trystan and the crying girl with a drop of blood on her forehead.” 
 
    “It sounds like they had what was coming to them,” Aznara said with a rosy smile. 
 
    Nia held Trystan closed, “I wish I could say justice was served. The girls came back, pointing and saying Trystan and I attacked them. The sobbing girl backed their story.” 
 
    “We were placed in solitude together to think about what we had done,” Trystan managed to say barely. 
 
    Nia looked to Trystan, “He still had his dog-eared notebook and spent the time drawing my face. It wasn’t very good but it was special because he was doing it.” 
 
    “So, remember everyone, if you’re stalking someone and they are in trouble, run to their rescue and you will fall in love too,” Trystan laughed. 
 
    All four mages laughed on the couch. Heads from the dancefloor turned and smiled. The familiars continued their dance marathon except for Sylk, who watched her master out of the corner of her eye.  
 
    Nia looked to Trystan with amorous eyes. The mage was having such a good time that he didn’t notice Sunara’s hand on his thigh. Nia looked to Trystan and then her eyes met with Sunara’s. The succubus’s pale face was a little red. The four of them felt a burst of heat connect them. Aznara leaned back into the couch and licked her lips, hips moving slightly. 
 
    No one seemed to notice the four on the couch except for Sylk. The siren kept glancing over as Nia placed her hand on Trystan’s other thigh. The air took on a heat with full bellies and wine flowing. Aznara opened her eyes and stood up, walking over to the dancing familiars and joining in. Body moving with a sensual vibe, the succubus let her hips sway to the rhythm. Nia, Trystan and Sunara watched as the succubus put on an almost seductive dance. The familiars danced behind her, lost to the rhythm. 
 
    The other guests turned their heads to see Aznara dance to a primal beat. Reeko nodded with intense eyes as he drank in the curvy demon. Eyes half opened, Aznara looked to Trystan and gave a come-hither glance before turning her attention to her movements. Nia stared and Trystan could feel her pulse quicken against his arm. The music continued to play while monster and familiars moved to primal melodies. 
 
    Sunara moved her face closer to Trystan and Nia, “You are both very lucky. Many go their whole lives not meeting their true love.” 
 
    “He is lucky to have me,” Nia smirked. 
 
    Nia and Sunara laughed while Trystan sunk into his seat, hoping it was enough for him to disappear. Reeko stepped to the control panel by the kitchen and tapped the screen a few times. The lights dimmed and colored lights emerged from secret compartments. The music turned up and everyone began cheering. 
 
    Karla and Skella joined the small dancefloor. Aznara continued to move to the deep bass. Sunara pulled her hand from Trystan’s thigh and sauntered up to her rookery sister. Vanessa stayed in a single plush seat and watched everyone with a glass of wine in her hand.  
 
    Trystan turned his head to Nia with half closed eyes, “Should we join them?” 
 
    “I think you should show me your room,” Nia said with wicked intent. 
 
    “What about everyone else?” Trystan could feel where this was going. 
 
    “They will be here when we get back,” Nia said taking Trystan’s hand. 
 
    The fire mage was to her feet and tugging Trystan up with her. Nia led the way, pulling Trystan by the hand toward the bedrooms. The mages and familiars danced to the rhythmic vibrations. Sylk watched as her master walked down the hall and disappeared from her sight. The siren turned back to dancing, ignoring her own sadness. 
 
    Opening the bedroom door, Nia pulled Trystan in. The mage was about to turn on the light when Nia pushed him against the door. Lips touched and tongues caressed. The mage let his hands fall to Nia’s hips and held her close. The fire mage put her arms around his neck and held tight. Dim light from the street filled the room with a faint calming glow.  
 
    The mage let one hand go and tried to lock the bedroom door. The moment his hand touched the lock, Nia pulled him with her arms. Awkwardly they moved to the edge of the bed. Instantly they broke apart and began stripping their clothes off. The fire between them burned bright as their bodies hungered for each other. No words were said as clothes ended up all over the floor. Trystan looked to Nia as her bra fell away revealing her creamy breasts. The red head fell to her knees, fingers digging into the band of his boxers. Smiling, she could see that the mage was already hard and straining to be free. Yanking them down, the fire mage took a long second to stare at Trystan’s veiny manhood. 
 
    Trystan let out a loving sigh as Nia pressed his member to her parted lips. Looking down, he could feel love welling up as his beautiful lover took him into her mouth. Nia took hold of him with her lips, slowly bobbing her head along his member. Muffled music played in the background as gentle wet sounds filled the room. Nia moaned her approval as Trystan was hard as stone. The mage could feel madness taking over as he reached down and picked Nia up. His wet cock fell from her lips as she was brought to her feet. The mage couldn’t contain himself any longer. With a rough push, Nia fell onto the bed. Giggling, Nia didn’t fight back as Trystan took hold of her panties and slipped them off. 
 
    Trystan parted Nia’s legs and looked down at her tender valley. Bringing his head down, his lips touched her womanhood. Nia gasped as the tip of his tongue touched her sensitive nub. Hands clutching at his head, Nia kept Trystan in place. Eyes closed, sensations rolled through her body. Trystan licked and played with Nia’s throbbing nub. Thighs clenched and small moans echoed from her throat. A deep emptiness filled the red head the more her lover toyed with her. 
 
    “I need you,” Nia whispered desperately. 
 
    Trystan looked up with a wet smile. Breaking from her hold, the mage crawled over her body, his hips sliding between her pale thighs. Fingers dug into flesh as the tip of Trystan’s staff touched her thin opening. Holding onto each other, Trystan pushed at Nia’s line. The fire mage moaned loudly as inches pushed in, spreading her open. Nia squeezed and moaned, face buried in his neck. The outside world faded as their bodies connected in the most intimate fashion. 
 
    When Trystan pushed to the hilt, he stayed there, making Nia squirm under him. He knew how sensitive she was and tortured her until she began moving her hips. It was one of their favorite little games. For a moment he would control her until she couldn’t take it anymore. Then she would turn the tables and force him to do her bidding. 
 
    Feelings and bodies blended to become one being. Nia kissed as Trystan began moving his hips. Legs curled around Trystan’s waist as Nia pushed against the mage pushing into her. Wetness flowed and the tempo was even. Eyes meeting, they gazed with hungry desire and a burning flame of passion.  
 
    With each push, Nia moaned. The fire mage took a closed fist and pounded on Trystan’s shoulder, hard. Trystan pushed up on his arms and Nia twisted her hip. The movement was enough to force Trystan on his back. The red head planted her hands on his chest and continued to ride his manhood. The blue mage reached up and cupped her breasts, thumbs sliding over pointed nipples. Pleasure whipped at their bodies and the tempo increased. 
 
    Trystan watching with loving eyes. Nia had closed her eyes and was enjoying herself with moans of approval. The mage loved how she almost selfishly wanted to take what was hers and pleasure herself. When Trystan squeezed her creamy breasts, she would squeeze him, coaxing him to climax. 
 
    Lost to blissful sensations, the couple didn’t hear the door to the bedroom open. With a gentle shut, Trystan looked passed Nia while Nia turned her head. Standing by the closed door was Sunara in her corset and white dress. Horns shined in the dim light and her blue hair had a faint supernatural glow. 
 
    Trystan and Nia stopped their movements but didn’t break their connection. The mage looked up to see Nia staring at the succubus and a small naughty smile. Sunara stepped closer with a craving in her eyes. 
 
    “I couldn’t stay away,” The succubus said with a hint of shyness. 
 
    Nia moved her hips slowly but kept her eyes on Sunara. The succubus looked down to Nia’s round bottom as Trystan was snug inside her. The mood didn’t shift to embarrassment or rushing to dress. Trystan felt it was the wine talking because he was still rock hard. Nia gave no impression of wanting to stop and moved her hips gently along Trystan’s manhood. 
 
    “The heat from you both is intoxicating. I…..I….need a taste,” The demon said as she walked to the edge of the bed and sat down. 
 
    “I didn’t want to intrude…..” Sunara trailed off. 
 
    Nia bounced and eyed the succubus, “Join us,” The words hung heavy in the air. 
 
    Trystan felt he should have been surprised but he wasn’t. He could tell the yearning Nia had to explore. When they made love, it was almost in the back of their minds, wanting to be said out loud but fearful of what the other would think. The heat in the room dialed to eleven and a pointed tongue licked hungry lips. 
 
    The succubus stood up, unbuttoning the back of her corset. Nia and Trystan gazed at the demon as she shed her corset. Sunara had perky breasts a shade smaller than Nia’s. The demon pushed down her long white skirt to reveal she wasn’t wearing any underwear. The succubus had sensual curves as she stepped closer. Even in the dim light the couple could see the small strip of blue hair between her legs. Sunara’s tail whipped around and she crawled into bed with them. 
 
    A clawed hand squeezed Nia’s ass as she moved on Trystan. Fingers touched the wetness between the couple and she brought it to her lips. Licking it caused her eyes to flutter in ecstasy. Nia let Trystan’s member slip from her and she crawled over the mage. Trystan took hold of Nia’s hips as she was on her knees, her wet line inches from his mouth. Nia lowered herself onto Trystan’s parted lips. His tongue reached up to penetrate her pink folds and caress her nub. 
 
    Trystan let out small moan as a mouth wrapped around his still hard member. Inches passed Sunara’s lips as she touched her own blue valley. Holding onto Nia, the mage settled in to licking and teasing the red head. Nia bit her lip as Trystan licked her just the way she liked it. Nerves tightened as Nia could feel a growing pressure between her legs. Fingers dug into the mage’s hair as she moved her hips against his tongue. Sunara was quietly sucking away on Trystan’s manhood. 
 
    The door opened and a demon peeked in, “Trystan?” Aznara asked with a wicked grin. 
 
    Looking in, the succubus’s grin melted into shock and quickly turned to rage. Her eyes fell on Sunara. The succubus looked up with Trystan’s cock on her mouth but didn’t stop bobbing her head. Trystan and Nia were so focused on each other that they didn’t hear or notice her.  
 
    Aznara stared at her rookery sister, her brow a firm V. Sunara managed to smirk and moaned loudly from her throat. The red headed succubus clenched a fist and pulled her head back, closing the door to the threesome. Sunara closed her eyes as a drop of pre- come touched her tongue. 
 
    “I’m….going…to..come…” Trystan said in a muffled voice. 
 
    Nia moved her hips against his tongue and mouth. Nerves burned bright as she felt her body getting closer to orgasm. 
 
    “Me first,” Nia said in a heated whisper. 
 
    The wild urges pushed her to move faster. Trystan licked and slathered over her wet opening. Nia’s body shuddered and a deep moan rose up her throat. The dam broke and wetness poured over Trystan’s tongue, mouth and chin.  
 
    “Sunara, come here,” Nia commanded. 
 
    The succubus pulled Trystan’s cock from her mouth and crawled over. Nia moved from Trystan’s mouth and slid down his body. Taking hold of the base, she pushed his hard manhood to her slick line. Sunara brought a creamy thigh over Trystan’s head. The mood burned with lustful urges. Sunara faced Nia and lowered her line to his mouth. The succubus pressed her ass to Trystan’s face. The mage let his tongue roll out and lick at the wetness spilling from her. Looking up over her round bottom, a tattoo of a cloaked figure stared back at him with glowing eyes. The mage didn’t have time to stare back as Sunara blocked his vision with her bottom and caressed the side of his head with her tail. 
 
    Sunara looked to Nia as she slid down to Trystan’s base, “Thank you, Nia. Thank you, Trystan,” The demon moaned. 
 
    Nia leaned forward, watching Sunara move her hips and ass on Trystan’s face. The mage was so occupied that he couldn’t see Nia lean in and kiss the horned demon. Sunara welcomed it, hands squeezing each other’s breasts and playing with hard nipples. On and on it went, the three locked in a seductive tryst. Trystan could feel the growing pressure and he couldn’t hold back any longer. Nia squeezed him as Sunara’s tongue played with hers.  
 
    Before Trystan could come, Sunara let out a high-pitched whine, her body shuddering. The sound of it was so passionate that the mage made a muffled groan. Nia moaned as jets of hot come spurted into her. The fire mage clenched around Trystan, milking more and more of his seed. Sunara whined and quivered as she climaxed again. Pleasure and bliss crashed into the three as they moved to their intimate dance. 
 
    Nia pulled herself off of Trystan. Sunara stared as come leaked from her pink line and down her inner thigh. 
 
    “I want a taste,” Sunara nearly begged. 
 
    Nia sat back between Trystan’s legs, rubbing her nub. The succubus moved forward and Trystan took a deep breath. The demon’s scent coated his mouth and he raised his head. Sunara took a clawed finger and tapped a spot-on Trystan’s legs. Mana touched a chakra point. Trystan felt his heart pump harder. Blood rushed to his wilting member and it became hard again. Bewilderment cascaded over his mind until Sunara pushed her tight line to his hard member. Sliding down, the mage moaned. The demon knelt her head down and snuggled between Nia’s thighs. Tongue snaking out, she licked come from Nia’s quivering opening. 
 
    Bodies glistened with perspiration as the three carried on. Trystan watched as Sunara lapped and licked at Nia. The fire mage looked pass the blue haired demon to Trystan. They said without saying anything that they were both having a good time. 
 
    In the living room, monsters and familiars continued their dance. Aznara took hold of a full bottle of wine and began gulping it down. A storm raged in her heart and she tried to put it out with as much wine as possible. 
 
    “You should save some wine for the rest of us,” Reeko said with a drunken smile. 
 
    The succubus looked down at the goblin and gave a wicked smile, “Want to show me your room?” The demon said with a seductive hiss. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Trystan, Nia and Sunara crowded together in the small bathroom. Each bedroom had their own but all three had to freshen up before joining the celebration again. Trystan washed his face as Sunara clasped her corset together and smoother down her long white skirt. Nia was tying her hair back and checking her dress for wrinkles. In the mirror Trystan could see Sunara glancing at Nia. Her intentions for Nia was plain but the mage didn’t dwell on it. All three shared a moment and it was fun for all involved. 
 
    “Do you think everyone is going to know? We were gone for a while,” Trystan said as he dried his face with a towel. 
 
    “Does it matter?” Sunara said matter of fact. 
 
    “I don’t want to be rude,” Trystan smiled and threw the towel at the succubus. 
 
    Sunara caught it in midair and smiled, “I don’t believe you’re capable of being rude.” 
 
    “You two need to stop flirting or we will be right back where we were,” Nia leered. 
 
    “I can go another few rounds. I’m not sure your human bodies could handle it.” 
 
    “Someone is bragging,” Trystan laughed. 
 
    Nia looked to Trystan and then to Sunara, “Maybe when everyone leaves. I need water.” 
 
    Trystan nodded but Sunara sighed. The three were clean and ready when they stepped out of the bedroom together. The music was still going. The familiars were drunk and laughing. The vampire Vossa was leaning into Red Fang. The hulking wolf man’s tuxedo suit was unbuttoned at the top and a slender pale hand was touching his chest. Sylk sat in a lone chair, half a glass of wine and glassy oval eyes. Wendy the Ogre were still dancing and nearly shaking the room. 
 
    “I thought I was going to have to go in and find you guys,” Reeko said as he drunkenly strolled up to the trio. 
 
    “Where is Aznara?” Sunara asked after scanning the room. 
 
    “After I politely deflected her advances, she growled and left. She seemed drunk and angry,” Reeko said as his eyes lowered. 
 
    Trystan and Nia looked to each other but Sunara let out a huff.  
 
    “Enjoy the celebration. I have to go find her before she does something stupid.” 
 
    The succubus grabbed her coat from the coat closet and said her goodbyes. The demon kissed Trystan on the cheek. She moved to Nia and put one hand on her waist, bringing her close and kissing her on the lips. The rest of the guests watched as Nia closed her eyes. A second later, Sunara broke away and walked to the door, waving. 
 
    Red Fang rushed Nia and took her hand. Twirling, they moved to the music. Trystan moved to Sylk who eyed him with half closed eyes. The mage put out his hand and the siren simply looked at it. 
 
    “Yes master?” Sylk said with a slurry edge. 
 
    “I miss you. Dance with me,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    The siren wanted to turn away but staring at her handsome master only made stars’ shine in her eyes. A blue webbed hand reached up and took hold of Trystan’s hand. They joined the dancing bodies as the music and bass played on. 
 
    *** 
 
    Pain throbbed like incoming ocean waves. Trystan blinked as morning light poured in through his bedroom windows. The mage tried to move but found himself trapped in the arms and legs of a beautiful red head. Nia made a little moan and held him tighter, eyes still shut. 
 
    “Nia?” Trystan whispered. 
 
    “Nia’s asleep,” The red head whispered back. 
 
    “Can you wake her and tell her I have to use the bathroom?”  
 
    Nia snuggled her face into his neck, “She said hold it. She is busy sleeping,” The red head whispered. 
 
    Trystan could feel nature calling and it was ringing louder and louder. The mage untangled the arms and legs from his body. Nia let her arm swing out and she laid on her back. Trystan slipped out of bed and Nia made sure to spread her body out so she covered the bed. The mage smiled and raced to the bathroom. 
 
    When the mage was finished, he walked back to see Nia spread eagle with her eyes closed. Urges raised their wanting heads and the mage could feel himself growing harder just looking at her. With his spear at half strength, the mage took the opportunity to invade Nia’s valley. Crawling over her, his spear point touched her line and nuzzled against it. The red head didn’t move until he prodded her a little more. With sleepy writhing, she moved her hips to assist with the mage’s conquest. Pushing in, a small moan escaped her lips. Trystan could tell she was awake but that didn’t stop him from sinking inch after inch into her. When he reached his base, Nia writhed and let out small gasps. 
 
    “I’m so sore,” Nia said with closed eyes. 
 
    “Me too,” Trystan said and began moving his hips. 
 
    “Did you have fun last night?” Nia said as she turned her head and gasped again. 
 
    “I had fun last night and I’m having fun right now.” 
 
    “Good, I’m glad,” Nia said in a low voice. 
 
    “Sunara has a thing for you,” Trystan said with a small grunt. 
 
    “Yea, I know,” Nia said whimsically. 
 
    “I just wanted to be sure you knew.” 
 
    “She is sexy but she doesn’t have the equipment I crave,” Nia said as she put her arms around Trystan and held on. 
 
    Body writhing, Nia held on to Trystan’s shoulders, helping move her hips to his movements. The couple matched their motions and their moans grew in intensity. The sound of love making filled the room until they couldn’t hold back any longer. Internal explosions caused them to moan in unison. Trystan collapsed on Nia, breathing heavy. Nia was breathing heavy but hugged her mage lovingly. The two stayed like that for a long moment before Trystan rolled onto his back. 
 
    “Will there be more times like last night?” Trystan asked nonchalantly. 
 
    “We can have anything we want. As long as we know we are here for each other,” Nia whispered. 
 
    “I’m here for you,” Trystan said in a low loving voice. 
 
    “I’m here for you,” Nia echoed. 
 
    The rest of the morning the two mages held each other in bed, basking in the blissful light of their love. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan was first to arrive at the empty classroom. Taking a seat, he pulled out his Trial Spell book and opened it to a blank page. Afternoon light poured in. The mage looked to the window and beyond. Outside the trees began to sprout buds as hints of Spring warmed the land. 
 
    The winter was long and Spring was a welcome relief from the cold gray season. Trystan continued on with his studies and working at the Library. The mage took his subjects seriously as he learned mana manipulation, elemental creation, sword fighting and archery. Once a week he would visit Gwen to examine the black oval tattoo over his heart. The Ink Witch was at a loss to understand what was happening to him. Trystan on the other hand began to accept the strange mark on his skin. There were no more bouts of pain and any other strangeness. The black oval appeared only as decoration and he would often forget it was there. Time with Gwen seemed to move on from the mystery on his skin to having tea and talking about life. 
 
    Trystan did not however give up on trying to find anything he could on the Libro Nocte. The black book would prey on his thoughts like a mantis ready to strike. But the more he searched, the more bizarre information he would find. Taking a step back and looking at everything he learned about the book, he could only conclude that it was a rare item and used for dark deeds and rituals. More often than not, any writing he came across on the book indicated that if you encountered it, never read it. Trystan would almost agree since he glanced at but a few pages of strange symbols and couldn’t stop thinking about it from time to time. 
 
    Living in the same place did cause Trystan and Nia to come up with a schedule on when they could spend time together. Sylk grew more and more irritated that Nia was practically sleeping in Trystan’s bed every night. The fire mage was understanding and the two mages had their cool off periods. Trystan reluctantly agreed. Sylk and Bella were nearly jumping for joy when they spent time with their master. Trystan thought the ne living arrangement was working out until he noticed Sunara visiting on their off days. The mage felt he couldn’t really say anything but it did float into his mind every now and again. 
 
    Trystan woke from his daydreaming when the front door opened. Professor Hart walked in with Gwen right behind him. The mage felt instantly relaxed as the professor smiled at him. Looking over at Gwen, she beamed when she saw Trystan. 
 
    “You’re early. Are you trying to make me look bad in front of Ms. Azure?” Professor Hart grinned. 
 
    “No Professor,” Trystan said genuinely. The mage did wonder why Gwen was here in the first place. 
 
    Professor Hart tapped the front desk and a large tome appeared. Opening it, he leafed through the pages. One hand made a quick hand signal and the sink faucet turned on. Water flowed into an orb and hovered in the air. When it was the size of a large ball, the faucet turned off and the orb floated right above to the professor’s shoulder. 
 
    Door opening again, Nia walked in with Sunara and Aznara right behind her. Everyone smiled when they saw each other and the mood lifted even higher. The fire mage and two succubi took seats in the front alongside Trystan. Trial Spell books opened and pens were pulled out. 
 
    Professor Hart looked up from his book while Gwen leaned against the wall, “Thank you all for coming. I know this is pretty exciting so let’s get to it. Early in the school year you were told of the Trials. As mages you must complete Trials to become true masters in your craft. With the winter ending, your group has been chosen for this particular set of Trials.” 
 
    All four mages leaned forward. 
 
    Professor Hart continued, “Not far from Stukarr city there is a cluster of ruins. I believe Trystan and Nia have explored these ruins before arriving here to attend college.” 
 
    Trystan and Nia looked to each other with concern. 
 
    “It was brought to our attention here at the college by Ms. Azure. We have had teams of mages exploring and documenting the site. It has a wealth of unknown magic. Some of your fellow classmates have been studying the arcane symbols and designs all winter. What we didn’t know was there are two more ruins exactly like the one Trystan and Nia discovered.” 
 
    Gwen stepped forward, “There have been rumors circulating that these ruins are hot spots for para-humans. Bands of para-humans have been gathering around the two locations similar to the one by Stukarr city.” 
 
    The orb of water surged and flowed like a living thing, spreading out and taking form. After a few seconds, a watery map appeared hovering in the air.  
 
    Professor Hart stood by it, “We found similar ruins here and here. One is about a two days’ journey from the Druid city Karath and one is about three days from the Faith city Lumair.” 
 
    Nia raised a hand, “Have the colleges in those cities explored the ruins yet?” 
 
    Professor Hart shook his head, “Not yet. Since you two are the leading experts, they want to send a student from each college with you to explore the ruins.” 
 
    Trystan raised a hand, “Leading experts? We only spent a night there.” 
 
    “I didn’t even go down into the ruins,” Nia chimed in. 
 
    Professor Hart leaned against the desk, “We have taken that into account. It has been decided that two teams will be formed and each one will explore a ruin. A student from the local colleges will explore with you and determine if more study is required. We have to stress the importance of this trial. You are first year students and often times first years do not go on these types of trials until they have more experience.”    
 
    Gwen looked to the students, “That is why Professor Hart will be taking one team to the ruins by Lumair and I will take the second team to the ruins by Karath.”  
 
    “Have the teams already been decided?” Trystan asked. 
 
    Professor Hart nodded, “Yes. Nia and Sunara will be travelling with me to the Lumair ruins. Ms. Azure will be taking Trystan and Aznara to the Karath ruins.” 
 
    The two succubi gave each other a nervous glance.  
 
    Professor Hart put up his hands, “I know you two do everything together but if you want to succeed at this college, you have to be your own persons. This will be an excellent time to show that you two can work independently.” 
 
    Trystan looked to Gwen, “Are you a professor here at the college now?” 
 
    The Ink Witch shook her head, “I am merely here in a consultant capacity. But do not think I will not guide and protect you with every ounce of my being.” 
 
    Professor Hart smiled, “Ms. Azure has worked with the college many times before. She is trusted and we welcome her knowledge and experience.” 
 
    “As far as we know, what can we expect when we reach the ruins?” Sunara asked the professor. 
 
    “Ms. Azure and Trystan have spoken at length about the ruins by Stukarr. Much like his familiar Bella, we believe there will be a powerful slime at each location.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyebrows went up, “Slimes?” 
 
    Gwen leaned against the desk next to professor Hart, “I wasn’t sure about the information until recently. We are still sort of in the dark which is why we must investigate to be sure.” 
 
    Gwen snapped her fingers and a large jar appeared out of thin air. Trystan’s eyes went wide as he immediately grew a hard on. Mentally cursing himself, he was glad he was sitting at a desk instead of standing. 
 
    “Professor Hart and I will be carrying these special jars to capture a slime if there is one at the ruins.” 
 
    “Let’s be honest here, we are taking precautions but this is an exploratory trial. It all counts toward your grades but we don’t want any student taking unnecessary risks,” Professor Hart added. 
 
       “Professor Hart and I will fill you in on some of the finer details when we are on route to the locations. We ask you to keep this secret.” 
 
    “How are we getting there?” Aznara asked. 
 
    Professor Hart smiled, “My team is leaving tonight by train. Ms. Azure’s team will leave tomorrow night. Once the trains arrive at their perspective cities, the teams will hike to their destinations.” 
 
    All four students couldn’t contain their shock. 
 
    Professor Hart continued, “I know it is a bit of a surprise but time is of the essence. Nia and Sunara, you will be leaving classes early today to prepare. Ms. Azure’s team has the night to prepare for tomorrow.” 
 
    The room grew silent as the students mentally mulled over the information. 
 
    “If you don’t think you want to be a part of this trial, it will not count against you if you decide to back out.” 
 
    The students remained silent but their eyes showed their willingness and resolve. 
 
    Professor Hart smirked, “Good. Let’s work on some of the finer details shall we.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    An uncommon fog rolled in. The city street lights glowed in the eerie mist as a lone figure walked the cobbled path. Memories washed against mental sandy shores. Trystan felt his heart wince as he thought about Nia. They talked for an hour before Nia’s train set off. Holding hands, the two made promises to be careful. Sunara had met them at the station but respectably kept to herself. Trystan was thankful but he would see the succubus eye Nia every few moments. The mage knew he had nothing to worry about but it didn’t stop him from wondering what would transpire between the fire mage and the demoness now that they were travelling together. 
 
    Trystan smiled as he remembered their long kiss. When they parted he mentioned something about the heart growing fonder and Nia gazed at him like his words were magic. After seeing her off, he slowly made his way home. Knowing that Nia was not in the room next to his caused a small spike in worry and anxiety. Bella could feel her master’s depression and was happy to sleep by his side. Trystan snuggled close but his thoughts wandered to his beautiful friend. 
 
    Hoisting the back pack of holding over his shoulder, the mage looked down the street to the glowing lights of the train station. Memories floated to the back of his mind as mild excitement rolled through him. He had never taken the train before. He often dreamed about it, wondering about all the exotic locations and people along the rails. It brought a sense of adventure and he was ready for his first trip. The closer he walked, the more his heart beat. 
 
    Reaching the station, he fished out his ticket and looked around. Steam poured from the front engine adding to the gloomy evening. The mage eyed the cars. Large runes ran along each train car. He knew they were protection and stealth spells engraved on each car to hide and protect against gremlin attacks. Trystan researched everything he could on trains and felt pretty confident about his first ride.  
 
    Mist parted and a pointed hat with wide brim appeared. Trystan turned to see Gwen emerge from the gloomy mist with a smile. The Ink Witch wore her trademark black leather pants and boots. A black travelling jacket covered her top and a back pack of holding was over her shoulder. The mage smiled back while drinking in the rhythm of hips as she walked toward him. 
 
    “Greetings mage,” Gwen smiled and leaned in for a hug. 
 
    Trystan felt an awkward straightening of his spine as he hugged her back. Mentally the mage wondered why he was so damn stiff and weird around the ink witch. It was like this since he first met her and time has done nothing to dampen it. 
 
    Pulling away, Gwen looked around, “Where’s our little succubus?” 
 
    “I’m here,” Aznara said while emerging from the mist. 
 
    Trystan noticed the succubus was dressed in travelling pants and jacket with a back pack over her shoulder. She wasn’t wearing any of her usual provocative clothes and she carried a look of determination in her brow, horns glistening against the light and mist.        
 
    Gwen gave the demon a quick hug, “Good. The train ride will only be for the night. Mid-morning, we should be at Karath and meet our guide. Do you both have everything you need?” 
 
    The two mages nodded their heads. 
 
    “Let’s board,” the Ink Witch said with a touch of excitement in her voice. 
 
    All three boarded the train with Trystan taking one last look at the station and Stukarr buildings beyond. Inside they moved through as other passengers boarded. Trystan looked around to comfy seats facing forward. The air carried scents of different locations and he took a deep breath. Heart pounding, he was nearly jittery as they passed through from car to car. Reaching the sleeping cars, Trystan pulled a sliding door to a small thin room. Inside was a bed folded out, window and small closet for his back pack and clothes. The mage thought it was fantastic as he threw the back pack down and looked out the window. The train hadn’t started moving and the mage looked around his room like it was a palace. 
 
    Trystan moved to the open door. Gwen stepped into her room on the left and Aznara disappeared into the room to the right. The mage stepped out and over to Aznara’s room. The succubus was putting her back pack in the closet when she turned to the blue mage.  
 
    “Anything you need?” Aznara said with an indifference in her eyes and words. 
 
    “Have you ever ridden in a train before?” Trystan asked while being upbeat. 
 
    Aznara nodded, “When I first came to Stukarr City.” 
 
    Trystan could feel the distance between them, “We can talk later if you want to settle down?” 
 
    Aznara looked to the mage and let out a small sigh, “I’m sorry if I’m acting strange. This will be the longest my sister and I will be apart. She drives me crazy but we have always been there for each other…….” Aznara looked down, “…..most of the time.” 
 
    “Do you want to talk about it?” Trystan said with concern. He didn’t realize how difficult this trip would be for the red headed succubus. 
 
    “No, thank you. I just need some time by myself,” The demoness said with a sad smile. 
 
    “If you want to talk, I’m right next door,” The mage said with a heartfelt smile. 
 
    Turning away, the mage stepped over to Gwen’s room. Her door was open and she was sitting on the edge of the bed. Trystan watched as she pulled off her jacket and looked to him. Excitement and warmth filled his eyes as he stared at the ink witch with a wide grin. 
 
    “You seem pretty full of energy. First train ride?”  
 
    “You can tell can’t you.” 
 
    Gwen smiled back, “It is pretty obvious.” 
 
    “Since I was a kid I wanted to ride on the train. It’s like a dream come true.” 
 
    “Well we shouldn’t waste the experience. Meet me in an hour in the dining car. We should celebrate.” 
 
    “Should we ask Aznara if she wants to join us?” 
 
    Gwen shook her head slightly, “I think she may want to be by herself and I’d rather have dinner with you alone.” 
 
    Trystan nodded but a rush of heat filled his cheeks. The mage was having a difficult time hiding his enthusiasm and looked down the small hallway as if something caught his eye. 
 
    “Wear something nice,” Gwen said with a wink. 
 
    A short time later the train lurched to life. Trystan spent thirty minutes trying on different shirts in his room. The gentle rocking motion of the train made the mage weave to the unfamiliar motion. Letting the experience flow over him, he quickly adjusted to it. A mirror was attached to the closet door and the mage turned to his side with judging eyes. 
 
    Mist rolled off his right arm. Sylk appeared on the bed, sitting on the edge in the already cramped room. Her face was inches from his hip. 
 
    “Wear the white billowy shirt,” The siren said not amused. 
 
    Trystan turned in the mirror again, “I tried it on before. I don’t think it’s formal enough.” 
 
    Sylk huffed, “It looks good on you. It shows your collar and a hint of your chest. The billowy sleeves suit you. I’m sure she will like it.” 
 
    Trystan turned an eye to the pouting siren, “Talk to me.” 
 
    The siren stood up and helped her master take off his current shirt, “You know how I feel when you show your attention to other women.” 
 
    Trystan threw the shirt on the bed and picked up the white one Sylk mentioned, “We are sitting down for dinner. That is hardly me showering her in attention.” 
 
    “Master, it is obvious you have an attraction to Gwen,” The siren smoothed the shirt down as it went over Trystan’s head. 
 
    “I have no intentions other than dinner and completing this Trial,” Trystan tucked the shirt into his pants. 
 
    “You may think you have no intentions but I know if she tries anything you will quickly be under her spell.” 
 
    Trystan looked down at his naked siren. Wide knowing eyes stared up to him. The mage tilted his head and kissed her on her blue lips. Holding each other, master and familiar enjoyed their warm embrace. 
 
    “You don’t have to be jealous. You know I love you with all my heart,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Sylk held onto her master and looked away, “Our lives are getting crowded with friends and lovers. I don’t want to be an afterthought. You are my master but you are my lover as well.” 
 
    Trystan pressed her head to his chest, “It may be like this for a long while. I don’t know where college is going to take us but I look forward to a long life together. Your heart is secure with mine.” 
 
    “I know that master. I just want you to be happy,” The siren sighed into his chest. 
 
    Trystan pulled away and put his arms out, “We are happy. Now tell me how do I look?” 
 
    The blue siren sat on the bed and stared at her master, “Good enough to fuck.” 
 
    Smiling, Trystan went back to posing in front of the mirror. When the hour mark struck, Sylk was back on her master’s arm and Trystan was leaving his room. A conductor came through asking for tickets. The mage fished his ticket out of his pocket and handed it to the man in the blue uniform. With that done, Trystan inquired where the dining car was and the conductor pointed down the hall. 
 
    Walking through two train cars, the mage spotted the wood and glass door. Opening it, he stepped through to a car with dim lighting. Plush booths ran down the right and left sides of the train car. Men and women in white coats moved with trays of food and expert balance to tables. The mage wondered how anything on the tables wouldn’t go flying but he quickly saw that the tables were bolted to the floor and the train moved pretty smoothly. Glancing out the windows, dark trees blurred passed against a dark purple sky. 
 
    A hand reached up and Trystan quickly saw it was Gwen. He almost didn’t recognize her without her witch’s hat. The mage dashed to her booth and slid in across from her. Trystan was about to talk but he couldn’t help notice how beautiful she was. The Ink Witch wore a white dress with a plunging neckline. Blue earrings dangled from ears and red lipstick painted her lips. Eyeliner made her blue eyes even more sensual and they sparkled like sapphires. 
 
    “You’re beautiful,” Trystan said with genuine praise. 
 
    “And may I say you look dapper tonight,” Gwen’s own eyes shined a little brighter upon seeing the young mage. 
 
    A waiter appeared next them and placed a menu in their hands. Trystan immediately looked to the menu. If he didn’t then he would have continued to stare at the ink witch. Sylk’s words echoed through his mind as he found it difficult to concentrate on the words in front of him. Part of the mage wondered if Gwen simply enjoyed toying with him. But another part wanted to be toyed with by her. He couldn’t explain it but there was something there between them and the mage was honestly afraid to explore it. 
 
    Gwen turned to the waiter, “A bottle of wine to start with. We are celebrating.” 
 
    The waiter nodded and dashed away. A short time later the waiter returned with two wine glasses and a bottle of red. Pouring into glasses, Trystan and Gwen took them by the stem and clinked them together. The mage and witch ordered their meals and quickly fell into casual conversation. 
 
    Trystan found the wine delicious and the food fantastic. Gwen had ordered a fish expertly prepared with greens on the side. Trystan had ordered a small steak with mashed potatoes and broccoli. By the end of the meal, both leaned back and washed it down with a second bottle of wine. The waiter quickly cleared the table and placed dessert menus on it. 
 
    “Feeling a dessert?” Gwen asked with a decadent gleam in her eye. 
 
    “As long as the wine keeps flowing,” Trystan smiled with rosy cheeks. 
 
    They ordered two slices of chocolate cake and the waiter was off like a shot. The train rocked and swayed and Trystan found it comforting. The conversation slowed to a lull and the mage found himself staring at the witch in white. 
 
    “I see the wine has relaxed you,” Gwen said, holding her glass in her hand. 
 
    Trystan looked away, “I’m sorry if I’m being rude. I think the excitement of being here is making me too relaxed.” 
 
    “You have nothing to be sorry for. I’m enjoying the company,” Gwen took a sip. 
 
    “Me too,” The mage said and tried to not look at Gwen’s chest for the hundredth time. 
 
    Gwen eyed the mage and swished the wine in her glass, “Do you mind if we have an intimate conversation?” 
 
    Trystan didn’t know where this was going but nodded his head and took a long sip of wine. 
 
    Gwen put her glass down, “It’s about Bella.” 
 
    Trystan’s attention caused him to sit up straighter, “Bella?” 
 
    “I know I haven’t really been forthcoming about Bella’s history. I feel I need to come clean about it.” 
 
    “I figured it was something private. Something you weren’t ready to talk about.” 
 
    Gwen gave a slight nod, “It’s true, I have been hesitant to discuss. I’m sorry for not telling you everything but I feel I wasn’t ready.” 
 
    “Gwen, I understand. There will be no judgements here and we can keep it between us.” 
 
    “Thank you, Trystan,” Gwen hesitated before continuing, “Bella isn’t the Bella I asked you to rescue.” 
 
    Trystan was silent. 
 
    “The slime familiar you have is Bella or at least a part of her. When you showed her to me, it struck me odd that she was blue. Her original color was purple. When I saw her and she had no memory of me, I used my knowledge to try and piece together what happened.” 
 
    The mage listened intently as Gwen continued.  
 
    “I began searching with clairvoyance spells to try and find out what had happened to Bella. I was hitting dead ends until parts of her began touching my dreams.” 
 
    “What do you mean parts of her?” 
 
    “There are two more exact copies of Bella, a green one and a red one.” 
 
    Trystan tried to keep the shock from his eyes. Images flooded his mind of the strange dreams he had about the Libro Nocte. A chill ran down his spine as he recalled the green and red slimes standing by the dark tome in his dreams. How they leered and spoke of destiny. The mage thought it was just his nightmares playing out but now he wasn’t so sure. 
 
    “Does this have anything to do with her former master? Did he split her into three pieces?” 
 
    The corners of Gwen’s eyes took on a dark edge. For the first time, Trystan could see the witch was uncomfortable. Gwen reached for her wine glass and took a long sip before putting it down. 
 
    “I never thought I would ever have to speak of him again,” The witch’s eyes glistened. 
 
    “Gwen, if you do not want to talk……” 
 
    “I do want to talk about it. This Trial can be dangerous and you should have all the information. Bella’s former master is my ex-husband.” 
 
    Trystan was silent as Gwen seemed to pick her words before she spoke again. 
 
    “His name is Damon Wick. When I knew him, he was a bright spirit, ready to learn everything the world had to offer. When he walked into my shop, it was love at first sight. I inked his first familiar, Bella, and he adored her. We were a loving family filled with hopes and dreams for the future.” 
 
    “What happened to him?” 
 
    Gwen looked down, “One night he changed. His bright spirit began to fade. He left Stukarr college. He would go on long trips without telling me. When he came back, he had me ink more familiars into his skin. I did it while trying to help him but some darkness had taken hold. He blocked my ability to scry him. The secrets and lies were too much and when I refused to ink anymore familiars into his skin, he laughed and left. That was the last time I saw him.” 
 
    “Did you ever discover what changed him?” Trystan wanted to reach across the table and take her hand to comfort her. 
 
    “No. He disappeared. For years I heard an odd rumor about him here and there but soon even those rumors faded. Before you walked into my shop is when Bella appeared in my dreams. She was so confused and hurting. I was her only lifeline to save her.” 
 
    Trystan stared into Gwen’s eyes, “You knew I would save her. You knew it the moment I walked in.” 
 
    “Please do not think any less of me. I knew the journey would be difficult. I owe you more than you know. You have such a bright spirit; it reminds me of him when we met.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, thinking over everything Gwen had just said, “Bella could have killed me and Sylk.” 
 
    Gwen shook her head, “The stars I inked into your skin protected you from such a fate.” 
 
    Trystan reached across the table and took Gwen’s hands into his, “I do not think any less of you. I can understand why you made the choices you had to make. You watched over me and Sylk during the whole quest. You healed me when I was hurting and you checked in on Sylk. You helped open my eyes to the outside world. I spent my life behind the walls of Sapphire Cove. If it wasn’t for you, I may not be here at the very college I wanted to attend and living the life I had always wanted.” 
 
    Gwen looked deep into Trystan’s eyes, “You don’t think I’m a terrible person?” 
 
    Trystan gave an understanding smile, “I think the opposite, you’re an incredible person. I’m very happy having you as a friend.” 
 
    “Oh Trystan….” Gwen trailed off with a kind smile and squeezing his hands. 
 
    “I just don’t understand why Damon Wick had Bella split into three separate slimes? Bella couldn’t tell me exactly but from what I saw, the tomb she was in was collecting mana and storing it.” 
 
    “Professor Hart and I came to the same conclusion when I brought it to his attention. He brought my information to the Headmaster and Headmistress and they agreed this needed to be looked into immediately. Since the information is sensitive, we needed to be discreet. The mages studying blue Bella’s tomb were Professor Hart’s most trusted students.” 
 
    “Is that why you didn’t want Aznara to join us for dinner? You’re not sure whether to trust her or not?” 
 
    Gwen was silent for a long moment, “Succubi are hard to read. Their lust is so overpowering that most cannot truly decipher their desires or motives. Professor Hart and I decided that we best split them up and keep an eye on them.” 
 
    “You want to see what she will do? Are they suspects in some grand scheme?” Trystan wondered. 
 
    “We can’t honestly say but we are being proactive. I know she is a friend but there is something there under the surface.” 
 
    Trystan’s face darkened, “Aznara is a friend. For now, I will keep this information between us but sooner or later one or both of us will have to tell her.” 
 
    “I admire your friendship. I promise we will speak to her together and let her know what the truth when the time is right,” Gwen nodded. 
 
    The waiter walked over with two plates of sliced chocolate cake and a bottle of wine under his arm. After placing the plates down in front of the witch and mage, the waiter presented the bottle of wine. 
 
    “Compliments of the chef. You both make a beautiful couple and the chef wanted to make your night unforgettable.” 
 
    Trystan was about to say they weren’t a couple when Gwen spoke first, “Thank you. Please tell the chef the food and service has been amazing. We will toast to his splendid abilities.” 
 
    The waiter smiled and bowed. With impeccable skill, the waiter unplugged the cork and poured more wine into their glasses. He bowed again and was off. Gwen grinned at the mage and raised her glass. 
 
    “This is turning into a magical night.” 
 
    Trystan clinked his glass against hers, “A magical night only matched to your magical beauty.”  
 
    “Careful mage. If I didn’t know any better, I would say you’re flirting with me.” 
 
    Trystan said nothing as he took a long sip of red. With forks up, the witch and mage stabbed into their cakes and feasted on sugary goodness. 
 
    The last bottle of wine proved too much for the mage. The train seemed to move more and more underneath him as he tried to navigate himself back to his room. Gwen was behind him, hands on his waist as if trying to center him as he walked. Even the witch had rosy cheeks but her balance was excellent considering.  
 
    The two had reached the sleeping car and a door slid closed behind them. Trystan tried to take a step forward but the car shifted and sent the mage stumbling. Gwen took hold and helped keep him upright. Trystan put his back to a wall, eyes meeting Gwen’s. Time seemed to stop as the witch and mage gazed into each other’s eyes. A hint of shyness touched the witch as she looked away for a moment. Trystan could not stop himself as he admired her beautiful neck and full cleavage. Eyes moving down her body, he spied her waist, the curvature of her hip and finished at the side slit of her white dress. The witch’s scent was intoxicating as he took a deep inhale and savored it. 
 
    “We are almost to your room,” Gwen said quietly. 
 
    “You are beautiful,” Trystan managed to say. Some of it was the wine, another part was from deep within. 
 
    “You are handsome……” The witch let it trail off. 
 
    “I dream of you from time to time. I cannot……deny………” 
 
    “I will see you to your room. You must rest up for the journey ahead of us,” Gwen said as her hand touched his chest.  
 
    “We can rest together,” Trystan said seriously, even if he swayed when he finished speaking. 
 
    “You tempt me bold mage. But I believe you should rest. Maybe we can discuss the subject again when there is less wine in you,”  
 
    “The wine cannot shroud what is already there,” Trystan said and his hand moved to Gwen’s hip. 
 
    “What would Nia think?” Gwen whispered in his ear. 
 
    The thought of Nia bloomed and a sharp pain stabbed at him. The mage let go of Gwen’s hip and stood straighter, fighting the effects of the wine. 
 
    “Sleep well Ms. Azure,” Trystan said with new found strength. 
 
    The Ink Witch watched as Trystan stumbled off, opened his door and fell into his room. Stepping over to peek in, she saw that he lay partly on the bed. The witch made a quick hand signal. An unseen force moved the mage fully onto the bed and his shoes came off, settling neatly on the floor. Gwen blew him a kiss and shut the door to his room. 
 
    Trystan lay with his eyes open, staring at nothing as blood rushed to his manhood. The connection was there but he wasn’t confident if Nia would approve. The mage wondered if he just committed a terrible act to his relationship with Nia. It was true they were dating and not exclusive but he questioned his own motives. His feelings for Gwen concerned and confused him. Could a man love more than one woman? Could he live a life like that? Could Nia? 
 
    Mist rolled off his right arm and pooled onto the carpeted floor. The mage looked up sideways as Sylk appeared naked over him. The stirring and wanting were still there, thoughts of a naked Ink Witch satisfying his terrible hunger. 
 
    “Master?” Sylk said with wanting eyes. 
 
    “Sylk……..” Trystan managed. 
 
    Webbed hands touched his side and rolled the mage onto his back. The blue skinned siren took hold of his belt and unbuckled it. Trystan watched as his muscles felt like dead weight. The only thing that moved was his eyes as he watched the siren dutifully undress him. 
 
    “I can feel it in your mind. I can feel you yearn for her,” Sylk whispered. 
 
    “Sylk, I’m sorry if I don’t always make you feel special,” The mage said as his pants were pulled down and off. 
 
    “You don’t have to be sorry master. I am yours. I’m happy to be here for you. Let me help drain some of your frustration,” The siren said with cool understanding. 
 
    Trystan sat up and webbed fingers took hold of his shirt, “You are special to me. I should have had you sitting with me at the feast,” The mage said or at least that is what he thought he said. 
 
    Sylk looked to her master after pulling his shirt off and throwing it aside, “Master, let me please you. Let me show you how much you mean to me.” 
 
    The siren reached down and hooked the edge of his boxers. Pulling them off, her master’s manhood broke free from its fabric confinement. Sylk sat alongside her master and took hold, gently stroking. The mage simply watched, his hands behind him, holding him up. The siren knew how to stroke and please him. Images of Gwen floated in his mind and the mage tried his best to push them away. 
 
    “Master, I will do anything to please you,” The siren snapped her fingers with her free hand. 
 
    The surge of blood to Trystan’s member nearly brought him to orgasm right then and there. Looking over to Sylk, the mage sat astonished. The siren slowly blinked as a witch’s hat appeared on her head and what looked like a cloak appeared on her shoulders. Trystan couldn’t make sense of the outfit because it functioned like a cloak but the middle was open and a long V shape cut in the back. The siren wore nothing else and smiled. 
 
    “I will be your witch for tonight or any other night,” Sylk said slyly. 
 
    The mage was at a complete loss for words. Blood pounded and hungry urges bit and clawed to be free. The mage felt solid like a stone as his familiar stroked him.  
 
    “I will cast spells to ensnare your heart. I will pull your seed into my hungry mouth. What can this little witch do for her strong and handsome master?” 
 
    The entire evening had pushed the mage’s limits and possibly his boundaries. Passion and lust rained down on Trystan as he nearly lost complete control. Hands reaching out, he took hold of the siren and lifted her up. Animal instinct took over as all he wanted to be was pleasuring himself to the beautiful creature in his hands.  
 
    Sylk yelped with pseudo surprise. Trystan put the siren in his lap, hands taking hold of her round bottom. The siren whined and begged as her webbed hands took hold of his member between them. Trystan reached under the siren’s rump and touched her tight slit. Wetness coated his fingers as he pulled them out, helping the siren guide him in.  
 
    The siren cooed and gasped as her master forced his way into her. Once the tip was in, Trystan took hold of her hips and slid her down to the hilt. Sylk closed her eyes and put her arms around her master’s neck. The mage was unchained as his mouth latched onto a blue nipple and licked away. The siren had no say as the mage controlled the tempo. Sylk moved to his demanding directions, up and down on his shaft, faster and faster. 
 
    “Yes, master yes!” Sylk cried. 
 
    Trystan grunted as the siren squeezed him. There were no thoughts other than satisfaction as Trystan continued to invade the siren on his lap. Sylk held onto the witch hat with one hand while holding onto his neck for dear life with the other. Pleasure spiked and the siren was finding it difficult to keep her voice down. 
 
    “Fuck your little witch!” The siren screeched. 
 
    Trystan could feel his cock bulge as his seed screamed to be released. The mage wasn’t ready just yet to shoot his come. Flipping sideways, the mage roughly threw Sylk to the bed. Lust crazed eyes blinked at her master as he took hold of her and flipped her onto her stomach. Pulling at her hips up, the mage pushed his cock to her tight valley. Sylk’s eyes rolled up into her head as inches pushed as deep as he could. The mage didn’t wait as he began pounding, hips smacking into the siren’s blue round ass. Sylk looked back, eyes filled with submissive wanting. 
 
    Trystan took hold of her neck and pushed her face into the pillow. The siren bit down as bliss flared and nerves exploded. The siren screamed into the pillow as she shuddered again and again. Trystan continued to have his way, plunging her tight quivering depths. The mad urge for release was all consuming. 
 
    Sylk pressed her webbed hands to the bed, lifting her face just a few inches from the pillow, “Master, do it! Fuck your witch!” The siren said through heated breaths. 
 
    Trystan let out a soul crushing groan as his cock stiffened. Sylk smiled wickedly to herself as jets of molten come spurted into her, flaring with bright mana. The siren arched her head up and stomach down as ecstasy rolled between them. Hat shaking off her head, the siren fought through the waterfalls of bliss to grab at it. Trystan stared, come pulsating into his familiar. When it stopped, the mage pulled out and sat down, his back against the wall. 
 
    Sylk turned on her hands and knees to her master. The look of triumph was written all over her face. Trystan said nothing as the siren knelt her head down and took the tip of his spent cock in her mouth. The witch hat bobbed up and down and the mage could feel the guilt cover him like a poisoned blanket. Thoughts went to Nia and to Gwen as his siren playfully sucked his manhood, the mage lost in a sea of regret. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    With puffs of smoke and engine revving up, the train slowly left Karath station. Trystan looked up at the glorious morning sky. Pale blue, it stretched from horizon to horizon without a single cloud. Taking a deep breath, the air felt crisp and cleaner than the city air. Eye’s lowering, the mage spied the protective walls of Karath city, home of the druid college. Curiosity pushed at his mind, wanting him to walk to the city and see what it had to offer. Instead the mage turned his head to his travelling party. 
 
    Aznara wore her travelling jacket and normal looking clothes, her back pack over her shoulder. The mage could see that she was not going for her normal provocative appearance but even with near normal clothes, her womanly shape made the mundane sexy. The succubus had a blank expression as she turned toward the nearby forest and surveyed the surroundings. 
 
    Gwen hoisted up her back pack. The Ink Witch wore her jacket, tight black shirt with a deep V neck, witch hat and black leather pants. Trystan knew they had to focus on the trial but the mage also knew he had to talk to Gwen and apologize for how acted last night. 
 
    “Isn’t our guide supposed to be here already?” Aznara said with a huff. 
 
    “They should be here shortly,” Gwen said while looking around. 
 
    Trystan saw a tree next to him and leaned against it. The morning was cool despite the sun rising up. Soreness bit into muscles as the mage tried to mentally push away last night’s activities with Sylk. The familiar was peacefully sleeping on his right arm. 
 
    The mage let out a relaxing breath when something touched his back. At first Trystan thought it was a bug but five points pushed against him harder. The mage bolted off the tree and turned around. Eyes wide he drank in the hand made of tree bark. It pushed out farther, revealing an arm and then a shoulder. Gwen and Aznara turned to see something brown and green emerge from the tree. The mage took another step back as the vague humanoid shape slipped out of the tree and took a step toward them. The bark and what appeared to be green moss seemed to shift and change before their eyes. A moment later a short woman in a brown robe stood before them. Trystan admired the straight and long green hair flowing from a widow’s peak to over her head and passed her shoulders. Green oval eyes blinked and a small smile appeared on her lips. 
 
    “Hello. Sorry for being a little late. Time and I are not friends,” The green haired woman smiled. 
 
    Gwen was first to walk over with hand outstretched, “Lori Leaf Haven?” 
 
    The green haired woman took Gwen’s hand and shook it, “Yes. You must be Gwen Azure,” Looking past the witch, eyes met the other two mages, “This must be Trystan Song and Aznara Kulmare.”     
 
    Lori let go and walked over to Trystan, shook his hand and then moved to Aznara. The succubus gave a weak smile but a firm handshake. When introductions were finished, the druid turned to Gwen. 
 
    “It is a pleasure to meet you all. I will be your guide to Grey Peak mountain. It will take about two days to get there on foot. I would have brought horses but some of the land between here and there would be hard for them to navigate,” Lori smiled. 
 
    “If you don’t mind a question, how did you come out of the tree?” Trystan was fascinated. He had heard of druid magic but to see it firsthand caused a flurry of questions to explode in his mind. 
 
    Lori nodded, “I understand it can be a little off putting seeing it for the first time. Druids can travel through trees to different locations. As long as there is a tree there, we can travel it.” 
 
    Aznara’s eyes narrowed, “Then why don’t we all travel by tree to this mountain? Why do we have to hike through dangerous lands to get there?” 
 
    Lori gave the succubus an understanding nod, “For a druid, the spell doesn’t require much mana but I’m not skilled enough to take myself and three others over such a distance. But you needn’t worry about the lands to our destination. I have spent much time exploring and cataloging all manner of plants and beasts. My professors believe I am the best druid for the task at hand.” 
 
    Gwen smiled, “The professors do speak highly of you Lori. We trust in your abilities to get us there safely.” 
 
    “Thank you. Now if there are no further questions, we should be on our way.” Lori said with a cheerful smile. 
 
    Aznara rolled her eyes a little but remained silent. Trystan’s eyes were still wide as he wondered what other magical abilities and spells druids may possess. The little druid turned and began walking North toward the edge of a dark and foreboding forest. The witch and mages followed after the green haired druid. When they reached the forest edge, Lori tapped a tree. A staff emerged, slipping from the bark and into her small hand. Trystan felt a rush of excitement as he stared at the druid leading the way. 
 
    “Why don’t you walk with her if you’re so interested?” Aznara said dripping with sarcasm. 
 
    Trystan ignored Aznara’s tone but did just that. With a quick hop and a skip, the mage was next to the druid. Aznara watched and fumed a little as the mage began asking questions and Lori cheerfully answered them. Gwen glanced at the mage and barely could contain her smirk as Trystan fired away question after question like it was his first day at college. 
 
    The forest loomed over the four magic users as they penetrated deep into the forest. Shafts of sunlight stabbed at the land with a caressing light. The sound of wild birds sang their song as trees swayed in the gentle breeze. 
 
    *** 
 
    The march through the forest was easier than Trystan thought. They had been at it for hours, following along. Trystan and Lori led the way with Gwen close behind. Aznara took up the rear, keeping a healthy distance from the other three. The succubus walked with her head down and gloomy thoughts slinking around in her mind.  
 
    Trystan thought he would run out of questions but as Lori talked, more questions would spring to mind. The druid was patient and understanding, answering what she could for the curious mage. 
 
    “So, druids don’t need familiars?” The thought boggled Trystan. 
 
    “Some do have familiars but we can pull mana directly from living creatures and plants. We can even pull mana from the very ground if we need to.” 
 
    “Does pulling mana from a living thing hurt it?” 
 
    Lori shook her head, “No, not normally. Most living things have an abundance of mana. You just have to know how much to take. If you take too much, then the creature will weaken. If you take all of it, they will die.” 
 
    “Can you take it from people?” Trystan’s mind worked hard to process everything being said to him. 
 
    Lori let out a small laugh, “It’s harder to take from intelligent creatures. A person can shut it off like a faucet if they so choose. And before you ask, yes, plants and animals can shut it off too. That is why we live in harmony with all living things. Plants and animals are more than willing to share their energy because they understand the balance being kept. Not so much with intelligent beings.” 
 
    “You are blowing my mind,” Trystan said as a flood of new questions came to mind. 
 
    “We believe in sharing knowledge. Maybe in the summer you can come to Karath. I know many students who would love to show demonstrations of nature magic.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “I may just do that.” 
 
     The druid stopped in her tracks. Trystan stopped with Gwen and Aznara doing the same. The druid’s expression went from kind understanding to intense observation. Everyone remained silent as Lori scanned the forest. Without a word, she moved to a nearby tree and pressed her hand to it. 
 
    A long moment passed. Trystan held his breath, waiting for something to happen. He inventoried a few spells and had them ready just in case. Lori pulled her hand from the tree and took a step back. The rough bark waved and shifted. A bulge appeared from the middle of the tree and it shapeshifted into a kind face. 
 
    “Afternoon kind druid. How may I help you?” The face in the tree said. 
 
    “I see from the tracks and whispers in the forest that a large group of para-humans came through here. Can you tell me anything you may have noticed or heard?” 
 
    The tree face was silent for a few seconds before speaking, “Goblins and orcs travelled through here a few days ago. They were heading East. They spoke of a gathering on the coast.” 
 
    “What was their mood? We’re they hostile?” Lori asked. 
 
    The face shook from side to side, “No little druid. They were excited. Some spoke of the gathering with wide eyes and happy smiles.” 
 
    Lori nodded and patted the side of the kind face, “Thank you elder.” 
 
    “Thank you for speaking with me kind druid. I wish you the best on your journey,” The tree gave one last smile before shifting and melting back to normal tree bark. 
 
    Gwen moved closer to Lori, “I have heard similar rumors from colleagues across the lands.” 
 
    Lori looked to Gwen, “We have heard it too. Most students have come across the same information over the last year. Entire tribes of monsters moving East but no one can figure out why.” 
 
    “Gathering to the East?” Trystan repeated. He had no idea this was happening across the lands. 
 
    Lori turned to the mage, “I know our professors have talked about it. They thought there was some preparation for war but now they are not sure. The bands of monsters aren’t hurting anyone. They are moving as secretive as they can, leaving no hints of what is happening.” 
 
    Aznara stepped forward with arms crossed and eyes closed, “Some of my people left my village for this gathering to the East. No one had a chance to question it because one day they were there and next they were gone.” 
 
    “You never found out why they left?” Trystan looked to the horned demoness. 
 
    Aznara shook her head, “My sister and I were so focused on going to the Elemental college that we didn’t bother to ask. Not that there was anyone to ask. I told the Headmaster and Headmistress the same information as part of my interview.” 
 
    Gwen looked to the small group, “It doesn’t seem we will find out any more information. We should be on our way so we can set up camp before nightfall.” 
 
    All three nodded their heads. 
 
    Trystan turned to Lori, “How did you know to ask if anything came through here?” 
 
    Lori pointed to the ground, “I can see the faint outline of disturbed earth and plants rebounding.” 
 
    The mage looked down and he too could just make out the imprints of three toed feet and plants with bended stems. Gwen tapped the mage’s shoulder as he stared. Trystan looked up to the ink witch and gave an embarrassed smile. The small band turned north once again. 
 
    The sun passed overhead, shifting light as the group travelled further. When the sun hung low in the afternoon sky, Gwen pointed to a small clearing to set up camp. Trystan and Aznara dropped their back packs of holding and began pulling their tent gear. Gwen pulled out a bedroll and laid it out. Trystan was about to question if the Ink Witch had a tent when Lori moved her hands. Earth moved and shifted before her. From the ground an earthen cone rose up. A hole appeared at the base and earth moved to hollow out the triangle. When it was done, it looked like a large cone like tent, sturdy as stone. 
 
    Trystan stared awe struck. Aznara walked over to the stunned mage and grabbed his collar. 
 
    “Let’s collect some fire wood, or is your girlfriend going to do that too?” Aznara seethed. 
 
    Lori turned to the succubus, “I cannot summon fire like you can.” 
 
    “Wow, one thing you can’t do,” Aznara said as she pulled Trystan with her into the forest. 
 
    “Did you see that? I mean I heard about druid magic but to see it is a whole different thing!” Trystan said as he walked with Aznara. 
 
    Aznara walked with a creased brow and stiff arms. Her hands were balled into tight fists at her sides and stared forward. It was then, after about a hundred feet away from their camp, the mage noticed the succubus was tight lipped. 
 
    “Aznara?” The mage asked with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “We have never been apart this long,” The succubus growled. 
 
    Trystan remained quiet. The energy from the demoness came off in waves and the mage silently walked along with her. 
 
    “I think I would have been better if I had more time to mentally prepare for it but…..she didn’t even seem to care that we were separating.” 
 
    “Sunara didn’t care?” 
 
    Aznara closed her eyes and stood still, “She seemed all too happy to go with Nia. They have been spending so much time together that it makes me want to pull her blue hair!” 
 
    Trystan listened as the succubus continued. 
 
    “She talks about her all the time. She was never like that before. She is in love with her,” Aznara seethed. 
 
    “Sunara loves Nia?” Trystan said as the words sunk in. 
 
    Aznara opened her eyes and turned to Trystan with a glare, “You are a fool! Such a fool! You never noticed how they would make points in the day to meet? How Sunara would stay over in Nia’s room from time to time?” 
 
    Trystan let out a small sigh, “I noticed but I kept myself out of it. Nia and I are dating but we are not exclusive. I figured she was spreading her wings a little.” 
 
    “Nia may be doing just that but I know my sister. She is falling for her rather quickly.” 
 
    “I don’t think Nia is falling for her,” Trystan said with an edge of uncertainty. 
 
    Aznara gave Trystan a crazy smile, “It doesn’t matter! When my sister wants someone, she gets them. She has been like that since we were little.” 
 
    “If Nia falls for her then there is nothing I can do about it. People love who they love,” Trystan tried to say with confidence.  
 
    The succubus eyed him, “I know part of you wants to believe that. You want to believe if you love someone and set them free, they will come back to you. That is not how life works. Sunara is always hungry. She has that calm demeanor but she is a starving beast and has no qualms stepping over anyone to get it.” 
 
    “I admit you know her better than I do but what makes you say this? They are both women and can decide for themselves what they want.” 
 
    Aznara turned away, her shoulders giving a little tremble, “I’m going to tell you something. I hope it doesn’t destroy our friendship.” 
 
    Trystan put his hands on Aznara’s shoulders as she continued, “I saw you three together the night of the feast. I came to your room so I could talk and maybe share some private time. My intentions were not innocent. When I opened the door, Sunara was the only one to see me. You and Nia were occupied.” 
 
    Trystan remained silent. 
 
    “My sister and I had a wager on who could seduce you first. We play that game sometimes. We both have an attraction to you but I think Sunara was more interested in Nia. I think she also wanted to rub it in my face that she could have you first.” 
 
    Trystan’s face darkened, “You two were betting on who would have sex with me first?” 
 
    Aznara turned to the mage with watery eyes, “She knows I want you. It was stupid for me to confide in her. I knew what she would do. I just thought it would be natural between us.” 
 
    Trystan let go of Aznara’s shoulders, “My feelings and body are not some prize in your twisted game.” 
 
    Aznara’s eyes widened when she heard the angry edge in his voice, “I wouldn’t have told you but my sister has been distant since even before the trial. I’m sorry for telling you such awful things but I really do care for you.” 
 
    Trystan could feel his blood boil. Years of being manipulated and treated like a plaything bubbled to the surface. Aznara looked to him as the mage turned away and began picking up fallen branches for firewood. Trystan tried his best to sooth his own rattled heart but awful memories of being bullied surged like a volcano. Aznara stared as the mage picked up a few more branches, stood silently for a few moments and threw them at a tree. 
 
    Some of the branches broke on impact as the mage couldn’t contain himself. With a balled fist, the mage punched a tree. Pain rocketed up his arm but Trystan remained quiet, the only sound was of him heaving. The succubus stared with a hint of fear, her arms hugging herself and a chill running down her spine. Looking away, the pain of hurting her friend struck her like cold water. 
 
    Turning around, Trystan stalked toward the succubus, shoulders heaving and trickles of blood on his knuckles. The mage stood in front of the succubus, lifted his bloody hand and pointed a finger at her. 
 
    “Don’t ever do that again! If we are really friends, then you will never lie and manipulate me ever again. I would never do such a thing to you or anyone for that matter. I will not be treated like some toy for your amusement. Do you understand?” The last sentence came out in a low growl. 
 
    Aznara’s eyes pointed down, a tear running down her cheek. She nodded without looking at him. Trystan gave the succubus a hard stare until another tear ran down from her other eye. An internal cool wind washed over the mage. The anger boiled away and his heart beat with powerful calmness. Eyebrows turned upward as if he was himself again. 
 
    Aznara’s shoulders began to shake as she couldn’t look him in the eye. Trystan moved close and wrapped his arms around her, sorrow filling him. The heat of the moment faded and the mage felt a pang of guilt. 
 
    “I’m…sorry,” Trystan said. 
 
    The succubus hugged him back, “I didn’t think it would hurt you so much. It was just a game. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. I’m so sorry.” 
 
    Trystan held her close, “I have some things in my past that are still raw. There was no way you could know. I’m sorry for showing my temper.” 
 
    Aznara snuggled her face into his chest, one of her horns touching his neck, “You have every right to be mad at me. It was a stupid game. You are so laid back, I thought you might have found it funny.” 
 
    “I guess we both learned something about each other today,” The mage gave a small smile. 
 
    Aznara pulled back and looked into Trystan’s eyes, “I will never do such a thing again. I promise.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “How about we gather that firewood and head back. We can talk some more while we work.” 
 
    The succubus silently nodded. Breaking from their embrace, the mages went back to gathering firewood. Trystan picked up the batch he threw earlier, feeling smaller somehow. Looking over, Aznara quickly picked up branches as if a fire was lit under her. Trystan mulled over what the succubus told him and his shoulders sagged slightly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    Gwen looked up as Trystan and Aznara walked back to camp, their arms filled with tree branches. A circle of stones was in the middle of the camp. The Ink Witch was on her feet and helping the two mages with their bundles. Lori crawled out of her earthen tent. Branches were placed in the stone circle as the sun touched the horizon. The air was growing cooler and a cold breeze washed over them. 
 
    When they finished putting the branches and kindling in place, Trystan mentally called up a simple spark spell. Nia had been nice enough to show him a few fire spells. The mage made the hand gesture and the spell fizzled. Gwen was about to say something when Trystan tried it again. Mana turned to small sparks and showered the branches and kindling. At first there was a bit of smoke. The mage was ready to cast it again when the kindling caught and a small flame bloomed. 
 
    All four sat around the fire and warmed their hands as the sun sunk lower. The air grew colder and the final bit of sunlight faded from the sky. Stars twinkled to life and the night sky became a deep dark blue. Hands dug into back packs and pulled out prepared rations. The druid pulled nuts and berries from a pocket of her robe and happily munched away.        
 
    Gwen looked over to Trystan. The mage winced as he put a piece of dried meat in his mouth. The Ink Witch stared at his bloody knuckles with concern. Eyes moving to the succubus, Aznara was quietly eating her meal, a distance in her eyes. Without a word, Gwen scooted closer to Trystan and touched his bloody hand. The mage looked down as Gwen took hold and a golden light bathed his battered hand. The bloody open skin on his knuckles began to close. A short moment later his hand was healed and dried blood began to flake off. 
 
    “Thank you,” Trystan muttered, returning to his meal. 
 
    The Ink Witch could feel uncomfortable energy radiate from the mage. Trystan didn’t make eye contact as he ate. Lori looked to each person in turn before settling on the fire.  
 
    Aznara was first to finish and crawl into her tent. Lori gave a faint smile to Gwen and Trystan before crawling into her earthen tent, the entrance sealing behind her. Gwen gave Trystan one long gaze. When the mage did not return it, the Ink Witch was on her feet and two steps later, crawling into her tent.  
 
    Trystan looked up at the sky and let out a long soulful sigh. An hour passed before he crawled into his tent. Bella emerged from his skin with open arms. The mage hugged her and fell asleep in her comforting transparent arms. 
 
    *** 
 
    The morning light dazzled the senses as the four companions continued their march North. Trystan tried to keep his mind and body clear like the morning sky. The breakdown of their camp was quick and efficient. Lori was cheerful as she laid out their travelling path. With nods all around, the four continued on their way to the green slime ruins. 
 
    The sounds of the forest ebbed and flowed over senses. Trystan looked off into the forest and a bunny hopped off. Smirking to himself, the mage took another cleansing breath. Gwen slowed her pace so she could walk alongside the mage. Lori led the way while Aznara stayed far behind to the rear, a gloomy cloud over her horned head. 
 
    “I have been thinking about your memory loss,” Gwen said. 
 
    Trystan let out a huff, “Before you go any further, I want to apologize for how I behaved on the train. It was rude of me. I value our friendship and I don’t want it ruined because of ……” Trystan trailed off. 
 
    Gwen gave a hint of a smile, “No need to apologize. You didn’t do anything rude…..or unwelcomed.” 
 
    Trystan glanced over to the ink witch, “I wish I could believe that personally.” 
 
    “Is there something more you want to say?” 
 
    Trystan could feel his shoulders sink lower, “I have enjoyed our time these last few months. But how I acted on the train indicates that there might be something more than friendship between us. I love Nia.” 
 
    Gwen looked forward as she spoke, “Trystan, no one is denying your love for Nia. I believe your ideas on love are a bit old fashioned but that doesn’t make it any less beautiful and enduring. Love can be just as wonderful as studying the art of magic. I’m not here to tempt you. I value our friendship as well. No matter what happens, I am your friend.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes lowered, “Thank you.” 
 
    “Let’s change the subject. As I said, I may have a way to recover your memory loss.” 
 
    Trystan looked up and was all ears. 
 
    Gwen continued, “I had spoken to a few of my colleagues and some of the professors at the college. I was sure to keep your name out of it but most of them seemed to understand the need and wanted to help. Professor Luna was especially helpful with a certain technique.” 
 
    Trystan listened intently.  
 
    Gwen was sure to make eye contact when she spoke, “I could mentally dive into your mind and search along your mana pathways. It would require me to see your thoughts and intermingle my mana with yours.” 
 
    Trystan grimaced, “I don’t know if I’m comfortable with you in my head. I mean, I’m a pretty private person.” 
 
    Gwen nodded, “I know but it is our best chance at uncovering your missing time. My mana would help open those pathways and flood them. That should destroy the block you feel.” 
 
    “Is this the only way?” 
 
    “For now, yes. I can continue searching but since the tattoo has changed, I feel like we may be running out of time.” 
 
    Trystan was silent for a long moment, “When do you want to try?” 
 
    “We can do it this evening after we set up camp. I have to warn you; you must open your mind completely to me. If you hold back, then it will make the process that much harder. I know your uncomfortable with me seeing your thoughts and memories but I promise to be professional. Anything I see will not go beyond us.” 
 
    “Thank you, Gwen. I don’t know how to repay you for all your help.” 
 
    “Let’s see if we have any success first. Then we can discuss payment,” Gwen smiled. 
 
    The hike North went on without incident. The sun moved through the sky and the four marched with even purpose. Trystan spent most of the time trying to get his thoughts in order. He could feel the specter of worry hovering over him. The thought of having someone in his head was bad enough but to have Gwen searching through his mind set the mage on edge. Try as he might, he pushed away every seductive thought out of his mind only to have them rushing back. Secret desires and lurid fantasies played out and a few times the mage felt his cheeks flush red. 
 
    Gwen continued on, walking alongside Lori, discussing possibilities when they reach the ruins and courses of actions. Aznara continued to float behind them, the gloom over her growing more and more. Trystan tried every meditation trick he could remember but it was no good. Unfortunate acceptance curled around the mage’s mind as he finally gave up. The Ink Witch was going to see his thoughts and he simply had to be okay with it. 
 
    The sun dipped low and the four companions stopped their trek. In a small clearing they set up their camp. Lori and Aznara walked off to gather firewood, leaving Gwen and Trystan alone as they prepared the fire pit. When they were done, Gwen went to her tent and pulled out a rolled-up blanket. Trystan could feel himself grow more and more nervous. Thoughts spilled from fantasies to the block of darkness shrouding the corner of his mind. The mage felt deep down he didn’t want to unlock what was hiding there. It slept like a beast, making small sounds and licking its lips. Trystan knew it would not be pleasant but he must do something. The mage had to trust his friend, even with the secrets of the Libro Nocte. 
 
    Lori and Aznara walked back with bundles of sticks in their arms. Trystan jumped to his feet and helped them. A short time later, a fire burned bright. Aznara and Lori sat down, ready to eat their meals. Trystan was about to sit with them until Gwen silently put a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “Lori and Aznara, keep an eye on camp. Trystan and I are going to patrol the area. We may be gone for a while so don’t wait up,” Gwen commanded with a gentle tone. 
 
    The druid and mage nodded but their eyes turned to each other for a moment. Trystan could feel the hand on his shoulder curl into his jacket and the mage was gently pulled to the woods. 
 
    The witch and mage walked for a long while, the sun setting to the West. They reached a small clearing, the tops of trees taking a calming orange glow. Gwen unrolled the blanket in the middle of the clearing and set it down. Sitting down with legs crossed, she beckoned the mage closer. Trystan walked over and sat on the blanket across from the ink witch, fingers fidgeting. 
 
    “Take a deep breath and calm your heart and mind. I will be doing all the work. You just have to sit and open your mind to me. Don’t concentrate on anything but the sound of my voice.” 
 
    Trystan nodded. 
 
    Gwen moved a little closer, her knees touching Trystan’s. Pale hands reached out, one touched his neck while another touched his chest. Gwen’s eyes closed and lips parted. Trystan took a deep breath and let his body relax. He treated it like he was going to the healer’s office. Gwen was just going to poke around and see what was wrong. Then she will give him a prescription and he will be on his merry way. Despite the internal pep talk, Trystan felt his heart beat just a tad faster. 
 
    Gwen started a humming chant. The vibrations from her throat were low but they grew with each passing moment. The hum was hypnotic and Trystan found himself mentally swaying to it. On and on it droned, flooding their senses and bringing them to a state of openness. The mage could feel wisps of energy reaching out and touching him. At first it tingled but soon tendrils caressed his own mana. The outside world fell into a wavy darkness. Trystan felt like he was under water, sinking lower and lower until he reached the bottom. There he swayed to the currents, lost to warm vibrations and gentle caresses. A pair of hidden eyes opened. Something pushed along his mind and finally dived in. 
 
    Trystan floated like a leaf on the breeze. The mage opened his eyes to a purple sky. Lifting his head, he could see his body floating along tall grass. With a mental push the mage was on his feet and searching the yellow field. A shadow pushed through the tall grass. The mage stared as it took shape. A feminine form coalesced with a steeple hat on her head. Gwen lifted the rim and smiled gently, stepping closer and closer to the mage. Trystan could not take his eyes off of her. Hips swayed as she walked to him. Hands reached up and took hold of his waist. Looking down, the mage saw he was naked. 
 
    Gwen eyed him, pressing her body against his. Another shadow rose behind the ink witch to form another Gwen. Trystan looked passed Gwen’s inviting lips to the other Gwen who smiled. 
 
    “The image you are touching is from your mind. I’m the real Gwen.” 
 
    Trystan looked to each Gwen in confusion. Hands slid around his waist and touched his back. Gwen walked over and stopped a few feet from Trystan. The Gwen touching Trystan cooed and pushed her body against his. 
 
    Gwen tilted her head, “She is stopping me from getting closer. Or better yet, you are stopping me.” 
 
    “I’m not doing anything. I’m just here,” Trystan said and the Gwen on him kissed his lips. 
 
    Gwen pressed her body, clothes slipping away to nothingness. Breasts touched Trystan’s bare skin and blood began to rush. Gwen watched as her false image took hold of the mage whispering in his ear to lay down. 
 
    “Trystan, you’re blocking me and you’re using her to do it. Send it away,” Gwen said with a commanding edge. 
 
    Trystan shook his head, “I don’t think I can send her away.” 
 
    From the tall grass rose another feminine form. Trystan turned to see red hair and a sly smile. Nia stepped closer, hands out. Trystan could feel an edge of panic. Embarrassment coiled around his mind. Trying to break from the false Gwen, the image only held on stronger. Nia stepped close, breasts pressed against his arm. The mage was having difficulty breathing as his temperature skyrocketed.  
 
    The true Gwen stepped closer, “Let me into your mind.” 
 
    Trystan tried to untangle himself but Nia and the false Gwen held him tighter. False Gwen slid to her knees. Trystan looked down and could see he was hard and throbbing. Nia took hold of his member and pressed the head to false Gwen’s lips. 
 
    True Gwen reached out and touched Trystan’s head. False Gwen let his cock slide between her lips into her wanting mouth. Moans filled the area as both female images moved their bodies against the naked mage. 
 
    Spikes of mana pushed through the mage’s skull. Trystan tried to relax but the Gwen on her knees happily sucked his member. The mage let the spikes dig deeper and deeper. Gwen placed her hand on his other cheek and let her mind push further into his. A black book appeared and disappeared behind true Gwen. The mental cages rattled as the Ink Witch bore her way through. Mana surged as walls broke down. Trystan wanted to let himself be free but a terrible hunger raked claws against mental bars. Nia tried to pull true Gwen’s hands free from Trystan’s face. The Ink Witch held fast and the red head’s eyes turned demonic. 
 
    “You are going to let this bitch inside you. I thought you loved only me!” The image of Nia growled. 
 
    False Gwen pulled Trystan’s cock from her mouth, “He can’t love another. He only has feelings for me. He pleasures himself to this body. He wants me and cannot deny his urges.” 
 
    “Trystan, ignore them. I can touch the darkness. I can feel it cloaking itself in your mind. Push them away and let me cut away the shadows,” Gwen said as her eyes rolled into her head. 
 
    Webbed blue hands touched Trystan’s bare chest, “Master belongs to me,” The siren said seductively. 
 
    Trystan’s emotions ran off the rails. In the purple distance, tidal wave hundreds of feet high swept towards them. The mage looked up as it blocked out the purple sun and ate up tall yellow grass. Gwen held tighter, digging deeper. The darkness felt the witch and growled deeply, claws flashing. 
 
    “Almost there….” Gwen whispered. 
 
    The wave was over them, the top cresting. Trystan gazed upward with helpless eyes. The darkness let the ink witch in a little closer before slashing outward. Gwen grunted. Nia and false Gwen were on their feet and attacking true Gwen. Trystan let out a yell before the wave came crashing down. The force was enough to slam the mage down and hold him in a vice. 
 
    Trystan and Gwen opened their eyes. The mage’s lungs burned as he held his breath. Gasping, the mage took in a long inhale of clean evening air. Gwen sat back, her hands on the blanket and arms holding her up. A sad disappointed look creased her brow. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Trystan said as he gulped in air. 
 
    “Take slow breaths. Calm yourself,” Gwen said. 
 
    “I….I didn’t know…I didn’t know you could go that deep. It felt like you were touching my soul,” Trystan said as he slowly calmed himself down. 
 
    “In a way, I was. Your anxiety made it very difficult to part the darkness in your mind. I managed to touch it but only barely.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you saw that,” Trystan said as his eyes pointed down. 
 
    Gwen’s eyebrows arched upward. A hand reached up and touched the mage’s cheek, “Trystan, you have nothing to be sorry about. Would it help you feel better if you knew I had my own fantasies about you?” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes widened, “You have?” 
 
    The Ink Witch nodded, “There is no shame in it. You speak to me about your desires but I have my own. I……cannot deny my own wants.” 
 
    “I feel selfish for having so many feelings. I love Nia but I have feelings for a few people. They speak loudly and I feel I must spend my time chaining them up.” Trystan brought his knees up and placed his arms on them. 
 
    Gwen looked down, “You have feelings for me and I have feelings for you. I wish I could give any answer that would satisfy you.” 
 
    “What do we do now?” Trystan asked. 
 
    “I will need time to think over how we can overcome your mental blocks. You, my dear mage, will have to work on calming yourself and accepting me into your mind.” 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    Gwen looked to the mage, “I will teach you some meditation techniques and breathing exercises. Maybe with a little time, your mind will be calm enough to let me in.” 
 
    “If you think it will help. When do we start?” 
 
    Gwen smiled, “We start now. Tomorrow we reach the ruins and we will have to capture the green version of Bella. Once we complete the trial, we can try again to part the darkness in your mind.” 
 
    Trystan listened as Gwen began explaining the exercises. The night air grew cooler but the mage continued to feel warm. Listening to the ink witch only made his heart beat with a heated glow. Crickets played on in the background as the crescent moon took its place in the night sky. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    Trystan placed his bedroll into his backpack and closed it. Standing up, he saw the others finishing packing up. Birds chirped around them and the sun appeared from behind the horizon. The mage felt better after a good night’s sleep. The aches seemed a little less from their travels and the spirit was alive. Memories of last night played out as the mage remembered the meditation exercises Gwen showed him. Before he fell asleep, he ran through the techniques and blissfully fell to sleep. 
 
    Aznara glanced over at Trystan as he stared off, lost in his head. The succubus smirked as she admired him but only for a brief moment. A pang of guilt snaked into her mind and her eyes saddened. Closing up her back pack, she stepped to the fire pit, ready to kick dirt and ash on it. 
 
    Gwen let her mind float. Showing Trystan her techniques only made her heart grow fonder. A battle of emotions raged on but the Ink Witch soothed them to complacency and locked them behind iron doors. The temptation was too much and she knew she could not fall into it, not again. Despite her best efforts, the wide-eyed mage pushed at her resolve and she felt it was only a matter of time before she succumbed to it. The witch felt so strong in many ways but her heart whispered weakness to her listening ears. 
 
    Lori turned to the forest and pretended to not notice her three companions caught in some silent struggle. The druid often wished she wasn’t so nosey. The trees and animals whispered everything that had happened. They told the druid about the discussion between the mage and the succubus. They told her about the secret meetings between the mage and the ink witch. The druid couldn’t understand the appeal personally. The mage was handsome and good natured but hardly a man worth fawning over. Still the druid remained quiet and refused to interfere. Better to listen then to get involved. With a half a day’s hike ahead of them, she had to be sure they reached Gray Peak Mountain safe and unharmed. Once they completed their trial, she would return them safe to the train. 
 
    The druid stared out to the forest, planning their path when a cold chill ran up her spine. At first Lori thought nothing of it until another ran up her spine. Spreading out her senses, she searched. The druid asked the trees but they were strangely quiet. She reached to the birds but they sang on, almost like they didn’t hear her. The druid mentally touched upon rodents but they burrowed deep as if they were trying to get away.  
 
    Dark realization spilled over the druid as her senses touched hearts. Their beat was steady and filled with purpose. The druid called up spells and spoke louder to the trees. The trees did not answer back, as if something was keeping them quiet. 
 
    Trystan walked up to Lori, “So, do you think we will get there by noon?” Trystan asked. 
 
    The druid remained still, eyes wide. 
 
    “Lori?” Trystan asked again with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “Trystan, we are surrounded,” The druid whispered. 
 
    Trystan instantly became still, his own senses spreading out. He could not detect anything beyond the normal forest sounds and rhythms.  
 
    “They are masking themselves. Turn around slowly and tell the others,” Lori whispered out the side of her mouth. 
 
    Trystan silently turned and moved to Aznara. The succubus looked up with a small smile on her lips. It quickly faded when she saw Trystan’s grave expression. The mage reached to his belt and unscrewed his canteen top, placing the top in a pocket. Aznara noticed his action and readied spells in her mind. 
 
    “We are surrounded,” The mage said and turned toward Gwen. 
 
    The succubus called up air spells as she slung her back pack over her shoulder. Trystan continued to walk as normal as he could. The Ink Witch saw him, her eyes then darting to Aznara and finally Lori. Trystan was halfway to her when the witch nodded her head. Eyes spoke more than words and all four prepared for the unknown. 
 
    Lori let her senses touch the ground and trees around her. It was her ears that heard the pull of a bow strings. Foul breath drifted on the wind and black eyes glistened in the shadows of trees. Everything stopped and all waited for the world to breathe again. 
 
    A roar pierced the calm morning air. Arrows from all sides rained down on the four companions. Aznara acted first, calling a wind wall spell. Clawed hands moving, mana shot out and took hold of the very air. Like a thunder clap, the air whipped around them in a protective shroud, knocking every arrow out of the air. Lori spoke to the dying wood in the arrows and pleaded with the air spirits. Where Aznara’s spell forced the air to her command, the druid asked for the spirits to help. 
 
    Arrows rose back into the air, turning their sharpened points away from them. The druid whispered thanks and the arrows shot out. Sharp points struck shields, trees and earth. The force striking the shields caused the attackers to be thrown to the ground. Lori sniffed for blood but not a single drop was shed. 
 
    Trees rustled and massive shadows moved. Emerging from their hiding places, hulking green skinned monsters stepped into view. Pointed ears and protruding teeth gleamed in the morning light. Black hair covered some of their heads as Mohawks or long braids. Others were shaven and covered in tribal tattoos. The four companions backed up, backs to each other as more and more monsters surrounded them. 
 
    “Orcs,” Lori said with staff in hand and determination in her eyes. 
 
    “Surrender and you will not be harmed,” An orc with a long single braid stepped forward, curved sword in his meaty hand. 
 
    “We are on an expedition from the Elemental College and the Druid College. We mean you no harm and respectfully ask you to leave us to be on our way,” Lori said with conviction. 
 
    The orc gave the small druid a hard stare, “We know why you are here. The volley of arrows was to test your strength. You passed. We are to escort you to Gray Peak Mountain to meet with Lord Dubok.” 
 
    “The witch and mages are under my protection. This will be your last chance to leave us be,” Lori remained steadfast. 
 
    The orc lowered his blade, “Tell me druid, how many orcs do you see?” 
 
    Lori remained tight lipped. Trystan could count about twenty. Aznara licked her lips as she readied for a fight. Gwen whispered something quietly. 
 
    “I will tell you. You see twenty but there are thirty more ready to let loose another volley. Even if you four possess some expert skill at your various crafts, I doubt all will survive if I lift my sword up. Fifty orcs are ready to lay their lives down to escort or kill you. If I was in your boots, I would take the escort,” The orc finished with a sardonic grin. 
 
    Gwen put her hands up first, “We will go quietly.” 
 
    All three turned their heads to the witch in disbelief. 
 
    “Gwen, orcs haven’t been known for their kindness,” Trystan said with a spell ready. 
 
    “I cannot risk the three of you getting hurt. For now, we will go with them,” The witch said with a hard edge. 
 
    “I thought you would do anything to protect us,” Aznara said with a hint of craziness in her eyes. 
 
    Gwen looked back to the orcs as they stood ready for either decision, “If I knew for certainty that none of you would be harmed, I would lay all of them to waste. There is a game being played so we will join the game willingly. Put your hands down.” 
 
    Heads turned to each other and reluctantly hands went to their sides, spells fizzling. The circle of orcs moved closer, muscles bulging and ready for anything. The head orc sheathed his sword and stepped to the ink witch. His black eyes looked the witch up and down, his pointed little nose taking in her scent. Gwen showed no fear as the orc leaned in closer. 
 
    “You are strong. I like a challenge,” The orc leered. 
 
    “I fear this challenge will only kill you,” Gwen said defiantly. 
 
    “Be still my black heart,” The orc turned to his soldiers, “Take their packs and weapons. If any one of them whispers one spell, slay all of them.” 
 
    The orc moved through his soldiers as they relieved the four companions of their packs and Lori’s staff. An orc removed Trystan’s canteen from his belt. Aznara blew an orc a kiss as it searched her, a rough hand fondling her breast. 
 
    “You might want to check between my legs. I have kept many swords snug there, tight and warm,” The orc ignored her as he finished patting her down and stepping away.  
 
    The leader turned to the orcs and four companions, “Let us be on our way. May the Emerald goddess smile on our travels.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan studied the enemy as they flanked their sides. Two hours had passed as they marched further and further North. The orcs did not speak or even acknowledge their presence but the mage could feel them watching from the corner of their eyes.  
 
    Trystan remembered everything he could about orcs. He knew they were savage brutes who attacked towns, raping women and killing men. They were of low intelligence, basing everything off their simple urges. The mage wanted to shake his head as he thought about myths and legends. The orcs here were organized and spoke with a normal intelligence. Watching the leader, he knew that they weren’t the brutes and animals they have always been made out to be. The mage continued to wonder why so much propaganda was placed on anything not human. The college accepted para-humans this year and now he and his friends were caught by the politest war party he had ever heard of. There were no snarls or pathetic attempts of brutality. The orcs marched and their group marched with them in uncomfortable silence, hardly the monsters of legend. 
 
    The mountain had poked high in the sky hours ago but now it loomed before the mage. Small streams of smoke rose into the air as the mage looked down to the base and saw a wooden town. A wall of pointed spears surrounded the town as chimneys bellowed smoke. Orcs dressed in simple folk’s clothes looked up and waved to the war party as they returned.  
 
    The main gates opened and three rows marched in, two rows of orcs on either side of the leader and the four companions. When the last two orcs marched in, the gate was closed and sealed. Trystan looked pass meaty green necks as orc children pointed and stared, calling out to their mothers. For the first time, Trystan felt like he was the monster on display and his stomach soured. 
 
    The war party continued their march until they stopped at the largest structure in the town, a stone and wood building built out of fine craftsmanship. The main double doors opened. The orc soldiers moved in unison as they stood off to the side, leaving the four prisoners standing alone in the middle. 
 
    A male and female orc stepped through the main doorway followed by a female orc in a black robe and the biggest orc Trystan had ever seen with a large hammer over his shoulder. The first male and female orc were dressed in ornamental clothes fit for royalty. The male wore a mixture of armor and green fabrics. The female wore a jewel encrusted circlet and fine clothes adhering to a strong womanly body. The second female wore a robe indicative of a court sorceress. The larger second male looked like a bodyguard.  
 
    The male orc stepped forward, lower jaw jutting out and two tusks pointed up pass his bottom lip, “I welcome you to Rudal. I am Lord Dubok War Bane and this is Lady Ursa War Bane.” 
 
    Gwen stepped forward, “I would introduce ourselves but from how your captain spoke at our capture, you already know who we are.” 
 
    Lord Dubok nodded, “I do apologize but my kinds reputation precedes us. I felt an invitation would not convince you to come willingly.” 
 
    “Why are we your….guests?” Gwen asked. 
 
    The orc lord took another step forward, “We can speak more once inside. I have had the chefs prepare a feast in your honor. We can talk further on many subjects.” 
 
    “And our equipment and gear?” 
 
    The orc smiled, “It will be kept safe until you are ready to leave our little town. Please come in and we shall allow you a moment to freshen up.” 
 
    Orcs behind the group took two steps forward. With little choice, the four followed the lord and lady as they turned and strolled back into the main hall. Once inside, all four were separated. Two soldiers escorted Trystan down a hallway and into a room. Closing the door behind him, the mage exhaled like he had been holding his breath for hours. Looking around the room, the mage spotted a large bed with fine clothes laid out. The windows were closed but the light from outside showed there were bars over the tinted golden glass. A mirror stood with a closet off to the left of it. A lavatory stood opposite of the bed with a single small window with bars on it. The mage felt like a special guest. So special that they put bars on the windows so he couldn’t escape their hospitality. 
 
    Trystan stepped over to the bed and peered down at the clothes. The garments were well made and pretty stylish. Feeling like he had little choice, the mage took off his jacket and threw it on the bed. A knock at the door caused him to turn around. 
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    The door opened and the black robed orc walked in. Closing the door behind her, she turned to Trystan and pulled back her hood revealing painted markings on her green skin. Her hand contained a small bowl with a black liquid. 
 
    “My name is Batul Seer Fang, Court Sorceress to Lord Dubok and Lady Ursa War Bane. I’m here to ensure you are fully prepared for dinner later.” 
 
    Trystan blinked, “Prepared?” 
 
    The sorceress gave a sly smirk, “Contrary to popular belief, we do not eat humans.” 
 
    “Ummm…I didn’t mean that. I just don’t understand….” The mage was cut off. 
 
    “Please remove your shirt. I must inspect your skin.” Batul said with authority. 
 
    Trystan was hesitated, “Why do you need to inspect my skin?” 
 
    The orc moved closer and placed the small bowl on the bed. Gracefully she took hold of Trystan’s shirt, undoing a button, “You are a mage and have familiars. We must take precautions if you decide to unleash them and attack our lord.” 
 
    “I had no plans on letting my familiars out or attacking anyone,” Trystan said genuinely. He was ready to defend himself and his friends but attacking wasn’t even his fourth option. 
 
    The orc unbuttoned the last button and opened Trystan’s shirt. Black eyes looked over Trystan’s skin as she peeled away his shirt, “You may be speaking the truth but we must be sure. I see you have two familiars, one on each arm,” The orc looked a little closer at the black oval over his chest, “What is this marking?” 
 
    Trystan looked down, “No idea. A bad decision after a late night out with friends.” 
 
    The sorceress peered closer, “May I inspect it?” 
 
    “I don’t see the harm. Maybe you can tell me what it is?” 
 
    A clawed hand pressed against the mage’s chest. Purple energy surrounded the orc’s hand as her eyes closed. The orc was silent as energy caressed Trystan’s skin. The mage could feel a tingling right before a small flash. The orc pulled her hand away like she was burned and clutched it to her chest. 
 
    “Why do you have such terrible magic marked on your skin?” The sorceress hissed. 
 
    “Terrible magic? I don’t know what it is. Why is it terrible magic?” The mage asked as if he offended the orc. 
 
    The sorceress picked up the small bowl and dipped two fingers in, “Someone has marked you. They can see into your mind. The mark has tendrils reaching deep into your chest and entwining with your heart. I must put it to sleep before you can step out of this room.” 
 
    Trystan watched as the orc sorceress painted a line over the oval. She then moved and painted a line over Sylk. The orc peered at the image of Bella with several stars around her form. A moment passed before she painted a line over the blue slime.  
 
    “How can you tell? How do you know?” Trystan asked. 
 
    The sorceress made eye contact with the mage, “My people have studied and passed down the old ways. You have a tribal marking mixed with many different techniques. The marking I have placed over your tattoos will seal them into place. You will not be able to call on your familiars and they will not be able to hear or speak to you. The effect is temporary. You will be able to remove the seal by morning.” 
 
    “Will they have any ill effects? Will they be okay?” Trystan worried how Sylk and Bella were going to take it knowing that they were imprisoned on their master’s skin. 
 
    “Your familiars will be asleep for the duration,” The sorceress leaned in close, fanged mouth an inch from Trystan’s ear, “Be sure to remove the markings I have placed by morning. Do you understand?” 
 
    Trystan nodded with a slightly confused look, “I understand.” 
 
    The orc pulled away and took one last eyeful of Trystan’s chest, “Then dress. Guards will come at dusk to escort you to dinner.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan walked with two orc guards slightly behind him. The waiting was the worst but he was finally glad to be out of his room. The setting sun painted windows a deep orange. The mage looked around as he walked a long hallway. Tapestries hung from the walls. Orcs in various battle poses stood with groups of orcs looking to their leader. Trystan eyed a tapestry as he walked by it, the orc leading a charge had the same features as their host. The mage wondered if the lord of Rudal had an ego the size of his tapestries. 
 
    Further down the hall, Gwen walked toward the mage with two guards at her back. The mage turned to see the ink witch, dressed in red with embroidered long sleeves and crisscrossed thin rope down the front of the dress. On top of her head was her witches hat. Gwen looked to her friend and smiled, eyes drinking in his royal looking garb and happy smile on his face. 
 
    The two met in the middle, in front of a pair of large and sturdy wooden doors. One of the guards took to each side and opened both of them. The mage and Witch stepped into a large banquet hall. Candles glowed and a fireplace warmed the room. A long table sat in the middle. Lori and Aznara were seated, the druid and succubus wearing similar dresses as Gwen’s, Lori in green and Aznara in black and red. Lord and Lady War Bane sat at the head of the table. The guards escorted the mage and witch to the head of the table. Trystan took a seat to Lord Dubok’s right while Gwen took a seat to Lady Ursa’s left. 
 
    Servants poured in from side doors, carrying silver trays and bottles of wine. The trays were placed on the table and covers lifted. Scents of freshly cooked meats swirled and more trays of breads, cheeses and fruits were placed on the table. Goblets were filled with wine and placed in front of each dinner guest. All four eyed the wine. The same bottles were used to fill the lord and lady’s goblets. Lord Dubok took a long sip and placed the cup on the table. 
 
    Aznara took her goblet and took a sip. She put the cup down and looked to Trystan and Gwen and nodded her head. All three took their cups and sipped cautiously. Trystan looked off to the side to see the captain from their capture leaning against a wall in the corner. The orc used a toothpick to clean his teeth. Glancing over at Trystan, the orc nodded and went back to picking at his teeth, a sheathed sword at his hip. 
 
    “Captain Sord is here merely in a protective capacity,” Lord Dubok smiled at Trystan. 
 
    “Is he here to protect us from you?” Aznara said sarcastically. 
 
    Lord Dubok looked to the succubus and let out a hearty laugh, “You have such wit. It pleases me you can join us for dinner.” 
 
    The table was quiet. 
 
    “Please eat your fill. I’m sure travelling all this way has left you famished,” Lord Dubok said heartily. 
 
    The succubus was first to reach for the food and start tearing away at it. Lori soon followed. Trystan gave a look to Gwen and began filling his plate. The lord and lady began eating from their full plates in earnest. The room filled with the sounds of eating and Trystan had to admit the meat was delicious. 
 
    Gwen nibbled a bit of meat before speaking, “How long do you plan on keeping us here as your guests?” 
 
    Lord Dubok sipped his wine, “I believe only for tonight. You can leave in the morning back to your homes.” 
 
    “I noticed your town is right before the mountain. We are travelling there on college business,” Gwen let go of her goblet and looked at their host. 
 
    “Yes, it is. I also know you seek to capture the Emerald Goddess. That is why we are having a lovely dinner so you will be refreshed when you leave back the way you came.” 
 
    “Please pardon me if I may come off rude but how do you know our intentions or our quest?” Trystan asked as polite as he could. 
 
    “The Emerald Goddess informed me of your quest and intentions. We had a very long discussion a few days before you arrived,” The orc lord said and stabbed a piece of steak with his fork. 
 
    “We mean no harm to you or your people. We mean to only investigate the ruins and speak with the slime living there,” Lori said as she leaned in to see the orc lord. 
 
    Lord Dubok took a bite of meat and sat back, “Do not presume I am some brute who doesn’t understand what you are doing. I know the lovely Ink Witch has an artifact that can capture our goddess.” 
 
    “Lord Dubok, we only have such an artifact if your goddess means us harm. We simply wish to investigate the ruins as part of our research,” Gwen said while making eye contact with the lord. 
 
    “Despite whatever your intentions are, I will not risk it. The Emerald Goddess has shown my people and I more than any human ever has in the history of Lurth.” 
 
    “What if we promise to not interact with your goddess? What if we can see the ruins and make some notes?” Trystan asked. 
 
    Lord Dubok smiled, “Notes? I know mages are a crafty lot. You will say anything to achieve your goals.” 
 
    Lady Ursa was quiet. Goblet in one hand, she reached out and touched her husband with another, “Husband, maybe we should hear them out? Come to some agreement we all can settle on?” 
 
    Lord Dubok took her hand and squeezed it, “You fear too much my love.” 
 
    The orc lord looked to the questioning faces of his guests and continued, “My wife has concerns just as I do. The Emerald Goddess will only speak with me. There will be no reasoning with her if you arrive to take notes,” The last word came out with a hint of sarcasm. 
 
    “Lord Dubok, we cannot leave until we have investigated the ruins. We believe there is foul magic being used. Surely you do not wish for the college to send a stronger force?” Gwen said. 
 
    The orc lord’s mouth twisted into a frown, “You eat at my table and then throw out a threat?” 
 
    Gwen lowered her eyes, “I meant no disrespect. This has become an urgent matter for the college and the wellbeing of all creatures. We simply need a small amount of your time to see if there are threats on your lands.” 
 
    Lord Dubok sneered, “And the college will come along and snuff out those threats? My calm demeanor will only take this abuse so much. My lands know peace. While the other orcs, goblins and trolls run to Fallen York, my tribe is here and living in peace.” 
 
    “Fallen York?” Trystan repeated. 
 
    The lord looked at him coolly, “You must have heard of the migrations?” Lord Dubok turned to Lori, “Druid, you have heard the whispers?” 
 
    Lori was quiet for a moment, “We have heard of it but we didn’t know the location.” 
 
    Lord Dubok smirked, “It is no great secret. I find it hard to believe you didn’t know completely. Emissaries have passed through, telling of a new age. A place where our various races can grow and learn in peace. The wilds have been harsh on many and they took to the sweet talk of a future paradise. Fallen York is the location of the great migration. My people have been happy here and have chosen not to leave. Our Emerald Goddess has taught us much so we are now self-sufficient.” 
 
    “Then it is important that we investigate the ruins so your people may live on in peace? You spoke of concerns and we are willing to help with those concerns,” Gwen spoke with an edge of pleading. 
 
    Lord Dubok gave her a hard stare, “I doubt anything you or the college can do will change anything. You will leave in the morning. If the college decides to send more mages to my doorstep, they will be met with war.” 
 
    Lori stood up from her seat. The druid walked over and bowed before the orc lord. Captain Sord put his green hand on the pommel of his blade.  
 
    “I believe we can negotiate for fair terms on both sides. We have come all this way and simply cannot turn back,” Lori said with her head bowed. 
 
    Lord Dubok gave a small deep laugh, “I admire your tenacity but you have nothing to bargain with. Even if you did, I doubt it would change my mind.” 
 
    Lori stood up and stared into the orc lord’s black eyes, “I believe we should continue negotiations. Are you aware of the Nobo Accord?” 
 
    The orc lord was silent for a long moment, fingers pressing together as he gazed at the druid, “The Nobo Accord has not been used in over two hundred years. Not since most of humankind pushed away contact between the races.” 
 
    Trystan looked around, “Nobo Accord?” 
 
    Gwen picked up her goblet, “The Nobo Accord is a form of negotiating practiced centuries ago. It was a way to gain intimate knowledge and sharing for improved contracts and treaties.” 
 
    “The druids still hold this form of negotiating in high regard and though it is not practiced in the world at large, druids still practice it to this day,” Lori said with conviction. 
 
    Lord Dubok gave a hearty laugh, “You intrigue me with this possible solution.” 
 
    “I feel like I’m missing something,” Trystan said as the orc eyed the druid. 
 
     The Orc Lord turned to the mage and gave a sly grin, “The witch and druid mean to say that we would negotiate with our bodies in an intimate fashion.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes widened, “You mean…..” 
 
    Lord Dubok turned his head to Lori, “I am willing to follow the Nobo Accord….” The orc lord then turned to his wife, “…..will you join me at my side?” 
 
    Lady Ursa smiled and nodded to her husband, “It sounds exciting,” The Orc Lady turned her black eyes to Trystan. 
 
    The orc lord stuck out his chin, “You may choose your negotiating party but the Ink Witch may not be a part of it. As much as I would enjoy exploring her body, she is far too powerful to be trusted.” 
 
    Lori nodded reluctantly, “Trystan and Aznara will be part of my team.” 
 
    The mage and succubus looked at the green haired druid in disbelief.  
 
    Lord Dubok glanced at his wife and then turned his head to the captain, “Lady Ursa and Captain Sord will be on my team.” 
 
    “No hold on. Do we have a say in this?” Trystan blurted out the question. 
 
    Lori turned her head slightly in Trystan’s direction, “You do not have to join. But if we do not have an equal amount then we cannot carry on with negotiations.” 
 
    Gwen looked to the mage, “Trystan……” the name hung heavy in the air. 
 
    Trystan picked up his goblet and took a long deep sip, “It sounds like we don’t have much of a choice,” The mage said after putting his cup down. 
 
    Lord Dubok smiled, “Not if you want to see the ruins and take your important notes. 
 
    Lori bowed again, “It is settled then?” 
 
    The orc lord bowed his head to the petite druid, “I will have the servants prepare a room. After dinner we can continue with our negotiations in comfort.” 
 
    Trystan looked to Aznara. The succubus had a heated glassy eyed expression. The demoness then licked her lips. The mage picked up his goblet again and finished it. Gwen reached over with a bottle and poured more into his cup, a sad expression etched into her brow.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    Trystan walked along behind the group with guards behind him. Wild scenarios played out in his head as he tried to make sense of it all. Lord Dubok led the way. Reaching a single large door, the orc lord opened it and stepped inside. Lady Ursa and Lori were next. Captain Sord held out a green hand to Aznara and let her walk in next. Trystan was last to enter. Guards closed the door behind the mage. 
 
    Trystan looked around the large room. Thick furs and blankets covered the floor. Comfortable couches lined the walls with one or two in the middle. Against one wall was the biggest bed Trystan had ever seen. It had four tall bed posts with a canopy top. Curtains were tied to each post to leave it open and inviting. Single comfortable chairs dotted the room and stone pillars stood. Small tables filled nooks with goblets and bottles of wine. A fireplace roared against another wall, warm light filling the room. 
 
    Lord Dubok walked in with arms outstretched. Turning to the group, a toothy smile beamed, “Only the finest for our negotiations.” 
 
    Trystan looked to a pillar and noticed cuffs and chains dangling from a metal ring surrounding the stone column. Lori stepped forward as the orc lord took a seat in a single chair with a high back. 
 
    “First there must be agreements placed,” Lori said seriously. 
 
    “What do you have in mind?” Dubok smiled. 
 
    “No blood and no torture. Negotiations end when the safe word is uttered.” 
 
    Lord Dubok nodded, “Agreed under the condition that if anyone says the safe word, all negotiations end. My court is ready; I hope yours is up to the task.” 
 
    Lori nodded, “Agreed.” 
 
    “Since you are visiting, you may decide on the safe word,” Dubok eyed the druid with more than a passing gaze. 
 
    “Peace,” Lori said simply. 
 
    “Agreed. Is there anything else you wish to add before we get started?” 
 
    “How long can negotiations go for?” Trystan interjected, a slight tremble in his voice. 
 
    Lady Ursa smoothed over her long black hair with a green hand, “Are you a virgin dear mage?” 
 
    “No my lady but what if one of us cannot perform…for….uhhh….long time?” Trystan said with eyes turning down. 
 
    Lady Ursa smiled, “I doubt a young strapping mage like yourself will have that concern. I’m sure we can tease you to attention when we begin.” 
 
    Lord Dubok looked to Lori, “It would seem one of your team may have issues with performing.” 
 
    Lori looked to Trystan with understanding eyes, “I’m sure the mage will rise to meet the challenge.” 
 
    “You do understand that this is new to me? I have never negotiated like this before and still getting used to the idea,” Trystan said while not trying to come off defensive. 
 
    Captain Sord clamped a strong hand on the mage’s shoulder, “I’m sure nature will kick in. We are all here to work through it,” Sord grinned. 
 
    Lady Ursa removed her circlet and hung it on a pointed top of a chair, “I believe the mage will come around,” The womanly orc pulled at a tassel hugging her waist. 
 
    “If we are in agreement, then let us commence,” Dubok said as his eyes remained on the druid. 
 
    Trystan moved back and turned to a small table. He quickly poured wine into a goblet and drank deeply. The mage could feel nervous energy spiking along his skin. It was difficult to get into the mood and the wine did nothing to calm his nerves. He briefly considered telling Lady Ursa about the little trick of snapping her fingers but with Aznara here, he did not want to risk letting that bit of information out there about him. 
 
    Lori turned and faced the orc lord as he sat. Hand touching his jaw, he sat as if expecting more from the druid. Lori gazed at him, her eyes softening. Looking down, she pulled at the fabric over her shoulder and let bare skin slip out.  
 
    Sord stepped behind the druid and assisted with undressing her, “Dubok is a lord. You must be presented to him.” 
 
    Lori did not fight him as big hands pulled at her dress. Fabric slipped along her smooth skin and finally puddled at her feet. Dubok drank in the druid’s curves. Lori stood with petite breasts, pink nipples pointed. Her body was slender with small hips and round rump. Green hair neatly covered her womanhood. Athletic slim thighs continued down to dainty feet. The druid pulled at her ponytail and let her long green hair fall over her shoulders. 
 
    Sord knelt down and picked up her clothes, gently tossing them to the side. The captain undid his clothes, eyes on the small druid. Aznara looked to the lord and captain as they drooled over the green haired druid. The succubus felt her own heat begin to magnify as Sord removed all his clothes. The orc had a solid body of muscle, shoulders forming a nearly perfect T shape. When the succubus caught a glimpse of his dangling orchood, her mouth watered. 
 
    “Undress me little druid,” Dubok commanded. 
 
    “If only you will hear my case,” Lori said without moving. 
 
    “We are here. I will hear you,” Dubok said with half closed eyes. 
 
    The druid stepped forward, delicate little fingers taking hold of the lord’s garments and helping pulling them off. The lord undid his belt and slipped his hips out of his pants. The druid pulled at the waistband to help the lord along. Eyes stared at the bulge between his legs barely contained by his black small clothes. 
 
    Trystan was about to pour himself another cup of wine when strong green hands encircled him from behind. A sharp mouth closed around his earlobe and gave it a playful pull. Heat poured off the orc as Ursa pressed her chest to his back. The mage could not turn around for fear he would not be up to the experience. Being with an orc was not on his spectrum of secret desires. 
 
    “Do I repulse you?” The lady whispered into Trystan’s ear. 
 
    Trystan turned to Lady Ursa. The orc took a step back to reveal her dress barely clinging to one shoulder. A pointed green nipple on a large heavy breast was exposed while half the dress covered her other breast. Trystan looked at the royal orc, her skin was smooth but muscle lines showed. Ursa’s face was smooth and her lips were normal despite small pointed tusks protruding up pass her bottom lip. Ears were slightly pointed and small. The lady was a combination of powerful and sensual. Trystan noticed she was a few inches taller than him and had to turn his eyes up to meet hers. Black eyes stared with a gently wide brow. 
 
    “You do not repulse me,” Trystan said truthfully, “I am just having a hard time separating everything I have been told about your kind for most of my life.”       
 
    Ursa smiled, “You will find many things in the world are not exactly as you may have thought. This may be your opportunity to discover for yourself what is truth and what is fiction.” 
 
    Lady Ursa reached out and took hold of Trystan’s clothes. Fingers unbuttoned one by one. The mage watched as the orc eyed him. Opening his shirt, the lady gazed upon his chest. 
 
    “Your kind has fascinated me. This is my first time with such a handsome human,” Ursa said with a breathy tone. 
 
    “I only wish I was up to the experience,” Trystan frowned. 
 
    The womanly orc let her hand cup his bulge and found it only half engaged. She was about to say something when Aznara stepped closer. The succubus drew herself in close and eyed Trystan. 
 
    “I know this mage very well. Maybe I can help set him up to task?” Aznara said to Lady Ursa. 
 
    “Do you not believe I can set him to task?” Lady Ursa gave the succubus a cold stare. 
 
    “I believe my lady can certainly do it but let me get him ready for you. Royalty should not have a rope when they can have a hard spear. I will just be a moment and he will be all yours.” 
 
    “Do not take his seed. I want the mage to warm my belly with it,” Ursa demanded. 
 
    Aznara bowed her head, “The mage will spurt his seed into you as promised.” 
 
    Lady Ursa nodded, “Show him your talents.” 
 
    Aznara fell to her knees in front of Trystan. Looking up, she winked at the mage. Trystan looked down as the succubus undid his pants and pulled them down. When Aznara pulled down his under clothes, the mage was exposed and half hard. Trystan couldn’t believe what was happening as the succubus licked her lips and took his manhood into her mouth. 
 
    The succubus closed her eyes as inches sank past her lips and a groan flowed up her throat. The mage glanced at Lady Ursa as she shed the rest of her royal clothes, then back to eyeing the demoness as inches appeared and disappeared into her mouth. A heated growl rose up the orc’s throat as she clearly enjoyed watching the mage getting harder. 
 
    Trystan couldn’t contain himself. Aznara let her sharp teeth barely graze his shaft. The motion and sensations caused blood to flood his member in short order. The tips of Aznara’s horns touching his exposed stomach only added to the danger and seduction the succubus was providing. Sord walked over and watched alongside Lady Ursa and the succubus moaned her delight. 
 
    “He seems to be rising to the occasion,” The captain smiled. 
 
    “Yes, he is,” Lady Ursa whispered, her own hand running along her thigh and touching her hairless slit. Finger tips pressed at her own opening and wetness flowed. 
 
    Aznara’s moans filled the room as she sucked on Trystan’s cock. The mage was rock hard and a small moan escaped his lips. Lady Ursa stepped forward and grabbed Aznara’s red hair. Pulling, she yanked the succubus off Trystan and stared at her. 
 
    “Thank you. Now please Captain Sord,” The orc said as she let go. 
 
    Sord took hold of his member. Aznara was unchained as her lust turned feverish. The succubus launched her mouth on the captain’s girth member and sucked with extreme relish. The orc captain let out a small groan as his head tilted back. Aznara’s hands were on his hips as she forces feed his cock into her mouth and deep down her throat.  
 
    Lady Ursa picked up Trystan and took several big steps to the bed, throwing him down onto his back. The mage barely sat up as the orc crawled over him. Big firm breasts pushed against his face as a drop of wetness fell on his thigh. Trystan muffled out a breath and a green nipple pressed into his mouth. The mage felt his heart pump in his chest as wild urges lit up his entire body. Lust welled up and quickly his mouth took hold and sucked on pointed tips. 
 
    The female orc took hold of Trystan’s manhood and pressed the throbbing head to her wet slit. Eyes closed, the orc bubbled up a long deep moan as she mounted the mage, inches pushing into her. Trystan let out his own muffled groan. The orc was tight, almost impossibly tight. When she squeezed, the mage could barely contain how good it felt. When her womanhood touched the base of his member, Trystan nearly cried out on how snug he was. 
 
    “That’s it mage. Please your lady. Please me all night,” Lady Ursa moaned as she moved her hips slowly. 
 
    Sitting naked, the orc lord looked to the druid. The sounds and moans from the others only seemed to inflame the lord. Lori knelt down between his muscled legs, his member nearly fully hard. The druid’s hand took hold of the base as she licked the end. Looking up into Dubok’s black eyes, the druid closed her mouth around the end and pressed her tongue to the tip. The orc lord made no sound as he watched the druid pleasure him. Sitting nearly bored, he stared as inches filled her mouth. 
 
    “You will know what it is like to be taken by an orc little one. Pleasing me with your mouth is merely an appetizer. I will be sure to spurt my seed in all those tight holes,” Dubok grinned. 
 
    Lori ignored the orc’s words as she bobbed her head. The salty taste of his skin lit up her tongue as she took him up to half way point of his cock. He was much too large to fit completely into her mouth so the druid pressed her tongue along the underside. Pinning his cock against the roof of her mouth, the green haired druid moaned and sucked with increased tempo. The orc lord’s eyes opened a little wider but only a little. 
 
    Sord looked down at Aznara as she suckled his cock. Big green hands reached down and took hold of her arms. Pulling her to her feet, the captain’s cock slipped from her mouth and the succubus whined her displeasure. Before she could attack him, the orc slammed her against a pillar. Aznara heaved and whimpered as her wrists were cuffed and chained to the stone pillar. Looking back at the orc, his member pointed at her like a weapon. 
 
    “I will enjoy it more with you at my mercy,” The orc grinned. 
 
    “I believe I will enjoy it more,” The succubus hissed with delight. 
 
    Clawed hands took hold of her dress and ripped at it. Aznara whined and moaned as large strips of black and red dress came off. Red nipples were revealed as breasts bounced from ripping clothes. The succubus writhed as the captain’s hands ripped at her undergarments to reveal a reddish strip of hair over her thin slit. The orc fell to his own knees, pressing his mouth to the succubus’s valley. A pointed tongue snaked out and licked her wet opening. The succubus’s eyes turned into her head as pleasure spiked. The demoness squeezed her thighs around the captain’s smooth head. The orc took hold of her thighs and pried them open wide. Wetness spilled into his mouth as he tortured the sex demon with his tongue. Aznara moved her hips to his tongue and strangled moans rose up her throat. 
 
    Lady Ursa pressed down her weight onto the mage. Trystan struggled to keep from releasing his seed. The orc lady seemed increasingly sensitive for each thrust down on his manhood made the orc whimper louder and louder. The tempo had moved from a slow even pace to a faster and faster rhythm. 
 
    “Yes mage! Please…..your….lady!” The last word came out in a growl. 
 
    Ursa let out a long nearly painful growl as her nerves lit up. An internal wet explosion shocked every part of the orc. Growling, another orgasm shattered her nerves and quickly followed by another. Trystan suckled and nibbled the sensitive orc as she thrust down onto his staff. The mage could not believe it as Lady Ursa’s womanhood clamped around him, milking her own orgasm over and over. 
 
    Trystan’s mouth let go of her nipple and his head fell back into bed. The orc continued to slide on him and not letting go. Wild urges lashed at his being as a growing pressure pounded to be released. Trystan grunted and groaned but the orc was so tight around him that he could not release his seed. 
 
    “Too…tight…..too…tight.,” Trystan groaned over and over. 
 
    The female orc looked down, milking another orgasm and staring at the struggling mage. With half closed eyes and a playful smirk, she released her grip on his throbbing manhood slightly. Trystan felt the opening and cried out. Lady Ursa smiled as jets of molten come spurted into her tight space. The orc helped the mage along by squeezing and milking each long spurt. Trystan’s senses exploded as bliss crashed into him. Heaving, more come was pulled from him and the Lady Ursa looked down pleased. 
 
    “You have really set me on fire, mage.” Lady Ursa said as she let the mage’s cock flop out of her. 
 
    Trystan gasped for air and then sat up. Lady Ursa moved her body down and took his cock into her mouth. Pointed teeth grazed his shaft, causing the mage to stay hard out of pure fright. 
 
    Dubok moved his hips slightly, spearing his member into Lori’s already full mouth. The druid cried out as her own fire was lit. One hand snaked between her legs and fingers played with her dripping womanhood. Head bobbing, the druid released her own wants and desires on the lord. 
 
    “Release my cock. I want it to taste your tight cunt,” Dubok commanded. 
 
    Lori pulled the orc’s cock from her mouth and stroked it with one hand, letting the tip touch the side of her cheek, “You will hear my case,” The druid whispered. 
 
    Dubok smiled, “Tell me you case and I will see if it is worth it.” 
 
    “Let us explore the ruins…..and I will give myself to you,” Lori whispered. 
 
    “You have already given yourself to me,” Dubok leered. 
 
    “No, I haven’t,” Lori said in a heated whisper, “I have not given myself to anyone.” 
 
    Dubok’s black eyebrow raised, “You are still a virgin?” 
 
    “My womanhood is still pure as is my bottom. My mouth has pleased many and you are just another notch on my staff.” 
 
    Blood coursed into Lord Dubok’s member, “Give me your cunt and I will consider it.” 
 
    Lori gave a seductive shake of her head, still stroking the lord’s cock, “You may not until we have an agreement.” 
 
    Lord Dubok stood up and glared at the druid. Lori was taken aback by the abrupt movement from the orc lord but quickly recovered by taking his hanging hard member in her hand and continued stroking it. 
 
    “You think you can bribe me? I could take you now. I could have my guards come in and hold you while I shove my cock deep in you.” 
 
    Lori looked up with big eyes, “Then you would be breaking our agreement. I’m sure the druid college will have no choice but to have you answer for your crime.” 
 
    Lord Dubok fumed. Lori gently took his cock into her mouth, gently suckling like some wild animal drinking from a pond. Pulling the wet end of his cock from her mouth, she looked up with innocent eyes. 
 
    “No need to be upset my lord. I would gladly give you my tight body in exchange for safe passage to the ruins. Assure me we can explore and I will let your majestic cock invade my valley. I will always know that it was you my lord who conquered me and you will always know that your spear slain my virginity,” Lori said and licked the end of his cock. 
 
    The orc lord stood silently as the druid hungrily took his cock into her mouth, moaning and whimpering with each playful suck. Moans and the sound of skin on skin filled the room as the orc lord considered the druid’s demands. 
 
    Captain Sord was on his feet, hands holding Aznara’s thighs wide apart. The succubus looked down with a hunger, eyeing his hard-green cock. Without a word, the captain pressed the head of his member to Aznara’s tight opening. The succubus shuddered as he sank every inch into her. Not long after, the orc’s hips thrusted with power, impaling the demoness. Aznara struggled in her bonds, wanting to clamp her claws on his muscled back. The thrusts caused her tits to bounce. The orc glided his tongue along her nipples, sending the succubus into a frenzy. 
 
    Lord Dubok looked over to his captain and the succubus, “Captain, when you are done, I will have need of you.” 
 
    “Yes, my lord,” Captain Sord managed as he thrust to the hilt, forcing the succubus to squeeze his throbbing member. 
 
    Dubok looked down at the druid as she lazily sucked his member, “I will agree to your terms on a condition.” 
 
    Lori pulled his cock from her mouth, “I will consider it. What is the condition?” 
 
    Dubok looked to Trystan as his wife’s head bobbed between his thighs, “You are taken by all three of us. I will invade your valley. Captain Sord will invade your ass and the mage fills your mouth. Are we in agreement?” 
 
    The green haired druid stroked the orc’s thick cock, her own hand touching her glowing nub, “I accept,” Lori whispered. 
 
    “Captain. Mage,” Dubok said simply. 
 
    Sord was thrusting so hard into Aznara that the succubus was lost in a sea of pleasure. With a mighty grunt, the orc’s cock thickened and Aznara cried out. The succubus clenched as an orgasm blasted her senses. Thick hot come spurted into the demoness causing her to grip her chains tighter. Seconds felt like hours as pulse after pulse of pleasure and bliss rained down. White touched the edge of Aznara’s vision when suddenly the captain pulled his cock from her. The succubus felt an emptiness and whined her disapproval. Sord took hold of the pin to her cuffs and pulled it. The succubus collapsed to the floor, fingers immediately pressing and stroking her own nub. 
 
    “Duty calls. I will return when I’m finished,” Sord said and walked over casually to his lord. 
 
    Trystan’s eyes were locked on the Lady Ursa’s head bobbing on his surprisingly still hard cock. The orc had her own fingers between her thighs, rubbing herself and shuddering to her own touch.  
 
    Pulling her mouth from Trystan’s cock, she turned her head to her husband, “I’m not finished with him.” 
 
    “You can have him when we are done sealing the agreement,” Dubok said with authority.  
 
    The Lady Ursa took one last lick of Trystan’s glistening member and sat on her knees, fingers pressing against her throbbing clit. Trystan looked over as the orc lord placed a hand on Lori’s shoulder and shoved her to the fur covered floor. Lori looked up with a hint of fear, legs open and body quivering.  
 
    Trystan slid off the bed and was on his feet, “Lori, you don’t have to do this. Not for the college, not for anyone.” 
 
    Lori looked to the mage, “I do this because I believe I must, for all our sakes.” 
 
    Dubok eyed the druid like a predator watching their prey but spoke to Trystan, “Come here mage. Tonight, you become an orc brother. Tonight, you share a prize with us. When we conquer, we all take part in the spoils. Join us or the agreement fails.”  
 
    Trystan kneeled down by Lori’s head, “Don’t do this. Let the agreement fail. We can find another way. Don’t let him take that part of you.” 
 
    Lori looked up at the mage with understanding eyes, “I see now why they adore you. You have nothing to fear gallant mage. I am working out my own fears and desires. Tonight, was the tipping point and I accepted what I must do. Tonight, we will do what we must to achieve our goals.” 
 
    The orc lord grunted, “Enough talk. I will take her first.” 
 
    Dubok was on his knees, big hands on the druid’s knees, staring at her green valley. Lori looked up with a touch of fear and a heated breath. The orc took hold of his thick spear. Nearly falling on the druid, the point of his member pressed against her tight opening. Lori’s breathing quickened as fear and desire spiked. Trystan had full view of the orc lord. The green monster grinned as hips pushed. Lori’s mouth made a perfect O as wetness coated Dubok’s cock and he pushed in. The druid let out a soul sucking scream as inches pushed against tight walls. Chest heaving, she moaned as pain and pleasure bloomed. Dubok continued to leer as inches sunk into her tight depths. 
 
    The orc’s body nearly engulfed the petite druid. Lori closed her eyes, body trembling from an ocean of bliss and new knowledge. Pain stretched out like tentacles for long moments before it began to ease. The orc lord did not give the druid time to adjust as he moved his hips. Thrusting caused Lori to yelp, hands clutching at the lord’s muscled back. 
 
    “I will fill your belly with my seed. You will dream of my cock when you sleep,” Dubok grunted. 
 
    Captain Sord stood over his lord as he took the druid. Trystan was frozen, staring at Lori as she seemed lost to blinding sensations. Lady Ursa sat at the edge of the big bed, legs open and fingers swirling her bare slit. Aznara looked around hungrily. Needing to satisfy her own demonic desires, the succubus crawled across the floor to Dubok’s wife. Without any acknowledgement, the demoness pressed her mouth to Lady Ursa’s fingers and full lips. Ursa looked down and pulled her hand away, letting the succubus lick her wet gash. 
 
    Dubok grunted as he increased the tempo. Lori could barely contain the orc lord as he invaded her. Squeezing only made the sensations flare up and she gulped down air. Dubok’s eyes widened as he moved closer and closer to release. 
 
    “Your lord comes!” Dubok groaned. 
 
    “You…..are….not…. my lord!” Lori managed as her body shuddered. 
 
    The orc’s cock thickened, sending the druid into a maelstrom of bliss. Heat burst from her small form as an orgasm flashed. Lori’s eyes rolled into her head as explosion after explosion caused her to tremble and shudder. White come burst from the orc’s cock. Molten heat spurted into her small womb. On and on it went, the orc lord staring down at his conquered prize. Lori looked to Trystan, eyes glassy with bliss. The mage could see as the lord pulled out slightly, blood covered his shaft. 
 
    Trystan remembered what Lori said about no blood or torture. He was about to say something when the druid shook her head slightly. A grave shadow covered the mage’s expression as he remained silent. 
 
    Huffing, the orc lifted the druid effortlessly in his arms. Rolling onto his back, he was sure to have the druid not break contact between them. The sudden shift caused Lori to moan as white seed dripped from her full womanhood. Taking hold of her arm, Dubok pulled the druid to his chest. 
 
    “Captain,” The lord said simply. 
 
    Captain Sord was on his knees, his orchood fully erect. It glistened with Aznara’s wetness. A moan filled the room as Lady Ursa watched, the succubus licking her clit and tasting her wetness. The orc was silent as he stared at Lori’s bottom. Dubok took hold of her ass and spread her cheeks. The orc pressed his spear point to her pucker. Lori looked back with wide eyes. She turned to Trystan as the captain slowly pushed at her opening. Trystan ran fingers through her green hair as her mouth hung open. The captain’s head pushed through and penetrated her tight opening. The druid trembled, biting her lip to keep from screaming again. The mage did what he could to comfort her but Lori knocked away his hand. A fierce hunger took hold in her eyes. Of her own accord, the druid pushed against both orc cocks. The lord watched as Lori moaned and pushed against them. Sord was slow at first, moving in and out, giving her time to adjust. The druid nearly growled as she thrust on them, squeezing and making herself tighter and tighter. 
 
    “Trystan…give me your cock,” The druid glowered. 
 
    Trystan did not move. The druid huffed her dismay. Reaching out, her small hand took hold of his half hard member. The mage was pulled to his knees as the druid closed her mouth around his cock. Lady Ursa groaned another orgasm as she watched all three men take the small druid. Bodies moving to hot rhythm, Lori gave muffled moans. Dubok lay with the druid moving on top of him. Sord pushed to the base and back out in long strokes. Trystan felt himself getting harder and harder as the druid pressed her tongue under his shaft to the roof of her mouth. 
 
    All four moved to lust crazed desires. Trystan was the only one holding back, feeling shame that the druid would make such a sacrifice for them. Reason began to ebb the more Lori sucked and stroked his cock with her tongue. The beast deep within the mage began to awaken and a warm shudder ran up his spine. Despite trying to keep it at bay, it rattled the cage and pulled on the chains. 
 
    “I come again,” Lord Dubok grunted. 
 
    The orc lord’s hips pushed up, cock stiffening and exploding with spurts of hot seed. Lori did not break the tempo as she moved, come dripping out of her and down the orc’s shaft. Sord was holding the druid’s thin waist when she shoved his cock to the base. Lori let out a muffled scream as the captain’s cock thickened and spurted come into her. The druid tightened her come filled holes, milking all she could from the two orcs. 
 
    Trystan could not keep his darker self at bay any longer. The lust was so thick you could cut it with a knife. The mage took hold of the back of the druid’s head and helped her along, sucking on his cock faster and faster. Without warning, come spurted into her mouth and down her throat. Lori could not contain herself any longer. Body pushed just beyond her limits, the druid climaxed. The orgasm and release caused her entire body to tremble on the edge of infinity. 
 
    Time stood still as bliss covered all in its seductive embrace. Trystan pulled from the druid’s mouth and she took a deep breath. The orcs kept themselves inside of her, milking more of their obscene amount of seed. Trystan was on his feet, still hard and wanting more. Lady Ursa looked to the mage and beckoned with a clawed finger. The mage stalked forward. Aznara looked away from the orc's slit, mouth and chin covered in wetness. Moving aside, the succubus watched as Trystan aggressively pushed the Lady Ursa onto the bed. 
 
    The female orc moaned her approval as the mage drove his staff into her waiting portal. Wild horny rage took over and the mage drove himself deep. The orc moaned to the savagery of Trystan’s assault. The mage could not control himself as he bit her protruding nipple. The orc cooed her pleasure and held the mage close. Trystan pulled his head from her full breasts and groaned by her ear. The orc nibbled on the mage’s ear as he slammed his hips in between her thighs. 
 
    “He will betray you,” Lady Ursa said with the barest whisper. 
 
    Trystan did not stop his need for release but the words burned into his mind. 
 
    “I’m coming!” Lady Ursa quickly followed with a loud groan. 
 
    The orc tightened around the mage but this time nothing could stop him. The mage growled like a beast as come forced its way through his and spurting into her tightness. The orc squeezed him to her own breaking point as orgasm after orgasm exploded internally. Bucking, the orc moaned her pleasure. 
 
    With the beast sated, Trystan felt his former self begin to return. Looking at the lust filled eyes of the orc, he wondered if what she said was true. Was Dubok going to betray them? Why would she say this about her own husband? 
 
    Lady Ursa took hold of the mage’s jaw and turned his eyes to hers, “I’m glad you finally let your true self out. Now rest up because the night is just beginning,” The orc grinned. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve  
 
    Hot water cascaded down the mage’s body, mind numb with dark thoughts. Trystan tried to push it all away but it hung on like a fisherman’s hook in his skin. Lady Ursa’s words as he took her rang on and on. The mage had not seen anyone since last night’s activities and tried to figure out how he was going to tell them of Lord Dubok’s betrayal. 
 
    Memories from last night swirled into his addled mind. All six had gone on for hours and hours. Trystan didn’t know he could push himself to that limit. Lord Dubok was first to fall asleep. Lori was next as she lay curled on the fur covered floor. She was exhausted and seemed to take solace that she could sleep. Aznara and captain Sord continued their activities. Trystan last remembered the captain passing out and the succubus still riding him. Lady Ursa held the mage close as she fell asleep. Trystan noticed she had a small smirk on her face as he too drifted to dream land. When he woke up, guards were coming in and handing them their clothes. The orcs were gone and only Lori and Aznara remained. Trystan was quickly escorted to his room and needed a shower badly. 
 
    Steaming water streamed over his shoulders as he tried to think of anything to alert his companions. The soreness in the mage’s shoulders sent prickles with every bit of movement. Thoughts turned to Gwen and the mage’s heart sagged in his chest. He was thankful she didn’t have to endure the night with them but he wondered if she spent her time worrying about all of them. 
 
    Trystan rubbed soap onto his skin. Hands scrubbed at his arms, removing the sorceress’s mark over his familiars. Once it washed away, two bursts of mist flared. Sylk and Bella appeared in the shower and nearly knocked the mage into the wall. Arms hugged him as they kissed and held him. 
 
    “Master! We didn’t know what happened. It was dark and we could not hear, see or feel anything,” Sylk said and planted kisses on his neck. 
 
    “We were so worried. We thought something terrible happened to you!” Bella said as her blue goo arms encircled the mage and siren. 
 
    “I’m okay. I’m okay,” The mage repeated. 
 
    Sylk pulled slightly away and looked up into her master’s eyes, “Did you black out again? Are there new markings on you?” 
 
    “No. The sorceress had to imprison you on my skin. They feared you would do something to the orc lord.” 
 
    Sylk raised a blue eyebrow, “We would never do anything to him. We would only defend you.” 
 
    Trystan laughed, “That’s what I said but they were being extra cautious.” 
 
    “What happens now?” Bella asked. 
 
    Trystan held them close to him, “First I will finish my shower. Then we will come up with a plan. I was informed that Lord Dubok may betray us. We need to alert the others and figure out how we can get out of this.” 
 
    “Are we going to the ruins?” Sylk asked, holding her master a little tighter. 
 
    Trystan nodded, “We are. Once we are there, we must capture the green slime at all costs. Lori bargained our way there so we cannot fail at our trial.” 
 
    Sylk and Bella nodded their heads in unison, determination filling them with new resolve. Trystan turned his head in the steamy water. The mage then looked to the blue slime as she moved from the shower. Pondering for a moment, an idea formed. 
 
    “Bella, stay behind. I need to try something.” 
 
    “Yes master,” The blue slime said with a small concerned smile.  
 
    *** 
 
    The very air held a chill as the sun blazed high in the afternoon sky. Trystan looked to the mountain as they marched closer and closer. Lord Dubok led the way, sheathed sword at his waist. The four companions walked behind him. The mage noticed that Aznara was bright eyed and full of energy but she kept herself steady. Lori had faint rings under her eyes. She too seemed no worse for wear. Gwen walked along, eyes forward as if she wasn’t ready to talk to the mage just yet. Behind them, Lady Ursa and sorceress Batul strolled along. Behind them was a regiment of orc soldiers being led by Captain Sord. 
 
    “We are nearly there,” Lord Dubok bellowed. 
 
    At the base of the Gray Peak Mountain, thick rectangular stones jutted from the land. The closer they walked, the more defined they were. A square entrance of stones appeared against the mountain base, leading to a dark cave. 
 
    The regiment of orcs halted. Lady Ursa and Batul walked closer to the four companions. Trystan quickly took in his surroundings. A field of ankle high grass covered the area and little else. The mage noticed no water for him to manipulate and that shortened his options considerably. Running through his spells, he knew he could change mana into an element but water was the third hardest one to do, with air and fire taking first and second. Earth the was the most difficult but easy to manipulate like air. The mage only had a handful of spells in the other elements and all were not useful for a large battle. 
 
    The companions had even less equipment. They were not given their back packs or Lori’s staff. Trystan knew Gwen carried the jar needed to capture the slime and wondered if the witch had a backup plan? Trystan disliked the idea of anyone getting hurt, much less being killed. The mage worried that today might be the day he may have to take a life and it did not sit well with him. 
 
    Lord Dubok looked to the druid, “As promised, escorted safely to the ruins. You may now explore and take your notes,” The orc chuckled after the last word. 
 
    Lori stepped forward, “And what will you do now Lord Dubok?” 
 
    The orc looked up to the sky and smiled, “I will take in this beautiful day and wait.” 
 
    Gwen’s mouth pursed, “Wait to take us back?” 
 
    Lord Dubok looked to the ink witch and a darkness crawled into his expression, “I don’t believe you will be coming back.” 
 
    The wind picked up for a moment as the words sunk in. 
 
    Lori glared at the orc, “You promised us safe passage.” 
 
    Lord Dubok crossed his arms, “And I have delivered as promised. We never discussed you returning.” 
 
    “I wish I was surprised,” Aznara said in a low voice. 
 
    Gwen stepped next to Lori, staring at the orc lord, “Lord Dubok, the colleges will not stand…..” The witch was cut off. 
 
    “Spare me your threats! The Emerald Goddess has powerful allies ready to defend my people from your kind,” The orc lord shouted. 
 
    Lady Ursa stepped forward along the four companions, “Please husband, let us all turn back now. We do not have to go down this dark path any longer.” 
 
    Lord Dubok eyed his wife with contempt, “Dark path? They should be honored. The Emerald goddess will take their sacrifice and reward us with untold knowledge. Why do you wish them to turn back? Do you want to resume your former position of sacrifice?”   
 
    “I want us to live our lives without bending knee to some horrific monster. What goddess would require sacrifices in her honor? Not a benevolent one!” Lady Ursa shouted back. 
 
    Lord Dubok drew his sword, “Know your place, wife! We will discuss your treason back at the keep,” Dubok looked passed the small group to his soldiers, “Archers!” 
 
    A row of orcs stepped forward with bows notched and strings pulled.  
 
    The orc lord pointed his sword at Gwen as he stepped a wide circle around the four companions, “It was a pleasure meeting and fucking. Now go to your end so I may enjoy the rest of the day.” 
 
    Gwen silently began walking toward the ruins. Trystan, Lori and Aznara followed. The succubus gave the lord a long hard stare and flipped him a middle finger. The orc chuckled as he stood by his wife. 
 
    Trystan walked by Gwen’s side, “Lady Ursa warned me that this would happen. I never had a chance to inform everyone.” 
 
    Gwen continued to look forward, “It wouldn’t have changed anything. I knew our host would betray us the moment we met him.” 
 
    “So, you let him toy with us?” Trystan wasn’t sure if he should have been upset. 
 
    Gwen turned to the mage with soft eyes, “We needed to play the game to get this far. If we tried to sneak or power our way in, one or all of us may not have returned.” 
 
    “We may still yet not return if this slime is as powerful as everyone thinks she is.” Trystan said in a low voice. 
 
    “Trust me Trystan. The orcs haven’t outwitted us. We have them right where we want them,” Gwen turned her head to Lori and Aznara, “Be ready to defend yourselves.” 
 
    All three nodded their heads. The four stepped closer and noticed a large slab stone directly in front of the cave opening. The gray stone was stained with streaks of red. The top of it was concaved, stagnant blood and water puddled within. The cave opening was dark as sunlight bathed their bodies all around them. Trystan tried to pierce the darkness by squinting but the abyss would not give up its secrets. 
 
    “I will take point,” Trystan said. 
 
    “No need,” Gwen whispered. 
 
    In the dark gloom, something moved. Seconds ticked away as the four stared into the cave. Shadows slowly parted as hints of green appeared. The light straining to penetrate the darkness met with something transparent and fluid. Wet green legs appeared with a waist next and then full breasts bouncing. A smile bloomed in the darkness, glowing green. 
 
    The four companions stepped back further and further. The feminine slime stepped out of the dark cave and into the brilliant sunlight. Crazed eyes stared unblinking at the four and a jagged grin grew wider. Trystan could see that the slime was almost an exact copy of Bella except for the green color and madness in the eyes. 
 
    “Welcome brave mages and druid. I have been expecting you for some time,” The slime even sounded like Bella. 
 
    “Bella?” Gwen whispered as she stared at the green slime. 
 
    The slime shook her head slightly, “Not Bella. Master calls me Bellatrix. Our red sister is Belle.” 
 
    “The slime by the Faith college?” Trystan asked as he took another step back. 
 
    “You are a smart one Trystan Song. Tell me, do I light your desire like my dear sister?” 
 
    Trystan opened his senses, “You reek of madness.” 
 
    Bellatrix laughed long and hard, “You have an intuitive mind. Belle has our rage while Bella contains our shyness.” 
 
    Trystan could sense streams of mana connected to the green slime as it moved closer. The mage guessed everyone else could sense it as well. Gwen stopped walking back and held her ground. 
 
    “Bellatrix, we’ve come to take you home. We want to heal you and your sisters.” 
 
    “Why mother? I like it here. The orcs supply me with sacrifices and the cave is very comforting. You should stay here. I have a place to store your skeleton. It will look great at the head of the table. You can judge me and tell me how awful I am. It will be truly like family.” Bellatrix let out a crazy giggle. 
 
    “Why…why did he do this to you?” Gwen asked, eyes watering. 
 
    Bellatrix tilted her head, “Father? We tried to kill his pet. He knew we would try again. That filthy bitch took up all of his time. If I had my way I would have sliced her open and made her dance for me. Father knew we would try again so he gave us new purpose and I couldn’t be happier!” 
 
    “What purpose? What does he want you to do?” Trystan asked. 
 
    Bellatrix’s eyes grew impossibly wide, “We are to feed. He will call onto us when the ritual is completed. He will direct us to our final duty. Then he will forgive us when the task is complete. Oh, how I dreamed of his seed splashing down my throat in blissful redemption.” 
 
    Aznara bended at the knees and called up a spell, “She is completely mad.” 
 
    Bellatrix turned her head to the succubus, “Madness is a state of knowing. Let me show what madness can do.” 
 
    The green slime’s arms lifted up and split into several tentacles. The tentacles lengthened and the ends turned into sharp arrow headed points. Grinning with sharp green teeth, the slime’s face distorted into a mockery of her former beauty. The slime slithered forward, tentacles whipping about. 
 
    Aznara acted first. Mana surged into her hand, whirling and sparking into a fire ball. The mage whipped her hand forward and sent the fire ball streaming toward the twisted slime. A tentacle smacked it out of the air and it struck the ground in an explosion. Bellatrix laughed and all her tentacles whipped out. 
 
    Everyone dived out of the way with sharp blades just missing them by inches. Aznara was back on her feet and running, fireballs appearing in her hands and hurtling at the slime. Explosions ripped the area apart as green transparent tentacles stretched and sliced at the succubus. Lori whispered to the air spirits and they listened. A hurricane powered blast of air came rushing down, slamming into the slime. Bellatrix was blown back but quickly righted herself. 
 
    Trystan cast a spell to control the green slime’s watery body but the spell fizzled. Quickly he tried it again but it also fizzled. Something prevented the mage to harness and control her body. Trystan looked to the altar and whispered a spell. The blood water surged up and formed into three blunt cylinders. The mage flicked a wrist and all three struck the slime from behind, impaling themselves half way in her. Trystan flicked his wrist again and the cylinders burst in all directions, shards of hardened blood water ripping the slime apart. 
 
    The mage knew it was not enough to kill her as he readied another spell. Bellatrix quickly flowed together and her grinning face appeared. Lori spoke to the earth spirits and they listened. Rocks from the side of the mountain crashed and crunched together. An earth spirit took a basic humanoid form, stomping toward the emerald slime. Bellatrix turned and raised an arm while screaming. A rock fist came crashing down turning the slime into a splat across the grass. The earth spirit heaved up but the green slime snaked up its legs and burrowed into the spirits chest. The rock spirit made a strange sound as green slime surged and finally tightened. The boulders holding the spirit together exploded into dust and fist sized stones. 
 
    “Oh my, an earth spirit that couldn’t stay hard,” Bellatrix laughed as she quickly reformed. 
 
    Gwen had kept her distance, standing and watching. Trystan glanced to her wondering if she was going to join in. Casting a spell, the blood water formed into a chain with a collar. The mage poured mana into the collar, making it denser. Whipping it at the slime, the collar clamped onto the slime’s neck. Bellatrix looked down and smiled until and collar squeezed hard and bonded with her goo neck. The other end of the chain anchored to the ground. The slime tried to pull from it but found it holding her in place. 
 
    Trystan concentrated. The mage tested the spell on Bella back in the room to ensure it would hold. From Bella’s details he had to keep pouring mana into the spell to hold her in place. For it to succeed, the mage had to keep his familiars on his skin to ensure a steady flow of mana. If he broke his concentration, then she would be able to slip out.  
 
    “I can’t keep this up forever!” Trystan shouted. 
 
    Aznara walked a little closer to the slime, a stream of fire pouring from her hand and burning organic goo. Bellatrix laughed and screamed as she struggled against Trystan’s spell and the burning sensations. Body bubbling, a blunt tentacle shot out, striking Trystan in the hand. Bone cracked and Trystan grunted as the spell was broken. Blood water fell away. A tentacle lashed out, striking Aznara at her side and sent the succubus flying into Trystan. The mage, clutching his broken hand, managed to just turn enough to miss Aznara’s horns. Her body slammed into his and they both went tumbling to the ground. 
 
    Gwen held out her hand and whispered a word. A large jar appeared in her hand. Mist rolled up her jacket collar and streamed into the air. Bellatrix turned to the witch, mist rising up and a jar gleaming in the sunlight. 
 
    “You will not take me Mother! I have purpose now and you will not interfere with father’s designs. You will bend your knee and know your place just as all humans will!” The slime frothed and surged toward the witch. 
 
    The mist over Gwen took solid shape. Blue scales gleamed in the perfect sunlight as a long serpentine body grew solid. Trystan managed to look up as pain crawled passed his wrist and up his arm. Eyes frozen, he stared as a serpent appeared over Gwen. White feathered wings extended and beat, keeping the serpent in the air. Its body was thick as a man’s waist. Slitted eyes peered down at the slime as it hovered over its mistress. 
 
    Bellatrix glared at the blue serpent, “I’m not afraid of you Quintin! You hold no power over me……” 
 
    The blue serpent opened its maw, blue light glowing from inside. A second later, a stream of lightning burst from his mouth. Bellatrix surged forward only to have the lighting streak toward her and slam into her transparent body. The slime exploded and landed in large glops all around the ruins. Trystan watched as the globs rolled toward a central point to reform. The winged serpent familiar unleashed volley after volley of lightning bolts, blasting craters into the earth and sending slime everywhere. The mage was in awe of the serpent’s power and stared as lightning blasted several more craters. Smoke billowed and everyone watched and waited silently. 
 
    Slime rolled together and slowly formed into Bellatrix. The slime laughed and laughed as she pulled herself together. The process was slow but her face showed she was not finished yet. 
 
    “Fools. You cannot stop me…….I am the chosen…I am…,” Bellatrix stopped. 
 
    A jar flew at her with blinding speed. The open end struck her chest and the mouth sank into her goo. Bellatrix looked down with a questioning stare. A moment later she screamed profanities. Green slime was sucked into the jar. Tentacles and Bellatrix’s face writhed and held onto the edge, trying to fight the suction. She gave one last look to Gwen and growled before being completely sucked in. The cover slammed shut and the metal clip snapped into place around the neck of the jar. It fell to the ground and rolled into a smoking crater. 
 
    Gwen stepped forward. Mist flowed up from Trystan’s arms. Sylk and Bella sank to their knees by their master as he cradled his hand. Aznara was on her feet and dusting herself off. Lori stepped to the crater and peered down. Quintin hovered in the air, watching his mistress step to the edge of the crater and fish out the jar. Gwen held up the jar with green liquid fully encased. She whispered a word and the jar disappeared in a puff of smoke. 
 
    The Ink Witch turned and walked toward the fallen Trystan. The mage smirked as she calmly walked to him, bended her knee and took his hand into hers. Sylk and Bella watched as a warm glow appeared around their clasped hands. Bones pulled together and cracks were sealed. The light died but Gwen continued to hold Trystan’s hand. 
 
    “You were very brave dear mage,” Gwen smiled. 
 
    “We helped,” Aznara sneered. 
 
    Gwen looked to the succubus, “You did indeed. You kept Bellatrix distracted long enough for me to mentally search for the jar. Had I known where exactly it was, it would have been easier to call it to me. Since the orcs stored our items, I had to search for it.” 
 
    “You could have told us you needed time,” Trystan said gazing into Gwen’s blue eyes. 
 
    “Trials are never easy. You all had to rise to the occasion. If I did it for you, you wouldn’t learn,” Gwen winked. 
 
    “Release the Emerald Goddess,” A voice command from behind. 
 
    All four turned to see Lord Dubok holding Lady Ursa by her hair in one hand and his sword at her throat with another. The orc soldiers had moved closer, bow strings pulled back and metal arrow heads gleaming in the sunlight. Lady Ursa was calm but her black eyes were wide as the blade pressed against her green skin. Batul and Sord stood with their heads down and eyes on them from behind with the orc soldiers behind them. 
 
    “I said release her!” The orc lord spat. 
 
    Gwen slowly stood up. Silently she started walking toward him. Arrows pulled back another inch. Captain Sord lifted his hand up ready to give the command, eyes helplessly looking to Lady Ursa. 
 
    “Not another step, witch, or her blood is on your hands The orc lord said through gritted teeth. 
 
    Gwen whispered a word. Lord Dubok looked to his blade as it turned into a cobra. The hood flattened out and the snake hissed. The orc yelped and dropped the snake. It turned into his sword the moment it touched the ground. Quintin beat feathered wings and opened his maw. Lightning arced, blasting the ground before the row of orc archers. The resulting explosions sent orcs flying backwards, crashing into each other and collapsing to the ground. Orcs stirred dazed and confused but alive. 
 
    Lady Ursa’s hand moved like a blur, taking hold of the lord’s dagger from his belt. A moment later the point was under the orc’s chin. Lord Dubok put his hands up, eyes wide. 
 
    “My lady, it was a bluff for them to release the Emerald Goddess. You know I would never harm you.” 
 
    Lady Ursa stared with a cold gaze, “Was it a bluff when you told Captain Sord that I would be the next sacrifice? Was it a bluff when you marched me to the altar and I begged for you to stop? You would have done it if the Emerald Goddess didn’t inform you of the mages coming.” 
 
    Lord Dubok’s expression softened, “It was all part of my design. I could never part with my wife and lover.” 
 
    “The mage satisfied me more than you ever could,” Lady Ursa smiled. 
 
    Lord Dubok’s gaze hardened. The orc brought up his knee into Lady Ursa’s gut. Lady Ursa grunted from the blow. Dubok reached for the dagger. Lady Ursa used her free hand to mash her husband’s face. The dagger point stabbed under the orc lord’s chin. Sharp metal punctured an artery and the end sliced into the brain. Lord Dubok gurgled as blood filled his mouth and poured down his chin. Trystan looked away as strength left the lord’s muscles and he slumped to the ground, life fading from his black eyes. 
 
    The Lady Ursa’s shoulders trembled as she heaved. Gwen walked up to the orc and put her arms around her. The orc hugged the witch back. Captain Sord stepped over and kneeled to Lady Ursa as did the Court Sorceress, Batul. The dazed orcs also bended knee to their Lady. 
 
    Aznara’s eyes watered and she hugged Trystan. The mage held her close. Lori looked at the dead orc and spoke with kind spirits. Several spirits guided Dubok’s spirit back to the source so he may redeem himself in another life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thirteen 
 
     Trystan and his companions waved at the town entrance. Lady Ursa and Captain Sord waved back. Behind them, nearly a hundred orcs smiled and waved as the four companions continued walking South. Some shouted thanks while others yelled good fortune. Trystan couldn’t hold back the smile. The experience in Rudal was one he would never forget. By unanimous vote, Lady Ursa had become the leader of Rudal an hour after Lord Dubok’s death. The main hall was filled with orcs ready to speak their displeasure with their former lord and embrace the Lady as their new leader. Secrets came to light how the town did not trust the Emerald Goddess. How they wished to pray to their old gods to bring fulfillment in their lives. With the Emerald Goddess removed, a sigh of relief fell over the town as orcs felt they could be themselves without fear of persecution. 
 
    Trystan wished them well. Aznara had to jump on Captain Sord one last time before they left. Arms and legs curled around the orc, she shoved her tongue down his throat. When they finally broke their embrace, the succubus told the orc to call her. Lori had a long discussion with Lady Ursa to open trade paths and agreements so the town could be connected to Karath city. The lady agreed and would welcome an envoy to discuss how they can help each other.  
 
    Trystan noticed Gwen was quiet during the celebrations. Since the ordeal, the mage figured the trial must have been hard on her. Seeing one of her familiars she created to be turned to such violence and evil must have hurt more than she let on.  
 
    The town of Rudal faded into the distance as the four walked on into the beautiful day. Trystan walked side by side with Lori, asking more questions about druids. Lori seemed to take it in stride, telling him more and more about their teachings. Aznara was in good spirits as they marched on, skipping and holding her tail. Gwen smiled as the group continued but the edge of her eyes held a touch of sorrow. 
 
    Spring blossomed around them as the chill melted away. The days back to Karath were relaxed. The nights held a coolness. Sylk was more than happy to sleep alongside her master, their bodies warming each other in their tent. Trystan enjoyed the company but his mind often wandered to Gwen, her tent feet away.  
 
    The Ink Witch spoke little as they travelled. Trystan found himself walking closer to her only to slow down when his nerve gave out. He respected what she was going through and wanted to comfort her but something told him to give her space. The mage continued on but his heart beat with worry. 
 
    Two days later they reached Karath station. Trystan was never so happy to see the train. Sleeping in the outdoors was fun but he dreamed of a real bed. The small rooms on the train would have to do until he was back in his own bed in Stukarr. 
 
    The druid hugged Gwen fiercely. The Ink Witch stroked the druid’s green hair and held her tight. Lori turned and hugged Aznara. The succubus was on the verge of tears. She took hold of the petite druid, lifting her up and kissing her on her lips. Lori playfully protested with wide eyes and muffled whines. Gwen watched with kind eyes and a small smile. When Lori broke her kiss, the succubus licked her cheek and placed her on the ground. 
 
    Trystan stood, feeling awkward. He never liked goodbyes and he felt this was going to be a difficult one. The druid eyed the mage and smiled. Stepping closer, the mage and druid hugged each other tightly. 
 
    “Thank you for being a positive light,” Lori said into the mage’s chest. 
 
    “Thank you for being so strong,” Trystan said into the druid’s ear. 
 
    The two pulled away slightly. The druid looked up into Trystan’s eyes with a glint of wonder. 
 
    “We shared an experience. I hope we can share more of them in the future,” Lori smirked. 
 
    Trystan’s eyebrow went up, “You mean…ummm..like when we….” 
 
    Lori let out a laugh, “I mean I want us to be friends. You’re a good man. I can see why Gwen cares about you.” 
 
    Trystan gave a blank expression. 
 
    “Trystan, I must confess something before you go,” Lori looked over to Gwen and Aznara as they walked to the station, giving the mage and druid a moment, “The forest told me what you and Gwen were trying to do.” 
 
    “You know?” Trystan felt embarrassment creep into his eyes. 
 
    Lori nodded, “I know. Do not worry. I will keep it to myself. But I think you need to take a long look at your relationship with Gwen. I see the spark between you both.” 
 
    “Lori, you don’t know, I have someone I love very much back at Stukarr.” 
 
    The druid smiled kindly, “I know you do. I can tell by how you carry yourself. You are an honorable man and that seems to be a rarity in these times. I’m not saying you stop loving your true love. I’m saying you may have more than one true love. Don’t let your honor stop you from experiencing everything life has to offer.” 
 
    “Relationships can be messy. I have seen it firsthand. I don’t want to hurt the ones I love,” Trystan said quietly. 
 
    Lori hugged the mage again, “If they really love you, they will understand your heart cannot be chained to theirs. You give it willingly as I’m sure they do. Know that and your anxiety will become a distance memory.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Trystan whispered. 
 
    “You don’t have to thank me. I just wanted to give you something to think about. I will miss you Trystan Song. If you ever feel like visiting, I will be more than happy to show you around Karath. The city really shows its best colors during summer.” 
 
    “I will make some time,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Lori pulled away and looked to the mage, “We have only a short time in this world. Make sure every moment counts. Goodbye Trystan.” 
 
    “Goodbye Lori Leaf Haven,” Trystan said with a sad smile. 
 
    The mage turned to see Gwen and Aznara talking in the station, passengers in the background boarding the train. Walking to them, Trystan turned his head to the side to get one last glimpse of Lori. The druid was standing by a tree, her hand reaching out. Touching the tree, the petite druid slipped into it and was gone. Trystan’s eyes pointed down for a moment. He turned to Gwen and Aznara and smiled. Walking up the few steps into the station, he joined his companions and boarded the train for home. 
 
    *** 
 
    The rocking train was soothing as Trystan lay in his bed. Trees whipped by as the train sped back to Stukarr. They would arrive by tomorrow and report in on the details of the Trial. Trystan made a mental note to write in his Trial Spell Book but for the moment, he was so exhausted he zoned out on the passing scenery. It was nice to hear the hum of the locomotive and his body finally began to relax. The mage could feel a need for a drink. He wondered if he should ask Gwen and Aznara to dinner and then a celebration in the bar car. After all they deserved it. The mage let out a peaceful sigh when there was a knock at the door. 
 
    “Come in,” Trystan said, turning his head. 
 
    The thin door slid open. Gwen stepped in, head down and the brim of her hat covering her eyes. Trystan propped himself on his elbows as the witch closed the door behind her. The room was quiet for seconds. Gwen removed her hat and placed it on a peg by the door. Trystan stared at her, eyes drinking in her perfect form and sensual lines. 
 
    “Trystan…,” Gwen said and for the first time, a heavy shyness glowed. 
 
    Trystan sat up and let his legs hang over the side, feet touching the floor, “Gwen…I thought maybe we could meet for dinner later. We could invite Aznara and celebrate,” Trystan said softly. 
 
    Gwen smiled, “That sounds nice.” 
 
    Trystan could feel urges storm through him. Mad passions wanted to make him take hold of the witch and toss her onto the bed. Ripping clothes off, he wanted to make wild passionate love to her. The loving fantasy played out but the mage did nothing but stare at the beautiful raven-haired witch. 
 
    Gwen seemed to firm up her shoulders, “I….I have been thinking about how we can overcome your anxiety so I can help you recover your lost memories.” 
 
    Trystan stared and his heart thumped in his chest. 
 
    Gwen continued, “There is something there between us. I think if we explore it then maybe you will be relaxed enough for me to recover your memories. I can….,” Gwen was stopped short. 
 
    Trystan stood up and hands touched the witch’s waist. Gwen’s eyes were wide as the mage leaned in, lips touching hers. The small room grew warmer as mage and witch kissed, tongues slipping into mouths. Arms taking hold, the witch felt her own hips grind against Trystan’s. The mage pulled at her shirt, natural feelings clawing at the fabric. Gwen pulled away to take deep breaths. Trystan kissed along her neck, lips pressed against the space right before the ear. The witch quivered as she held him close, pressing her body against his. 
 
    “Trystan…..I…..I…just want you to know…..I…will remain…..professional…” Gwen tried to say through heated gasps. 
 
    Trystan pushed Gwen against the wall hard, his body pinning hers, “Gwen…..I need you….” 
 
    Gwen’s eyes closed as the mage kissed and held her in place. The witch curled a leg around Trystan’s hip, pressing him closer, a firmness growing against her. 
 
    “I need you too,” Gwen whispered as her last shred of willpower fell away. 
 
    Hands clawed at each other’s bodies. Trystan took in the Gwen’s scent. The witch pushed at him a little, breaking their hold. Gwen took hold of his belt and unbuckled it. Unzipping his pants, the witch pushed down and they puddled to the ground. Trystan took hold of Gwen’s tight shirt, lifting it up, fingers grazing swollen breasts. Lifting her arms up, the shirt was pulled off and thrown aside. 
 
    The mage could not contain himself. Hands taking hold of her arms, the mage threw the witch onto the bed. Gwen looked up, topless and eyes filled with wanting. Trystan pulled his shirt up and off. The witch admired his toned body as her hands unbuckled her own belt and snaked legs out of pants. Laying in black panties, the witch eyed the mage as he slipped the last of his under clothes off and stood naked, his manhood hardening. 
 
    Gwen lay on the bed, nude except for her black panties, the final piece of fabric keeping them apart. Trystan stared at the beautiful woman. Large firm breasts beckoned to him with pointed light brown nipples. Alabaster skin brightened against the light from outside, making her glow with desire. The mage was fully hard as Gwen breathed with lust in her eyes.            
 
    Trystan knelt down at the edge of the bed. Heat poured off his body as hands took hold of black fabric. Before he pulled at them, the mage snuggled his face between her legs, mouth over fabric. Gwen let out a gasp. The teasing was too much and she moved her hips, grinding her womanhood to his mouth. Wetness bloomed. Trystan pulled fabric aside to reveal a black triangle of short curly hair and a slit directly in the middle. The mage stared as wetness glistened along the plump line. Gwen stared as the mage pressed his lips to her. A moment later bliss flared as his tongue traced along her sensitive flesh. 
 
    Gwen gripped the bedsheet with tight fingers, another gasp escaping her lips. Sitting up, she watched with half closed eyes as Trystan licked along her line, pressing the tip of his tongue to her throbbing nub. Gwen felt the growing empty pit inside her and she wanted nothing more than to be filled by this young man she hated to admit she loved. 
 
    The witch tried to control the urges pressing against her very being. The mage pressed his lips to her mound, tongue swirling against her. Nerves coiled and the witch made small moans. The panties were getting in the way. Trystan took hold and pulled his mouth from the writhing witch. Slipping them off, the mage threw them aside and gazed once again at the fully nude Gwen. Hips moved with the witch pleading with her eyes. The emptiness was too much and she silently begged him to end her torment. 
 
    Trystan felt warm confidence flow over him. There was no need to rush as he snuggled between creamy thighs, slowly whipping at her pink line. Gwen pushed her hips against him, mad desire exploding as the mage teased. 
 
    “Trystan……please…..I need you….I need….” Gwen huffed and writhed. 
 
    The mage ignored her cries, teasing and playing with her, savoring every moment. The scent of sex filled the small room. Gwen flopped back and accepted his torture. Chest heaving, she attempted to calm down and ride the pleasure of Trystan’s mouth and tongue. The mage curled arms around her thighs, keeping her in place as he licked away. Gwen could feel her nerves tighten. Her mouth made a perfect O as pressure built up. The sensations were overpowering and Gwen bit her lip to keep from screaming. Breasts bounced as her breathing quickened. Eyes flashing open, the witch stared up as the pressure reached the tipping point. 
 
    The room filled with soul curling moans. Trystan smiled as he licked and slathered between Gwen’s thighs. The witch bucked and clamped her thighs around his head, keeping him in place as he traced her sensitive nub. A flood of euphoria splashed against tight nerves. The moan turned into a long gasp. Wetness flowed and the mage lapped at her honey.  
 
    “Please lover. Please take me. I have needed you for so long,” Gwen begged. 
 
    Trystan pulled away and stood up. The witch stared with eyes dripping bliss. The mage knelt on the edge of the bed. Then his body glided over Gwen. Hands reached up and ran along his toned body. The witch glanced down to see the mage was fully hard, his purple headed staff throbbing.  
 
    Trystan cupped Gwen’s breast and let his tongue glide over her pointed nipple. Goosebumps raised and Gwen smiled. Trystan took hold of his manhood and pressed the head to her quivering folds. Gwen was still like prey caught in a predator’s final act of snuffing her light out. The mage stared into Gwen’s eyes as he slowly pushed his way in. Gwen held her breath as she parted, inches pushing her open. She finally took a breath when the mage’s member was fully sheathed. 
 
    Trystan took hold of each of Gwen’s wrists. Holding her arms down, he kept her at his mercy. The witch moved her hips, squeezing him, coaxing him to impale her over and over again. The mage’s resolve began to falter and his hips moved to her motion. Control was being lost as Gwen turned from prey to predator. She had him inside her and now she would make him feel paradise. 
 
    The mage fought for control but it was a losing battle. Gwen moved with seductive rhythms. Experience moved her body, her womanhood squeezing and caressing the mage’s manhood. With heated breath, the witch pressed her chest against the mage, sensitive nipples against his smooth toned chest. Trystan found his tempo increasing.  
 
    “I have you my handsome mage,” Gwen whispered playfully. 
 
    The sensations were too much as Trystan lost control. Gwen teased him and that only caused the mage to push harder and harder into her. Trystan’s cock was nearly vibrating as blood pooled into every vein and capillary. Heart beating stronger with every push and pull, the mage groaned as pleasure spilled over his mind. Stress bled away and bliss took its place. The sound of skin on skin filled the room. Gwen looked up seductively as her hands slipped from Trystan’s hold. Hands took hold of his firm ass and she helped his tempo, moving faster and faster. 
 
    “You have my heart,” Trystan whispered. 
 
    Gwen clutched at the mage, bringing him down on her. Bodies pressed, she held him close, hands beginning to glow. Hips pushed between tender inner thighs. The sounds of love making washed over them. Mana pathways opened as the mage moved with a fevered pitch. Gwen moaned her delight, holding Trystan close, her body bouncing to his strong thrusts.  
 
    “You have snared mine,” Gwen whispered in his ear. 
 
    Trystan couldn’t hold on much longer. Gwen could feel the mage thicken and she goaded him on. Moans silenced as the ocean of pressure pressed on every cell in the mage’s body. Bodies glistening from heat swirling around them, Trystan pulled back to see Gwen staring back. Souls touched as something greater than themselves spoke of hidden knowledge. 
 
    “Give me your magic seed my mage,” Gwen said with a breathy command. 
 
    Trystan moaned as the world tipped. Gwen felt a rush of heat as she climaxed. Streaming spurts of come splashed into the witch’s tight depths. Gwen squeezed with all her power, her own orgasm turning into waves of shuddering contractions. Trystan pushed into the witch with all his strength as Gwen pushed against his member, holding on for dear life.  
 
    Time stood still as pleasure pulsed and pulsed. Trystan felt he could leave his body as Gwen moved her hands to the sides of his head. The witch whispered arcane words as Trystan looked down at her in a dreamlike state. With a final word, there was a flash. Energy poured into the mage’s mind, striking the dark silent part of his brain. The Ink Witch faded from view as the darkness opened and memories spilled from their imprisonment. Trystan remained still as the darkness parted.  
 
    “I remember,” Trystan whispered as pain coiled around his heart. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fourteen 
 
    Blackness melted away with each blink. A gloomy confusion stirred as light burned in the distance. Eyes focusing, the orange and yellow light turned into torch fire against dark stone walls. Heaviness pressed down on wrists and ankles. Trystan tried to move a hand and metal clinked. The air was hot and humid, covering his skin like a blanket. The mage moved again and felt the heavy pull of chains on his wrists and ankles. Breathing a deep sigh, vision sharpened and the mage turned his head to take in his surroundings. 
 
    In a wooden chair, an old man in a black robe sat. The man’s head was tilted forward and his eyes were closed. His hair was white and sparse, wrinkles running along his skin. Looking further sideways, a leather case sat next to the chair, shadowy firelight illuminating it.  
 
    Trystan turned his head slowly, taking in more of his surroundings. The room had a vaulted ceiling. The walls were made of stone and torches lined pillars in the corners. One wooden door was a medium distance from his feet. There were no windows and the air was heavy, making it hard to breath. Trystan lay naked on a stone slab as sweat gleamed from his pores. Chains rattled again as he tried to move. 
 
    The door opened and a shadowy figure stepped in. The mage stared at the hooded figure, eyes trying to penetrate the darkness of the hood. The door closed and the figure stepped closer. Trystan was silent as the figure moved to his side, the light just enough to show a feminine chin and lips. 
 
    A cold chill ran along the mage’s spine. Even with the little he had seen he knew who it was. Gritting teeth, the mage turned his head and stared at the blank ceiling. 
 
    “I’m happy to see you,” The voice came out delicate but with hints of sarcasm. 
 
    Trystan remained silent. 
 
    “Don’t be like that,” The figure took hold of the edge of the hood and pulled it back, “You can’t stay mad at me forever.” 
 
    Trystan glared at Freya’s evil eyes and grin, “Let me go and I won’t have to go to the magistrates about this.” 
 
    Freya continued to smile as she ran a finger along his chest, “You could go to them but they will do nothing. The world is becoming a different place. One in which their power is inept to handle.” 
 
    “I wish I could say I was surprised that you would do something like this but I know you to well. Free me now!” Trystan spat. 
 
    Freya pulled her hand back and feigned shock, “You have grown strong my love. What will I ever do? Will you beat me like on the road? Will you bruise me and yell at me? I have to say, that was a turn on. I wished you did that when we were together instead of being a weakling loser.” 
 
    “It’s over between us. I thought you would have moved on,” Trystan growled. 
 
    Freya tsk tsked, “Don’t you remember. It’s never over between us until I say it’s over. I said I would make you pay and I will. No one leaves me.” 
 
    A small delicate finger touched Trystan’s temple. Shadows arced and the mage winced. Trystan turned to Freya once more but the room began to spin. Clutching at his own chains, Trystan held on for dear life. The room began to bend and shift like a funhouse mirror. Vertigo swirled and Trystan tried to right his mind. 
 
    “I have to keep you docile. Wouldn’t want you to summon your familiars or cast one of your pathetic spells. You should have come with me to the shadow college. The magic there is amazing. The things I can do to you. The things I will do to you.” 
 
    Freya turned her attention to the sleeping old man, “Harold! Wake up and get to work.” 
 
    The old man lifted his head and opened his tired eyes. Standing up without a word, the man reached down to the leather case and put it on the chair. Hands dove in and fished out vials, a case of needles and a small bowl. Turning, the old man walked over to Trystan and placed the equipment by the mage’s head. Pulling out a needle with a small cup at the end, Harold inspected his tools. 
 
    Freya looked down at the confused Trystan, “Harold here is very good at what he does. He is going to work on you while…..” Freya looked along Trystan’s body and bit her lip, “…….while I work on you.” 
 
    “Stop this Freya. You have always crossed the line but this is too much even for you.” 
 
    Freya’s eyes locked on Trystan’s wilted manhood, “This is only the beginning. Do you know why I kept you around for so long? I mean I still fooled around but I liked having you there just for me.” 
 
    Trystan groaned as the room spun out of control. 
 
    Freya continued, “I felt you were one of those boys that had to be molded and shaped. You would never achieve greatness and needed a woman to ensure you reach your full potential. I saw that in you and now I am going to make that happen for you.” 
 
    The shadow mage snapped her fingers. Blood rushed to Trystan’s member and it quickly stood to attention. 
 
    “I’m glad my teachings have not fallen to the wayside. I thought maybe your red headed bitch would have taught you a new trick.” 
 
    “Freya…I never wanted greatness…..I just want to live my life…” Trystan said as his eyes darted around in their sockets. 
 
    Freya took hold of his member and stroked it slowly, “Sometimes greatness is thrust upon you. Did I forget to mention that you don’t have a say in it?” 
 
    Sharp pain stabbed into Trystan’s skin. Even through the confusion, the mage could see Harold stabbing his needle into skin over his heart. Pain flared again as the old man poured black liquid from a vial into the small cup at the top of the needle. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Trystan asked through the pain. 
 
    “Harold is going to give you something special. Something to remember me by,” Freya said whimsically as she let go of the mage’s cock. 
 
    The shadow mage took hold of her robe and peeled it open. Trystan turned his head to Freya. The room still spun but her body was stable in the chaos. The petite woman let the robe drop to the floor. Hand sized breasts hung, defying gravity, nipples pointed. Her shaven womanhood was plain to see. One thigh held the tattoo of a dark elf while the other had a tattoo of a ghost. 
 
    “I don’t want this…whatever it is…” Trystan said in a low voice. 
 
    Freya moved closer, “It is a gift. You can’t send it back. It will take some time for Harold to complete it so I thought we would spend some quality time together.” 
 
    The shadow mage crawled into the stone slab and nestled between Trystan’s open thighs. The mage picked his head up to see her dip her head down, eyes meeting his. Trystan tried to fight but his body betrayed him. Lips kissed the tip of his manhood and a small tongue slipped out to lick it. 
 
    Shadows bloomed along the walls. Freya continued to kiss and lick Trystan’s member as figures emerged from the shadows. The mage turned to see several robed figures with their backs against the walls. Hoods covered heads and the gleaming shine of eyes stared at the mage. 
 
    “Don’t mind them. They are some of my friends and classmates. I talked about you so much that they had to see you,” Freya said it like it was nothing before taking his cock head back into her mouth. 
 
    Harold pressed the needle to skin again and again. Trystan growled to the pain and gasped as Freya sucked inches into her mouth. The room tilted and spun. Trystan fought to regain some kind of control. Struggling, Harold pressed harder. Pain spiked and Trystan yelled. 
 
    “The more you move, the more it will hurt,” Harold said impatiently. 
 
    Freya continued to suck and suck as the mage felt his strength give out. Laying on the cool stone, Freya continued to sloppily suck his member. On and on it went as ink was stabbed into skin. Freya could feel her own desires well up as the mage stopped struggling. With him submissive, she let go of his member and licked her lips. 
 
    “My pussy missed that hard cock of yours,” Freya said as she crawled over the mage. 
 
    The shadow mage looked into Trystan’s confused and pained expression and satisfaction seeped into her eyes. Pressing her shaved womanhood to his throbbing member, she pushed down. Freya let out a long deep moan as the bound mage’s cock spread her inner walls. Wetness dripped down his shaft and the shadow mage hissed her approval. 
 
    The door opened and another robed figure stepped in. Trystan lazily looked passed Freya as she mounted him. Eyes focusing, he could see the man with short black hair stare back at the mage. He wore a dark purple robe and a smirk on his lips. The man was handsome as he stepped closer. His face had strong features and a square jaw. Trystan thought he looked like a prince from some fairy tale. Gray eyes looked down at the mage and stood by the stone slab, opposite of Harold and his work. The other robed figures in the room bowed their heads. 
 
    “This is him,” The man said with a deep voice. 
 
    “Yes master,” Freya moaned as she began to move on Trystan’s staff. 
 
    The man turned an eye to Freya, “Please Freya, call me Damon. You sound so formal when you call me master.” 
 
    “Forgive me….Damon,” Freya moaned as she moved her hips. 
 
    Damon turned his attention back to Trystan, “So, the witch chose you to be Bella’s new master. I can see why she would. I can smell the purity of spirit. She likes them young looking.” 
 
    “Who….who are you? Why……” Trystan could barely manage to talk. 
 
    Damon smiled kindly, “It will all be revealed with time. I can tell you have touched the Libro Nocte. The hint of shadows touched your mind and you beg to know more. Thank you for helping us gain the ritual from the black book. Your actions will help the cause greatly.” 
 
    “The Dead Mother….you…” 
 
    Damon nodded, “She was a means to an end. She served her usefulness and now we have the next part to a grand design.” 
 
    “Why?” Trystan stared. 
 
    Damon ran fingers through Trystan’s hair, “Can’t spoil the surprise now can we. When everything is said and done, there will be a place for you within our colleges. For now, continue as though nothing has happened.” 
 
    Freya moaned louder as she moved her hips to a faster tempo. Trystan felt a groan escape his own lips and deep needs pushed to be released. 
 
    “I will tell the professors. I will tell them of you,” Trystan said with conviction. 
 
    Damon smiled, “No, you won’t. You won’t remember any of this until the time is right.” 
 
    Freya whined and moaned, squeezing the mage between her legs. Trystan felt himself thicken as Freya’s pussy squeezed him tighter. Breasts bouncing, the shadow mage let her enjoyment become louder and louder. 
 
    Damon leaned his head close to Trystan, “Be well young mage. I have a final gift for you.” 
 
    Damon leaned in close to Trystan’s ear. Whispered words poured out and the mage stared at the ceiling. Arcane knowledge blazed into firing neurons as the words took a life of their own. Trystan could do nothing as the words sunk deep into his mind, into a place so far down that no light can touch it. When Damon was finished, he stood back up and grinned. 
 
    “I’m coming!” Freya shouted. 
 
    “I will leave you all to it. Trystan, I look forward to meeting again,” Damon said. 
 
    Trystan groaned as Freya slammed her hips down on the mage’s rigid member. The heated movements caused her nerves to flare with ecstasy. Freya let out a deep moan and she shuddered with quivering excitement. Internal explosions showered her body with untold bliss. 
 
    Trystan cried out as his cock stiffened to nearly the breaking point. Needle pain stabbed into his skin as hips bucked. Jets of come spurted into Freya as she languished in a blissful stupor. A part of the mage’s very spirit was pulled with him as more and more come spurted beyond his control. 
 
    Damon lifted up a finger and tapped Trystan right on the forehead. Darkness smothered out the light as Trystan fell into the black abyss, spirals of pain trailing behind him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fifteen  
 
    The light outside the moving train began to fade. Trystan sat at the edge of the bed, elbows on knees, eyes staring at nothing in particular. Gwen lay next to him, her stomach touching his lower back and her hand on his shoulder. Blue eyes stared at him, pondering on how best to comfort the mage. 
 
    “Your ex-husband and my ex-girlfriend did this to me. They manipulated me and inked this black oval over my heart. I don’t even know what to say.” 
 
    Gwen turned her head to the window, “Trystan……I…….” The witch trailed off. 
 
    The mage turned to the raven-haired witch, “I know you didn’t have any part in this. Don’t feel guilty for what your ex-husband has done.” 
 
    Gwen’s expression saddened, “I do feel responsible. If I never asked you to find Bella, then you would be living your life free of these horrific events.” 
 
    Trystan reached out and ran fingers through Gwen’s long hair, “You had no idea. Besides, my ex-girlfriend is a psycho. She would have found some way to punish me for leaving her. She is simply that crazy.” 
 
    Gwen looked to Trystan and smiled sadly, “You don’t hate me?” 
 
    Trystan smirked, “How could I hate someone I love.” 
 
    Gwen smiled and her eyes held a restrained darkness, “What about Nia?” 
 
    The mage let his head hang, “I love her too. I will have to be honest with her. I cannot keep this a secret.” 
 
    “Neither can I. Whatever happens; I will treasure our time,” Gwen let go of his shoulder and took his hand into hers. 
 
     Trystan nodded, “What do we do now? I mean this is scary stuff. How can I continue going to the college if I may be a danger to it and everyone there?” 
 
    “When we get home, I will speak to the Headmaster and Headmistress. I saw everything you experienced. We can discuss how best to remove the oval over your heart and stop Damon’s plans. I will always be at your side and make sure we overcome this terrible curse.” 
 
    Trystan looked down at Gwen’s nude body, “What should we do in the mean time?” The mage smirked. 
 
    Gwen eyed him and a small smile appeared, “We should get something to eat. We won’t be back to Stukarr until early morning. We could spend the night talking or…..” 
 
    “Whatever we do, I want us together,” Trystan said as his hand glided over her smooth back. 
 
    “As you wish, mage,” Gwen said with a glowing smile. 
 
    *** 
 
    The gentle glow of the dawn’s early light touched the eastern sky. Rays of sunlight burned at the foggy gloom covering Stukarr city. Aznara gave Trystan a long hug before walking off back to the dorms. She couldn’t stop talking about seeing Sunara again. The mage and witch waved goodbye as the succubus was swallowed up by the morning fog. 
 
    Gwen turned to Trystan, “I’ll bring Bellatrix to the college and tell the Headmaster and Headmistress about everything we have learned. I will text you when everything is said and done. They will most likely want to meet with you to discuss options and solutions.” 
 
    Gwen could see the dark circles under Trystan’s eyes. They had spent most of the night together and sleep wasn’t had by either, “You should go home and get some sleep. Today could be a long day.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “I will.” 
 
    Gwen shifted on her booted feet, unsure how they should part. Trystan noticed it and took hold of the witch by the arm. Kissing, they held each other fiercely. When they finally parted, Trystan looked to the beautiful witch. 
 
    “I will see you later,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Gwen nodded and hugged him one more time. The two left the train station together. They parted when they were close to the college, Trystan going to the penthouse off campus and Gwen walking to the main entrance of the college. 
 
    The elevator ride was quiet. The mage reached the top floor and walked down the hallway. Sleep harassed his weary form. Walking in, the penthouse was quiet. The sun shined brightly as it lit up the main room with morning light. 
 
    The mage moved like a zombie to his bedroom door. Opening it, he slipped in and closed the door behind him. Looking to his bed, a figure lay under the covers, blanket snuggled to a feminine chin. Red hair splayed out over a white pillow. The mage stared at Nia as she slept, closed eyes filled with peace. Back pack sliding off his shoulder and eyes half parted, the fire mage looked to the bedroom entrance. 
 
    “I missed you,” Nia said with a whisper, “Get naked and come to bed.” 
 
    Trystan gave a half smile, “I should shower first.” 
 
    “You don’t have to shower. I like you dirty,” Nia said as her eyes closed again. 
 
    Trystan crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed, “When did you get back?” 
 
    “Middle of the night,” Nia said and took in a deep breath. 
 
    Trystan was silent for a moment, wondering how he was going to tell the love of his life that he slept with someone who also might be the love of his life. Nia’s eyes half opened again and she looked to Trystan’s creased brow. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Nia said as she tried to wake up. 
 
    “I have to tell you something,” Trystan said in a low voice. 
 
    Nia’s eyes blinked and she stirred from her comfy spot. Turning her face to Trystan, she pushed the cobwebs away and listened. 
 
    Trystan’s fingers fiddled with each other as he looked to the floor. Clenching his jaw, the mage decided it was best to be honest. 
 
    “Gwen and I slept together,” The mage blurted out. 
 
    Nia’s eyes closed and she snuggled into the blankets a little more, “I know. I can smell her on you.” 
 
    Trystan looked to Nia’s closed eyes. Regret and sadness rained down on the mage’s heart as he felt he destroyed the best thing to ever happen to him. Nerves flared as he readied himself for the storm of fighting and lashing out that happens when you hear the person you loved cheated on you. 
 
    “I understand if you want yell or scream at me,” Trystan said after a long pause of silence. 
 
    Nia opened one eye, “Why would I do that?” 
 
    Trystan looked to the red head in confusion, “I thought that would be terrible. I thought familiars were okay but…..” 
 
    “Trystan, we are dating. You can sleep with whomever you want. I’m not your keeper. Now get naked and get under the covers with me,” Nia smirked. 
 
    “I said I loved her,” Trystan bared his true feelings. 
 
    “I know you would. You’re a loving guy,” Nia sat up and the blanket fell away to reveal her naked body, “I’m pretty understanding but you should stop thinking everything you do is going to hurt me or hurt us. I know how you feel but tell me, do you love her more than anyone else?” 
 
    Trystan was silent. He couldn’t base it off loving one more than the other. The love he felt for Nia, Sylk and Gwen was big but it didn’t overshadow each other. For Trystan, love was love. Either you do or you don’t. There was no middle ground. 
 
    Nia continued, “Trystan, you love who you love. I think I know you well enough to know what I’m getting into with you. Am I wrong?” 
 
    Trystan looked to the beautiful red head, “No, no you’re not.” 
 
    Nia ran a hand through her own hair, firm breasts bouncing softly, “So, take off your clothes and get into bed with me,” The fire mage commanded. 
 
    Trystan was on his feet and shedding his clothes. Looking down, he watched as Nia’s hand disappeared under the blanket covering her waist. Hand and fingers sliding, she leaned back into the bed and stared at her mage as he undressed. When Trystan was fully naked, she stared as his manhood grew right before her eyes. Tossing the blanket aside, Trystan could see her toying with herself, her other hand beckoning him into bed. 
 
    The mage slipped into bed. Bodies pressing to each other, Trystan took a deep inhale of Nia’s scent when something else mixed with it. Curious eyes turned to Nia as her hand took hold of his member and guided it toward her waiting womanhood. 
 
    “I smell Sunara,” Trystan said simply. 
 
    “Do you want to talk about Gwen and Sunara or do you want to fuck me?” Nia smiled. 
 
    The mage returned the smile. Without much foreplay and his body aching from soreness, Trystan pushed himself into Nia’s tight opening. The mage couldn’t believe how fortunate they both were to find each other in this world and he thanked whatever gods were listening. The pain and torment of his past melted into the background. Bodies writhing and moans rising, Trystan knew he had a lot to think about. But that all would have to wait. Life was much too short to spend on the evils at his doorstep. Gasps mixed with scents of sex. Moans grew louder and louder. The fire mage moved her body to Trystan’s, eyes drinking in the hard lust in his eyes. 
 
    Urges screaming, the mages moaned their desires as muscles clenched and hearts exploded. Breathing heavy, Trystan continued to move into Nia as their orgasms died down. Nia curled her legs around his waist, making sure to keep him there, milking every last drop of his seed. 
 
    Trystan felt a dreamy veil descend upon both of them. The world could end tomorrow but for now, their love entwined, growing stronger with each passing moment. The mage knew that with Nia at his side, they could take on whatever horrors may come and they will succeed. 
 
    Trystan rolled over but kept Nia in his arms. The two mages fell asleep, dreaming wondrous dreams in each other’s embrace. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Sixteen 
 
    Trystan and Nia walked through the pristine campus grounds, fingers entwined. The mages couldn’t keep their hands off each other as they strolled to Headmaster Gloomis’s home. The red head looked down shyly as Trystan kept turning his head to glance at her. Twice they had to stop walking to kiss and hold each other. Some students huffed as they passed the couple while a few others smiled. The day was crystal clear and the sun shined brightly in the noon sky. 
 
    The mages continued their slow march, passing home after home belonging to professors working at the college. The designs were modest but carried an underlining creative flare depending on the personality. It was evident when they reached Master Gloomis’s house. It stood the tallest and largest, equal to the home next to it belonging to Headmistress Vela.  
 
    Walking along the wide path to the front door, Trystan marveled at its size. It had a pointed roof but a single tower connected to the front. There were four floors, not including the attic. The wood paneling was a deep purple and white rim around windows and doors. The front door was a polished wood and the base of the home was made of stone. The two mages walked up a few steps and reached the front door where a gargoyle for a door knocker hung. 
 
    Trystan took hold of the door knocker ring and hit it against the door. Nia’s hand slipped away from Trystan’s just as the door opened. Gwen beamed when she saw Trystan. Eyes turning, the witch smiled and bowed slightly to Nia.  
 
    “Come in. Everyone is in the back. We should be getting ready shortly.” Gwen smiled and stepped aside. 
 
    Trystan and Nia walked in and were awestruck. The inside looked far bigger than the outside of the home. Books lined walls as the pair entered. Comfortable chairs dotted the main room and spiral staircases coiled upward. The shelves held thousands of books. Trystan took in a deep inhale, enjoying the book smell. It was just like the library and for a moment, he felt like he was home. 
 
    Gwen led the way and the two young mages followed. Pass the main room was a sitting area. The entire back of the sitting area was made of glass and looked out to a lush garden. The witch opened a glass door and continued walking. Flowers bloomed and trees blossomed. Vibrant colors glowed as Nia stopped to smell a flower. Trystan eyed the fire mage as she looked to him and smirked.  
 
    Walking on, the three entered a large open grassy area. In the middle stood a fountain carved into dragons with streams of water trickling from their mouths. Around the fountain was a stone floor. A chair and table was off to the side. By the fountain stood several people. Master Gloomis and Mistress Vela smiled as the witch and mages walked to them. Professor Hart gave a bright toothy smile. Aznara and Sunara waved as they stood close together. Vanessa Shroud was there, wearing a wide rimmed black hat and black dress. The hat cast a shadow over her face but it could not contain the sad smile when she saw Trystan. Next to the group stood two glass cases, nearly six feet tall and empty. 
 
    “Welcome Trystan and Nia,” Master Gloomis bowed. 
 
    Trystan and Nia bowed to the Headmaster and Headmistress. 
 
    Mistress Vela stepped forward to the two mages, “We are happy that you are here. Before we get started, we just wanted to speak about what has happened.” 
 
    Master Gloomis nodded, “Ms. Azure has informed us about what had transpired with you Trystan. It is unfortunate a student must endure such an evil act. We will do what we can to discover what plot Damon Wick was put into place.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes looked down, “I’m sorry for being so much trouble. It was never my intention.” 
 
    Mistress Vela gave an understanding nod, “Don’t be sorry young mage. You will learn that life will have many trials and some will not end on a positive note. We are happy to help you or any student that may be having a difficult time. But there are still mysteries to uncover.” 
 
    Professor Hart walked over to the glass cases, “I constructed these two cases to hold the slimes so we can question them. They may try to break free but I have fortified them with binding spells. They will need plenty of mana if they even want to break the glass.” 
 
    Master Gloomis stepped into the middle of the group, “Mistress Vela will probe the slime minds while Professor Hart, Ms. Azure and I question them. We ask you all to witness what transpires but do not engage them. They may use trickery and we must be prepared. Since you have all interacted with the slimes, we want to pool everyone’s knowledge once we are done.” 
 
    Gwen put a hand on Trystan’s shoulder, “We have to ask you to allow Bella to be a part of this. Are you okay with her being present?” 
 
    “I’m sure she is willing to help,” Trystan said. 
 
    “Good. When it is time, we will ask you to call her forth,” Gwen turned to the small group of students, “Does anyone have any questions before we start?” 
 
    Vanessa raised her pale hand, “I don’t understand why I’m here?” 
 
    Professor Heart looked to the pale mage with kind eyes, “Due to new information, we believe you were used in a larger plot. Your presence may help tease out valuable information or help you remember more of your past.” Professor Hart moved closer and took Vanessa’s hands into his, “If you think this is asking too much then you don’t have to stay. We would understand.” 
 
    Vanessa looked into Professor Hart’s gray eyes and her lip trembled, “I will stay and help any way I can. I owe you all so much. We are in it together.” 
 
    Master Gloomis clapped his hands, “Excellent! Shall we get started?”  
 
    The group nodded their approval. Gwen and Professor Hart stepped forward. They held out their hands and made quick hand signals. An instant later, large jars appeared in the closed glass cases, one green and one red. The witch and professor made simultaneous hand motions. The tops of the jars opened. Green and red slime splashed upward and swirled into a chaotic storm. The jars disappeared and the slimes whirled and surged against the glass. After a long moment, the slimes sank down to the bottom of the case and sprouted upward. Everyone watched as the slimes took humanoid form in each case. Limbs emerged and bodies condensed. The faces were last to form. The green one took on wild eyes and a sardonic grin. The red one took on a hateful, scowling jagged frown. 
 
    “Let us out of here!” Bellatrix screamed. 
 
    “I will rip you all apart!” Belle shouted. 
 
    Trystan glanced over to Mistress Vela and noticed her eyes had turned completely white. Opening his senses, wisps of mana floated like a massive web in all directions. The web was like a fog going on as far as the eye could see. Trystan guessed that Mistress Vela was aware of everything. 
 
    Professor Hart glanced to Trystan, “Please call Bella.” 
 
    Trystan nodded. Mist streamed off his left arm and poured onto the ground. A second later Bella appeared with her head down and her fingers entwined. The two slimes stopped their heated words and stared at the blue slime. 
 
    “Sister!” They shouted in unison. 
 
    Master Gloomis stepped closer to the glass, “We see and know the connection you three have. We only ask for your cooperation so we may uncover your former master’s motives. If you help us, you may yet again be together like you were so long ago.” 
 
    Trystan didn’t like the sound of that. Having Bella appear to help was one thing but he could not bring himself to lose his beloved familiar. There must be more going on than he knew so the mage restrained his gut reaction to say otherwise.  
 
    Bellatrix leered, “You would hold our own sister hostage? Master warned us of this ploy.” 
 
    The red Belle leaned against the glass and crossed her transparent arms, “We are not of low intelligence like our kind in the wild. You cannot tempt us. We serve a higher cause.” 
 
    “What cause is that?” Professor Hart asked. 
 
    Belle’s anger flared, “The one that will destroy you!” 
 
    “Master will set us free. Master will destroy all your secrets. Your city will fall and your people scattered!” Bellatrix ranted with a crazy look in her eyes. 
 
    Mistress Vela turned her head slightly to Bella who remained still with her head down. Trystan turned to Bella and stepped a little closer. 
 
    “Master will unchain us,” Bella said in the barest of whispers. 
 
    Trystan’s eyes went wide. Spreading out his senses, something tethered to the slime like a thin snake moving through the grass. The mage was about to say something when all three slimes looked up. Eyes took on a faraway expression. Standing straight up, the slimes became eerily quiet. The group looked to the slimes and each other. 
 
    “What is happening?” Nia asked as she looked to Gloomis and Vela. 
 
    “Something is coming through,” Mistress Vela said with a calm demeanor. 
 
    The beautiful faces of the three slimes shifted and morphed. The group was rooted to the spot as the transformation continued. The shifting stopped and features changed from beautiful feminine expressions into a handsome male. Trystan stared as all three slime’s faces changed into one that he knew from a recently discovered dream. 
 
    “Greetings! I’m glad we all can get together like this to discuss your futures,” All three slimes said in unison. 
 
    Gwen took hold of Bella’s shoulders and looked into the man’s face, “Damon!” 
 
    The blue slime’s face grinned, “You remembered me. How sweet.” 
 
    Gloomis walked closer to the green version of Damon Wick, “Why have you done this?” 
 
    Damon continued to grin, “I think it is time to bring my plans to fruition as it were. It has been a long time coming and it feels nearly anticlimactic that it has arrived. I won’t shed too many tears but it does bring joy to me to see your expressions.” 
 
    “Out with it, Damon,” Gloomis commanded with a hard stare. 
 
    Damon feigned a hurt look, “After all we have been through, you still see me as some mad renegade.” 
 
    “That is all you are now. You left the college in some mad pursuit of destiny. We still hear of you, moving all across Lurth and spinning wild tales to bring more to your cause.” 
 
    “What do you know of my cause?” Damon sneered. 
 
    Gloomis maintained eye contact, “Enough to know you will fail. The colleges have amassed enough knowledge and power to stop your threats.” 
 
    “You mean the colleges that are left,” Damon let out a chuckle. 
 
    Gloomis’s eyes narrowed. Damon continued, “Yes yes, everyone knows about the great college wars. The splendid colleges of Stukarr, Karath and Lumair fought on bravely against the Terror, Night and Shadow colleges. Your side won only because the shadow college betrayed their own so they could keep their skins and black knowledge. How many students died to keep you in power?” 
 
    A shadow fell over Gloomis’s eyes, “Those were truly dark times. No one is proud of the past but it helped provide a prosperous future.” 
 
    Damon gave a smug smile, “Tell me, would you shed a tear for all the monsters that died during that fateful war?” 
 
    Gloomis raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Damon looked passed the Headmaster to Trystan, “They ever talk about it in the text books, how mages enslaved all manner of monsters to fight their war? For every human that died, a hundred monsters were slaughtered. Dark doesn’t cover how they manipulated and controlled them.” 
 
    Professor Hart spoke to the red Damon, “The college continues to make amends for such a time.” 
 
    The red Damon laughed, “Amends? What amends? You allow a few monsters to attend your sacred college? You call them para-human and think that will help with integration? You think that will wipe away all the blood spilt?” 
 
    “I can sense mana growing at the ruins by the three cities,” Vela said calmly. 
 
    “Yes, today will truly go down in history. I hope your affairs are in order,” The green Damon smirked. 
 
    Gwen continued to hold onto the blue Damon’s shoulders, “Damon, please stop what you are doing. We can work together for everyone’s benefit.” 
 
    Damon gave Gwen a long soulful gaze, “My beautiful Gwen. I wish it could have worked for us. We had such a wonderful time together. I would have enjoyed you being by my side instead of the warzone you are currently standing in. I will miss you.” 
 
    “Mana is surging,” Vela said. 
 
    Gloomis let his brow relax, “Whatever you have planned, can we stop it and discuss? There must be a better resolution for all parties. The college has many students. I will discuss anything but we must spare them.” 
 
    Green Damon’s smile faded, “It is too late Joseph. It won’t just be the college that is affected. I fear the entire city must pay for the college’s past crimes.” 
 
    Master Gloomis’s eyes widened, “The entire city? There are nearly a million people here. There are families and children to think of. Please stop this!” Gloomis begged with the last sentence. 
 
    “What happened to the hard-ass I used to know? The uncompromising mage who would barrel his way through any problem. You have grown soft in your old age.” 
 
    “I have grown older with wisdom. Please do not set this terrible plan into motion,” Gloomis pleaded. 
 
    “I have done what you could never do because of your prejudice and unwillingness to bend. You have heard the rumors of the mass migrations. I have given monster-kind a home of their own in Fallen York. They will have access to knowledge humans felt they had to horde for themselves. I have become a beacon to all those in the wild, fighting to stay alive one more day. Humans stay behind walled cities, protected from the harsh wilderness. How safe will you feel when the greatest city in Lurth is destroyed? How will Lurth feel when they see Stukarr burning to the ground?” 
 
    Gloomis shed a tear, “Please stop this……” 
 
    “The Night College shall rise again!” All three slimes shouted in unison. 
 
    Bella turned, arm shifting into a blue tentacle, a blunt end slamming into Mistress Vela’s neck. The headmistress went flying into the air, body bouncing twice before landing on the grass, a moan escaping her lips. 
 
    Damon’s face faded from the three slimes. Their normal faces returned with knowing eyes and determined brows. Trystan made hand signals and the spell flared to life. Water streamed upward, forming into chains. Using the same spell he used with Bellatrix, the mage clamped the collar around Bella’s neck and anchored her to the stone floor. More water surged, forming into more chains. Each chain clamped onto a wrist and ankle, their ends stabbing into the stone and spiking out to remain hooked. Bella struggled against her bonds. Trystan didn’t have much practice with the spell and struggled to maintain his concentration. 
 
    The ruins by Stukarr city glowed with ethereal light. Runes blazed to life as the massive reservoir of mana glowed. The same happened at the ruins by Karath and Lumair. Mana took on more power as it pushed at spells holding it in place. As if a switch was turned, the floodgates opened and mana streaked into the blue sky from all three locations. Like a living serpent, mana streamed through the air, curving into the air, across miles and downward. Distance meant little as the streams of glowing energy charged for their intended targets. 
 
    Bellatrix and Belle slammed goo fists against hard glass. Bella struggled in her bonds. Nia and Vanessa ran to the fallen Vela. Professor Hart made quick hand signals. Stone chains erupted and clamped onto the blue slime. Trystan tried to keep it together as Bella growled and fought against her bonds. The water chains cracked as he feared for Bella’s safety. 
 
    Aznara looked up to see three thick streams of mana curve to their location. Master Gloomis looked up and planted his feet. With wide hand movements he made three signals. Mana burst from his body, forming a shell over their location. The streams came barreling down. When they struck the barrier, it shattered instantly. Trystan lost his concentration as Gloomis grunted. Each stream slammed into each slime. Glass shattered and all three slimes vibrated, light pouring from their eyes as mana engulfed them. 
 
    Trystan screamed as pain flooded his senses. Looking down at his left arm, magical fire ripped through his sleeve. The mage screamed again as the tattooed stars on his arm flared, burning and melting skin. Trystan stumbled off as the mana fire burned like acid. Falling to the ground, the mage cried out as he felt his connection to Bella was severed. 
 
    Aznara fell to her knees, hands taking hold of the mage as he screamed from the intense pain. Gloomis and Hart made hand signals, casting spells. Glowing chains made of pure mana took hold of all three slimes. The slimes struggled only slightly, mana pouring into them. Gloomis and Hart’s eyes widened as the three slimes began to grow bigger and bigger. Struggling to make the chains larger, they could barely keep up. Bella, Bellatrix and Belle grew thicker and taller with each passing moment. The streams of mana did not stop as they flooded the slimes with more and more mana. Vela struggled to sit up and watched as the slimes grew taller than the house and continued to grow. Casting her All Sight spell again, the headmistress let her senses spread out around the college, the city, the lands beyond and finally settle at each coast. 
 
    “There is too much mana. They will continue to grow,” Vela shouted. 
 
    Gloomis and Hart adjusted their mana chains to compensate but they knew they would run out of mana before the slimes would. Minds racing, they tried to come up with an answer. Mistress Vela continued to study the ruins, seeing the magical locks were open and frozen. She could not close them again. Another idea bloomed. 
 
    “We need to destroy the ruins at each location. Only then the mana will not be focused on them!” The headmistress shouted. 
 
    “It will take too much time. They can destroy half the city by the time we get there,” Professor Hart shouted. 
 
    Gloomis struggled as the slimes pulled at their chains, their heads reaching the height of the city walls, “Are there any protective barriers at the ruin locations?” 
 
    Vela’s white eyes stared off, “Yes. You and I are the only ones strong enough to break the barriers and destroy the ruins.” 
 
    Gloomis watched as his mana chains began to crack, “We destroy the ruins by Stukarr city and then we both fly off and destroy the others individually.” 
 
    “It might work,” Vela agreed. 
 
    Professor Hart grunted as one of his mana chains snapped, “We have to evacuate the city. They are getting too big!” The professor shouted as mana flared. 
 
    Trystan stood and watched helplessly as the professor and heads of the college used all their power to contain the threat. The three slimes were now bigger than the tallest building. The entire group moved back as the slime’s chests reached the top of the city walls. The mage looked passed the slimes to the top of the walls. Guardian statues began to stir from the slumber, moving and readying themselves to protect the city. 
 
    “Hart, the city’s defenses are waking up. I made the magistrates aware of the threat. We need you to lead the defense and evacuate the city,” Gloomis shouted as one of his chains snapped. 
 
    “We never prepared for something of this scale,” Professor Hart stepped back as more of his chains cracked and shattered. 
 
    “Get the citizens to the tunnels under the college and library. They should be protected there,” Gloomis cried out as two more chains snapped. He had only chained collars around the slime’s necks. 
 
    Trystan stared as something overcame Professor Hart’s expression. The mage could see a hint of fear make its way into the professor’s heart. Even Trystan couldn’t imagine moving nearly a million people to the tunnels. The devastation would surely kill a large portion of the population. They had no idea if anything waited beyond the city gates to attack them if people fled. They were functioning in the dark and every second that ticked by made the situation dire. 
 
     Vanessa was up and helping mistress Vela to her feet, “I can get everyone to safety!” 
 
    Professor Hart looked to Vanessa just as his last chain broke. The red slime was free and took one step forward, smashing into the Headmaster’s home. Without stopping, the slime brought her other knee forward to crash into the gaping hole of the house. Elemental knights exploded into action. Fire knights blazed brightly as they formed fire bows and unleashed a volley of fire arrows. Every arrow struck true. Belle turned, hand whipping out and forming a thick tentacle. Three fire knights blazed up and one was struck dead on. The knight exploded, cracked burning stone fell to earth. 
 
    Vanessa rushed to Hart. His arms caught her and they stared into each other’s eyes, “I can summon all the ghosts and dead from the northern cemetery. They can possess the populace. I will be able to direct them to move immediately. The dead in the catacombs can help them get to safety once they are down there,” Vanessa shouted. 
 
    “There are that many dead?” Professor Hart asked with wide eyes. 
 
    “More…..but I need mana. The distance is too great and I need mana to help give the commands,” Vanessa shouted over the destruction. 
 
    Gloomis took in a deep breath and mana chains snaked out of his hands. A glowing armor covered the headmaster as chains coiled around the red slime and held her in place for a moment. Water and air knights unleashed a barrage of attacks, slamming them into Belle’s face. Bella and Bellatrix broke free of their chains and turned to the destroyed house and the city beyond. 
 
    Vela’s eyes returned to normal and she turned to Gwen, “Gwen, can you give her a boost?” 
 
    Gwen nodded, “It will drain me completely but I think I have enough to help Vanessa give and maintain the commands.” 
 
    “Do it,” Headmistress Vela commanded as a glowing white armor appeared over her form. 
 
    Vanessa turned to Hart, “I will redeem my past actions.” 
 
    Professor Hart ran the back of his fingers across her pale cheek, “You already have.” 
 
    Along the city walls, more guardians awoke. Taking flight, their elemental abilities pulsed as they took aim at the rampaging slimes. Arrows from all four elements were let loose. A barrage of magical arrows struck the slimes, some fizzing and others exploding. The slimes moved on as if unhurt. Holes pock marked their bodies and quickly sealed as fast as they were damaged.  
 
    Resolve filled Professor Hart’s eyes as he broke away from Vanessa, “Students, I need you to alert the college staff and assist with evacuation of the college.” 
 
    Trystan was first to step forward, clutching his exposed and burned arm, “Professor, I can help. Let me try to talk to Bella. She still has to be in there somewhere.” 
 
    Gloomis pulled back and his mana chains broke, “It’s not a bad idea. We will destroy the ruins here first. If Trystan can get through to Bella, he might be able to stop her.” 
 
    “You’re not doing it alone,” Professor Hart looked to Nia and the two succubi. 
 
    Without a word, all three stepped forward. Trystan looked to them and his heart was invigorated. 
 
    Professor Hart nodded, “Keep your distance and wait till the Stukarr ruins are destroyed. Things get hairy, get to the tunnels with everyone else. I hate to see my students going into something like this but we are out of options.” 
 
    Trystan felt confident that if he was close enough, he could get through. His familiar still had to be in there somewhere, “We won’t let you down.” 
 
    Gwen moved to Trystan and placed a glowing hand on his arm. The pain subsided but the melted flesh still stung, “It isn’t much but it’s all I can spare.” 
 
    Trystan looked into Gwen’s blue eyes, “It’s enough. Thank you.” 
 
    Nia turned to the three slimes as they moved off in three different directions. The earth cracked from every footfall and the ground shook. Students screamed and ran. Others put distance between them and the giant slimes, unleashing spells. Bolts of energy struck the slimes but didn’t slow them down as they reached the edge of campus and the city lay out before them. 
 
    Professor Hart squared his jaw and stared hard at the slimes, “It is an honor and a pleasure knowing you all. Be safe.” 
 
    Before anyone could say anything, a silver aura appeared around the professor. With one last wink he shot into the air. Professor Hart moved directly for Bellatrix and several elemental knights flew in formation around him. 
 
    Gloomis in his white armor stepped to Vela with his hand out, “Shall we have this dance?” 
 
    Vela smirked in her white armor. The headmaster and headmistress took each other’s hand, white aura’s appearing around them. Vela gave Gwen and Trystan a nod before they too shot into the sky. Screams filled the air as the slimes brought knees and feet forward, smashing into buildings with a terrible rumble. Arms turned into tentacles and lashed out, smashing buildings to rubble. 
 
    Trystan looked to Bella as she moved possessed. There was no emotion as she lashed out, destroying anything in her path. Nia took Trystan’s arm and pulled. Aznara and Sunara followed as they all raced along the path of Bella’s destruction. Trystan gave one last look to Gwen. The Ink Witch stood behind Vanessa and put her hands on the undead woman’s shoulders. The witch breathed a terrible sigh as she watched the young mage run off to stop his familiar. The rim of her hat tilted as a single tear streaked down her cheek. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seventeen 
 
    The ruins glowed against the stone and grassy area. Even in broad daylight, the power radiating form the rune covered stones pulsed with unusual light. Gloomis and Vela stared for only a moment at the pulsating ruins. The students studying the area had already fled, searching for a safe place away from all the chaos. Gloomis looked to Vela and their eyes connected. Speaking without speaking, hands made signals. Arcane words floated into the air, changing the very laws of physics and bending reality. Mana flushed their bodies as they called on more. 
 
    Vela could see the protective barrier surrounding the ancient ruins. It was meant to deflect any magical and physical attack. With most of the stored mana streaming to the slimes, the shield was only strong enough to stop most mages. Gloomis also looked down and smirked. Headmaster and Headmistress knew they were stronger than most mages. Powering mana in their hands, the white living energy grew stronger and brighter with each passing second. 
 
    “Simple mana blast?” Gloomis asked. 
 
    “Simple is the best,” Vela finished. 
 
    Pointing palms outward, mana lightning arced along their armored arms. The energy grew to a fevered pitch. A mental command was given and light flashed. White energy shot from their hands, streaking toward the ruins and slamming into the invisible shield. The barrier flared from the energy pounding into it. Gloomis and Vela were calm as the mana blast cracked the shield and shattered it. Energy struck the ruins from both powerful mages. Another flash and the entire area erupted in a white-hot explosion. Gloomis and Vela covered their faces as stones struck their armor like molten coals. A small mushroom cloud appeared as the two mages floated back. Before the land could settle, Vela’s eyes turned white as she spread out her senses. Gloomis looked to her to ensure they had a victory. 
 
    Vela’s mouth grimaced, “The mana stream is dying. The other two locations are compensating. They are still pumping mana into all three slimes.” 
 
    “We have to end this as quickly as possible. You take the ruins by Karath and I will take the ruins at Lumair. We meet back at the city and assist with clean up.” 
 
    Vela nodded. Auras around both mages flared and they streaked off into the sky, pushing themselves as fast as they could. Passing over Stukarr city, they watched helplessly as columns of smoke rose into the air and chaos flowed into the very streets. They couldn’t stop. They had to get to the ruins and stop the slime’s mana supply before the entire city was destroyed. 
 
    *** 
 
    Gwen stayed calm as the shouts and screams of citizens filled the air. Vanessa had taken a seat with one of the surviving chairs. The Ink Witch stood behind her, hands on shoulders. Taking long deep breaths, Gwen prepared to pour her mana into the undead student. 
 
    “Gwen, even with your power, I have never done something like this to such a scale. I have no idea what will happen. But no matter what, continue to lend me your mana,” Vanessa said with no emotion. 
 
    “You are brave. I will help you as best as I can until the end,” Gwen said with closed eyes. 
 
    Vanessa gave a quick nod before she too closed her eyes. The Ink Witch felt something dark touch her mind and heart. A moment later it took hold like a ravenous beast. Death energy wrapped and pulled at living mana. Gwen ignored the sudden pull and kept her mana in control. 
 
    Vanessa opened her mind as streams of mana poured into her undead heart and mind. The undead student squeezed her eyes shut, ignoring the screams in the distance. Black energy swirled as commands were injected into it. When the final commands were given, Vanessa opened her eyes and black energy flashed. The mana boom it created nearly knocked the ink witch away. Holding on, she could feel tendrils shooting out in all directions. 
 
    The Stukarr Cemetery stood silent outside the northern wall. Black energy rolled across the tombstones and snaked down holes to the catacombs below. Cold undead woke from their perpetual slumber. Commands flowed into long dead bones and ghostly spirits. The Dead Mother called to them and they loved her so. They missed her wondrous voice and wanted to hear it again. Rising from coffins and passing through hard stone, corpses and ghosts rose into the blinding sunlight. They moved with purpose, missing their queen and wanting to help her in her time of need. 
 
     Vanessa never felt such power storming through her undead frame. Even with her deadened senses, old nerves burned as mana crashed in her, trying to make her live again. The undead woman screamed, hands clutching to the witch hands on her shoulders. Gwen grunted as Vanessa’s dead heart pulled at her mana, trying to steal her life and reanimate the student. Gwen felt it. If she let Vanessa consume all her mana, Vanessa would live but the witch would die. Conflicted emotions rolled through Gwen as Vanessa continued to scream, ready to live again. 
 
    People ran away from the rampaging slimes. Women and men clutched at their children, trying to get away. Guardian knights pressed their attack, trying to keep the monster slimes at bay. Some knights broke off from the attack to scoop up those too close to the action. Fires burned and buildings crumbled. A teacher moved her young students, trying to stay calm as the kids looked up with terrified eyes. Belle the red slime moved indifferently as a foot went up. A shadow fell over the teacher and some of the students. The teacher used the one spell she knew. Casting it, a protective bubble surrounded the small class. Belle’s foot touched it and shattered it immediately. The teacher took hold of two little students and tried to run, knowing they wouldn’t make it but she had to try. The shadow stopped moving and the teacher glanced back. Three earth knights held the massive foot up. 
 
    Crying out in relief, the teacher hurriedly moved the students along. Spirits rose up from the ground and took hold of the little souls. Chaos ended and all moved in unison away from the red slime. Belle looked down and forced her massive foot down harder. The earth knights watched the teacher and students make it away. Arms and legs cracking, they nodded to each other as the last of their mana ran out. The slime pushed a little harder, smashing the three earth knights to dust before walking on. 
 
    Across the city, screams died as ghosts took possession of confused minds. Like a switch was turned on, bodies moved in orderly fashion to tunnel entrances. In mere moments, a calm fell over Stukarr City as many citizens moved to safety deep underground. The slimes continued to crash through buildings but the threat to the population diminished in moments. 
 
      With the people evacuated, magistrates turned their attention to the three slimes. Creating powerful mana weapons from swords and bows to ancient guns and artillery, they unleashed their combined power. Long leather coats rustled in the air as a storm of white energy slammed into the giant slimes. Bellatrix roared her annoyance as she lashed out with green transparent tentacles. The blasts hurt but the mana streaming into her body quickly repaired any damage she felt. With another roar, drops the size of people began to drip from the slime’s legs. 
 
    Green, red and blue drops splashed on the broken city streets by the hundreds. Eyes watched as they continued their barrage of magical attacks. The drops shifted and rose up, forming into human sized versions of all three slimes. Bellatrix, Bella and Belle roared a strange word. The army of colored slimes moved, spreading out and attacking any magic user within reach. The magistrates turned their attacks from the large slimes and refocused on the army of slimes attacking them. Explosions and magical fire further added to the chaos as the battle turned from hundreds of feet to mere inches. 
 
    Trystan was running behind Nia, with Sunara and Aznara taking up the rear. The path of destruction was easy to follow until the drops splashed to the ground. Blue slimes rose up on thick legs. Their eyes were blank with no hint of recognition. Faces shifting into scowls, the small army of slimes surged down the path of destruction toward the four mages. 
 
    Mist bellowed off skin from all four mages. Red Fang was first to appear, opening his maw and spitting a large fireball right down the middle. The fireball exploded the moment it struck one slime. Goo bodies were ripped apart by magical fire and several slimes fell to the ground smoking or in wet pieces.  
 
    The vampire Vossa appeared next to Aznara. A gloomy smoke flowed around her body, engulfing it into a solid gloom. The cloud moved forward as blue slimes charged into it. Aznara prepared a spell as the vampire familiar used the cloud to slice at slimes. The vision of the smaller versions of Bella could not penetrate the thick gloom and were cut down left and right by the pale vampire. 
 
    Trystan’s senses were open and it hurt to see each Bella sliced and blasted to pieces. The mage looked up as giant Bella faced them. Three fire knights streaked across the sky, arms at their sides as they slammed head first into the blue slime. The fire knights sunk in about a dozen feet before energy arced and their bodies exploded. Trystan watched helplessly as Bella lurched forward with half her side wide open. Mana poured into her body, causing the slime to reach out with tendrils and take hold. A moment later she was healed again. 
 
    Sylk was moving forward. Slimes appeared out of the Vossa’s cloud, continuing their charge. The siren let the slimes get close and she screamed. The vibrations struck the jellied bodies, amplifying the shockwaves. It was enough to cause their eyes to widened and bodies exploding. More slimes slipped passed the vampire is she tried her best to cut them down. 
 
    The two succubi unleashed a torrent of spell fire. Aznara let a stream of fire pour from her hands, snaking forward and slamming into blue bodies. The slime’s bodies hardened and crumpled to the cobbled streets. Sunara unleashed a stream of molten steam, striking the slimes. With another word, the steam turned to whirling hot white blades, burning and cutting anything in their path. 
 
    Trystan watched as his friends kept the wave of slimes at bay but only barely. For everyone one that fell, four more took their place. Looking up he could see that more drops fell from the giant blue slime, supplying more troops to the battle. 
 
    “We can’t keep fighting this battle!” Trystan shouted over the chaos. 
 
    “Open to suggestions,” Nia shouted as she unleashed fire arrow after fire arrow from her flaming bow. 
 
    Trystan’s mind raced. Taking a deep breath, he calmed himself. Remembering Gwen’s teachings, the mage relaxed his mind, body and spirit. There had to be a solution. He must find a way to communicate with his familiar. He knew deep down that she was being controlled but there must be a weak point he can use to get his Bella back. The mage felt his heart slow and his mind open. 
 
    Nia, Sunara and Aznara made a semi-circle in front of Trystan. The familiars took a defensive stance before them. Slimes continued to surge forward. Vossa continued to cut slimes down in the cloud until tentacles lashed out in all directions. The vampire flipped away only to have a tentacle smash into her chest. The blow was so strong, her body crashed into the cobbled street, cracking the stone under her. The cloud dissipated slowly and slimes pushed through. Sylk flipped high and landed next to the fallen vampire. Unleashing a scream, several slimes vibrated and exploded. The siren took hold of the vampire and pulled her. Red Fang formed the new front as he blasted fire ball after fireball like some animal tank. Fiery explosions rocked the area but more slimes continued to charge through the destruction. 
 
    Fear snaked into everyone’s hearts as the amount of slimes doubled and tripled. Firming up their resolve, they continued to unleash everything they had. Sylk dropped Vossa at Aznara’s feet and charged back to Red Fang’s side. The slimes were within twenty feet when Sylk unleashed another scream. The row of slimes exploded but more pushed passed. The siren took another breath and screamed again as Red Fang turned the fireballs into a long stream of fire. 
 
    The battle grew desperate. Sunara took a step back. Nia felt her arm tremble as she pulled back another fire arrow. Sylk fought to take another breath. The wolfish head of Red Fang furrowed as the slimes were within ten feet. Aznara cackled with an insane look in her eyes, fire streaming from her hands. Trystan stood with his eyes closed. 
 
    Slimes created multiple tentacles as they were about to overrun the small group of mages and their familiars. Dread bloomed through the group as they felt their chances diminish. A second later, a wall of spikes stabbed into the air. Sharpened stone impaled slimes upward as a solid wall rose underneath. Magical barbs kept the slimes impaled in the spikes as the wall rose higher and higher. Everyone looked up to see a green goblin with slicked back hair pointing glowing thick fingers. A large feminine ogre was next to her master, holding an even larger club.   
 
    “Reeko!” Nia shouted with triumph. 
 
    The goblin kept his gaze to the street as he continued to build the wall, “I was in the area and thought you guys could use a hand.” 
 
    The mages and familiars pointed their spells up and blasted a volley of fire and mana discharges over the spiked wall. The slimes crowded against the new wall as magical energies rained down on them. Bodies exploded or burned. The slimes tried to climb only for the stone spikes to curve over them, trapping them when they touch them. 
 
    Trystan let his mind open wide and a spark of a thought touched him. Slowly opening his eyes, the mage allowed his senses to see all the energy around him from the massive stream spilling into the giant Bella to the wisps of connections from mages and their familiars. Following those lines, the mage focused on his own connection to Bella. It was faint and fading away but it was still there. Following it, the mage could finally see mana pathways through the giant Bella’s body. They glowed like thick roads, circling and flowing, supplying mana and life to her entire form. The mage looked to her head and he could see the pathways. The experience he had with Gwen filled his mind with untried knowledge but he knew he could get through to her. He could help Bella fight for control. 
 
    “I know what to do,” Trystan said loudly. 
 
    Slimes opened glowing hands. Mana surged through their forms as they pointed open palms. Reeko watched from his vantage point as the slimes aimed and fired. Mana bolts struck the wall, cracking it. Several more volleys struck home, knocking away huge chunks. The goblin cast spells, trying to rebuild the wall but the slimes were throwing so many magical bolts of energy at it, he simply couldn’t keep up. 
 
    “They have another trick. I can’t hold them off!” Reeko shouted as sweat beaded at his green brow. 
 
    “What do you need?” Nia asked as she turned to Trystan. 
 
    “I need to get up there. I need to connect with Bella’s mind,” Trystan said as it all became clear. 
 
    “We don’t know any flying spells,” Aznara shouted as she streamed fire over the wall. 
 
    “I think I have an idea!” Reeko shouted and looked to Wendy. 
 
    The blonde-haired ogre nodded to her master. A single horn gleamed in the sunlight, her massive form heaved and jumped. Trystan and Nia watched as she hit the cobbled street with a rumbling thud. Trystan looked at the ogre as she stalked closer to the mage, dropping her club to the side. 
 
    On the other side of the wall, two slimes took hold of one slime. Silently they used their power to launch the slime into the air like a blue spear. The blue slime’s eyes fell on Trystan as she sailed upward. Trystan was looking to Wendy as she stalked forward, he didn’t see the airborne slime point a palm as her body sailed toward him. Nia’s eyes caught a glimpse of the slime as it aimed at the prone Trystan. Fire bow shifting, it turned into a red shield. The fire mage dug her feet into the ground and jumped. The slime stared, mana pouring into its hand, exploding and streaking forward. Trystan managed to turn his head to see the slime fire a mana bolt for his head. Nia’s body took up his field of vision as she shielded his body with hers. 
 
    The bolt of energy struck the red shield, shattering it. Nia gasped as she twisted her head but it was not enough. The bolt struck the left side of her face. The fire mage spun as pain exploded. Trystan watched with disbelief as Nia fell to the ground, a wisp of smoke rising from skin and burnt hair.  
 
    Mana powered through Trystan’s body like an engine turning on. The slime’s hand formed a blade as it continued its descent, ready to drive the point through his heart. The world slowed down as Trystan raised a hand and spoke an arcane word. The slime’s eyes widened as it’s body was forcibly torn apart, not in patches or sections but cell by painful cell. It managed a small scream before it was ripped into dust.  
 
    The mage spoke a water spell as his heart hardened. Reaching out, he took control of over a dozen slimes. The mage could feel his heart burning with his own exploding mana. With Trystan in control, twelve slimes instantly turned, hands and arms forming into wicked weapons. Without hesitation, they attacked their sisters-in- arms, hacking and slicing at goo bodies.  
 
    Madness curled around the mage’s heart. The dark beast inside was unchained and now it hungered for blood. Trystan moved like an automaton, controlling his newly acquired slimes and forcing them to fight to the death, taking down as many as they could with them. 
 
    A weak hand reached up and clutched as Trystan’s robe. The mage looked down to Nia as she lifted her head and stared at him with one eye. Horrific sadness rained down on the mage as he knelt down, hands reaching out to the fallen Nia. The image of her half-blackened face etched into his soul. 
 
    “….save….Bella…..” Nia said weakly as her strength gave out and her head lolled to the ground, her hand letting go of his robe. 
 
    Aznara and Sunara were on their knees by their fallen friend. Sylk looked to her master as he was on his feet. Wendy stepped closer, eyes wide. Trystan nodded to her. The ogre reached out and took hold. Muscles bulged as she lifted him up and threw him. Trystan held no fear as he sailed upward. He didn’t think about missing the giant slime or even if his plan was going to work. The only thought in his mind was to save Bella. 
 
    The giant slime turned her head to the side, a giant eye seeing the blue mage fly toward her like an arrow. Trystan crossed his arms over his face as he slammed into the blue slime right below the ear. The mage’s entire body sunk into the blue goo. Hands and fingers unfurling, the mage held his breath and he stared at mana pathways. Remembering how Gwen touched and took hold, the mage did the same. With open mind, body and spirit, the mage let his pathways merge with Bella’s. The influx of mana was so powerful the mage opened his mouth in a silent scream. Trystan fought through the blinding pain and oceans of power taking over his body. The mage forced his body to be a conduit with torrents of mana opening up every part of his mind and lighting it up like every star in the sky. Alien control was locked away and the blue slime stood still.  
 
    “Master?” The giant Bella voiced like a scared child. 
 
    Trystan had more mana then he could ever use flowing through him. The mage willed his body through the slime and emerged from her neck. He took a step and blue slime hooked his feet and ankles to keep him from falling. With another step, more slime took hold. 
 
    Trystan looked out across the city from his familiar’s shoulder. Bellatrix and Belle continued their destruction. Guardian knights and magistrates fought on, trying to stop or contain the slime behemoths. Half the city lay in ruins as fires blazed and magistrates helped their wounded. 
 
    “Master….I’m sorry. I couldn’t…….” Bella said with a booming voice. 
 
    Trystan looked to her with understanding eyes, “I know but the whole city needs your help now.” 
 
    Bella looked to the green and red slimes, “I understand Master.” 
 
    Aznara screamed and pumped her clawed fist into the air as she cheered the giant blue slime on. Bella turned and began walking toward Bellatrix as the green slime swatted at elemental knights. The green slime didn’t even notice as Bella formed a tentacle and sharpened the end. The tentacle shot out and harpooned the green slime through the back and exiting her bouncing chest. Bellatrix turned her crazy eyes to Bella as the slime moved forward with Trystan on her shoulder. 
 
    “Sister? You still serve them?” Bellatrix looked down as the tentacle in her spiked outward and sank deeper into her body. 
 
    “I serve my master, Trystan Song!” Bella boomed across the entire city. 
 
    The hooked tentacle pulled and Bellatrix was yanked to her blue sister. When she was within arm’s reach, the blue slime curled her free hand into a fist and smashed it into the Bellatrix’s cheek. The blow caused her whole face to swell and wobble as the kinetic energy knocked her off balance. Trystan, taking full advantage of the nearly unlimited amount of mana surging through his body, pointed his palms and unleashed a continuous mana bolt stream. It struck the dazed green slime, knocking her further off balance. Bellatrix cried out as her body twisted and she fell to one knee. 
 
    Belle turned to see Bella thrashing her green sister. The giant red slime ignored the feeble attacks of the city’s guardians and stomped to Bellatrix to assist. The red slime stopped when a single mage flew in front of her and held out his hands. 
 
    “That’s far enough!” Professor Hart said with a magnified shout. 
 
    Belle smirked as she continued to move forward, ignoring the puny mage. Mist flowed from Professor Hart’s robe and formed his foxy kitsune familiar. 
 
    “Lana, mana merge!” The professor commanded. 
 
    The lady fox familiar nodded and her body glowed. Hart turned his back to her as she floated behind him. Trystan’s senses were magnified as he watched with wonder. Lana floated behind her master, light glowing brighter. Hart disappeared in her light and the area flashed.  
 
    Belle raised a transparent red arm as a small mana wave hit her. When she lowered it, an entity floated in front of her. Trystan marveled as Professor Hart and Lana formed a new body. They glowed with golden light. There facial features mixed to form angular lines and a pointed nose. Small triangular ears pointed up as a small thinner fox tail waved from behind. Runes glowed along their white robe as they floated in the sky.  
 
    The giant red slime snarled as hundreds of tentacles burst from its body. The merged Hart and Lana darted through the sky, dodging tentacle after tentacle. When they flew just out of reach, a large red hand reached out to grab them. Trystan was spell bound as Bella struggled to keep Bellatrix subdued with another punch. 
 
    The merged Hart and Lana made quick hand signals, their movements becoming wider and more spectacular. The calm day turned into a maelstrom of wind. Belle’s outreached hand opened and a mana bolt blasted forward. The fox/human entity stopped their spell movements, one had raised up and smacked the bolt out of the sky. The bolt was redirected to Belle’s foot. The explosion destroyed part of her foot and the street underneath. The red slime stumbled, hand reaching out and crashing into a building. 
 
    Hart and Lana were not done yet. They continued their spell as mana whirled and wind blasted the area. The fox/human entity screamed as mana stormed. The very air took form. Trystan watched astounded as a giant white spear formed over the city. It was nearly the size of the giant red slime. Belle looked at it with wide eyes as the spear shifted and the point aimed at her chest. A moment later it shot forward, impaling the red slime. 
 
    Belle fell to her knees as the white spear pulsed with puzzle-like magic. The slime’s entire body vibrated as it struggled to get back to its feet. Hart/Lana looked down and made one hand signal. The spear glowed with cell damaging light. Belle groaned in pain as the spear tried to rewrite her very form. A red hand took hold of the spear shaft and began to pull.  
 
    Trystan stared as the red slime pulled more of the spear from her chest. Despite their best efforts, the mana flowing into them continued to heal them and overcome any spell. Bellatrix had regained her footing and slammed her shoulder into Bella. The blue slime stumbled back as the green one pulled the tentacle from he her body. Trystan pointed his hands and fired off a devastating mana stream. They had to keep fighting or the whole city was lost. 
 
    *** 
 
    Gloomis was over the green forest with the glowing ruins. Looking down, he took aim and called on all his mana. Words were spoken and a flash of pure mana slammed into the shielded ruins. Gloomis continued to pour it on as the shield cracked. It was harder to penetrate the shield without Vela’s help. The Headmaster let out a grunt as the mana stream burned bright. The shield collapsed and the energy struck the ruin. The shockwave knocked down trees in all directions for miles as a cloud of smoke billowed high into the blue sky. 
 
    Gloomis did not take any time to admire his work as he flew off back to Stukarr, hoping it wasn’t too late. 
 
    *** 
 
    Headmistress Vela looked down at the base of Gray Peak mountain. An orc town was not far. The headmistress knew she couldn’t blast it for fear of destroying the nearby town. Vela made several hand signals and finished with a clap. Rocks, stones and boulders flew up to her armored form. Mana caused the very element to cling to her body. More and more rose up, encasing the headmistress in a giant ball of rock. Vela knew the only approach was a direct one. 
 
    Like a bullet from ancient history, the ball of stone shot down toward the shielded ruins. Hitting the shield, she pressed with all her mana and mental power. The rock ball vibrated as the shield cracked. Energies whipped wildly until the shield shattered. The rock ball slammed into the ruins, crashing and breaking anything in its path. Vela calmly controlled every action as the ball curved underground, smashing the containment chambers.  
 
    The town of Rudal looked up to the mountain as explosions shook the very ground. After a few tense moments, a large ball of rock blasted from the base of the mountain and high into the sky. Rock peeled and fell away. The orcs stared in wonder as Vela emerged and gave a quick wave before speeding off back to Stukarr. 
 
    *** 
 
    Belle pulled the spear from her chest. The white spear faded before it touched the ground. The red slime stood up and glared menacingly at the entity floating above it. Before the red slime could rear a fist back, confusion filled its eyes. Trystan stared as the mana stream pouring into the slime faded away. Belle stumbled back, her body beginning to shrink.  
 
    Trystan turned to Bellatrix and she too looked confused, her body slowly shrinking. Bella cried out as her body grew smaller. The ooze holding Trystan on her shoulder loosened. The mage lost his footing and fell. Trystan tried to think of something to slow his fall, fighting the sudden weakness and exhaustion. A second later he felt his fate was sealed and he had nothing left to cast. A white blur took hold of the mage when he was fifty feet from the ground. With gentle floating, the creature that looked like Hart and Lana landed in the middle of a street. 
 
    Trystan looked to the entity as it winked. A moment later, light engulfed it and split into two. Professor Hart and Lana fell to their knees, huffing and gasping for breath. Belle shrank down to her normal size with Bellatrix down the street. Trystan weakly moved to the blue slime. Bella looked back at her master with a long loving smile. The blue slime walked away from her master toward the green slime. 
 
    The mage watched as the two slimes opened their arms. Hugging one another, the blue and green slime merged into one malformed blob. Trystan could barely keep himself standing as he tried to step closer. Down another street, a red slime sprinted. Trystan never saw a slime move so fast. The blob turned to meet the running Belle. The red slime made a jump into the air, arms wide. The blob reached out and took hold of the red slime. 
 
    Trystan, Professor Hart and Lana watched as the color slimes merged and melted into each other. The thing pulsed, twisted and moved of its own accord. It shrank down and began to take shape. Trystan gave a weak smile as the colors changed into a violet purple. Seconds ticked away as it finished morphing into a purple Bella. 
 
    “Trystan, thank you for helping me change back to my true form,” The slime looked around at all the destruction, “I am truly sorry for everything that has transpired.” 
 
    Trystan fell to his knees in exhaustion, “You were separated for so long, what is your actual name?” 
 
    The purple slime gave a tiny smirk, “My true name is Bella.” 
 
    Trystan felt the connection between them sever completely. The slime before him was no longer his familiar. The mage looked down at his exposed and melted skin on his arm. Looking back at Bella, questions formed. 
 
    “You’re not a simple slime, are you?” 
 
    Bella nodded, “I’m a queen slime, part of my essence taken from the true queen of slimes. Now that I am whole and no longer anchored to a mage, I can return to merge with my true self. Thank you for freeing me.” 
 
    Trystan felt a sad ache in his heart. Behind him he heard shuffling down the street. Turning his head, he spotted his friends walking toward them with magistrates and mages. Wendy the ogre carried Nia in her arms. 
 
    “You better leave before they make you answer for this,” Trystan said in a low weak voice. 
 
    “I will always remember you dear Trystan,” The purple slime blew a kiss. A moment later her body changed into a stream and streamed into a nearby jagged hole in the street.  
 
    Magistrates moved forward, blasting the hole and diving in after the fleeing slime. Trystan used all his strength to stand up again and stumble to his friends. Aznara was first to take his arm and help him along. The mage stepped to Wendy as she held Nia in her arms. Trystan raised his arms and took Nia into his. Sinking to the ground, the mage cradled his love in his arms, holding her close to his chest. Reeko, Sunara, Aznara, Sylk, Vossa and Wendy sank down to their knees, hands all touching the tearful Trystan and Nia in his arms. 
 
    Miles away, Vanessa sat with wide eyes. Gwen held on, losing more and more of her mana to the undead woman. The Ink Witch felt her heart flutter as life slowly drained away. Vanessa tilted her head up and let out a long sigh. 
 
    “The threat is over,” Vanessa said simply. 
 
    Gwen pulled her hands from the undead woman. Without a word, she stumbled off and fell onto the grass. Turning onto her back, eyes looked skyward for a long moment. The Ink Witch admired the beauty of the day as her strength gave out. Shadows closed in and the witch passed out into peaceful darkness. 
 
   
  
 

 Eighteen 
 
    Trystan stood at the door in the middle of a busy corridor. Hand tightening around a bouquet of flowers, the mage took in a deep calming breath. A sweaty hand took hold of the metal door handle. The mage pushed the handle down and opened the door.  
 
    Bright light spilled in the main window. A bed of white took up the middle of the room. Red hair shifted and an eye looked to Trystan. The mage smiled ear to ear as he stepped in and closed the door behind him. Nia turned away from the mage and looked to the window, her face a mask of indifference. 
 
    Trystan stepped forward and spotted a small table with an empty vase on it. The mage moved over and put the flowers in the vase and teased them a little with his fingers so they were a bit showier. The mage glanced over as Nia attempted to hide her face by looking away from him. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” Trystan asked while trying to be upbeat. 
 
    “You don’t have to visit me. I’m sure there is a lot going on,” Nia said in a low voice. 
 
    “The city is starting to rebuild. The college is closed until some semblance of the city is in working order. I’m just glad they finally let me in to see you,” Trystan took a nearby seat, pulled it over and sat by her bed. 
 
    Nia’s head tilted forward a little, “How’s everyone?” 
 
    “Good. A few bumps and bruises but no worse for wear. Vanessa has been helping the Lord Mayor with construction, talking to the undead under the city to help build and repair the city during the night. Gwen has reopened her Ink Shop. Professor Hart has been busy helping with the reconstruction. There is talk that it may take a year to rebuild Stukarr to its former glory. I think they will do it sooner.” 
 
    Nia’s hands clenched, “Bella?” 
 
    Trystan’s head lowered a little, “Gone. When the mana streams were cut, the slimes escaped. Magistrates couldn’t find any sign of them.” 
 
    Nia turned to Trystan. The mage gazed at his beautiful friend. A star shaped scare spread out with Nia’s eye in the middle of it. The healers told him that her shield spell weakened the blast as her eyelid and skin took the last of its energy. A white eye stared at Trystan but nothing registered. The healers informed him that the damage was too extensive. She will never see through that eye again. 
 
    “Let me see your arm,” Nia said with hard edge. 
 
    Trystan pulled up his robe sleeve, exposing melted and scarred flesh. It was still pink and Nia winced when she stared at it. 
 
    “It looks worse than it feels. My left arm won’t win any beauty contests,” Trystan smiled as he looked at Nia’s eye. 
 
    The red head looked away and gave an angry huff, “Stop looking at me. I know my eye won’t get any better.” 
 
    “Maybe we can get you one of those cool eye patches. I hear eye patches are hot these days,” Trystan said with a wide smile. 
 
    Nia turned and glared with one eye, “Stop it! This isn’t funny. None of this is funny,” The last word came out in a quiver. 
 
    Trystan leaned forward and took Nia’s hand into his, “I just want to lift your spirits. We have overcome so much. Do you really think a scar is going to make me love you any less?” 
 
    Nia looked down at the white sheets, “You are starting to sound like someone I know,” Nia gave the barest hint of a smile. 
 
    “I had a good teacher,” Trystan kissed the back of her hand and continued to hold onto it. 
 
    “It really doesn’t bother you?” Nia said with an insecure frown. 
 
    “Not one bit. If anything, it shows more of the real you. I always knew there was a heart of a pirate under that beautiful chest.” 
 
    Nia rolled her eyes, “The pirate jokes aren’t going to stop, will they?” 
 
    Trystan squeezed her hand, “Are you kidding? Once we get you a cool eye patch, there will be more pirate jokes.” 
 
    Nia leaned back into the bed and stared at Trystan’s smiling face, “Seriously, I’m glad you’re okay.” 
 
    Trystan looked to his red headed angel, “I’m over the moon that you’re okay. If the worst to come out of this is just a few scars, then I think we all came out on top.” 
 
    “I love you,” Nia said with a warm glow in her cheeks. 
 
    “I love you,” Trystan said as his heart quickened. 
 
    “What are you doing after visiting me?” Nia asked. 
 
    “I was thinking of…..” Trystan stopped talking, blood draining from his face. 
 
    “Trystan?” Nia sat up. 
 
    Trystan tried to talk but the words were trapped in his throat. Standing up, he moved to the side, trying to grab anything for support. Pain stabbed over the mage’s heart and he found it difficult to breathe. Nia pulled the blanket off of her as Trystan struggled. The mage managed to lean against a wall and his throat opened. The mage gasped for air but the pain grew louder and louder.  
 
    “Stay back!” Trystan managed as the skin over his heart glowed white hot. The mage felt his life drain away into his chest. Clutching at his robe, he ripped the collar open and exposed his chest. The black oval steamed and glowed as if it was ready to explode into fire. 
 
    Nia’s legs were over the side and she was on her feet. Trystan fell to his knees as something pulled more and more life from him. A stream of mist burst from the oval spot. Trystan grunted as the pain eased and billowing mist rolled off of him. The black oval disappeared with the last bit of mist. 
 
    Trystan and Nia watched as the column of mist took a vaguely humanoid form. Features began to rise and take shape. A second later, the mist dissipated. Both mages stared, awe struck at the being standing in the middle of the room. 
 
    Black horns emerged from short, straight, black hair. Black leather wings flexed and folded behind it. Scales ran from elbows to clawed fingers, with more scales running from knees to clawed toes. The body was short but womanly with firm perky breasts that defied gravity and a hairless slit between her legs. Trystan stared at the face as horror clawed into his wounded heart. The creature looked down at Trystan and gave a wicked smile. The thing had a face and body exactly that of Freya. The other parts looked like they belonged to a dragon. Facial expressions moved like Freya as a pointed tail whipped behind her. 
 
    “Hello Father,” The dragon version of Freya let out a long giggle. 
 
    Trystan heaved as he stared, mind lost and heart breaking. Seeing that creature with Freya’s face and body sent him into a panic. The dragon girl looked down at Trystan and folded her scaly arms.  
 
    “What’s the matter? Not happy to see your daughter?” The dragon girl grinned. 
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Freya’s Path of Shadows 
 
    The pleasant evening was shattered by the sound of breaking glass. Three women laughed and cackled on a bench as the sun set against mountains to the west. The dock lights began to glow and shine from broken bottle shards littering the wooden dock before the three ladies. Calm ocean waves lapped against the dock in the perfect evening air. 
 
    Freya continued with her giggling fit as she reached into her bag and pulled out another bottle of ale. A dark-skinned girl with blonde hair reached out and snatched it from her, pulled the top and began guzzling down the amber liquid. Another pale woman with white hair giggled and nearly fell off the bench. Freya brushed away a short lock of black hair from her rosy face. As soon the as dark-skinned girl pulled her lips from the end of the bottle, Freya reached up and snatched it back. 
 
    “Don’t drink it all, Duvva! It’s expensive,” Freya commanded with a drunken smile. 
 
    Duvva grinned and pawed at Freya for another drink, “I know your family is well off but how can you afford Prince Ale?” 
 
    Freya pulled the bottle from her mouth and wiped her mouth with her forearm, “Who says I paid for it?” 
 
    Duvva’s eyes widened, “You took it?” 
 
    The white-haired albino reached for the bottle but Freya pulled it away and took another swig. 
 
    “Share!” The albino whined. 
 
    “Wait your turn Paula,” Freya teased as she held the bottle just out of reach. 
 
    Paula clumsily tried again and again to take hold of the bottle. Freya laughed at her as she kept it from her. Just as the girl was about to cry, Freya shoved it into her chest so hard that it sent the white skinned woman tumbling off the bench and onto her back. Paula’s laugher rang out and hushed the moment she took a swig. 
 
    “How did you take the bottle from Jameson? The man has eyes like a hawk,” Duvva pressed. 
 
    Freya grinned as she tried to focus, “Well, I didn’t exactly take it. He may have eyes like a hawk but still has needs like any man.” 
 
    Duvva let out a cackle, “You slut! What did you do? Details?” 
 
    Freya turned and reached down. Snatching the bottle from Paula, the dark-haired woman continued, “It was simple. Flash him a little ass and cleavage and he was under my spell.” 
 
    “Did he invade your cave?” 
 
    Freya sneered, “No way. I blew him behind the counter. For an older man he had a big cock. Tasted good going down. When he was finished, I got up and took the bottle off the top shelf. He spent his time buttoning his pants and didn’t say anything. I walked out and here we are.” 
 
    Duvva looked to Freya like she was the most magical being in the universe, “You are so brave. I only give blow jobs if they take me out for an expensive dinner.” 
 
    Freya sat with her legs open and bottle tucked between her thighs, “And you call me slut.” 
 
    Duvva giggled, “It’s not being a slut if you reward them for their hard work.” 
 
    Freya picked up the bottle and took a swig, “You should start a charity. Blowjobs for the hardworking man!” 
 
    “The men would line up out the door. I may have to hire Paula just to handle the demand,” Duvva leered. 
 
    The albino was already on her feet and sitting down on the bench, “It better pay well. I don’t give out blowjobs like you two harlots.” 
 
    “No but you give up that white pussy of yours if a man even smiles in your direction,” Duvva teased. 
 
    Paula steadied herself, “I just offer hugs and they put their cocks in me.” 
 
    All three women laughed louder as the final rays of sunlight disappeared below the horizon. When their giggle fits were over, Freya shoved the bottle into Duvva’s waiting hands and stood up on shaky legs. 
 
    “Well bitches, I have to go home. Mom texted me that she wanted to talk and I’m already an hour late,” Freya managed to say with slightly slurred words. 
 
    The two women waved at Freya and soon began fighting over the bottle of ale. Freya drunkenly walked off toward the cobbled streets and made her way home. A crow cawed in the distance. 
 
    The black-haired woman didn’t even fix her black skirt as it began to ride up. Her womanhood peeked out but she continued on as if everything was perfectly normal. After a few twists and turns, Freya was at her front door to the family home and reached for the door handle as it moved in front of her. After an attempt or three, she finally took hold, twisted the handle and stumbled inside. 
 
    Freya giggled as her hand reached out for the wall to steady herself. Clawing her way inside, she walked passed the living room and entered the lit kitchen. Freya leaned at the kitchen doorway, eyes on her mother sitting at the kitchen table with a half full bottle of whiskey. Freya’s eyes lowered and she noticed a back pack of holding at her mother’s feet. The woman took a swig from the bottle and set it down again, crow’s feet wrinkling the outside corners of her eyes. A look of sad disappointment tugged at the mouth, causing it to curve in dismay. 
 
    Freya stepped closer and took the bottle of whiskey off the table. A few gulps later, she hacked and slammed it down on the kitchen table. The bottle did not break and her mother did not flinch. Freya pulled out a chair and sat down, eyes as unsteady as her movements. 
 
    Mother sighed, “You are a grown woman now.” 
 
    Freya looked to her mother and then back to the back pack at her feet. 
 
    Mother continued, “I want to talk about a few things.” 
 
    Freya huffed, “Why? It’s obvious you’re leaving. What more could you say? You’re a terrible mother and I couldn’t be happier.” 
 
    “Then we have that in common. You’re a terrible daughter,” Mother said with a blank stare. 
 
    Freya gave a bored expression as she sat back in the chair, “Spare me. You should have just left. I don’t need you or Rickard. Leave some coin and I’ll be just fine.” 
 
    Mother stared hard at her daughter, “Rickard doesn’t know I’m leaving. You can tell him when he gets home tomorrow.” 
 
    Freya’s eyes widened and her brow formed a hard V, “Now I have to do your dirty work too? He has done nothing but take care of you for years and you’re just going to leave him without saying anything? You are really a fucked-up person.” 
 
    Freya’s mother’s hand tightened into a fist, “We have grown apart and I want nothing more to do with him. Do this one last thing for me.” 
 
    Freya grabbed the whiskey bottle and took another gulp from it, a drop spilling down her chin, “I hate you,” Freya spat. 
 
    Freya’s mother smirked as she looked to her drunken daughter, “Your grandfather always thought you were too much like me. That bastard kept telling me you would turn evil. I never told him that I believed him.” 
 
    The kitchen was silent for a long moment before mother continued, “I thought I’d tell you about your father before I leave.” 
 
    “Just leave the coin and go. I don’t need to know that you got knocked up from one of the hundreds of men you slept with. They teach the protection spell in high school just so you don’t get pregnant.” 
 
     Freya’s mother’s eyes shifted to the table, “Your grandfather was a very controlling man. He claimed what was his and only his. Before any man could have me, grandfather was sure I belonged to him first.” 
 
    Freya eyed her mother, disbelief touching her heart and fading away to an ocean of depraved indifference. 
 
    Mother continued, “You never knew him for too long. I killed him before he claimed you too.” 
 
    Freya turned her head away, “Grandfather kept it in the family. Is that why you were so angry with me all my life? I remind you of what he did?” 
 
    Freya’s mother stood up while a hand slipped into a pocket. Freya turned an eye to see her mother take out a small stack of coins and place them on the table. 
 
    “Your inheritance.” 
 
    Freya said and did nothing. 
 
    “Never let anyone control you. You’re a Kilborn and remain that way,” And with that, she picked up her back pack and walked away, forever. 
 
    Freya sat at the table, eyes staring at nothing. The young woman let out an annoyed sigh, stood up and picked up the small stack of coin. Placing it in her purse, she walked off to her room. Shedding her clothes and hugging her elven doll, the young woman slipped into bed and slept the most restful sleep she ever had in her life. 
 
    The next day, Freya woke with the morning light. New energy flowed as the woman made her way to the kitchen and began cooking morning breakfast. The bottle of whiskey was still on the table. Freya took hold and drank as she scrambled eggs and cooked up bacon. She had her whole life ahead of her and she was ready to take it on. 
 
    After a satisfying meal, the woman freshened up and planned out her day. She had a number of applications to mage colleges sitting on her desk. In the quiet morning she walked over and went over each one in turn. She looked at the paperwork for the major colleges including the Elemental and Druid ones. With little interest, she tossed them aside. There were a number of smaller mage colleges she could attend but felt they would not satisfy her thirst for knowledge. When she picked up the papers to the Shadow College, her interest was piqued. Reading about what they had to offer whispered new meaning to her otherwise blank future. 
 
     Freya weighed her options but instead pushed the papers away. She still wanted to enjoy her freedom for a little while longer. Shelving the paperwork, the young woman went back to the whiskey bottle and drank her morning away. 
 
    Morning turned to afternoon and Freya thought about what her mother said. Annoying emotions sloshed about in her drunken mind. Thinking back to the colleges, she remembered that she needed a familiar before she could attend. With an empty afternoon upon her, the young woman dressed and walked out the front door to a beautiful day. 
 
    The cobbled streets held a haze as Freya walked. When she reached the ink shop, she clumsily pushed her way through the front door. A bell chimed as she stepped in. From a beaded curtain, a voluptuous woman in a witch hat stepped through and greeted Freya with a smile. The young woman instantly hated her when she saw the witch’s hour glass figure and tight leather pants and top. 
 
    “Good afternoon. How can I help you?” The witch smiled. 
 
    “I need a familiar.” Freya said with a bit of sarcasm in her tone. 
 
    The Ink Witch moved to the shelf behind the counter and pulled down a big leather-bound book. Opening it on the counter, delicate hands turned page after page of painted familiars with their abilities and histories. 
 
    “Do you have anything in mind? Is there something that speaks to you on a deeper level? All familiars will be with you as you learn the arcane arts. They will contain your mana for spells, incantations and rituals.” The Ink Witch smiled. 
 
    Freya looked at each page with half closed eyes, “I know what familiars are. Don’t speak to me like I’m some idiot off the street.” 
 
    The Ink Witch kept her pleasant smile as she stood straighter and waited patiently. Freya turned pages, eyeing each familiar in turn. Nothing stood out and the alcohol only made her frustrated instead of relaxed. When Freya stopped turning pages and clenched her hands, the Ink Witch took hold of a number of pages and turned them toward the middle of the book. 
 
    “Your aura speaks to me of wanting to know some of the darker aspects of the world. Have you applied to the Shadow College?” 
 
    Freya said nothing as she looked down at the page before her. A dark elf stared back with red eyes and white hair. His body was thin but muscular with violet black skin. Freya couldn’t keep her eyes off the image before her. 
 
    The Ink Witch noticed and smiled, “Dark elves are graceful and powerful. They are one of the few familiars that can cast spells. They are incredibly loyal and take direction well.” 
 
    Freya gazed at the dark elf picture and made up her mind, “I will take him.” 
 
    “Excellent choice. If you can take a seat, I….” The witch was cut off. 
 
    “I want another one,” Freya demanded. 
 
    “One should only ink one familiar at a time. The strain can be harmful to the body,” The witch said while trying to sound diplomatic. 
 
    Freya looked up with an annoyed gaze, “I’m not paying you for your advice.” 
 
    The witch’s smile faded for a moment. Freya turned the pages until she saw a busty gray ghost. Thoughts floated up of Freya having another female to talk to and tell her dirty secrets. Devva and Paula were there but she didn’t trust them as far as she could throw them. Having another girl around would be a nice change of pace. Looking down under the ghost, Freya noticed abilities written underneath like energy drain, possession and invisibility. 
 
    “I want that one too,” Freya ordered. 
 
    “Two familiars can be expensive…..” 
 
    Freya pulled out her inheritance and placed it on the counter, “I think you mistaken me for the common rabble. I am Freya Kilborn and I want two familiars, today. Or should I go to someplace else?” 
 
    The Ink Witch held her tongue as she gently pointed with an open hand to one of the plush chairs in the back of the shop. Freya gave a smug look as she walked over and took a seat. The witch moved to a case and pulled out her needles and inks. Stepping over, she placed them on a small table. The witch pulled out a small three-legged stool and looked to the woman in her chair. 
 
    “Some of the best places to ink a familiar is on the arms or back. Where do you want to start?” 
 
    Wicked thoughts spilled into Freya’s mind. She looked to the ink witch as her own hands took hold of her short black skirt. Lifting it up, Freya spread her legs, revealing she was not wearing any underwear. The Ink Witch looked down with half closed eyes and a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “I want the elf on my inner right thigh and the ghost on the inner left thigh,” Freya said simply. 
 
    The witch gave a hesitant nod. Turning to her tools, she began mixing her inks and readied her needles. Freya sat back like a harlot queen, legs open for the witch and world to see. A needle pressed against the tender inner thigh and punctured the upper skin layer. Freya didn’t wince as pain bloomed. The Ink Witch dived into her work, ignoring the rude young woman. 
 
    Hours passed as Freya sat. Terrible images played out as she pictured her mother lying dead somewhere or being violated by monsters. Freya felt a deep satisfaction if those events took place. An image of her step dad floated into her mind and her heart dripped with annoyed acid. Rickard was a nice man to Freya and her mother but he was too easily walked on. Freya would get disgusted sometimes as he stayed home while his wife went out to meet men. The man had no backbone and thought everything was fine all the time. It drove Freya crazy sometimes but she eventually got over it, especially when he showed her attention while mother was out. Rickard would shower her in gifts and take her out. Freya would never say no and loved the attention. It wasn’t until she became a full-grown woman that he would look at her from the corner of his eye. 
 
    Needles worked their magic as Freya thought further about her step-father. The more she caught him looking at her, the more she teased him. One morning it would be Freya walking in a T shirt and panties. Other times it would be Freya bending over so he could get a full view of her plump round bottom. The young woman loved to tease but Rickard would look or walk away. She could feel his embarrassment and she preyed on it.    
 
    “You’re finished. It will take an hour or two for the ink to settle in…..” The ink witch was cut off. 
 
    “Thanks,” Freya said rudely as she stood up, nearly knocking into the witch. 
 
    Without so much as a goodbye, the young woman walked passed the witch and left the small shop. The afternoon sun beamed down on the cobbled streets. Freya winced a few times as surges of magical energies interwove with her tender flesh. The ink under her skin stirred and pulsed. Freya ignored the sensations as she walked. Her eye caught the swinging sign to a book store. Smirking to herself, she walked to the entrance. If she was going to attend the Shadow College, then she was going to need a few books to get herself started. 
 
       The door gave a gentle creak as the short raven-haired woman stepped inside. The place appeared almost abandoned. Dust motes floated in the air as books stood motionless. Freya stepped in closer when a young man stepped from around a corner with an open book in his hands. Freya stared as he continued to walk without a hint of knowing she was there. The young woman was ready to throw a fit when she gazed at the book clerk. He had a boyishly handsome look with board shoulders. The mere act of him not noticing her made Freya look at the book he was reading. Gold letters against a brown leather cover spelt out “Poems of the Fallen Heart”. 
 
    “Poetry,” Freya whispered. 
 
    The young man’s eyes looked up from the worn pages to see the short woman smiling at him. As if realizing where he was, he shut the book closed and nearly dropped it as he let his hand fall to the side. Freya watched as he grabbed hold, straightened himself up and smiled at the beauty in front of him. 
 
    “Oh…Hi! My name is Trystan. How can I help you today?” The young man stammered. 
 
    “I’m looking for beginner books on shadow magic,” Freya said and licked her lips at the end. 
 
    The young man nodded and started walking down an aisle. Freya followed and after a few feet they stood in front of a shelf with black books. Freya continued to stare at Trystan as he ran his finger along several book spines. 
 
    “This shelf has many books on shadow magic. I would stay to these two shelves for the beginner stuff.” 
 
    Freya stared at his tender neck and pictured herself nibbling on him, “What about the lower shelves?” 
 
    Trystan looked down and leaned over to get a better look at the book spines, “These shelves contain some potion making and spells to speak to spirits. I think they are part of the Shadow College curriculum but I cannot say for sure.” 
 
    Freya stared at Trystan’s firm butt and kept talking, “Any you would recommend?” 
 
    Trystan stood up and put a finger to his chin, “I can’t say with any authority. Shadow magic isn’t really my thing.” 
 
    Freya eyed Trystan’s collar bone, “What is your…..thing?” 
 
    Trystan turned to her and smiled, “Elemental magic is pretty interesting.” 
 
    “Have you learned any spells yet?” Freya found herself drinking him in more and more. 
 
    Trystan continued on without noticing, “I know a few spells. I’m trying to make time to learn more but you know how it goes.” 
 
    Freya nodded as a warmth filled her belly, “I haven’t decided which college I’m going to attend. The Shadow College seems to speak to me but I don’t know any spells. Maybe you can help me with learning a few?” 
 
    Trystan nodded and smiled, “Like I said, I don’t know much about shadow magic but I could help with the basics. It is pretty easy once you get the hang of it. I only know one spell really well and that is turning water into alcoholic drinks.” 
 
    Freya’s smiled widened, “That sounds like a fun spell. You seem like a fun guy.” 
 
    Trystan’s mouth crinkled into a nervous smile, “Fun guy? Not really. I’m more of a stay at home and read type of guy.” 
 
    Freya moved in closer, maintaining eye contact, “Maybe we can get together one night? You can make drinks and we can make some magic together?” 
 
    Trystan smiled but his eyes shifted away, “Um…yea…sure…..that sounds fun.” 
 
    Freya leaned in as if she was inhaling fresh meat, “I will take a few books on shadow magic and one on potions. Do you work here most of the time?” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “Yes, I’m here most days.” 
 
    Freya took a deep inhale of Trystan’s scent and then backed off, “Good.” 
 
    Trystan stood awkwardly, a silence falling over them. 
 
    “I will take those books now,” Freya said with a playful gleam. 
 
    Trystan woke from his day dream and quickly turned to the shelf. He began pulling books off the shelf and holding them. Freya watched with hungry eyes as he fumbled along with several books to the cash register. 
 
    A short time later, Freya walked out of the bookstore with four books under her arm and Trystan’s phone number in her cell phone. The young woman couldn’t stop thinking about the innocent looking book clerk as she made her way home. 
 
    Afternoon bled into evening. Freya lay on the couch, reading and flipping pages. The spasms between her legs had settled and she could lay comfortably. The young woman was leafing through the potions book when the front door opened. Freya peered over the side of the couch to see Rickard walk in. 
 
    Tossing the book aside, Freya was to her feet and running to him. The older man had a touch of gray at his temples and kind eyes as Freya threw her arms around his neck. Rickard hugged her back and held her close. 
 
    “Good to see you. Where’s your mother? I was thinking of the three of us going out for dinner,” Rickard said. 
 
    Freya held him a moment longer before loosening her grip and taking a step back from him, “I have something to tell you. We should sit down.” 
 
    Rickard looked to Freya and showed his full attention. Both walked to the kitchen and sat at the table. Rickard had a look of fearful surprise written into his brow. Freya herself was calm and ready to tell him the good news. 
 
    “Mom left for good. She told me yesterday that she was leaving and didn’t have the heart to tell you,” Freya said while trying to hide her smile. 
 
    Rickard’s shoulders sagged. A hurt and lost expression filled his eyes, “I wish I could be completely surprised. She had been very distant the last few months. I thought we were just going through a rough patch.” 
 
    “I think it is better this way. You were too good for her anyway,” Freya finally let her smile show. 
 
    Rickard looked up to Freya’s smiling face, “It doesn’t bother you that she is gone? Did she tell you where she was going?” 
 
    Freya shook her head, “No. She only said she was leaving and make sure to tell you.” 
 
    Rickard was silent for a long moment, “What are you going to do now?” 
 
    Freya tilted her head, “What do you mean?” 
 
    Rickard hesitated as if he was trying to carefully choose his words, “Now that your mom is gone, do you have any plans?” 
 
    “Plans?”  
 
    Rickard sighed before speaking, “Since your mom is gone I figure you would be leaving next. There is no real reason for you to stay here with me.” 
 
    Freya’s eyes widened a little, “Why can’t I stay here with you? With mom gone we can be happy. We don’t need that harpy.” 
 
    “Freya, I’m not your dad. It would be strange if you stay with me. You’re a grown woman. I will give you some time to get yourself in a new situation but I don’t think it would be proper if you stay here with me.” 
 
    Freya felt her heart crack, “But I can stay with you. Who cares what anyone else thinks. We can stay together and be happy. I can treat you better than mom ever could.” 
 
    Rickard gave a gentle smile, “You have been a joy these years we spent together. I’m sure we can still meet for dinner or weekend plans but maybe now is the time for you to live your life.” 
 
    Freya’s hands clenched, “I don’t understand why you’re acting like this? Mom has treated you like garbage for years. Now that she is gone, you’re going to throw me out as well? I’m nothing like her! We can finally be happy.” 
 
    Rickard tilted his head, shadows covering his eyes, “Take some time but you will have to leave, for both of our benefit.” 
 
    Freya stood up and glared at Rickard. He couldn’t look her in the eye and that only infuriated the young woman further. Freya stormed off to her room and slammed the door shut. Breathing heavy, she marched to her bed with her elven dolls sat. Hand swiping out, she knocked them to the floor. A twisted rage consumed her as she scooped up a stuffed elf. Fingers digging into fabric, she tore it to pieces. White puffs of stuffing floated to the floor. 
 
    Internal energy whipped about as Freya threw herself onto her bed. There were no tears, only a seething hatred for her mother, Rickard and the whole world. A smoking mist flowed from between her thighs. Freya turned onto her back and sat up, legs spread. The young woman watched as two streams of mist floated up and poured into the middle of her room. A moment later, the smoke parted and a dark elf stood in the middle of the room. To the right floated a gray busty ghost. Both bowed their heads before their mistress. 
 
    “Good evening, Mistress,” The dark elf said soothingly. 
 
    Freya’s storm of emotions flowed into a deep calm. She eyed the two familiars as she quickly pushed away all the wrongs in her life. The dark elf stood nearly naked except for a metal loin cup and a whip at his hip. The busty gray ghost hovered in tattered clothes. Even in her ghostly form, the tatters seemed to hug her in all the right places. A fire burned deep within Freya as she gazed on her familiars, her new children. They would always be loyal. They would never run away. Now she had to know if they were obedient. 
 
    “My dark elf and my ghost. Bend a knee to your mistress,” Freya said with a wicked smile. 
 
    The dark elf bent a knee. The ghost floated down and did the same. Freya felt a rush of power as she delighted on the possibilities. 
 
    “What shall I name you both?” Freya tapped the side of her cheek. 
 
    The dark elf and ghost stayed where they were. 
 
    Freya looked down at the ripped up stuffed elf and remembered its name, “I will call you Loc,” Freya said to the dark elf. 
 
    The white haired, dark skinned elf bowed his head further. Freya looked to the ghost as she stayed on one knee, her face a mask of sadness.  
 
    “I shall call you Cyn. I can’t wait to do bad things with you,” Freya smiled. 
 
    The ghost nodded. 
 
    “You can both rise.” 
 
    The dark elf and ghost stood up and looked to their mistress. 
 
    “Your mistress has had a hard day. People have mistreated me.” 
 
    “Show me who has wronged you and I will make them bend their knee to you.” Loc said with conviction. 
 
    “They cannot mistreat our mistress,” Cyn said in a sad low voice. 
 
    “I’m happy we see the same,” Freya said delighted. 
 
    Holding power over her familiars charged the young woman with comforting sensations. Freya loved to control others by making them do what she wanted but she could feel that her familiars had no choice in the matter. Again, she wanted to test it. 
 
    “Since I am your mistress, will do you anything I say? Will you please me any way I wish?” 
 
    “We live to serve,” Loc said with his own wicked grin. 
 
    “We live to serve,” Cyn said with eyes cast downward. 
 
    Lustful thoughts rolled through Freya’s mind and her body responded to her new power, “I want to feel better. Both of you, undress.” 
 
    Loc touched the side of his belt. The metal loin cup slid into the belt, his dark member spilling out and hanging. Freya stared as it was already half hard and veins emerged along the shaft. Cyn tilted her head and her ghostly tatters faded away. Large ghostly breasts hung unassisted. A white triangle of hair covered her undead sex. Freya was pleased. 
 
    “Undress your mistress,” Freya commanded. 
 
    Lock and Cyn moved forward. Ghostly hands pulled at Freya’s shirt while thin slender fingers pulled at her short skirt. A moment later Freya was naked and wetness glistened between her legs. Loc stared at his mistress with evil and hungry eyes. 
 
    “Get on your knees my dark elf,” Freya said with wide knowing eyes. 
 
    Lock bent down to his knees. Freya stayed on the bed, her legs open to her familiar. The dark elf made no move to get closer and waited until he was commanded. Freya let him stare, letting his hunger build more and more. The control was intoxicating. The young woman wondered why the rest of the world couldn’t be this easy. How wonderful it would be if everyone simply did as they were told. 
 
    “You may lick your mistress,” Freya said to the dark elf. 
 
    Loc moved his face between his mistress’s tender inner thighs. A long-pointed tongue snaked out and ran along Freya’s thin line. Mistress looked down at her dark elf as he buried his face into her sex, tongue grazing her throbbing nub. Freya let out a soft coo. She traced a finger along a pointed ear. 
 
    Cyn floated, naked and silent.  
 
    “Stroke Loc. I want his elfhood fully hard,” Freya said almost dismissively. 
 
    Cyn floated down and took hold of Loc’s member. The ghost stroked the elf slowly, ectoplasm emerging from her hand acting as a lubricant. Freya was impressed and gasped as Loc worked her clit. The room felt warmer to Freya. She moved her hips slightly as the dark elf continued to work his magic. 
 
    Thoughts spilled into Freya’s mind of Rickard and how tainted he had become to her. A mad heat bloomed and Freya wanted to feel better. Taking hold of Loc’s hair, she pulled at him to stand up. The elf stood, his member hard and pointing up. Freya glided her fingers over it for a moment before she lay back. Hand pulling her familiar onto her, the dark elf quickly lay his thin muscular body on hers, the point of his spear touching her wet opening. 
 
    “Don’t stop until I tell you,” Freya whispered the command. 
 
    With a hand cupping his cheek, Freya guided his hips in between hers. The throbbing tip of the Loc’s spear pushed at her slit. Freya let out a loud moan as the elf pushed his way in, inches spreading her open. The young woman controlled the tempo and Loc obeyed. Cyn floated by them as Loc pushed to the hilt and followed his mistress’s commands. 
 
    Freya looked over to the naked ghost with half closed eyes, “Watch me and pleasure yourself.” 
 
    The busty ghost nodded. Ghostly fingers ran down her body and reached her womanhood. Fingers touched folds and began playing with herself. Freya watched as the shy spirit rubbed herself a little faster, small moan filling the room. Mistress felt better as each thrust sent surges of pleasure throughout her body. Hungry bodies cried out for mana and Freya could feel her own mana latching onto the dark elf and ghost, feeding them her power. Connections strengthened and the young woman moaned her delight. 
 
    “I have such plans,” Freya whispered. 
 
    “Please mistress, tell us your plans,” Loc said with heated breaths, hips thrusting between tender thighs. 
 
    Freya’s body bounced slightly as Loc pushed as deep as he could go. Ideas formed in Freya’s mind as blissful shivers ran through out her body. Nerves curled and Freya moaned her approval. 
 
    “Tomorrow we are going to teach someone a lesson,” Freya moaned with closed eyes. 
 
    “Have they wronged you, Mistress?” Loc said as he upped the tempo. 
 
    “Yes, they have,” Freya hissed. 
 
    Freya clenched as Loc made long strokes. She held onto him as he struggled in her grip. The elf was thin but Freya could feel his power. A plan formed and the young woman felt her nerves reach the breaking point. Hands clutched at dark skinned shoulders and muffled cries filled the air. Loc continued to please his mistress, tongue snaking out and licking pointed nipples. 
 
    The orgasm subsided but another began to grow. Freya bit her lip as Loc kept his pace. Cyn floated, her mouth hanging open and she let out a low moan, ectoplasm dripping down her inner thighs. 
 
    “You both will never leave your mistress,” Freya moaned. 
 
    “We will never leave you,” Loc said. 
 
    “We will never leave you,” Cyn said. 
 
    “Good. No one leaves me,” Freya moaned as another orgasm exploded and her body quivered. 
 
    *** 
 
    Rickard turned the knob and walked into his home, mind filled with regrets. He couldn’t stop thinking about Freya and how lost she must have been when her mother left. He felt awful for what he said and promised to work it out with her as soon as he saw her. Closing the door behind him, the smell of cooking food blanketed his senses.  
 
    Rickard turned to the kitchen. Freya moved to the doorway in an apron and a smile on her face. Rickard smiled back, the smell of food calming his rattled nerves. 
 
    Freya took a step forward, her head tilted, “I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable yesterday. I thought I would cook us dinner and have a pleasant evening together.” 
 
    Rickard grinned, stepped forward and hugged her, “I’m so happy to hear that. Yes, I would love dinner with you. I’m sorry about what I said. I didn’t think about how you must have been feeling.” 
 
    Freya hugged Rickard close before breaking away, “Let’s sit down. The food is almost ready.” 
 
    Freya took Rickard’s hand and guided him to the dining room. Candles were lit and the finest silverware lay out for two. Freya sat Rickard at the head of the table and skipped to the kitchen. Rickard was smiling ear to ear as Freya came out with two dishes. The young woman placed the plate in front of him and placed another at her seat to his side. Freya undid the apron and hung it on the back of her chair.  
 
    Rickard looked down at steaming steak, potatoes and greens. Freya walked over to the wine cabinet and pulled out a bottle. Rickard watched as she poured the wine into each glass before setting the bottle down. 
 
    “Was the bottle already open?” Rickard asked as he cut into his steak. 
 
    Freya smiled, “I had a half glass while I was cooking. I also poured some on the steak as it cooked to give it a little extra flavor.” 
 
    Rickard smiled and stuffed a piece of meat into his mouth. The dinner was pleasant as they sat and talked about future. Rickard was quick to tell Freya that she could stay as long as she likes. Freya watched him intently and gave shy smiles when his eyes lit up. When the meal was done, Rickard sat back and let out a long full sigh. 
 
    “That was delicious,” Rickard stretched his arms. 
 
    Freya nodded, “I’m glad you liked it. Now we can really talk about our future.” 
 
    Rickard eyed her innocently, “I thought we had? You can stay for as long as you want.” 
 
    Freya leaned forward, the sides of her arms pushing her breasts together, “Thank you but I was thinking about you and I.” 
 
    Rickard looked down at Freya’s cleavage and shifted his eyes away, “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You shouldn’t be so shy around me. I know you want me. Since mom is no longer with us, there is nothing standing in our way,” Freya said with a smirk. 
 
    Rickard’s eyes moved nervously, “We…..we cannot do that. I’m twenty years older than you. It wouldn’t be right.” 
 
    “What does age have to do with it? I see how you look at me. Here I am.” 
 
    “You are like a daughter to me,” Rickard stammered. 
 
    Freya stood up and touched Rickard’s cheek, “I know. You are like a father to me. Now is your chance to take me. Claim me as yours.” 
 
    Rickard grabbed the glass of wine and took a deep drink. Eyes looking everywhere except at Freya, he saw that her glass was still full. 
 
    “You didn’t touch your wine,” Rickard said with a quiver in his voice. 
 
    Freya gave an innocent smile, “I wanted to be fully aware when you fuck me.” 
 
    Rickard stood up and began to walk away. He knew he couldn’t be there anymore. The wine started to bother him. Memories of Freya teasing him with her body flooded his mind. He had to go for a walk to clear his head. Rickard was walking through the kitchen and headed straight for the door. From a nearby wall, a ghostly figure emerged just as Rickard passed. Cyn quickly floated and dived into the older man. 
 
    Rickard stopped dead in his tracks, a mere two feet from the front door. Freya strolled out from the kitchen as Rickard turned around, eyes wide as saucers. 
 
    “What is happening? I cannot control my body!” Rickard said alarmed. 
 
    “My familiar has taken over your body and just your body. I had a feeling you might try to deny your wants so she is here to help you get over your secrets desires.” 
 
    Freya turned and walked down a hallway. Rickard followed, unable to do anything more than watch events unfold. Freya stepped to Rickard’s bedroom door and opened it. Rickard stared at rose petals all over the floor and candles lit. The lighting was dim and romantic. 
 
    Freya stepped inside and Rickard followed. With the door closed, Rickard began undressing against his own will. Freya sat at the edge of the bed and watched. The older man stripped down to nothing and stood in the middle of the room. Freya admired his cock as it hung. Now she knew why her mother kept him so long. 
 
    “Please don’t do this. Let me go. I will give you anything you want,” Rickard pleaded. 
 
    Freya gave a weak smile, “I want you. I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    “Please Freya,” Rickard said as his body moved forward. 
 
    The young woman reached out and ran fingers down his veiny cock. Her touch made it bounce and she licked her lips. 
 
    “I think once you’re beyond a certain point, you won’t stop. You will fuck me and you will like it. Let me get you there,” Freya said and pressed her lips to his shaft. 
 
    Rickard let out a heated gasp but his body remained still. Freya continued her tender kisses, looking up to see his eyes on her. The older man felt his manhood grow harder with each kiss. Freya loved how it pressed against her lips, heat radiating off the shaft. Fingers curled around the shaft and she gentle stroked him. 
 
    “I want your cock in my mouth. I’m such a bad girl,” Freya said with innocent eyes. 
 
    Rickard watched as Freya closed her mouth over the tip and gently sucked on the end. The older man said nothing as pleasure bloomed. Freya sucked on the end but let inched slide into her mouth, her own fingers touching her wet womanhood. The sounds of sucking filled the room. Freya exaggerated her moans and gasps as she sucked on his hard member. Lust and tortured eyes glazed over as Rickard silently cursed himself in his mind. 
 
    Pre- come touched Freya’s tongue and she moaned loudly. Manly hands reached down to touch pointed nipples. Freya giggled as her step father pinched and smoothed over her breasts, cupping them in his hands. Freya bobbed her head, making louder and louder noises. Rickard groaned but could not keep his eyes off of her. Balls tightened and the shaft expanded in her mouth. Freya sucked harder and whined her approval. Spurts of hot come splashed into her mouth. Freya kept eye contact with Rickard as another few spurts hit the back of her mouth and down her throat. 
 
    Pulling away, Freya laughed, come dripping down the corner of her mouth. Rickard felt his arms move as they pushed Freya onto her back. He had no control as he forced her further onto the bed. 
 
    “Take me!” Freya whined. 
 
    Rickard couldn’t believe he was still hard. Come dripped from his rock-hard cock. Roughly, he held Freya down and pushed her thighs open with his knees. The young woman smiled evilly as she could see the tortured conflict in his eyes. Rickard’s cock head touched her dripping wet opening. Hips pushed and Freya let out long whines. Rickard’s cock pushed in and she clamped around him, making it as difficult as she could for him to proceed. Sad torture turned to heated lust. Freya knew the expression well. You push any man far enough and they will fall to their natural desires. 
 
    Freya moaned like she was being violated. Rickard could feel every sensation as he pushed all the way to the hilt. The young woman moaned and pretend cried as hips moved and forced her open. Control bled back into Rickard’s body. Cyn pulled away and floated a short distance away. The older man felt he could stop now. He could pull away and run. He could end this nightmare. He would get a magistrate to force Freya out into the street and be done with her. 
 
    Instead, he continued on, forcing himself deeper into her tight depths. The sensations were too much, like tasting pure ambrosia. Freya watched with half closed eyes as her step father didn’t take his chance to run away. Smiling and moaning, she clamped her legs around his waist. Rickard pushed into her over and over. Deep urges pushed at him as he felt another orgasm was close. Reason left him as the maddening and forbidden pleasure rolled through him like a beast unchained. 
 
    “Come in me. Come in me and claim me for your own!” Freya moaned. 
 
    Rickard lost every shred of his better self as his cock thickened. Freya squealed as her body bucked underneath Rickard’s. Molten jets of come spurted into her tight folds. Freya’s body reacted with her own exploding orgasm. Moans and gasps mixed and bodies moved to a primal rhythm. Freya held onto him, eyes shutting tight and another orgasm pulsing from between her legs and along her nerves. The thought of Rickard taking her pushed her beyond her limits. A third orgasm caused her to dig her nails into his back as he pushed every last drop of come into her. 
 
    Gasping, Rickard pulled out of Freya and slid off the bed. Stumbling, his mind grew weak and he fell to his hands and knees. Freya lay, breathing heavy and savoring every pulse of bliss. Lazily she moved her head and looked to the heaving Rickard on the floor. 
 
    “I feel strange,” Rickard heaved. 
 
    “The potion is taking effect,” Freya said whimsically. 
 
    Rickard peered over as Freya slowly sat up, “Potion?” 
 
    Freya stretched her arms and yawned, “Yea, the potion I poured into the wine bottle. I knew that after tonight you would do anything to leave me. So, I thought I would keep you forever.” 
 
    “What…did…you…do?” Rickard said as his muscles and body stiffened. 
 
    Freya stood up and sauntered over to her step-father, “I found this lovely recipe for turning living creatures to stone. The ingredients were a little difficult but nothing my ghost familiar couldn’t retrieve.” 
 
    “Freya, give me the antidote,” Rickard begged. 
 
    “Why? So, you can leave? I decide when someone leaves,” Freya crossed her arms and stuck out her chin. 
 
    The door to the bedroom opened. Loc walked in and grabbed one of Rickard’s arms. Lifting him up and putting an arm over his shoulder, the dark elf dragged the older man out or the room and toward the basement door. 
 
    Rickard watched in horror as feeling slowly left his body. The dark elf dragged him down the stairs to the lit basement. Fear spiked as they reached the bottom of the stairs, a large hole dug into the basement ground and a shovel lay close by. Freya followed and watched as Loc lay Rickard down on the dirt floor. 
 
    “Please…Freya…,” Rickard found it harder and harder to talk. 
 
    Freya rolled her eyes, “Stop begging. It’s not manly. You may have a big cock but you need lessons on being a man.” 
 
    “Please…..” Rickard said and his eyes took on a faraway gaze. 
 
    Freya walked over and stood over Rickard. His body stiffened, patches of skin turned gray and hard. Freya knelt down and took his still hard member in her hands. She guided him into her dripping gash, riding him as the gray patches grew bigger along his skin. 
 
    “I’m going to keep you down here until I want you again. Everything you have now belongs to me. It will feel good knowing your down here and I can fuck you anytime I want. Sleep well. Someday I will revive you. If you want to leave, then back in the hole. If you please me, I will keep you out of the hole,” Freya moaned. 
 
    Rickard’s body stopped moving as his body solidified. Freya continued to ride his cock as it turned to stone inside her. When the transformation was complete, Freya rode the statue until she came. The young woman let out a soul crushing scream as it was the biggest orgasm she ever had.  
 
    Slipping off the statue, Cyn passed her a cell phone. Freya tapped the screen as Loc gently placed Rickard into the human sized hole. Picking up a shovel, the dark elf started throwing heaps of dirt over the naked statue. Freya put the phone to her ear and waited. Three rings later, someone picked up. 
 
    “Hi Trystan. I was feeling a little lonely and thought we should meet up. Want to get a drink? Excellent. We can meet at the Serpent Inn bar. See you soon.”  
 
    Freya let the hand with the phone fall to her side. She watched with satisfaction as Loc heaped more dirt on the stone Rickard, a cool calmness filling her heart and a terrible shadow cast over her spirit. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Blue Mage: Dark Seduction 
 
    One 
 
    The room was spinning. Trystan tried to focus as the dragon woman looked down at him with amused eyes. Heart beating wildly, the mage leaned a hand against the wall to steady himself. Taking deep breaths, Trystan willed himself to calm down but the process was slow as his eyes darted at the naked dragon woman. 
 
    Nia froze, unsure what she could do, if anything. The black-haired woman turned her eyes to the red head and gave a sardonic leer. Black leathery wings flexed slightly as the dragon woman stepped closer to Trystan, a clawed finger out. The mage breathed in through his nose and out his mouth as the dragon woman tilted her head down to Trystan. The clawed finger touched his chin and tilted his head up so he could look into her eyes. 
 
    “You don’t look so well, Father. Maybe I should get on my knees and show you how happy I am to see you,” The dragon woman said with a hint of a giggle. 
 
    “You…you are not my child. You are a magical being made of energy inked into my skin. Freya put you there to torture me,” Trystan said with a quiver in his voice. 
 
    The dragon woman pouted, “Mother thought it would be best if I was here to protect you. She told me in a dream that you are weak and need saving. It hurts my feelings how you talk to me.” 
 
    “Tell your mother to leave me alone,” Trystan said with a defiant edge. 
 
    The dragon woman shrugged, “I couldn’t even if I wanted to. I belong to you, now and forever. Now let me ease your troubled heart. I promise to be a good girl to you. Let me play with you and help you feel better.” 
 
    Mist rolled off Trystan’s right arm. A moment later, Sylk emerged in a puff of smoke, knees bent and webbed hands in tight fists. The dragon woman stood straight up and eyed the blue siren as she took a step closer, rage etched into her brow. 
 
    “Stay away from him,” Sylk growled through gritted teeth. 
 
    The dragon woman let out a sarcastic laugh, “Or what? You will beat me into submission? I know all about you, siren. Mother made me this way so I can…..” The dragon woman stopped short when a webbed fist smashed into her jaw. 
 
    The dragon woman stumbled back, eyes wide with surprise, “You bitch!” 
 
    “Stay away or the next one won’t be a warning,” Sylk said as she stood in front of her master. 
 
    “Sylk stop. This is a hospital. We have to talk this out,” Trystan said as he stood on his own, taking his hand from the wall. 
 
    “No master. Freya made this thing to taunt you and hold power over you. I will make sure she doesn’t hurt you, ever,” Sylk said with eyes still on the dragon woman. 
 
    The dragon woman smirked as she closed her eyes and turned her head sideways, chin out, “Thing? My name is Kira, you pathetic fish girl. I’m bonded to father just as you are. I wouldn’t hurt him. I’m here to protect him.” 
 
    “Master only needs one protector and that’s me,” The siren growled. 
 
    “Ha! Your master belongs to mother. We all know it. You can sprout all the nonsense you wish but I’m not going anywhere. I belong to him as much as he belongs to me and mother.” 
 
    Sylk’s eyes narrowed, “We will see about that. Master, forgive me.” 
 
    Trystan could barely make out the blur of motion. Sylk propelled herself so fast toward Kira that she had become a blue streak. Webbed hands launched a series of blurring fists at the dragon woman calling herself Kira. Kira was ready, spinning away just as Sylk’s fist was mere inches away from her face. Black scaled hands slashed outward and were blocked by blue scaled forearms. Wings flexed and moved, spinning out. Sylk back peddled but a wing engulfed her and threw the siren into a white wall. Sylk recovered, sliding to the ground and sweep kicking outward. Kira leapt into the air dodging the sweep. Sylk smirked as the dragon woman was in midair. The siren opened her mouth and screamed. A thin line of hard vibrations slammed into the dragon woman’s chest, sending her flying backwards into a wall, cracking it. 
 
    Kira slid down to her scaled feet, a crazy look in her eyes, “Now you’ve done it.” 
 
    The dragon woman opened her mouth and a stream of green fire burst forth. Sylk spun away as the fire struck the wall and partially melted it. The siren closed the distance as Kira closed her mouth. She ducked down and brought a webbed fist up. Kira took the hit to the jaw but she was ready for it. The dragon woman’s head turned slightly but a black scaled hand reached out and grabbed the siren by the throat. Sylk struggled as claws clamped onto her neck. The siren was about to scream until Kira tightened her grip. The blue siren struggled to pull in air, taking her scaled arms and slamming down on Kira’s arm. The dragon woman held fast and stared amused at the struggling siren. 
 
    “Father doesn’t need two familiars,” Kira said with an evil glint in her eye. 
 
    Big strong furry hands took hold of Kira’s arm. The dragon woman turned to see Red Fang wrapping fingers around the black scaled arm and squeezing. Kira held fast as the red wolf man continued to squeeze with one hand and take hold of her fingers around Sylk’s throat. Kira grunted as her hand was forced open and Sylk fell to her knees. The black dragon woman turned her attention to Red Fang and spit out green fire. Red Fang’s wolfish head took the blast full on but did not let go. A moment passed and the wolf familiar’s eyes went wide as strength drained from his muscles. Kira smiled as Red Fang let go and fell to one knee, red fur singed and smoked. 
 
    “You thought I just spit fire. Mother thought of everything. I’m inked from a rare poison dragon. I burn with toxic fire. Put your hands on me again and I will make sure you never use them again.” 
 
    Kira looked to Nia who dropped to her knees and threw her arms around Red Fang’s thick shoulders, “Keep your beast in line.” 
 
    The dragon woman turned her attention to Sylk just as the siren was standing up, “Now, where was I?” 
 
    Trystan moved in front of Sylk with his arms out, “Enough!” 
 
    Kira looked to Trystan and bowed her head, “I’m sorry Father but she started it.” 
 
    “I don’t care. This stops now!” Trystan raised his voice. 
 
    “But Father….,” Kira whined. 
 
    “Stop! This is a lot for all of us to take in. You two will not fight, ever. Do you understand?”  
 
    Trystan could barely control his rage as it flared. The situation moved beyond bizarre but he had to put a stop to it. The mage had no idea if Kira would listen to him. The dragon woman kept her head bowed but shot Sylk a dirty look. The siren stuck out her tongue. Red Fang and Nia were already getting to their feet when the door burst open with several healers and a magistrate. 
 
    “What’s going on in here?” The magistrate commanded an answer. 
 
    Trystan turned to the magistrate and bowed his head, “I’m sorry. My new familiar is still getting used to being bonded to my skin.” 
 
    The magistrate turned his meaty neck and head to the cracked wall and then back to Trystan, “You will have to pay for the damages.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “I understand. Who should I contact to pay for fixing the wall?” 
 
    A healer huffed, “Don’t bother. Parts of the hospital were damaged from the slimes. They are going to get it fixed anyway but you should leave if your familiar is being difficult.” 
 
    Trystan nodded to the healer, “I will. I’m sorry for the disturbance.” 
 
    The healers left the room but the magistrate stayed and eyed Trystan with a disapproving glare. The mage turned to Sylk and Kira. Without a word, the two familiars bowed their heads, turned to mist and returned to his skin. Red Fang stayed by his mistress’s side as Nia sat on the edge of bed. 
 
    Trystan walked over to her and took her hands into his, “I’m sorry this happened. You should rest. I will be by tomorrow.” 
 
    Nia looked up with one green eye and one white eye, “It’s okay. We should have known that Freya would try something like this. She is such an evil bitch.” 
 
    “I need to sort this out. I promise to be back every day until you can come home.” 
 
    Nia nodded, “I shouldn’t be here long. Call me when you get a chance.” 
 
    Trystan took a long soulful look at Nia. He could tell she was hurting in more ways than one. Knowing that she is permanently blind in one eye and seeing a familiar that looked like Freya except mixed with a dragon, only seemed to make everything that much darker. Nia let go of Trystan’s hands and turned from him, pulling the white sheet over her legs. Red Fang stayed by her side, a furry clawed hand stroking her long lustrous hair. 
 
    Trystan’s heart sagged in his chest as he turned away and walked out. The magistrate closed the door behind him and watched as the blue mage walked down the hall to the elevators. Shadowy thoughts plagued the mage’s mind as he stepped into the elevator and the doors closed. 
 
    The mage pondered, wondering what he would do next. The city had taken a beating and everyone he knew would be helping in the reconstruction. The mage’s thoughts quickly turned to Gwen. The Ink Witch would know more since the black oval inked into his skin finally turned into Kira.  
 
    Trystan cursed Freya under his breath as the elevator doors opened. Stepping out, he walked toward the exit while contemplating how he was going to fix so many shattered lives, including his own. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
    Trystan walked along a dilapidated street. The slimes caused swaths of destruction and Stukarr citizens worked to reclaim their home. The mage watched as people piled rubble into the streets from damaged homes and buildings. Student mages assisted with reconstruction by fusing stone back into cracked buildings while others firmed up structures from the base up. The sky was clear as the city breathed a relieved sigh, happy that the current threat was over. 
 
    The mage walked along. He would be in there too, helping and doing what he could but the Headmaster and Headmistress were clear that he had to rest. Diving into Bella and fusing with her mana pathways nearly burned out the mage. It would take weeks for him to recover fully. Trystan often became dizzy and had to sit down from time to time. They worried that if he exerted himself that he could cause some permanent harm to himself. So, on the mage walked, feeling helpless and nonproductive. 
 
    Stepping on broken glass, the mage looked up to see a tilted sign hanging by one chain. The ink shop stood, sandwiched between two cracked buildings. It didn’t look too worse for wear. The sign needed fixing and the main window was shattered to pieces. Inside, the mage could hear the sound of sweeping. 
 
    Trystan took a deep breath and took hold of the door handle. As soon as the door opened, the top hinge broke and the door nearly came down on the weakened mage. The bottom hinge held so the door merely tilted over the mage, threatening to flatten him. Gwen held a broom in her hands, sweeping up broken glass and debris from the floor when she heard the door. Looking up, the Ink Witch felt her eyes water as she stared at Trystan’s smiling face. 
 
    Gwen leaned the broom against the counter and nearly rushed him. Arms wide, she took hold and hugged him close. Trystan returned the hug, taking in her scent and warmth. Gwen felt her shoulder tremble slightly and broke the embrace. Looking away, she tried to wipe away the tears and retain her composure. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” Gwen asked as she strained to keep her voice from breaking. 
 
    “I’m getting better day by day. How are you?” Trystan eyed her with concern. 
 
    “You know, cleaning up and trying to piece everything back together. The shop has been open but no one is coming in for familiars yet. I think when the college reopens, business should pick up. Right now, I just keep coming across more broken glass and dust.” 
 
    Trystan looked around the shop. At first it looked fine to him but the longer he stared, the more he could see broken glass in corners and a layer of dust on book shelves. The counter looked fine until Trystan noticed the big crack. The leather plush chairs had tape covering parts that were sliced open. Gwen walked back to her broom and picked it up. The witch started to sweep again, almost oblivious to Trystan’s presence. 
 
    Trystan walked over to Gwen and took hold of the broom. He leaned it against the counter and looked into Gwen’s blue eyes. The Ink Witch stared back, eyes still wet as she seemed to fight some internal dialogue. When Trystan touched her hips, the witch threw her face into his neck, sobbing. The mage held her close, letting her let it out. Gwen trembled in his arms, holding the mage and never wanting to let go.  
 
    “I’m sorry I brought you into this mess,” Gwen sobbed, “If I left Bella at the ruins then none of this would have happened.” 
 
    “No one is blaming you, especially me. There was no way any of us could know this would happen,” Trystan said, trying to comfort her. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m not normally like this. I see the destruction and I think…..” Gwen trailed off. 
 
    “The city will be fine. We will rebuild and move on,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Gwen pulled slightly from the mage and looked into his eyes, “No….you don’t understand. It’s not about the city.” Gwen paused for a moment, “I couldn’t bear the thought of losing you.” 
 
    Trystan grew quiet, eyes on his friend. 
 
    Gwen continued, “After my husband left, I promised I would never love again. It hurt too much to go through something like that again.” Gwen pressed her hand to Trystan’s cheek, “Then you walked in and I knew something was there.” Gwen wiped away a tear, “You were drunk and babbling on. I worked on you, inking Sylk into your skin, trying to concentrate but you began talking about your dreams.” 
 
    Trystan listened. Thinking back to their first meeting, he knew very little of what actually happened. Gwen gave him something to calm his nerves but the night was a blur. He didn’t remember anything except walking into the shop and then waking up at home. 
 
    “Nia had fallen asleep in a chair and I continued to work. You talked about how you loved reading and searching for knowledge. How sad you were for living your life in Sapphire Cove. You wanted to see and experience the world. It was endearing to see such excitement in your eyes. I had to admit that it sparked something I haven’t felt in a long time.” 
 
    Gwen broke away from Trystan and walked over to one of the chairs. She sat down and stared at the floor, eyes lost to a memory, “Then you leaned in and kissed me.” 
 
    Trystan’s brow shot up in surprise, “I did?” 
 
    Gwen gave a small smile, “Yes. It was quick but the face you made when you sank back into the chair, it looked like something you had been hiding finally woke up. I went back to work, thinking that you were simply drunk and carefree. When I was done, I took one of my maps and wrote my request down. I placed it in your jacket and I woke Nia. She took you by the arm and pulled you to your feet. She was ready to pay but I told her it was on the house. Since you were travelling by horse to Stukarr, I felt you two may need all the coin you had.” 
 
    Gwen leaned back in the chair, “I tried to not think about you or how I felt when you kissed me. I thought I was being foolish for having such a strong reaction. But the more I thought about you, the deeper the feelings were. I tried to keep tabs on you using scry spells. When you were hurt in the forest, I came to you and healed you from your dreams. It was the only way I could send my mana to you.” 
 
    “Is that why you came to Stukarr?” Trystan asked. 
 
    Gwen looked to him, “I came for many reasons but one of them was about you. I had to know it was real. I couldn’t go on not knowing.” 
 
    Trystan stepped closer, “Now that you know?” 
 
    Gwen felt her heart skip a beat, “Now I cannot picture my life without you. I know you love Nia but I am happy to know what we have is special. Even if we simply remain friends, I’m happy knowing you Trystan.” 
 
    Trystan took her hands and pulled her to her feet. Gwen felt open and exposed as Trystan gazed into her eyes. A long second passed before Trystan pulled the witch close and kissed her. Gwen melted into Trystan’s embrace, tongues touching and playing. The heat between them rose and both could feel a feverish internal stir.  
 
    When they parted, Trystan smiled, “I feel it too. I cannot go on without you in my life. My relationship with Nia is still forming but she is not bothered by us spending time together.” 
 
    Gwen looked down and put her hand to the mage’s chest, “Maybe not now but sometime in the future you may have to choose. You are both young and exploring your boundaries. Nia may decide she wants you all to herself. If I was her, I would want that too.” 
 
    “Is that what you want?” 
 
    Gwen gave a faint smile, “I want you but I can share you. I want you to know that.” 
 
    Trystan let out a small sigh, “I want you and Nia. Is that selfish of me?” 
 
    “No, you have a big heart,” Gwen smiled. 
 
    “Big enough to love two women and a demanding familiar?” 
 
    Gwen nodded, “Has Sylk made her intentions clear?” 
 
    “She has. It seems like you already knew that.” 
 
    “In the beginning, Sylk and I would meet in dreams. I wanted to make sure she was going to a good master. Sylk knew the instant her ink touched your skin that she was in love. She spent much of our dream time together talking about you. She barely knew you and already she was in love.” 
 
    Trystan thought of his familiar. Mental images crossed over to Bella now that she was gone and he had to push it away. It saddened him that he could not spend any more time with the slime. He missed her deeply. 
 
    Gwen could see the sorrow crawling into Trystan’s brow, “Are you okay?” 
 
    Trystan woke up from his daydreaming, “I’m not sure. I came here to see you but I also have something to show you.” 
 
    Trystan’s fingers touched his slightly ripped robe and opened it up from around his neck. Pulling the fabric down, he exposed part of his chest with the tattoo of Kira. Gwen stepped close, eyes drinking in the image of the dragon woman over Trystan’s heart. 
 
    “Is that what I think it is?” Gwen said as she examined the intricate work. 
 
    “Her name is Kira. My evil ex had her inked into my skin to protect me. I’m sure she is using her to keep an eye on me,” Trystan frowned. 
 
    Gwen placed her hand over the tattoo of Kira and her hand began to glow. Gwen closed her eyes and let her mind search, exploring the hidden secrets of the tattoo. Trystan watched as the witch continued on until the glow faded. Opening her eyes and pulling her hand away, she continued to eye the tattoo. 
 
    “There are no connections except for you and Kira. As far as I can tell, the dragon woman is nothing more than a powerful familiar.” 
 
    Trystan closed his robe, “Kira knows about me and Nia. She even knew about Sylk and Red Fang. I have no idea how much information she may have or what she will do with it. Freya made sure that she looked just like her so she will always have a presence in my life.” 
 
    Gwen could see Trystan was agitated. The mage’s eyes opened a little wider and his entire body tensed up. The witch put her hands on his shoulders and looked him in the eyes. 
 
    “Yes, she did and right now it is working. It is very hard to spy on someone through their familiar unless they are very skilled. Even then it can only be done through dreams. The information would not be completely reliable. There are spells better equipped to do that. Using a familiar is more work than it needs to be.” 
 
    Trystan eyed Gwen, “You managed to do it.” 
 
    Gwen nodded, “Yes, but I kept it short. As the bond grows between familiar and master, anyone would be shut out. Even now I cannot connect with Sylk in that way because of the bond between you two. I doubt Freya would do this just for a few days of seeing your life.” 
 
    The edge of Trystan’s mouth grimaced, “Freya will do anything to torture me. She sees me as property and nothing else.” 
 
    “Ink witches and warlocks can inject a certain amount of pre-knowledge as far as someone can tell them. Freya knows you but will only be able to have the Ink Witch inject what she knows, whether it is true or not. I saw what you saw when we opened your mind. Freya and my ex-husband have plans for you and we have to find out what they are.” 
 
    Trystan’s head tilted in defeat, “I don’t know what to do. I feel like I’m a danger to everyone around me. I feel like I need to leave so no one will get hurt because of me.” 
 
    Gwen held the mage close, comforting him, “If you leave then who will be there to help you? Myself, your friends and the college will not let anything happen to you. We know what you’re going through and we will do everything we can to stop them.” 
 
    “I have a familiar that I never asked for…..” Trystan trailed off. 
 
    “Trystan, I know with that big heart of yours, you will do the right thing. Kira as a familiar will do right by you because even she knows that she cannot live without you. She is bonded to you and you are her master.” 
 
    “She doesn’t even call me master. She calls me Father. It’s like some sick joke for Freya to make it as uncomfortable as they can for me.” 
 
    “Would you like it if I called you Father or Daddy? It has been a fantasy of mine,” Gwen smiled brightly. 
 
    Trystan looked to Gwen’s smiling face and instantly felt like a fool. A moment later they both started laughing hysterically. When the laughing fit died down, the mage had his hand on Gwen’s hip and smiled like an idiot. 
 
    Gwen let out a cleansing sigh, “You see how silly it is to get hung up on that. Let her call you Father or Daddy all she wants. It will bother her more that it doesn’t get a reaction out of you. I believe as she gets to know you, it won’t be so much that she has an effect on you but more like you will have an effect on her.” 
 
    “Have you encountered such experiences?” Trystan was genuinely curious. 
 
    Gwen nodded, “It happens sometimes. At first a mage and their familiar may hate each other but the bond is always there. They eventually overcome it and become closer from the experience. With time, Kira will do anything for you just as you will for her.” 
 
    Trystan looked to the beautiful witch, his heart beating with new life, “I can’t thank you enough. You help me so much. Thank you for putting it in perspective.” 
 
    Gwen patted his butt, “If you really want to thank me, you can help me get this place in order.” 
 
    Trystan picked up the broom from the counter and stood at attention, “Point me to the evil dirt and I shall whisk it away, never for it to befoul your home again.” 
 
    Gwen could not contain her happy smile, “Thank you, kind mage. Let me get my other broom and we shall whisk it away together.” 
 
    Gwen walked off to the beaded curtain and passed through. Trystan leaned on the broom, placing his chin on the end. Talking to Gwen helped him feel a lot better. Freya may have placed Kira on his skin but Gwen was right. He was Kira’s master now and he had to show her his way. That would be the best chance of working through all the bad experiences he had with Freya. When Gwen walked through the curtain with a broom in her hands, the mage and witch started sweeping. Loving glances flowed back and forth to each other and a happy glow filled their broken hearts. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
    Trystan heard the “ding” of the elevator and the doors opened. The mage stepped out into the small hallway leading to the penthouse. The excitement of the day had taken its toll. Shoulders slumped, he moved along with thoughts of bed. An image of Gwen smiling and kissing him goodbye floated into his weary mind. A small smile appeared on his lips as he took hold of the door handle and twisted the knob. 
 
    Walking in, Trystan looked up to the glass walls leading out to the patio. The mage couldn’t believe that their block just managed to get missed by the giant slimes. The penthouse didn’t make it through completely unscathed. The windows to the main room were shattered and the patio floor was cracked in several places. The hot tub was mangled from flying debris and the water drained away. For the last week Trystan couldn’t be in the main room due to the cold nights so he spent most of his time in his room, towels along the bottom of the door to keep what little heat he could in the room. Looking at the newly installed glass caused the mage sigh in relief. 
 
    Outside, past the new glass, a pointy-eared goblin was working on the hot tub. Trystan stepped over to the door and stepped outside. It was a bright spring evening but the temperature was still a bit chilly. Reeko looked up and smiled at the blue mage. The goblin wiped away some strands of black hair from his face, black grease on his hands and forearms. Trystan couldn’t remember the last time he saw the goblin so unkempt.  
 
    “Will she live?” Trystan asked while looking at the hot tub. 
 
    “Maybe. I still need a few parts. No relaxing in the hot tub for a week or two,” Reeko put a tool down. 
 
    Trystan looked around at the stone patio floor, “The cracks are gone.” 
 
    The goblin picked up a rag and began cleaning his hands, “Yea. I couldn’t wait for the repairs so I attempted to meld it myself. It seems to be holding. I will have to have a professional come in and make sure it stays solid. Don’t want to have a party and have them go tumbling to the street.” 
 
    “How did you get the new windows? I thought it would take weeks to fill that order.” 
 
    Reeko looked to the glass, “My family knows a friend. They put us at the top of the list. No more cold nights for us.” 
 
    The goblin turned from the glass and looked to Trystan, “How is she?” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes lowered a little, “She is okay. I think she will need some time to adjust to having one working eye. I tried to lift her spirits but I think she is very self-conscious about it.” 
 
    Reeko tossed the rag onto the edge of the empty hot tub, “I think the whole city will need time to adjust. My family wants me to leave Stukarr and come back home.”  
 
    Trystan was silent but looked to the goblin. 
 
    Reeko grinned, “I told them no. It will take more than a few giant slimes to make me quit.” 
 
    “I’m glad and not because we would lose this wonderful penthouse. It’s good to know you will be here with us.”  
 
    “Don’t get all sappy with me, mage,” Reeko smiled before it faded as another question came to mind, “When is she coming home?” 
 
    “Tomorrow I think. I will bring her home. I think we just have to keep everything as normal as possible.” 
 
    Reeko looked to the hot tub again, “Then I better get back to work. Nothing says home like a steaming hot tub to relax the bones.” 
 
    Trystan nodded. With that, he turned and stepped back into the main living room, closing the door behind him. Walking to his bedroom, the mage tried to not hunch. Reaching his bedroom door, the mage stepped in and nearly stumbled to the bed. Falling into the sheets, the mage sighed and let his body relax. He knew he had to take off his boots but they were so far away and he was so tired. 
 
    Mist streamed from his arm and Sylk burst into view. The siren took hold of the mage and turned him onto his back. She quickly moved to his boots and began taking them off. Trystan lay with his eyes open as his siren slowly undressed him. When the mage was nearly naked, the siren slipped into bed and pulled the quilt over them. 
 
    Another stream of mist flowed from the mage’s chest. Sylk glared over as Kira appeared at the foot of the bed with a frown. The dragon woman walked over to the other side and lifted the thick blanket. 
 
    “You have done enough today. Let master rest. He doesn’t need you giving him nightmares,” Sylk said with a hard edge to her voice. 
 
    “You can’t tell me what to do. I’m his familiar too. If I want to sleep next to Father, then I will,” Kira pouted. 
 
    Trystan turned his head to Kira. A small painful ache filled his mind. The dragon woman looked like an exact clone of Freya. Trystan had a hard time telling himself that she was a separate being. She was created but it wasn’t her fault that the person who helped create her was evil. Trystan knew he shouldn’t hold it against her but looking at her facial expressions caused a dim faraway pain to flare. It was difficult to say the least but something else flared deep within. Compassion washed over his senses as he knew he had to swallow bitter resentment. 
 
    “Sylk, let her sleep with us tonight,” Trystan said in a low voice. 
 
    “Master, she doesn’t belong with us. We should cut her off your skin so she will never bother you again,” Sylk said while giving Kira a hard stare. 
 
    Trystan let out a long exhale before sitting up. He looked to Kira who was still standing, her mouth frowning. Turning to Sylk, the siren seethed hatred. The mage knew she wanted to explode and say everything that was bothering her but he was proud that she was keeping it quiet, sort of. 
 
    “I was hoping we talk in the morning but it seems now is better. I need both of you to get along. No more fights,” Trystan said calmly. 
 
    Sylk and Kira began complaining at the same time. Clawed fingers pointed at each other as Trystan tried to make out the incoherent mess of their words. The mage rolled his eyes as this went on for a solid two minutes, each familiar trying to say the other one is wrong. Trystan put his hand up and both familiars became silent. 
 
    Trystan looked to dragon woman, “Kira, what are your intentions?” 
 
    Kira shifted her gaze to Trystan, “I’m here to protect you.” 
 
    “If you are here to protect me then you are also here to protect Sylk.” 
 
    Sylk’s jaw dropped, “I can protect myself!” 
 
    Kira nodded, “Yea, she can protect herself.” 
 
    Trystan shook his head, “Sylk, the same goes for you. I need to know you two will look out not just for me but for each other.” 
 
    “We don’t know what Freya has done to her. She could turn on us at any time.” Sylk said defiantly. 
 
    Trystan’s eyes lowered, “I know that is a possibility but we can’t live every moment waiting for some betrayal.” 
 
    Kira’s horned head lowered, “Mother told me many things when I was created. She told me that I must protect you because you cannot protect yourself. She said you are important and one day you will return to her. I look forward to that day so all three of us can be together.” 
 
    Trystan rubbed his eyes while he spoke, “Freya and I will never be together again. She was abusive and I will never let her into my life again. She created you to remind me every time I see you that she is there. You may be innocent of this mess but Freya’s intentions are clear. She will do anything to get me back despite the fact I ended it between us.” 
 
    Kira looked away, the corner of her lip quivered. 
 
    Trystan opened his eyes to see the dragon woman sadden like he stabbed her through the heart, “I’m sorry it hurts but it has to be said.” 
 
    Kira hugged her own waist, “I’m not even a day old and I feel like the worst creature in all of Lurth.” 
 
    Trystan felt the tug at his heart. It was hard to comprehend that the dragon woman before him was still new to this world. Despite her knowledge, she still lacked world experience. Trystan could remember when he was alone. How awful it felt to not be part of something bigger than yourself. To not have anyone to turn to because there was no one there. 
 
    The mage slipped from under the covers and stood up. The mage had a few inches on the dragon woman. Kira looked up with wet eyes. The mage leaned in and hugged her close. Kira looked up, her eyes dripping with tears. She returned the hug, scaled hands holding her Trystan close. 
 
    Sylk looked on silently. The siren felt the sadness and understanding in her master’s heart. It had a powerful effect on the familiar. It was enough for her to remain quiet and not fight. 
 
    Trystan pulled away and looked into Kira’s eyes. The dragon woman flexed her wings and brought them close to her shoulders. The mage crawled into bed. Kira slipped in behind him. The mage felt his whole body become weak and sleepy. Two hands pulled at his boxers. 
 
    “Not tonight,” Trystan whispered. 
 
    “Sorry Master,” Sylk said. 
 
    “Sorry Father,” Kira said. 
 
    Trystan closed his eyes and instantly fell asleep. Dreamscapes bloomed in his mind and a suspicious vibration pulsed. The mage walked the dream with a dreadful feeling like he was being watched. 
 
    *** 
 
    The next day Trystan woke with boundless energy. The mage couldn’t remember the last time he slept so well. Nearly jumping out of bed, the mage rushed to the bathroom to start his morning routine. Sylk and Kira slept on, their backs facing each other with a good three feet of space between them. When Trystan was finished, he strode back into the room, took hold of the covers and pulled them off. 
 
    “Master!” Sylk said as she curled into a ball. 
 
     Kira’s eyes fluttered open. With a sleepy smile, she turned to mist and flowed to Trystan’s chest. The dragon woman tattoo was curled into a ball, her tail wrapping around her body. The mage waited for thirty seconds but the siren didn’t move an inch. Turning, the mage set off to the kitchen to get some breakfast. 
 
    The day became a blur. Trystan started cleaning the penthouse. He first tackled Nia’s room and then cleaned his own. He did what he could for the rest of the place, making sure there was no dishes in the sink and the floor was swept. 
 
    Later that day, he rushed to the hospital. Nia was already signing herself out when the mage showed. Trystan looked to Nia as she gave a shy smile. She was wearing a black eye patch but the points of the star shaped scare were still visible around the edges. Trystan rushed the fire mage and held her close so she didn’t have a chance to feel awkward. Nia was happy to hug him back and for a long moment, she felt normal again. 
 
    Trystan was quick to get her home. When they walked in, almost everyone was there. Sunara and Aznara rushed the red head with hugs. Reeko walked over when they were done. Taking her hand into his, he kissed the back of it and grinned ear to ear. The arachnix Skella moved on spider legs to Nia, hugging her and welcoming her back home. Trystan told Nia that Vanessa was happy you were out of the hospital and sends her best wishes. The undead girl was still working with the Lord Mayor, having the dead help rebuild the city. Sylk emerged from the bedroom and greeted Nia with a long hug before turning into mist and taking her place on her master’s skin. 
 
    Soon everyone was sitting around the living room, drinking wine and talking. Nia felt warm as everyone carried on as if nothing had happened and she was grateful for it. Trystan was at her beck and call, jumping up to refill her wine glass and bringing her a plate with food. 
 
    The evening whirled on until it was time for everyone to leave. Sunara shot Nia a longing gaze before Aznara shoved her out the door. The succubus turned and blew Trystan and Nia a kiss before closing it behind them. Skella yawned and said her goodnights as she moved down the hall to her room. Reeko touched Nia’s shoulder before saying his goodnight. 
 
    Trystan and Nia were alone and the couple lay together on the couch, lost in blissful silence. After a time, Trystan sat up and pulled Nia with him. The mage noticed a shy hesitation from the red head. He never knew her to be this shy. Together they walked to Trystan’s room. 
 
    Trystan began to undress. Nia stood by the door, not moving. 
 
    The mage turned to Nia, shirtless, “I’m sorry if this is going too fast.” 
 
    Nia looked away, “No, you’re not going too fast. I doubt I could sleep by myself anyway. I just…..” Nia trailed off. 
 
    Nia shook her head, “It’s okay.” The red head moved to the light switch and turned it off. 
 
    The room flooded with darkness. Trystan could hear Nia undressing. Concern crept into the mage. Nia never turned off the lights when they were together. The mage continued to undress but mentally prepared himself if she simply wanted to cuddle. 
 
    Nia was fully undressed when she pulled the eye patch off. Trystan could see her white eye glow in the darkness. He was about to say something and then thought better of it. Even in the dark, Nia seemed to notice. 
 
    “I know it glows. I saw it in the mirror last night,” Nia said in a low sad voice. 
 
    Silently, both mages slipped into bed. Hands moved to each other but Trystan noticed Nia’s movements were a bit stiff. As if she could detect what Trystan was feeling, the fire mage launched herself on Trystan, eager to please. Trystan felt their love making was odd. The glowing white eye looking at Trystan in the sea of darkness. Nia closed her eyes at one point and kept them shut as their bodies joined. When it was over, each mage said nothing as they laid down and fell asleep with their backs to each other. Trystan could feel the insecure doubt loom over Nia but he didn’t press as he fell into a fitful sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    The march of time pressed on. The Elemental College reopened a few weeks after the giant slime attack. Classes resumed and most students were happy to get back to learning. The city seemed to have some resemblance of its former glory. Much of the rubble was cleared away night after night by the undead. 
 
    The news feeds were filled with footage of the attacks. Incredibly, there were only a small number of casualties. The Lord Mayor thanked the gallant efforts of the college to help fight and defeat the slime menace. Some were not so kind. The feeds were filled with people who believe this came about due to letting monsters attend the college. People took sides, some calling for all monsters to leave the city and others defending their right to learn. The Headmaster and Headmistress were quick to inform students they should watch and defend their fellow para-human classmates. The student body had their views, and more than a few vocalized their displeasure toward para-humans. 
 
    Trystan was shocked when he found out Aznara had gotten into a number of altercations. A few students walked around with black eyes when Aznara was done with them. Sunara spent a lot of time at the penthouse, attending classes and her dorm room, and little elsewhere. The blue haired succubus went out of her way to avoid trouble. Despite being careful, her dorm room door was vandalized with the words “Monster Freak” spray painted on it. After that point, she spent most nights at the penthouse, either on the couch or in Nia’s bed. 
 
    Spring melted into the very beginning of summer. Classes ended for summer break and the entire college breathed a sigh of relief. Trystan was excited that he completed his first year of college. Reeko threw a big party and many showed up for support and many more for the free drinks. The magistrates showed up a number of times to inform Reeko of noise complaints. The goblin smiled and took it as a badge of honor that his party was such a success, that the law had to get involved. 
 
    During their time together, Trystan could feel a distance between himself and Nia. Aside from that one night when she first came home, Nia slept in her room. The mage tried to be understanding but she kept him at arm’s length. With Nia keeping her distance, the mage found himself spending more time with Gwen. The ink witch and mage felt a flowing romance as they met for dates. Guilt would sometimes stab at Trystan’s heart as he thought of Nia. He often pushed it away and tried to not think about it. 
 
    The mage tried to spend time with Kira and Sylk together. The three of them often went for walks and the two familiars would find something to fight about. With college over, the mage tried to help them get along better. Trystan found it harder and harder but there were a few bright spots where they were civil and polite. The mage wished there were more moments like that. 
 
    Two weeks after the end of classes, Trystan found himself sitting across from Gwen at a romantic dinner. The mage had to save up some coin and was happy to take the witch out to an expensive restaurant. 
 
    “How is Kira?” Gwen asked before taking a sip of white wine. 
 
    “It’s going slow. Sylk and her fight most of the time,” Trystan said. 
 
    “And Nia?” Gwen said as she put her glass down. 
 
    Trystan’s brow creased, “I wouldn’t know. We barely talk anymore.” 
 
    Gwen looked to the mage, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to touch a sore spot.” 
 
    “It’s fine. I think she is still having difficulty adjusting,” Trystan said flatly. 
 
    “Trystan, I have enjoyed our time together but if you feel you need to be with her…..” Trystan cut her off. 
 
    “No, I don’t. If I try to push into her space, then she will resent me. She needs time to come to grips with her new life. Nia was understanding when I left Freya. She gave me space to sort out my feelings. I am doing the same for her.” 
 
    Gwen was quiet. Trystan looked to the witch and his brow softened. Reaching over, he took her hands into his. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to come off harsh. With classes over, I had more time to think about things.” 
 
    Gwen smiled gently, “What has been on your mind?” 
 
    Trystan continued to hold her hands, “Too many things. I miss Bella. I’m worried about Nia. Aznara and Sunara are still being harassed. I think Reeko has been stressed because he is drinking every night……” 
 
    Trystan was quiet for a long moment before continuing, “……I keep thinking about Damon Wick and what he set in motion.” 
 
    Gwen’s eyes turned to the table, “I have been thinking about him too. Not a day goes by that I don’t think about him.” 
 
    “You told me once that he simply came home one day and was changed. What could have happened to him that would change him so suddenly?” 
 
    “I wish I knew. He became a different man. He was obsessed with familiars and growing his mana pool. He babbled sometimes about long dead secrets. When I tried to understand, he pushed me away, saying I could never understand.” 
 
    “When you helped me recover my memories, Damon mentioned the Libro Nocte. Could that have changed him?”  
 
    Gwen took another sip of wine before speaking, “I don’t know. There are so many legends around the that particular black book, who knows what really happened. I tried to do my own research but it was too painful for me. The man I knew is gone and I let him go years ago.” 
 
    Trystan could see the sadness sink into Gwen’s shoulders, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to get you upset.” 
 
    “It seems we both had a lot of things happen in our pasts,” Gwen said with a half-smile. 
 
    Trystan squeezed Gwen’s hands, “I’m happy being here with you.” 
 
    Gwen squeezed back, “I am too. Let’s enjoy our meal and talk about happier times.” 
 
    Trystan nodded just as their food was served. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan lay with his eyes wide open. Gwen lay close, her hand on his chest and sleeping deeply. The mage was having a difficult time falling asleep. Even after lovemaking, the mage’s mind would not stop going. Thoughts and memories cycled through his mind over and over. Images of his past kept rising up and crashing down, suffocating any chance of peacefully drifting off. 
 
    Shadows moved in the darken bedroom. Gwen’s apartment over the shop normally felt homey but tonight, Trystan wondered if Freya was peeking in on him from the shadows. It was enough to make him paranoid and sleep moved further and further away. 
 
    The mage wondered what was in store for his next year in college. Would he even make it through and graduate? Will Damon make another attempt to destroy Stukarr and the college together? Will his friends leave because of the terrible attack on the city? Is Bella okay and did she make it home to her people? On and on Trystan thought about all the things he had little or no control over. An image of Nia’s face floated in the mage’s mind. Had she stopped loving him? Did she feel it was a mistake to take the mana bolt meant for him? Does her scar and eye remind her of some terrible mistake? 
 
    Trystan turned over, Gwen’s hand slipping from his chest. The young mage stared at shadows as they moved along the wall. Trystan knew it was from a slight breeze from the open window. The curtain moved, letting the light from the street cast morphing shadows against the wall. Trystan stared and stared, taking small breaths and clearing his mind. A warmth opened in his mind and it cascaded over his weary and stressed spirit. The warmth grew and Trystan found it easier and easier to relax. Eyes fluttering, they slowly closed and the mage was finally able to fall into a deep sleep. 
 
    Eyes opening, Trystan took in his surroundings. A bright and shimmering forest stretched out in all directions around him. Looking down, he could see he was in a small clearing. A table and two chairs stood a few feet from him. The air felt fresh and inviting. Looking up, the sky was a warm yellow. Sunlight cast its life-giving light on the mage’s face. Warm energy snaked along his body and the mage felt at peace. 
 
    From the edge of the tree line, a robed figure stepped out and walked toward the mage. Trystan eyed the figure, gentle peace turning into foreboding. When the figure was on the other side of the table, hands reached up and pulled the hood back. 
 
    Trystan took a step back as his eyes widened. Damon Wick smiled as he stood. The renegade mage put his hands up and kept a warm smile on his lips. 
 
    “So that we are clear, yes, I am here speaking to you,” Damon smiled. 
 
    Trystan was silent and took another step backwards. 
 
    “Do you remember those words I spoke to you while you lay on the stone slab? It was a spell so we could meet again without any prying eyes. I knew we would have to speak again so I put it in place. Do you want tea or wine?” 
 
    “What?” Trystan wasn’t sure he heard him right. 
 
    Damon moved his hand over the table. A bottle of wine appeared with two glasses. Alongside it a steaming kettle appeared with two tea cups on saucers. Damon pulled out a seat and sat down, his hands moving to the tea kettle. 
 
    “I prefer tea myself. I understand this whole experience may be troubling so maybe the wine will help you relax. Please have a seat,” Damon pointed his hand to the empty chair. 
 
    Trystan’s brow formed a sharp V, “Why am I here? What do you want?”  
 
    Damon picked up a saucer with a tea cup on it. He took hold of the cup and extended a pinky, “We are in your head, your dreams to be precise. I want us to sit down and talk. No funny business. Just two mages having a conversation.” 
 
    “Do I have a choice?” 
 
    Damon smirked, “We always have a choice. But if you prefer to stand, that is fine. The tea is very good. You’re missing out.” 
 
    Trystan started to feel awkward. Damon closed his eyes and sipped his tea. He behaved like he had all the time in the world. Against Trystan’s better judgment, he walked over to the empty chair and stiffly sat down.  
 
    Damon opened his eyes slightly and smiled, “See, no funny business. Isn’t this much more comfortable?” 
 
    “It feels weird to be talking to a mage who tried to destroy a whole city,” Trystan said with clenched fists. 
 
    “I doubt anything I say will relieve you of that notion.” 
 
    “Your right,” Trystan said coldly. 
 
    “Good. You have no reason to trust me and that mistrust will help keep your mind sharp,” Damon took another sip of tea. 
 
    Trystan looked to the bottle of wine. He prepared a spell incase the mage across from him tried anything.  
 
    Damon looked from Trystan to the bottle of wine, “Spells will not work here in this dream. It is a safe place for us to talk about a few things.” 
 
    “Why…..why did you try to destroy Stukarr? Why was Bella split into three parts? Why imprison her to collect mana? Why have me get the ritual from the Libro Nocte? Why me?” Trystan glared. 
 
    Damon put down the saucer and cup, “All valid questions. Can I start with a story?” 
 
    Trystan was silent. 
 
    Damon continued, “The story begins with a naïve mage. He had a head filled with romantic notions of good and righteousness. He met a beautiful young ink witch and they fell madly in love. Before this simple mage left for college, he married the beautiful witch. He pledged his heart to her and promised to visit any chance he could between his studies. Even with the distance between them, they were very happy. Each visit was a storm of passion and love.” 
 
    Trystan leaned back in his chair. 
 
    Damon eyed him and continued, “Years passed and the young mage was mid-way through his college years. He learned from the best. Taking their knowledge and using it to its full advantage. He was gifted in a way they hadn’t seen in a long time. It helped the mage become popular and he had many friends. 
 
    “Then on a chilly winter afternoon, the young mage was given a trial. He and a few other mages were to investigate a deserted town several miles from Stukarr. There were whispers of monsters trying to make it a home. The college would not stand for it. Headmaster Gloomis personally gave the trial to this young mage. They were to investigate and remove any monster infestation. The young mage was more than happy to complete such a task for the greater glory of the college and Stukarr city. 
 
    “The mage and his fellow students set off on horseback to find these evil monsters and force them from the territory. They arrived at the deserted town late in the evening. Nothing stirred except for a small firelight from the broken down keep. We moved through the growing darkness, spells ready to vanquish this evil on our lands. It didn’t take long for us to make our way in and reach the decaying door deep in the main keep tower. I took hold of the rusty door handle while three male students and one female student readied to storm the room.” 
 
    Trystan kept his eyes riveted to Damon as he took a sip of tea and placed the cup back down on its saucer. 
 
    Damon let out a gruff chuckle, “How strange things are, built up in your mind. The mage was scared but ready to do his duty to stop the evil monster menace. When they crashed through, spells charged and at the ready, they all stared in shock at what was before them. A simple fire burned and a very frightened succubus cringed against the wall. She had blonde hair and looked to be warming herself at the little fire before they barged in. The mage knew the moment he saw her she was no threat. He let his spells fizzle and put down his hands.” 
 
    The corner of Damon’s mouth crinkled as if he tasted something bad, “His fellow students were not so understanding. They launched themselves on to the demon, spells striking her and holding her in place. The mage turned to them and told them to stop. They ignored him as they surrounded the lone demon. Soon the questions rose on what they should do with her. The mage could sense the dark thoughts in their minds. He could feel a horror creep over him as they made lewd suggestions. The racist and prejudice hate started to flow. The female mage talked about her town being attacked by demons when she was young. One of the male mages spoke of a terrible night one of his uncles disappeared from a succubus brothel. Another male spoke of tales he heard where demons would rape and eat travelers on the roads. The last mage said they should carry out their duty and show this monster a lesson.” 
 
    Damon was silent for a moment, “The young mage tried to stop them. The succubus was no threat to any of them. The mage tried to convince them to stop but the room filled with hateful desire. Terrible shouting commenced as they informed the mage if he wasn’t with them then he was against them. Two took hold of the of the succubus while another began to pull off her rags. The demoness couldn’t help herself and her instinct took over. She presented herself to their hateful lusts with a mad gleam in her eye. The young mage watched for a long terrible moment as several mages took out their hatred on a lone demon who earlier was trying to warm herself by a fire.” 
 
    Damon cleared his throat, “The young mage prepared a spell to stop them. One of them noticed and cast their spell first. The young mage was thrown from the room, striking his head against a stone wall. Touching his head as he moaned, his hand came away with blood. They slammed the door and cast a holding spell on it. The succubus cried out in pleasure as the sounds of forced fornication echoed through the empty keep.” 
 
    Damon’s eyes had a faraway look about them, “The young mage walked the halls, bleeding and dazed, his world crumbling around him. The mage walked into an old library with shelves of rotting books. He was about to turn around when the binding of a book seemed to catch his attention. Without thinking, the mage moved like a zombie to it. He reached up and pulled the book from the shelf. Opening it, the book whispered deep into his mind.” 
 
    Damon reached down for his tea cup and brought it to his lips. He took a sip and held the cup inches from his mouth, “Terrible truths shined their dark light on the young man. For the first time everything made sense. Holding the book, the mage turned and made his way back to the room where his fellow students punished a demon. The book continued its whispers. The mage felt his mana burn dark. The holding spell was blasted away and the young mage stepped in.” 
 
    Damon put the tea cup down and stared at Trystan, “They had her on all fours. The men had taken turns from behind while the woman held the succubus’s horns, the demon’s mouth to her sex. The young mage could feel their hateful madness rooted into their souls. The mage unleashed lightning bolt after lightning bolt. A head cracked open. A chest exploded. A neck was severed and a scream silenced with a bolt blasting through an open mouth.” 
 
    Trystan twisted uncomfortably in his seat. 
 
    Damon continued with a small smile, “The mage stayed with the succubus for a few days. He tended to her bruised body and ensured she was well. He burned the bodies of his fellow students. He gave the demoness a horse and supplies and sent her on her way. The mage rode back to Stukarr while holding onto this black book and reading its secrets. When he arrived, he told the Headmaster how they were ambushed and he was the only one to survive. The young mage was thanked for his heroism. The names of all four fellow mages were written into the stone memorial, heroes for serving the great Elemental College.” 
 
    “What happened to the book?” Trystan asked simply. 
 
    Damon shrugged, “Disappeared a short time later like it always does. Off to find another library to haunt. The mage never forgot what he read but sadly he didn’t read the entire book.” 
 
    “Is that why you left? Some rotten apples do a terrible thing and an entire city must suffer for it? It seems like you already punished them for their crimes,” Trystan said as he tried to not think about the horrific images conjured up in his mind. 
 
    Damon leaned back, “I have spent many years trying to discover knowledge and truth in the world. I have seen dead ends and I have seen roads that would take me beyond this mortal plane of existence. The one horrible truth I keep noticing is humans are a blight to this new world. The Mana Cataclysm was only the beginning of the world trying to reclaim itself from humanity. With my help, it will finally win its long war.” 
 
    Trystan stared at the mage across from him, “You’re human too. Will you kill yourself if you win this war?” 
 
    Damon grinned, “Freya does not give you enough credit. When I met you, I knew something deeper lay below the surface. My destiny lies elsewhere. When I have successfully put all the pieces in place, I will leave and never return.” 
 
    “Why did you use Vanessa and me to get the ritual from the Libro Nocte? What does it do?” 
 
    Damon pressed his fingers together before him, “The Dead Mother was supposed to invade and occupy the city. You were supposed to retrieve the ritual needed before the black book disappeared again. Vanessa failed at her task but you succeeded at yours. I had to set my next plan into action.” 
 
    “Bella,” Trystan said flatly. 
 
    “I want you to understand something. Bella was my most prized familiar. Had she kept her jealousy under control, I would not have had her split and placed in those ruins. She had to redeem herself. I put her to use, collecting mana and storing it.” 
 
    “So, you could destroy each city? You had each version of Bella by a city. You didn’t plan on just attacking Stukarr. You wanted to hurt each college for things that happened in the past,” Trystan said sharply. 
 
    Damon nodded, “My original intent was not for that purpose. All three versions of Bella were to collect mana so I could use that energy for greater goals. Only with Vanessa’s failure did I have to redirect their objectives. You and your colleagues quickened the new plan.” 
 
    Trystan leaned back and crossed his arms, “And you failed. We stopped them and no life was lost.” 
 
    Damon smirked, “I didn’t fail.” 
 
    Trystan stared. 
 
    Damon leaned forward and placed his elbows on the table, “Doubt lingers over Stukarr like a toxic haze. Deep in every citizen’s heart they no longer feel safe behind their walls. Yes, I have killed but I never took any pleasure in it. I commend you and your friends saving many people from an otherwise certain death. You fascinate me Trystan because you still hold a belief that good will always find a way. When Freya told me about your optimistic outlook on life, I didn’t believe it at first.” 
 
    “Is that the reason you’re here in my dreams, talking to me, a way to tempt me or be sympathetic to your side?” 
 
    Damon shook his head, “No. I know the side you’re already on. I’m here to present another view point to a bigger problem. The ritual you procured for me will help ensure my success. The Night College is nearly complete. Monsters all across Lurth will see that humanity cannot stop what is coming. For the first time in eons, humans will become legend and myth. You helped me acquire the ritual, now I want you to witness when I use it.” 
 
    Trystan couldn’t hide the shock from his eyes. 
 
    Damon held out an empty hand and a rolled-up scroll appeared in it. Moving the tea cups aside, the renegade mage rolled out the scroll. A map of Lurth was drawn onto the yellowish paper. Damon’s long fingers ran along some of the lines and stopped at the Broken Islands to the southeast. 
 
    Damon’s lips curved into a small grin, “I’m having a gathering of sorts and you are formally invited. As I speak, the spell in your head is filling with commands from my mind. You will know the exact location of the gathering but will be unable to give that knowledge to anyone else. You will instinctually know how to get there but cannot point it out directly on a map. This is to ensure that no one else will be able to find it unless they follow you.”  
 
    Trystan eyed the Broken Islands on the map. He remembered from Lurth History that the islands to the southeast used to be part of a peninsula until the cataclysm. The sea rose and broke the land into a number of islands. Some were small while a few were big enough to hold monster towns. The waters are treacherous due to many water monsters lurking in between islands and the ocean around it. Trystan felt a pit grow in his already queasy stomach.  
 
    Damon eyed the mage, “I know what you are thinking. You could bring some of the more powerful mages from the college to stop me. An obvious but powerful option but who would save Gwen?” 
 
    Trystan looked at Damon and his mouth curved in dismay. 
 
    Damon sat back, “You will not have any of the professors or Gwen accompany you on this trip. You may however bring your friends. The way is dangerous and even with this knowledge, you may not survive the journey.” 
 
    “I will not risk the lives of my friends!” Trystan nearly growled. 
 
    Damon gave a slight nod, “The choice is always yours but I must warn you, if you bring Gwen with you, she will never make it pass the Stukarr city walls.” 
 
    “What kind of man are you to threaten hurting her!” Trystan could barely contain his rage. 
 
    Damon kept eye contact, “I know she is important to you as she is still important to me. I want you to witness all the hard work you helped me achieve. Gwen would distract you and frankly I will need your full attention. I still care for her but don’t take my caring as a sign of weakness. She can be killed just like any other person who stands in my way.” 
 
    “And if I don’t go?” Trystan crossed his arms and leaned back. 
 
    Damon smiled, “You have that choice but you will miss what I have in store for the entire world. Once the ritual is cast, any restrictions I place on you will be null and void. You can tell anyone you wish of what you witnessed as I think you should.” 
 
    Trystan looked away, his mind mulling over everything he just heard. The mage knew deep down what was going to happen but he didn’t feel good about it. 
 
    “You don’t have to give me an answer. The choice is in your hands but I know you will do the right thing. It is in your nature. You have two weeks to reach the location in the Broken Islands,” Damon picked up his teacup and finished his last drop of tea. 
 
    Trystan felt a nervous anger take over. He continued to stare at the renegade mage as he put down his tea cup.  
 
    Trystan leaned forward and spoke very carefully, “I will stop you. I will stop this foolish attempt at power. You were mistaken to invite me and I will make sure you pay for it.” 
 
    Damon returned the gaze with understanding eyes, “I know, young mage. I welcome the challenge. I believe we both can learn from the experience. Come by yourself or with your friends. I hope to see you on the night of the full moon. All will be revealed.” 
 
    The dreamscape darkened. The bright sky turned black. Leaves fell off the trees, disintegrating the instant they touched the ground. The wine glasses and tea cups cracked. Damon gave one last long look before he turned to dust and spilled down over the chair and onto the dying grass. Trystan stood up just as his chair decayed into rotting wood. The young mage looked to the black sky. With a thought, he willed himself awake. 
 
    Eyes blinking open, Trystan sat up. Looking over, Gwen slept peacefully at his side. The mage pulled the blanket off of himself, stood up and walked to the window. Peering past the edge of the curtain, the cobbled street below was silent and empty. 
 
    Gwen sleepily reached over and found the bed empty. Eyes half opened, she slowly sat up and looked to Trystan standing by the partly open window, a summer breeze flowing in. 
 
    “Trystan?” Gwen said as she blinked sleep from her eyes. 
 
    “We have to talk,” Trystan said without turning around, his eyes looking to every shadow on the street, trying to pierce their darkness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Five 
 
    Gwen pulled a bottle of wine from a small rack. Trystan sat at the kitchen table as the Ink Witch pulled two wine glasses from a cabinet. The young mage brooded as Gwen stepped over and placed the bottle and glasses on the wooden table. It was the middle of the night and the city slept on as the witch opened the bottle and poured red wine into each glass. 
 
    “This will help calm the nerves,” Gwen said with a small smile. 
 
    Trystan took hold of a glass as did Gwen. There was no toast as they both took a deep sip and placed their glasses on the table. Gwen smoothed down her silk robe as Trystan sat in his boxers. The mood was gloomy as the mage tried to work out what he was going to say. 
 
    Trystan looked to Gwen and started talking. The witch sat patiently as Trystan told her of the dream, Damon Wick and everything they talked about. The mage did notice that he could speak of the Broken Islands but could not say exactly where the meeting spot would be. He tried numerous times to tell Gwen where Damon wanted him to go but he would close his mouth and stare. The mage had to change what he wanted to say and he could speak again. 
 
    “I tried a few times to tell you the location Damon wants to meet but I can’t get the words out,” Trystan finished. 
 
    Gwen nodded and took another sip of wine, “He has gone deep into your mind. I’m afraid there is nothing we can do until the ritual and time frame come to pass.” 
 
    “He threatened to hurt you if you tried to come with me,” Trystan’s hands clenched. 
 
    Gwen reached over and took Trystan’s hand into hers, “Sad to say, I believe he would go through with it.” 
 
    “Gwen, I’m not sure what to do? Damon wants me to witness this event he has planned. I feel I should bring this to the Headmaster and Headmistress but I’m not sure what they will do. If they follow or intervene in any way, you and others may get hurt.” 
 
    “What does your heart say?” 
 
    Trystan held her hand a little tighter, “I need to go. I need to try and stop him.” 
 
    “Trystan, you have a noble heart but he is experienced and has years of magical training. Do you think you can stop him?” 
 
    Trystan’s head tilted forward, shadows covering his eyes, “No. But I can’t sit back and let him go through with this dark plot.” 
 
    Gwen looked to the mage and her heart beat warmly for him, “I can’t tell you what to do but I can suggest that you go into this fully prepared. Take some time to plan. Talk to others who can help with some advice. Be ready for the unexpected.” 
 
    Gwen took another sip before putting the wine glass down and continued, “The Broken Islands is a dangerous place. I travelled there years ago to speak with the sirens and mermaids. All manner of monsters lurk in the waters and islands. Even if you know the way, you will still need a guide to avoid the creatures there.” 
 
    “The library has many maps of the territory. I will research it today and see if I can come up with a solid plan,” Trystan picked up his glass and took a sip. The red liquid sent a warming flow to his cheeks.  
 
    Gwen’s eyes lowered and she stared at the table, “I don’t want you to go. I want you to stay but I know how your heart works.” 
 
    Trystan could see the war of emotions in Gwen’s eyes. The mage was on his feet and took hold of the witch’s hands. Bringing her to her feet, the mage leaned in and kissed her passionately. Gwen held him close, not wanting to break their embrace. After all they had been through, terrible thoughts of losing each other stormed through their minds and hearts. 
 
    Trystan broke their kiss and stared into Gwen’s deep blue eyes, “I wish I could just stay here with you. I don’t know if I’m really up for this quest. I have so many doubts.” 
 
    Gwen held him close and whispered in his ear, “I know you do. I may not be able to join you but I will do everything I can to help you. Finish your wine and come to bed. I still have you for the rest of the night and I want us to spend every moment in each other’s arms.” 
 
    Gwen broke away, turned and her hands went to the thin fabric tying her robe closed. She untied it and shrugged the silk robe from her shoulders. The witch’s back was to Trystan and he could not take his eyes off her womanly body. Gwen turned her head and gave a playful smirk before stepping from the kitchen and toward the bedroom. 
 
    Trystan drank down the rest of the wine in his glass and placed it on the table. He chased after the beautiful witch. When he reached the bedroom, Gwen was on her side and beckoning him to bed. The mage slipped into bed, lustful wanting in his eyes. The mage and witch made love until the first rays of sunlight touched the horizon. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan sat at a heavy wooden table in a deserted section of the Stukarr Library. Maps lay out before him with a small stack of thick books to his right. The mage was supposed to be working but instead found a nice quiet spot and began his research. Trystan pulled out his spell book and filled a few pages with notes.  
 
    Midafternoon sun spilled in from large cathedral sized windows. The light warmed the mage’s back as he worked feverishly on cramming every bit of knowledge in his sleep deprived brain. Time was of the essence and he could feel every moment tick by. Going over the map, he could see train rails going to the most east southern town, Lantern Beach. It was a two-day train ride to the town. From there he would have to book passage on a ship to take him the rest of the way. The mage sat back and wondered how he was going to do it. He didn’t have much coin and most of it would go to the train ride there.  
 
    “So, this is where you’re hiding,” Came a voice from behind. 
 
    Trystan’s stood up straight, nearly flipping the chair under him. Turning around with eyes the size of saucers, he stared at his boss Jenny Warg as she stood with her eyes closed and arms crossed. 
 
    “Jenny! I…..uh…..was making sure these maps were in order,” Trystan stammered. 
 
    Jenny continued to stand, arms crossed under her overly large chest, a finger tapping at her arm, “I know it’s slow because of the summer but that doesn’t mean you can just go off and hide. We have to be accountable for every book and work still needs to be done.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’ll put everything away and get back to work,” Trystan said as he turned to the table, fingers taking hold of the top map. 
 
    Jenny walked over and looked down at several maps laid out, “Broken Islands? Planning a trip?” 
 
    Trystan oddly picked up a few books while Jenny pushed aside a long lock of blonde hair from her cheek. The librarian leaned over the maps and traced her fingers over the symbol of a town. 
 
    “I’ve been to Lantern Beach. It’s a great resort town. This is their busy season,” Jenny said matter of fact. 
 
    Trystan took what she was saying and ran with it, “Yea, I was thinking of getting away for a few weeks. I was going to come to you before I left today to ask for some time off.” 
 
    Jenny stood up and looked over to the nervous mage, “I suppose I should let you take your vacation time. When are you leaving?” 
 
    “The day after tomorrow,” Trystan said hesitantly. 
 
    Jenny closed her eyes and turned from the mage, “This is short notice. I’m not sure I can accommodate it. I have to think of the schedule.” 
 
    Trystan floundered, “Jenny, I really need this time off. Can you see it in your heart to let me go for two weeks?” 
 
    Jenny stuck out her chin, “You have done a lot for this library and the city. It would be cruel of me to make you stay. Are you going there with anyone?” 
 
    Trystan felt his shoulders drop, “No.” 
 
    Jenny opened one eye, “What about your girlfriends, the witch or the red head?” 
 
    Trystan tried to keep Jenny in the dark about his love life and wasn’t sure how she knew about them. Quickly thinking back, he remembered that Nia or Gwen would sometimes call him at work. The mage wondered if his boss was listening in on his conversations.  
 
    “Don’t try to deny anything. I know about them. They are both beautiful women. I don’t understand why you would go on vacation without either one or both?” The corner of Jenny’s mouth curved into a smirk. 
 
    Trystan tried to think fast, “Well….uh…..I have been stressed out lately. You know, from all the excitement. I lost one of my familiars and …..well….I think I need some time to unwind.” 
 
    Jenny turned with stars in her eyes, “You poor dear! I heard about what happened. I’m sorry I’m being so insensitive. You must be so stressed and need some time to rest.” 
 
    The stars in Jenny’s eyes faded and filled with a sly devious gleam, “I will let you take your time off on the condition that I join you. I have some time saved up myself and I could use a vacation.” 
 
    Trystan stared dumbfounded, “Jenny I don’t think…..” 
 
    Jenny kept talking as if he didn’t say anything, “I spent a lot of time island hopping. I can show you some real beautiful spots. I know the owner of the Lantern Hotel. I’m sure he could give us a discount.” 
 
    Trystan eyed the busty blonde, “You know the Broken Islands?” 
 
    Jenny nodded, “Oh yes. Years ago, I back packed all across Lurth. It was my wandering phase. I know many people in many towns and cities. Lantern Beach was a fun place filled with icy drinks and hot sun. My skin is very pale from working here all the time. I could stand to darken up.” 
 
    Trystan was tempted to agree to her terms but knew deep down he couldn’t put her in any danger. He had to do this himself.  
 
    Jenny looked to the mage as he stood silently, “You don’t have to worry about your girlfriends. I can be discreet,” The librarian winked. 
 
    Trystan still regretted the time he was with Jenny that one night. Against his will, he was forced into seducing her so he could snap a picture from a page in the Libro Nocte. Try as he might to simply be co-workers, the librarian took every opportunity to flirt with him. Trystan was gracious and politely turned away her advances but Jenny didn’t like taking no for an answer. 
 
    The mage shook his head. Before he could say anything, Jenny was quick to respond. 
 
    “Trystan, it is very simple. You will get your vacation time if I go with you. If not, then you will be spending the summer working in the lower book vaults cataloging every book down there. It can get chilly down there so you should bring a sweater.”  
 
    Trystan felt his face sag. The mage would have to figure out a way to leave before she could meet up with him. He would have to apologize later and hopefully still have a job when he returned. If he returned. 
 
    “Alright Jenny. We can go together,” Trystan said, defeated. 
 
    Jenny bounced and clapped her hands, “Yay! I will make some phone calls and pack my suitcase. Don’t think of trying to ditch me or you’re as good as fired. We are going to have so much fun!” 
 
    Trystan stood with a few books in his hands and a gloomy cloud over his head. The blonde librarian looked to him and then to the books and maps strewn about. 
 
    “It’s pretty dead here today. You can go back to your research. Keep your phone on so we can discuss and plan out the details. I’m so excited. You won’t regret it.” Jenny said and smacked Trystan on the butt. She turned on her heel and walked away. 
 
    “I already do,” Trystan sighed under his breath. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan left work but not before Jenny talked his ear off concerning their trip together at the last second. She had already secured a room with a big bed. When Trystan said they should have two rooms, the librarian laughed it off. Jenny said that they were booked solid and only had one room left. Trystan didn’t entirely believe her but he would have to figure it out later. 
 
    Walking toward the college, Trystan took in the warm evening air. The sun was just setting, a faint yellow glow reaching out across the heavens. The moment of peace was quickly replaced with knowing eyes. The mage looked to some of the damage the college had suffered during the slime attack. The grassy landscape before the actual college was ripped up with green grass and brown mud scattered everywhere. Giant footprints left their impressions. The stone paths lay shattered and disheveled. The main college buildings had some cracks but already the mage noticed that some of them were sealed up. The college didn’t look as haggard as it did a few days earlier. Trystan heard they were focusing repairs on the buildings before they start reshaping the landscape. Trystan wanted to see the beautiful college restored to its beautiful state by the time he was back for his second year. 
 
    A twinge of worry struck the mage’s heart. Leaving the college to try and stop Damon Wick could end his very life. Trystan turned down a cracked path as he took one last look at the damaged college. He might not see it again and that caused the gloom around the mage that much darker. 
 
    Pushing gloomy thoughts away, the mage continued to the college faculty housing. It was here Trystan noticed a lot of damage. At the end of the wide path was the destroyed Headmaster’s home. Judging from the damage, a whole new house would have to be built. Some of the other homes were destroyed as the slimes made their way toward the main part of the city. Trystan felt a cold chill spike down his spine as he felt he was walking through a warzone. 
 
    The mage stopped in front of a modest two-story home. A few moments later he was at the door and ringing the doorbell. Looking down, the mage smiled at the “All are Welcome!” door mat. The mage waited patiently and after a minute, he was going to ring the doorbell again when he heard footsteps. 
 
    The door opened and Professor Hart looked to the mage with a beaming smile, “Trystan! So good to see you. Come in.” 
 
    Trystan instantly felt relaxed and followed Professor Hart into his home. The professor was wearing a white robe, tied around the middle. The house was dark except for a light spilling down the stairs from the second floor. Professor Hart went about lighting lamps to his comfortable home. Trystan walked in but remained standing, feeling like he came at a bad time. 
 
    “Please have a seat. What can I do for you this fine evening?” Professor Hart asked as he took a seat in a comfortable chair.” 
 
    “Is it a bad time? I could come back tomorrow.” Trystan said while still standing awkwardly. 
 
    “Nonsense. You came to see me for a reason. How can I help you?” 
 
    Trystan nodded his head and took a seat on the couch, “I am taking a trip and I could use some advice.” 
 
    “A trip you say. After everything you have gone through, a vacation is exactly what you need. I would be more than happy to help with any advice I can give.” 
 
    Trystan felt a tightness in his chest, “I will also need you to not ask too many questions.” 
 
    Professor Hart’s demeanor became a little more serious but positive energy continued to float from him, “Sounds like you have a problem. I will respect what you’re asking and try to not ask too many questions.” 
 
    Trystan let out a huff before speaking again, “If a mage had to fight another mage, what would be the best tactic to use against them?” 
 
    Professor Hart’s smile faded. The elder mage stood up and walked over to large globe of Lurth next to a desk. The professor flipped open the top to reveal glass bottles filled with different shades of liquids. He pulled out a bottle and two glasses. Closing the globe, he brought over the glasses and bottle and set them on the coffee table. Professor Hart poured into each glass and took one. Trystan reached down and took the other. 
 
    “I assume you are speaking purely theoretical. If not, then I would have to report our conversation to the Headmaster and Headmistress.” The professor held the glass before his lips. 
 
    Trystan nervously held his glass. He took a sip and the strong whiskey caused him to grimace, “Yes Professor. I want to get a jump on my studies before next year.” Trystan lied. 
 
    Professor Hart took a long sip before speaking, “The college tries to wait when it comes to learning how to combat another spell user. You don’t start learning the basics until your 4th year. I don’t see the harm on having a chat about it but I recommend not using this knowledge until you’re properly trained.” 
 
    Trystan nodded and took another sip. This time it went down easier. 
 
    Professor Hart sat back in his chair, “There are two major ways of combatting another spell user. You have to either outwit or outlast them. As you know from your studies, all spell users carry different amounts of mana depending on how many familiars they have or how powerful they are. This can be a mage’s greatest secret because if you know how much mana your combatant has, then you would know how to deplete them until defeated. Any two mages can throw lightning at each other but the one with the most mana will overcome in the end.” 
 
    “When we fought the slimes, I remember Headmaster Gloomis saying that they would run out of mana before the slimes would.” 
 
    Professor Hart nodded, “Very good. I’m glad you noticed that tidbit. If we unleashed all our power, then we would have been defeated. The slimes had an incredible amount of mana filling their bodies. Our mana would have run dry long before the slimes lost their mana.” 
 
    “Is that why we had to outwit them?” Trystan said. 
 
    “Yes. We came up with a plan to halt their attack and stop them. But fighting giant slimes is different from fighting another spell user. Using magic to take down your opponent can be tricky. What you don’t know yet is that every spell user has a degree of magic resistance. If you threw a fireball at me, it would have less of an effect then if I threw one at you. Our mana is not just used for attack. It is there for defense as well.”   
 
    Trystan thought of Nia when she made her shield to defend him and it was shattered almost instantly, “A younger spell user would not have a chance against an older, more experienced one.” 
 
    Professor Hart finished his whiskey and set it on the coffee table, “Nothing is certain. I could show you many tales of young mages overcoming insurmountable odds. It comes down to outthinking your opponent.” 
 
    Trystan could feel a dark question snake into his mind, “What do you know of Damon Wick?” 
 
    Professor Hart poured himself another glass of amber liquid, “Gifted student. He was one of the college’s best. It was a shame that he left us.” 
 
    “He mentioned Fallen York and monster kind. What is the college going to do about his threats?” 
 
    Professor Hart eyed the young mage and smiled, “This isn’t the first time the Elemental College or Stukarr City has been threatened. We will work to subdue any threat to its people and students. With so many people and para-humans across Lurth, there will always be those who want to tear down what others have built. We must stay positive or their negative energy will destroy everything we have fought so hard to build.” 
 
    Professor Hart took a deep drink before holding his glass to his chest, “Trystan, is there anything you want to tell me?” 
 
    Trystan’s hand tightened around his glass, “No professor.” 
 
    Professor Hart nodded, “I heard about your new familiar and the circumstances behind it. The college is here to assist you if you need any help.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes lowered, “I have taken responsibility for the new familiar. It is my duty now to teach her how to be a force for good.” 
 
    “You will make a fine mage. Let us toast to new beginnings.” Professor Hart held up his glass.   
 
    Trystan gave a small smile and clinked his glass to his professor’s glass. The young mage had a feeling Professor Hart knew what was happening but being respectful. Trystan didn’t feel completely comfortable feeling that but he couldn’t risk anyone coming with him. 
 
    “I hope you enjoy your vacation but before you leave, I have a favor to ask.” 
 
    Trystan was all ears until a shadow appeared on the stairs. Both professor and student looked over to pale legs as someone took each step down. Trystan sat up straighter as he watched a pale woman reach the bottom of the stairs with only a blanket held to her front. Vanessa gave a shy smile to Trystan. The blanket covered her chest, stomach and the front of her legs down to the floor. The sides of her legs, bottom, waist and arms were devoid of any clothing. 
 
    “Hi Trystan.” Vanessa said to him and then looked to Professor Hart. 
 
    “I will be up shortly. I need to speak with Trystan just a moment longer.” Professor Hart grinned. 
 
    Vanessa nodded and took the steps back up. Trystan had to look away from her firm round bottom.  
 
    Professor Hart looked to the mage, “We reconnected. But I have that favor to ask.” 
 
    “I will do what I can to help,” Trystan said innocently. 
 
    Mist flowed from the top of Professor Hart’s robe. A moment later, Lana blinked into existence. The foxy kitsune familiar smiled and bowed her head to Trystan. The mage looked to the familiar and bowed his head from his seat. 
 
    Professor Hart stood up and walked behind his familiar, “Since I have been indisposed with rekindling a past relationship, Lana has been a tad lonely.” 
 
    “Ummm Professor?” Trystan asked with wide eyes. 
 
    “I bring this up because Lana has asked about you several times. Since you’re here, I was thinking you could spend some time with her.” 
 
    “Sir?” Trystan asked again with eyes still wide. 
 
    Professor Hart pulled at the kitsune’s robe, opening it to reveal a stunning feminine form. Lana had fur on the outer parts of her thighs, calves and up her sides. The rest of her looked like a beautiful woman with pointed fox ears sticking up through her long hair. Brown nipples pointed from large round breasts. A triangular whisper of hair covered her sex between her womanly thighs. 
 
    “Let yourself out when you’re done. I can’t wait to hear about your trip when you come back,” Professor Hart smiled and walked to the stairs. 
 
    Trystan watched as the professor took each step until he was gone. Lana slinked forward, naughty thoughts showing in her smile. Trystan was about to get up and try to talk his way out of it but the foxy familiar had other plans. Lana bent to her knees and took hold of the mage when he was half way up from the couch. Trystan couldn’t believe her strength as she forced him back down onto his seat. Trystan tried to say something when Lana made a quick hand signal. The air around Trystan’s mouth turned white and solid. The mage blinked as the band wrapped around his mouth and clamped it shut, tying around to the back of his head. 
 
    Trystan muffled something as the familiar took hold of his robes and began lifting them up. The young mage made the mistake of trying to hold them down. Lana made another hand signal and air turned to white bands around Trystan’s wrists. The bands pulled the mages arms back and held them against the back of the couch. Trystan stared and tried to speak as delicate long fingers lifted his robe and took hold of his boxers. Pulling them down, the familiar took hold of the mage’s rapidly growing staff. 
 
    Lana stared at Trystan like a predator playing with its prey. The mage watched helplessly as she stroked his manhood up and down. Lana watched with inquisitive eyes as Trystan struggled in her grip. When he was fully hard, the kitsune took a playful lick of his throbbing head. The mage let out a muffled gasp, his body relaxing a second later. The familiar bent her head down but kept her eyes on the mage. Inches pushed passed moist lips. Trystan couldn’t fight the urges any longer. Lana’s tongue pressed along his shaft with long patient strokes. 
 
    Trystan’s head leaned back, lost to blissful sensations. The kitsune continued to bob her head on his hard member. Delicate fingers made small signals over the mage’s thigh. A glowing symbol appeared over the mage’s leg, gently settling down and fading from view. Trystan brought his head up to look down at the foxy familiar increasing the tempo. The mage felt a strange oddness but it quickly slipped away as the familiar increased the rhythm. Tongue pressing along sensitive spots, Trystan had to fight the urge to orgasm. Lana had no such qualms as she licked him just the right way, forcing an orgasm. Trystan gave a muffled yell as molten come spurted into Lana’s waiting mouth. The kitsune greedily sucked it down, taking his mana into her body. 
 
    Trystan breathed heavily through his nose as the familiar stood up and crawled on top of him. The mage couldn’t believe he was still hard as she mounted him. Pressing her full breasts into his face, the kitsune continued to play with the young mage. Hard inches speared her wet line and Lana cooed her approval. Trystan nearly suffocated as breasts pressed against him, bouncing into his face. The mage was so engrossed; he didn’t notice the familiar making another hand signal behind his head. A symbol appeared and faded into the mage’s hair. 
 
    Lana squeezed the mage between her legs. A faint grunt flowed up Trystan’s throat. On and on they went, Lana teasing the mage into orgasm over and over again. The young mage couldn’t stop the surges of pleasure as the fox familiar continued her relentless assault on him. Lana made one last hand signal, hidden from the mage. When she was done, she focused on satisfying herself to the young mage’s muffled groans. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Six 
 
    Trystan finished packing his backpack of holding. The penthouse was eerily quiet as the mage kept putting his ear to his own bedroom door, wondering what his roommates were doing. He hadn’t seen hide nor hair of any of them and he was secretly grateful. The mage hoisted his back pack over his shoulder and stepped over to the night stand. A plain envelope sat on the nightstand with Nia’s name on it. The mage knew it was only a matter of time until she came into his room and find the note. Trystan hadn’t told anyone he was leaving this very night. Earlier in the day he stopped by Gwen’s shop to say his goodbyes. The Ink Witch was quiet and appeared to restrain herself as Trystan kissed her goodbye. He promised to return but they both knew how dangerous this trip was. Gwen asserted she would do everything she could to help him. Trystan held her close, knowing she would try but ultimately it might be for nothing. When they parted, Trystan had to fight back his own tears. 
 
    When he reached home, he quickly disappeared into his room. Aside from packing and making arrangements by phone to the train station and the hotel he didn’t speak to anyone. Not too surprising, Jenny had lied about the Lantern Hotel. They had enough rooms and Trystan made a reservation. The mage didn’t feel too bad about leaving Jenny behind. He had discussed with her to leave tomorrow night and she agreed. If the horny librarian decided to follow him, he would have a full day’s head start on her. That would be more than enough time to find a ship to take him to Damon’s destination. Trystan checked his small purse of coins. It was barely enough to pay for the train ride and the hotel for a night. The mage was going to have to figure out how he could get a ship, otherwise he was going to be travelling by foot over dangerous waters. The only bright spot was that Trystan would be in his element. With water around him, he might be able to make the trip without a ship but he would have to figure it out when he reached Lantern Beach. 
 
    Trystan picked up the note for Nia and held it in his hand. It was a simple letter telling her how much he loves her. Trystan tried in as few words as possible to explain that he was taking on this dangerous quest so no one else would get hurt. He ended the note telling her again how beautiful and wonderful she is and when he returns, they should discuss the next step in their relationship. With the heavy thoughts of possibly dying, the mage felt it was necessary to discuss their future when and if he returned. Trystan had some ideas but they would have to wait. 
 
    Putting the letter down, the mage stepped quietly to his bedroom door. Opening and peeking out, he could see that the penthouse was still and quiet. The mage stepped out into the small hallway and closed his bedroom door behind him. Creeping pass Nia’s room, the mage made a beeline for the elevators. With one last look back, the mage surveyed the penthouse, hoping he could return to it. Hitting the button for the elevator, the mage waited for the doors to open and he stepped inside. 
 
    On the street, the evening air was a little humid. Trystan quickly walked from the front of the building and toward the train station. He wished he could have hired a coach to take to the station but counting on every bit of coin, he had to walk there. Eyes peeled, the mage looked to people passing him by, making sure they weren’t anyone he knew. He felt bad enough for leaving on his own but he didn’t want anyone else fueling any rumors about him. It would be a simple walk to the station, board the train and sit back until he reached Lantern Beach. Trystan hoped it would be that simple. 
 
    After a few twists and turns, the mage could see the station lights a few blocks away. Pulling out his cell phone, Trystan powered it down and shoved it in his backpack. He told himself not to turn it on again. If he heard Nia’s or Gwen’s voice, he knew he would surely crack under pressure. He had to go it alone and that meant no distractions. 
 
    The mage was a block away from the train station. Heart quickening, he told himself he was almost there. In thirty minutes he would be on his way and there would be no looking back. A new excitement flowed through his veins. Despite all the gloom and doom, the mage thought of lands and ocean to the South East and it tantalized his imagination. 
 
    Trystan walked passed the edge of the last block and looked to the misty lights of the station. Shadows moved from under the lamps. Trystan focused his eyes and took a step back when he noticed the familiar outline of a witch’s hat. 
 
    “Trystan!” said a familiar voice. 
 
    The mage was ready to turn when the group stepped into the light and walked toward the startled mage. Trystan’s fingers clenched into fists as he watched Gwen, Nia, Reeko, Sunara, Aznara and Jenny walk toward him. The entire group was smiling and carrying back packs except for Jenny whose arms were crossed with an annoyed crease to her brow. 
 
    Gwen stepped forward with head slightly tilted forward, “Before you say anything, I talked them into going with you.” 
 
    Nia stepped forward next to Gwen, “More like we volunteered.” 
 
    Trystan’s hands shook for a few seconds before he opened his hands and relaxed them. Looking to his friends, a warmth spread over his heart. 
 
    “Thank you for coming but I won’t have any of you hurt because of me. I need to do this myself,” Trystan tried to sound convincing. 
 
    “You think we would let you do this by yourself? We are your friends,” Aznara said and blew him a kiss. 
 
    Sunara nodded her blue haired head, “The Broken Islands are dangerous. A bigger party would help our odds greatly.”  
 
    Reeko gave a knowing grin, “After everything we have been through, there was no way we would let you do this by yourself. Besides, I’m bank rolling this expedition and a Greengold never breaks a contract.” 
 
    Trystan tried to hide his smile. The entire group was wide eyes and ready to help Trystan’s quest. Gwen smiled and walked to the stunned mage. Taking his hand, she led him away from the group. When they were out of ear shot, the witch stopped the mage and looked into his eyes. 
 
    “I’m sorry but I had to do this for you. It was the only way to help you on your quest,” Gwen said with a sad smile. 
 
    “I wish we talked about it first.” Trystan said sadly. 
 
    “If we did, would you have gone through with it?” 
 
    Trystan shook his head, “You’re right. I would have tried to sneak out sooner.” 
 
    Trystan glanced past the witch to the blonde librarian, “Why is Jenny here?”  
 
    “I knew that Damon would likely have spies everywhere, focusing on myself and the professors at the college. I spoke with Jenny on accompanying you on your trip because she seemed less likely someone Damon would concern himself with. She is powerful and has a lot of knowledge on many places across Lurth.” 
 
    Trystan felt his shoulder’s sag, “She saw that I was researching the Broken Islands at work. When I asked for vacation time, she bullied herself into joining me. I was trying to sneak out without her knowing.” 
 
    Gwen smiled, “I know she’s a bit unusual but she is a powerful genius. I did my research on her and she finished the Elemental College in three years instead of six. She had her pick of jobs from teaching to dangerous quest research. She instead chose to be the Stukarr Librarian. Only some can detect the large amount of mana she has and she often hides it well. I know she tends to be a bit oversexed but have you ever met a genius that didn’t have some kind of quirk?” 
 
    Trystan sighed, “Yea. I get it.” 
 
    Gwen lifted her hand and touched his cheek, “Please don’t be mad with me. I couldn’t sit back and let you go alone. I too feared that if I went with you, I would be putting you in more harm. Otherwise I would be there with your friends on this journey.” 
 
    Trystan took her hand and kissed the back of it, “I can’t be too mad. If I was you, I would have done the same thing.” 
 
    The young mage let his eyes lower, “Gwen, I can’t thank you enough. I have been thinking about a few things and…..” The witch cut him off. 
 
    “Tell me when you return. I will be waiting for you and we can speak then. Focus on the quest ahead of you and you can tell me all about it when you get back,” Gwen smiled and hugged the mage. 
 
    Trystan returned the hug. Holding each other for long moments, it was Gwen who broke their embrace. 
 
    “Your friends are waiting,” Gwen said as her hands slipped from Trystan. 
 
    The mage and witch walked back to the group. Everyone seemed eager to board the train. It was Nia who walked up to Gwen. The witch and fire mage looked to each other. 
 
    “Nia, please take care of him. He is pretty special,” Gwen said in a low voice. 
 
    Nia nodded and looked to Gwen, “I will. When we return, the three of us should sit down and discuss our future together.” 
 
    Gwen smiled at the redhead, “I would like that very much.” 
 
    The two women hugged each other. Trystan watched uncomfortably. Parts of his inner self tore at each other. He wanted both of them and couldn’t deny his feelings any longer. It hurt to leave the witch whom he had fallen deeply in love. The mage firmed up as Nia gave one last smile to Gwen and walked back to the group. 
 
    Reeko clapped his hands once, “Alright! Let’s get this show on the road. Broken Islands here we come!” 
 
      
 
              
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
    Seven 
 
    The train rocked smoothly as dark trees rushed passed the window. Trystan sat on his bed, several maps laid out and his Trial Spell book open with quickly scrawled notes. The mage felt it was best to write what he could in one place and the spell book was perfect for that. Several times Trystan tried to write down the location of Damon’s gathering but the pen would not move and the ink would not flow. Gritting his teeth, he tried again and his hand remained nonresponsive. Letting out an annoyed sigh, the mage tried to write “Damon is an evil moron” and the words scribbled out unhindered. The mage smirked to himself as he went back to research and attempt at some sort of plan. A knock at the door woke him from his thoughts. 
 
    “Yes?” The mage said as he closed his spell book. 
 
    The door slid open and Aznara’s horned head peered in, “I saw you go right to your room. Want to join me for a glass of wine?” The succubus asked as she looked at the maps all over his bed. 
 
    Trystan looked to her and gave a weak smile, “Thanks, but it’s late. I think I’m going to go to sleep soon. We still have a day and a half train ride before we get to Lantern Beach and I think we will need all the rest we can get.” 
 
    Aznara’s eyes narrowed but a smile bloomed, “When did you become an old man? Come with me for one glass. Then I will let you get back to your maps and your beauty rest.” 
 
    Trystan looked to the maps and then back to Aznara, “I’m not sure……” 
 
    Aznara stepped in, “Come with me now Trystan Song. Or I will bring two bottles back and we will drink it in your room. I will get you drunk and have my way with you whether you like it or not.” 
 
    Trystan eyed the demoness mage and he knew he wasn’t winning this exchange, “Alright, one drink. Let me roll these up and I will be right out.” 
 
    Aznara leaned against a wall and crossed her arms, “You tried to go at this alone without our help. You won’t mind if I stay right here until you’re finished.” 
 
    Trystan felt the corners of his eyes sag, “I’m sorry but I didn’t want….” 
 
    Aznara cut him off, “Save it. We know why you wanted to go at it alone, that is why I didn’t give you a black eye. Hurry up and join me for a drink and all will be forgiven.” 
 
    Trystan nodded his head and quickly rolled up his maps. From the corner of his eye he could see Aznara watching him, her eyes travelling to his butt. 
 
    A short time later, the succubus pulled the mage along from car to car. Passengers often took double takes as the demon led Trystan along. The mage ignored them as they continued. They reached the dining car and Trystan thought they were going to stop but Aznara pulled at him to keep going. Trystan gave a confused expression as they reached the back of the dining car to a door with frosted glass. 
 
    “Watch your step,” Aznara said as she opened the door. 
 
    Trystan watched his step as they stepped through a covered section in between train cars. There was another door and it read “Bar Car” in gold letters. At first Trystan didn’t think too much of it until the door opened and he was greeted by people shouting “Surprise!”. 
 
    Trystan stepped in to see the bar car empty except for all his friends, their familiars and two bartenders. Trystan stepped in with the door closing behind him. Reeko stepped forward with two drinks in his hands. He put one in Trystan’s hand and clasped him on the shoulder. 
 
    “Surprise? It’s not my birthday,” Trystan said as he eyed the drink in his hand. 
 
    Reeko grinned, “We know. But since you are our fearless leader for this expedition, we thought we’d throw a little party to calm the nerves and have a little fun.” 
 
    Trystan glanced sideways at the goblin, “Fearless leader?” 
 
    “Yes, fellow mage. You won the vote. I still feel it was rigged. You slept with most of the people who voted,” Reeko finished with a laugh. 
 
    Trystan felt heat rush to his cheeks as Reeko guided the mage into the fray. Nia and Sunara sat on bar stools side by side. The red head and blue haired demon raised their glasses in his direction. Shots lined the bar and Jenny took one, downed it and took another. The busty blonde turned to Trystan and threw her arms around his neck. The mage gave her a nervous smile and she attempted to kiss him. 
 
    Reeko untangled her arm and gently pushed her away, “Hey now! Leave some for the rest of us,” The goblin laughed. 
 
    Jenny pouted and turned back to the bar, hands reaching for another shot. Wendy and Red Fang sat in a small booth, sipping on drinks. They turned to Trystan and raised their drinks to him. Vossa, Aznara’s vampire familiar, held a glass of red wine and clinked the glass against Trystan’s glass. She eyed him hungrily as she sipped, making sure her plunging neck line was in full view. Trystan’s eyes looked down and back up into her eyes, the nervous smile growing wider. 
 
    Aznara walked over with two drinks in her hand. Trystan was about to wave her away, showing that he already had a drink. The demoness put a glass in his empty hand and raised her glass. Trystan stood there with a glass in each hand and not sure what to do next. Reeko and Aznara took deep sips from their drinks. When they pulled their glasses from their lips, the goblin turned Trystan around to face everyone. 
 
    “Can I have your attention! Your attention please!” Reeko said loudly. 
 
    The car quieted down as all eyes turned to Trystan and the goblin. 
 
    Despite being shorter than Trystan, Reeko put his arm around the mage’s shoulder and held him firmly, “We are all gathered here to celebrate the appointing of Trystan Song as Leader of our quest! He has fought gallantly against undead and slimes and has slain a number of hearts in his wake. Tonight, we will have this bar car all to ourselves and drink to our heart’s content. Now I won’t babble on too much longer. Trystan, do you have any words for your fellow mages as we embark on this dangerous quest?” 
 
    Trystan was silent as he stood with a drink in each hand and paralyzing shock bleeding into his eyes. The room was quiet as they patiently waited. 
 
    Reeko squeezed his shoulder a little harder, “We’re all friends here,” Reeko said with a comforting smile. 
 
    Trystan shook off the moment of paralysis and looked to all his dear friends, “I know a lot has happened. I’m sorry I tried to go at this alone. I am still afraid of what might happen but I do feel better that you are all here. I don’t think of myself as a leader. We could be going someplace very dangerous and I don’t know what will happen. All I can tell you is that I will be here to fight and protect you with every ounce of my heart,” Trystan finished with his eyes pointed to the floor. 
 
    “We will fight and protect you with all of our hearts!” Nia shouted. 
 
    Trystan looked up to see all his friends smiling and holding out their drinks to him. 
 
    Reeko took over, “A bit serious for such a fine evening and not a completely terrible speech. I think you will need to take a speech class but for tonight, all you have to do is drink.” 
 
    “Drink! Drink! Drink! Drink! Drink…” The crowd chanted. 
 
     Trystan’s heart warmed as his friends continued to chant. As good feelings washed over him, the mage smiled and guzzled one drink in his hand. The crowd watched, smiled and laughed as he drank down the second glass. When he was finished, Trystan held up both empty glasses and everyone cheered and clapped. 
 
    The evening spun on from there. The mood was relaxed as conversations murmured and drinks continued to flow. Sylk slipped from her master’s arm and appeared. A scaled webbed hand entwined with his as he walked around. The siren familiar stayed close to her master as he made the rounds, making sure everyone saw her on his arm. The bartenders filled empty glasses nearly instantly.  
 
    The alcohol hit Trystan pretty fast as the train car began to sway a little more with each passing moment. Conversations turned to blissful laughter as Reeko jumped onto the bar and did single handed hand stands. Vossa slipped into the booth with Wendy and Red Fang, her pale hands caressing the red furred wolf creature’s shoulder. Wendy smiled but would often turn her one horned head to the direction of her master. 
 
    Trystan noticed Nia turning her eye to him every few moments. Sunara would put her hand on Nia’s, as if to steer her back to their conversation. The mage found himself staring at Nia, her beautiful red hair flowing over her shoulders. Heat ran up his neck as he thought back to all the wonderful moments they shared. He looked to her and tried to capture her perfect face in his mind. Even with the eye patch and star shaped scar pointing from the corners of it, he could never deny her beauty, inside and out. 
 
    Jenny stood up from a stool and nearly stumbled off. The blonde crisscrossed her steps as she tried to keep her balance. The train rumbled along and a slight shift of the car sent the busty blonde straight into Trystan. The mage clumsily held her, trying to help her back to her feet. The librarian gazed at the mage with warm fussy eyes and lips half parted. 
 
    “We should sit you down in a booth,” Trystan said, his own balance a little woozy. 
 
    “I’m fine right here,” Jenny whispered as she pressed her body to his, “Or we could go back to your room.” 
 
    Trystan maneuvered the librarian to a booth seat, “I think you have had a little too much to drink.” 
 
    Jenny’s brow furled, “I will tell you when I’ve had too much drink!” The blonde said angrily. 
 
    Reeko stepped in close, “I will take it from here.” 
 
    The goblin slid in across from the drunk librarian, his green hands taking hers. Jenny looked to him, eyes half closed and confused. Trystan made a hasty retreat while Reeko started a conversation to keep her distracted. 
 
    Nia beckoned the mage over. Trystan saddled up, liquor calming his rattled nerves. Sunara politely smiled and nodded as the mage joined them. Trystan noticed the warm lighting made Nia glow with deep beauty. 
 
    “Having a good time?” Nia asked. 
 
    Trystan nodded, “Yup. But I still think we should all be sleeping now.” 
 
    Nia smiled, “We have another day and a half train ride. I doubt we will be doing much tomorrow but sleeping off hang overs.” 
 
    Trystan smiled, “You two never told me how it went when you captured the red slime, Belle?” 
 
    Nia looked down as Sunara spoke, “It was quite a battle. The red slime didn’t even leave us a chance to talk. It attacked us on sight. Nia would have been hurt if I didn’t tackle her to the ground.” 
 
    Trystan looked to Nia.  
 
    The fire mage kept her gaze to the carpet, “Belle came at us with razor sharp tentacles. Sunara saved my life. Professor Hart and his familiar met the slime head on. Belle was like a storm, attacking anything that moved. The professor didn’t have time to use the jar on her so I used the jar to capture her.” 
 
    Sunara touched Nia’s hand again, “Nia is being too modest. I may have saved her life but she saved all of ours. The razor tentacle meant for her, sliced a thick tree at the base. It came down and a thick branch struck me on the head. I was out cold. Professor Hart told me that Nia and Red Fang unleased a fire storm to keep Belle at bay. It gave them enough time to use the jar. Red Fang poured on the fire as Nia selflessly charged the mass of tentacles. I still don’t know how she made it out without a scratch.” 
 
    Nia’s face was a mask as she talked, “It was nothing. Professor Hart was doing most of the work keeping her occupied. I think I closed my eyes when I was close. I felt the jar touch her and she screamed, her body slipping into it.” 
 
    Sunara gave a smug grin, “Professor Hart said her bravery is what won the day.” 
 
    Nia shifted on her stool, “I think he was just being nice when he said that. He is always so positive.” 
 
    Sunara looked to Nia as if Trystan wasn’t there, “Take the credit where credit is due. You saved us and that is pretty amazing. You are amazing.” 
 
    Trystan felt odd standing there, listening to the story. He was about to turn and move to Aznara when the entire train car lurched. The sound of talking stopped and everyone looked to each and the windows. The train car lurched again and everyone took hold of something to balance themselves. 
 
    “Gremlin Alert! Gremlin Alert!” came over a loudspeaker. 
 
    Beyond the window, a flash of white hot light flared. Trystan steadied himself and watched as the light blazed and dimmed, blazed and dimmed. He knew that the cars had protections against gremlin threats but uneasiness filled the mage. He had heard of gremlin attacks all his life but this was the first time he witnessed one. 
 
    Light flared outside the window before it died completely. The bartenders calmly told everyone to make for the door when a loud metal screeching pierced the night. Trystan turned his head to his friends who looked to each other in concern. Something thudded against a window and hung there. Trystan turned his eyes to see and he took an unsteady step back. 
 
    It hung just outside the window, it’s body inches from the glass. A small face peered into the car, slitted big eyes looking from person to person. Long floppy ears pointed from the side of its head. A toothless grin smiled ear to ear. Trystan immediately noticed that the gremlin looked like a small human but with pale skin, strange eyes and ears. The gremlin stared at the group for a long moment before it let one of its hand’s drop to its side, holding something big. 
 
    “Everyone, get down!” Trystan shouted. 
 
    The gremlin smashed a window with a hammer nearly the size of its body. Reeko took hold and pushed Jenny to the ground as glass flew past them. Sunara and Aznara pointed their clawed hands at the open window. Wind whipped in as the two succubi fired fire and lightning bolts. Flashes of white and red light blinked inside the car as they blasted out the open window. 
 
    The two succubi stopped their barrage a moment later to visually inspect if they hit their intended target. The window stood ominously as everyone waited to see if the gremlin was stopped. Reeko pulled Jenny to her feet and they staggered to the door of the car. A moment later, a small hand appeared briefly in the window as it tossed something onto the carpeted floor. All eyes fell on a small black orb with the words “Bye Bye Suckers!” written on it and a lit fuse burning down to the base. 
 
      Everyone dove for cover expect Trystan. The mage made a quick hand gesture. Liquid surged up from drinks and streamed toward the bomb. Colored liquid encased the orb just as the fuse touched the base and exploded. Trystan had less than a second to fortify the liquid when it detonated. Everything was happening so fast that the mage did not take into account the flammable alcohol. 
 
    The explosion was muted for a moment before blowing a hole in the floor and lighting the carpet on fire. Nia was still on the floor as she made hand signals, the flames a moment later extinguishing. The lights in the car went out and darkness covered everything. Red hot fuses were the only light as three more bombs were tossed in. Trystan leapt forward to grab one out of midair and throw it back out the window. Sunara called up an air spell to catch another and throw it out the window. Reeko was by the door with Jenny when he took hold of the third one and threw it down the hole to the tracks below. 
 
    Seconds ticked and three explosions filled the night. Trystan looked to Reeko and Jenny. The librarian was trying to shake off the effects of the liquor while the goblin opened the car door. The mage could see past the goblin that two more gremlins with oversized wrenches hacked at the train car coupling. The two gremlins looked to Reeko and smiled evilly with bare gums. Reeko was about to call up a spell when sharp teeth sprouted from their bare gums. Reeko’s spell fizzled and the car lurched again. 
 
    From the open window, the gremlin on the side flipped in and landed on a nearby table. It growled menacingly as it heaved its oversized hammer. Red Fang was first to move and take hold of the creature. The gremlin was unfazed as it brought the hammer up and slammed it into the side of Red Fang’s snout. The familiar clutched at his nose as he let go and stumbled back. Wendy took over, reaching for the little creature. It jumped out of her reach and rolled into a ball mid-air. Sylk turned her head to the creature mid-air and let out a scream. The cone of vibrations blasted at the gremlin. The creature unfurled and blocked the cone with the hammer. Booted feet landed on the bar. The gremlin twisted and sent the hammer flying at the Siren. Sylk tried to move but the hammer was too fast. It slammed into her chest and she went flying into Vossa. The siren and vampire fell to the ground, Sylk crying out. 
 
    Aznara jumped onto the bar and opened clawed hands. A fireball burst forth. The gremlin jumped as the fireball soared past and exploded against a wall. The gremlin was on the floor and scooping up its hammer. Trystan made a hand signal and liquid flowed. The mage clutched at short batons, one in each hand. The gremlin sized up the mage as it hefted its hammer. 
 
    Trystan stared at the gremlin as it leered. Sharp teeth emerged from gums and shined in what little light there was. The mage knew if they kept going like this, the two gremlins in between the cars would separate the train car. It seemed a little too convenient that gremlins attacked this particular train. He would hazard a guess that they were sent by Damon Wick. With his friends behind him and the gremlin blocking the path to Reeko and Jenny, Trystan wasn’t sure how they would get pass.  
 
    Reeko called up another spell when one of the gremlins jumped up and brought his wrench down. The goblin side stepped it as the wrench smashed into the floor. The train shifted and Jenny fell to her knees. The gremlin’s eyes widened as Jenny fell to reveal shards of glass hovering behind her. 
 
    Reeko smiled as the glass shot forward to the stunned gremlin. The creature made a blurry leap up as sharp glass just missed him by inches. The other gremlin used its oversized wrench as a shield. Glass shattered on impact. Reeko whispered an incantation as his eyes looked to the metal coupling holding the trains together. Metal twisted and bent to form a small hand. The gremlin didn’t notice until it was too late. The metal hand took hold of the creature’s ankle and held fast. Reeko was about to cast another spell when small feet flipped from the doorway, smashing the goblin in the face. Jenny caught the goblin as he fell back into her arms. 
 
    The gremlin in front of Trystan held out a hand and beckoned with his fingers. Trystan knew better than to push the attack. He remained still as his friends behind him were soon to their feet. The gremlin noticed the group getting back to their feet and pressed his attack. Trystan met his hammer with his two blue staves. Trystan grunted as the gremlin pushed against him. The mage couldn’t believe how strong the gremlin was. They broke off their attack. The gremlin came at the mage with whirling attacks. Trystan blocked each one but the strength behind the attacks were enough to keep him off balance. The short gremlin took advantage by pouring it on with blow after blow. With the train moving and his footing off, the mage miss-stepped and crashed into a table. 
 
    Nia pointed a hand with a fireball spell ready but she hesitated to take the shot with Reeko and Jenny behind the gremlin. The creature dug a hand into a small waist pouch and pulled out another bomb. Trystan stared as the gremlin touched the fuse and it lit. A crazy thought slammed into the mage’s mind as he rushed the gremlin. One hand took hold of the leather strap crossing over the gremlin’s chest. The other hand took hold of the bomb itself. The gremlin’s brow shot up as Trystan took the bomb and shoved it back into the pouch. 
 
    The gremlin screeched as it quickly took off the pouch and threw it down the hole to the track below. There was no relief in the gremlin’s eyes as it darted for the open window and jumped out. The gremlin standing over Reeko and Jenny also screeched and jumped away. The last gremlin took its wrench and slammed at the metal hand, shattering it. The gremlin then made one metal clanging strike at the metal link between the train cars, sending a crack down the middle. The gremlin jumped away, screeching into the night. A bad feeling crawled down Trystan’s spine. 
 
    Sunara was at the back when she looked out the window to the tracks behind the train. A moment later there was flash and the loudest boom any of them every heard. Sunara looked out to see debris and magical fire rain down on the bar car. Reeko managed to look to where the two gremlins were and he could see the metal links giving way. 
 
    “Trystan! The train car isn’t going to hold!” Reeko said alarmed. 
 
    “Everyone, move!” Trystan said as he stepped to the side. 
 
    Familiars turned to mist and returned to the skin of their masters. The group made a dash for the exit. Nia took hold of Trystan’s robe but he knocked her hand away. The mage went to the bar and helped the bartenders out. Nia guided them along to the exit. Reeko and Jenny were on the other side, pulling people quickly into the next car. Nia stepped over with a bartender when she looked back to see Trystan and Sunara still in the car. The roof and sides caught fire. Magical fire touched a bottle and a second later it exploded. Glass struck Sunara in the face. The link between cars screeched and moaned as the metal started to give way. 
 
    Trystan ran toward Sunara as she stumbled. The mage slammed his body into her, pushing her forward. Hands reached out and took hold of the falling succubus and pulled her to the next car. Trystan misjudged his footing and landed on his stomach. The metal links gave way and the train cars separated. Trystan was back on his feet as the gap widened. The whole car burned and wobbled as wheels skipped off the track. The mage took a deep breath and launched himself forward.  
 
    Nia, Sunara and Reeko watched as Trystan sailed through the air. Fear bled into his eyes as he saw he wouldn’t make it. Sunara made a quick hand signal as the bar car broke from the tracks, turned on its side and launched a few feet into the air. The very air took hold of the mage mid-flight. Sunara flicked a finger and Trystan was thrown into their waiting arms. The mage quickly took hold of them as the bar car crashed down a hill, wood and metal splintering in many directions. 
 
    Sunara and Nia pulled Trystan in as Reeko closed the door behind them. Everyone lay about in the next car, breathing heavy. Trystan looked to Sunara and with heavy breath, gave her a nod. Sunara nodded back as she slumped to the floor, small drops of demon blood streaking her cheek.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eight 
 
    Two magistrates and several train personnel helped the group of friends to seating so they could treat their wounds. Sunara looked on as train personnel used cotton and alcohol to clean her cuts. They were superficial and the succubus remained unmoving as band aids were placed on her cheek. Aznara was by her side, clawed hand brushing her blue hair in comfort.  
 
    Trystan looked to his friends as they were treated for minor bruises and cuts. Worry snaked into his heart. They had just started their quest and he felt they barely survived this encounter. What else was Damon Wick going to throw at them? The mage mulled over the invite in his head. Damon wanted him to show up to his gathering but Trystan could feel the renegade mage was going to make it as difficult as possible for them. 
 
    The mage turned his attention to Nia. The red head sat but her eyes looked to Sunara. A second later she glanced over to Trystan. Something passed between them and Trystan wasn’t sure what to make of it until Nia lowered her gaze to the floor. The sudden pit in his stomach caused the mage to shift uncomfortably in his seat. Trystan took a deep breath and decided he would have to have a talk with Nia so they could clear the air. 
 
    A magistrate looked down at Trystan, “Do you have any artifacts or technology on your person? Do any of your friends have anything like that?” 
 
    Trystan looked up at the weather-beaten face of the magistrate, “No, just our cell phones. We turned those off when we boarded.” 
 
    “Those gremlins were after something. They normally attack the main engine and loot any technology they can get their grubby little hands on. Odd that they attacked the bar car,” The magistrate let the words hang in the air. 
 
    Trystan didn’t want to give any hint of their quest, “I’m sorry sir, I have no idea why they attacked us. We were just having a good time, gearing up for our vacation in Lantern Beach.” 
 
    The magistrate narrowed his eyes, like he was trying to bore into Trystan’s very mind. A moment passed and the tough looking magistrate made a feeble attempt at a smile. 
 
    “Good thing you guys made it in one piece. The train will keep going so we don’t risk another attack. I suggest everyone check their phones to make sure they are off.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “What about the tracks? Will we be able to return home in a week?” 
 
    The magistrate nodded, “The trains will reroute their paths but the track should be repaired in a day. We have repair crews who handle this sort of thing all the time. Thank you for your cooperation.”  
 
    Trystan watched as the magistrate turned and walked off toward his partner. With the crisis over, the entire group quietly retired to their rooms. Trystan closed the door to his room and flopped onto the bed. Mind wandering and exhaustion setting in, the mage fell into a fitful sleep. Nightmares rampaged as Trystan watched his friends each fall into a deep pit, swallowed by the abyss. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan picked up his backpack and surveyed his room. Checking to make sure he had everything, he gave one last look and turned to the door. The mage walked through the cars to one of the exits as the locomotive began to slow down. Glancing out the windows, an electric excitement started to well up. Sparkling blue ocean shined in the distance with a sandy beach touching it. Trystan continued to walk toward his friends and companions gathered at one of the sliding doors. 
 
    Trystan could feel a weight around his neck. After what happened in the bar car, the mage kept to himself, spending his time obsessing over maps and working scenarios in his head. He didn’t want to be caught off guard and chance his friends getting hurt again. Several times Nia, Reeko and Jenny came to his door but he refused to open it, taking his meals in his room. Trystan hated being antisocial but had to make use of every last second of time to make plans. 
 
    The mage walked up to the group and everyone gave a smile. 
 
    “Glad you can join us,” Aznara smiled. 
 
    “Sorry about that. I needed to work out some plans,” Trystan said while not making eye contact. 
 
    “We know you have a lot on your mind but we are here to help you,” Reeko said with a small grin. 
 
    Nia stepped closer to the mage, “Don’t shut us out to protect us.” 
 
    Trystan looked up to Nia and his heart glowed, “I promise that no matter what happens, we will work it out together.” 
 
    Aznara folded her arms, “Good because next time I’m breaking down the door.” 
 
    “How are you going to pay for that? You don’t have enough coin to fix a lightbulb,” Sunara playfully sneered. 
 
    Aznara stuck out her chin, “Reeko can pay for it.” 
 
    The goblin shook his head from side to side, “No way. You’re on your own with that.” 
 
    “They probably throw you in prison for damaging a train,” Sunara laughed. 
 
    Aznara turned to Reeko, “You would let them take me away?” 
 
    The goblin nodded, “Yea but I wouldn’t feel good about it. I would have to drink more and remember how you looked before prison life. It would all be very depressing but I would be saving money.” 
 
    Aznara lashed out a hand, shoving the goblin slightly.  
 
    Reeko stumbled back, “Now we can add assault charges. I’m going to get the magistrate!” 
 
    Trystan smiled like a fool as Reeko and Aznara playfully fought each other. The young mage began to feel better as the train slowed past the main wall and eased into the station. With a loud hiss of steam, the train stopped and the doors opened.  
 
    The mage followed his friends out onto the platform. Instantly the scent of the ocean breeze washed over the group. Trystan’s shoulder’s relaxed as familiar feelings reminded him of home. The sun beamed down on stone buildings and the sound of ocean waves could be heard in the distance. 
 
    The group started walking, leaving the station and stepping onto cobbled streets. Restaurants lined sidewalks with people eating, drinking and filling the air with pleasant conversation. For a moment, Trystan felt like he was back home. Grinning, the mage looked around as if he would run into the Serpent Inn or his old home.  
 
    On the group walked until they reached the boardwalk. Aznara and Sunara were first to walk to the handrails and gaze out. The two demons stared with wide eyes at the immense ocean before them.  
 
    Trystan walked over and stood by Aznara, “Beautiful, isn’t it?” 
 
    Aznara barely gave a nod, “We have never seen the ocean in person before.” 
 
    “We have seen video and images but nothing prepares you for the real thing,” Sunara finished. 
 
    “Well, until we can secure a ship, we might be here a few days. Better to enjoy it now before we set out,” Trystan said as he put a hand on Aznara’s shoulder. 
 
    The succubus reached up and placed her hand over his, “I can’t wait to swim in it.” 
 
    “Let’s drop our stuff at the hotel and then we can see about coming back out,” Nia said. 
 
    The group nodded and began walking along the boardwalk. In the short distance, the Lantern Beach Hotel stood overlooking the beach and ocean. It was the largest building in the town, standing about fifteen stories. The whole town was encapsulated behind a wall which reached the beach. Past the hotel, a maze of ships and docks could be seen. Trystan made special note of it so when they were settled, he would take a stroll over. 
 
    People walked past in bathing attire. The beach had a good amount of people, not too crowded and everyone spread out enough so they weren’t on top of one another. Aznara’s eyes moved from one bronzed body to the next. Trystan and Reeko had a hard time trying not to stare at women barely wearing bathing suits. It was almost like they only allowed beautiful people on the beach. Nia and Sunara chatted as they walked while Jenny brought up the rear, her own eyes on Trystan. 
 
    The group reached the hotel and walked in. The air was cool as they strode up to the lobby desk. Reservations were confirmed and keys handed to each guest. Trystan tried to remain focused on the quest but the vacation vibe was overpowering. Shuffling off to the elevators, the group stepped in and the doors closed behind them. 
 
    Everyone stepped off on the fourteenth floor. A hallway stretched out before them with doors lining either side. 
 
    “I reserved all the rooms on this floor so we can have some privacy. I would have taken the penthouse but thought this would be more low profile,” Reeko said as he started walking. 
 
    “Good thinking. I’m sure we can prepare in peace,” Trystan said as he walked behind the goblin. 
 
    Everyone went to a door. Trystan walked over to a door, inserted the key, turned the lock and stepped inside. The mage walked into a large lavish room with an open balcony. Summer air drifted in making white curtains billow and dance. The sound of the ocean and sea birds floated in. A cream-colored bed was against a wall. The mage walked over, dropped his back pack and fell into bed. Turning over onto his back, he let the ambience smooth over his senses.  
 
    Laying on the bed, Trystan realized his robe would be much too heavy for this environment. Sitting up and back on his feet, he quickly disrobed and rummaged through his back pack. Pulling out a nice flowing shirt and pants, he quickly dressed and looked at himself in an oval mirror by the door. 
 
    Stepping out of his room, Trystan spotted Nia, Jenny, Aznara and Sunara standing in the hallway in bathing suits, talking with towels under their arms. The mage was stunned at how beautiful all four women were, their suits adhering to their bodies. 
 
    Nia turned to Trystan and smiled, “We’re going to the beach. Put your bathing suit on.” 
 
    Trystan looked down at his clothes. He was ready to go to the docks to see about getting a ship. He didn’t think everyone would be running to the beach so quickly. 
 
    “We should try to book a ship,” Trystan said simply. 
 
    Jenny stepped forward, her busty chest barely contained by her single piece bathing suit, “We have plenty of time to get a ship. Let’s enjoy some of our time here.” 
 
    “I think we should stay focused and……” 
 
    Jenny cut him off, “Trystan, we may be on vacation but I’m still your boss. We are going to the beach right now. Get your suit and join us.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Jenny,” Trystan said absentmindedly. 
 
    Nia and Aznara started laughing. 
 
    “He still thinks he’s at work,” Aznara cackled as she pointed at the mage. 
 
    Trystan felt his face glow hot as he reentered his room. After a quick change, the mage stepped out in swimming trunks, sandals and a towel over his shoulder. The women in the hall turned to him and eyed him with approving nods. 
 
    “That’s better,” Jenny said with a smirk. 
 
    Reeko stepped out of his room in black swim trunks, sunglasses and a towel over his green shoulder. Trystan still felt like they should get a ship but knew after what had happened on the train that everyone still wanted to relax. The mage thought an hour or two wouldn’t hurt. The group walked to the elevator, brimming with excited energy. 
 
    On the beach, the companions walked out on the hot sand. Mist drifted off of Trystan’s shoulder, forming into Sylk. The mage smiled as she bounced excitingly and stared off to the ocean waves. 
 
    “See you soon master!” The siren said as she ran off. 
 
    Trystan smiled as Sylk jumped into the ocean waves and disappeared under the surface. The women walked ahead with floppy hats on their heads and sunlight bathing their bodies. The mage couldn’t keep his eyes off of them as they reached a spot and put down beach blankets. Nia glanced over at him and gave a small smile. Trystan could feel she was still uncomfortable. The eye patch covering her eye only made her more self-conscious. Trystan was about to walk to her when Sunara took her arm and dragged her toward the ocean. Aznara was already running, her body bouncing as she jumped into the waves. Reeko ran after them after dumping his stuff on a blanket. 
 
    Trystan was about to follow when Jenny lay on her beach blanket and beckoned to him with a finger. The mage looked to her and had a sudden urge to run. Jenny tilted her sunglasses forward and gave a wicked grin. Trystan took one step forward and the librarian shook her head. Feeling possessed, the mage walked over and sat down next to the busty librarian. 
 
    “Isn’t it nice to sit and take in the sun?” Jenny said as she laid back. 
 
    “The water looks like fun. We should join the others,” Trystan sat, arms around knees. 
 
    “We will. I just wanted to talk to you for a little bit.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes looked to the sand, “I know why you want to talk.”  
 
    “We should clear the air. You were ready to ditch me after we made plans to come here together,” Jenny said softly. 
 
    “You bullied me into coming with me,” Trystan said flatly. 
 
    Jenny was silent for a moment before speaking again, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Trystan raised an eyebrow and glanced over at the buxom blonde. 
 
    “It feels like you’re playing hard to get. I thought if I pushed hard enough that you would give in to what you really want.” 
 
    “I really want us to be friends,” Trystan said looking to Jenny. 
 
    Jenny peeked over the rim of her sunglasses to make eye contact, “Men look at me and most of the time they only want one thing. This is something I’m fine with because I often want the same thing. I couldn’t understand why you didn’t want to be with me especially after that time we spent in the vault.” 
 
    Trystan let his shoulders sag, “There was a lot going on. I wish I could explain it.” 
 
    “I still think about that night. It was so much fun. You were so aggressive and all I wanted was to please you but now I see what you’re going through.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Jenny turned her head and pushed her sunglasses up to cover her eyes, “Seeing you with your friends, I can understand the difficult position you are in. You love Nia but anyone can see she is falling for Sunara, hard.” 
 
    Trystan was quiet as he turned his eyes to the ocean and could see Nia splashing and playing with their friends. 
 
    “While you were locked away in your room, I sat and talked with Nia. She is a lovely girl and has deep feelings for you. What happened to her eye was tragic but she is strong, she will overcome. She loves you but it seems her heart is growing bigger for the blue haired succubus. You have given her space but you may have to take her back.” 
 
    “Jenny, I appreciate the advice but that is something for Nia and I to work out,” Trystan huffed 
 
    “I am only talking to you about it because we are friends, aren’t we?” 
 
    Trystan felt a stab of guilt. Here he was trying to be a friend to Jenny and it backfired on himself. He hated to admit she was right but the mage felt like he had no choice but to agree. He wanted to talk to Nia about what was happening but he spent so much time focusing on the quest that he pushed their talk to the side. 
 
    Jenny took in a deep breath, large breasts straining against thin fabric and nipples pointing, “Trystan, as a friend, I’m here for you any time you need me.” 
 
    Trystan found himself staring at Jenny’s chest as it rose and fell with every breath, “I sometimes get confused on what that exactly means.” 
 
    The corner of Jenny’s mouth curved into a smirk, “I’m here to ease any suffering you may have. Now you should join the others. I want to soak in the sun for a while.” 
 
    Trystan looked away and stood up. Pushing Jenny’s words from his mind, the mage made his way to the water. Friends splashed and played in the ocean. Wendy was chest deep in the water with her master on her shoulders. Aznara was on Red Fang’s shoulders. Reeko and the succubus clamped hands and tried to wrestle the other one off. Red Fang and Wendy the Ogre smiled and growled. Nia cheered and clapped as Sunara floated on her back.  
 
    Trystan broke into a run across the hot sand. The mage crashed into the water and swam to his friends. He joined in on the cheering as Reeko barely held on. Wendy’s single horn pointed at the succubus on Red Fang’s shoulders but Aznara would not be deterred. A twist of the hand and a pull, Reeko was sent flying into the water below. Aznara put her hands up in triumph while Red Fang paraded her around. Wendy scooped up her master and placed him back on her shoulders. 
 
    “Rematch!” The goblin shouted. 
 
    Aznara growled loudly and they locked hands once again. The good feelings were infectious. For a moment, Trystan forgot about their quest. Nia bounced in the water, shouting and cheering. The mage gazed at her, taking in her moment of happiness, etching the memory deep into his mind. Webbed hands touched the mage’s skin. Trystan quickly dove his hands under the water and took hold of Sylk’s wrist. 
 
    “Ha! I knew you would sneak up on me!” Trystan shouted as he pulled up the siren.  
 
    Sylk was held above water, a big smile beaming back at her master. Trystan kissed her blue lips. He then hoisted her up and threw her into the water. The mage started to swim as his familiar swam after him. Nia urged Trystan to keep swimming with cheers. Bodies glistened in the sunlight as the friends played on for the rest of the afternoon. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Nine 
 
    Trystan stumbled toward the elevator with a drunken smile on his lips. The afternoon spun into the evening as the sun slowly disappeared over the horizon. After spending a few hours at the beach and nearly burning his skin, the mage suggested dinner and everyone jumped at the idea. Stomachs crying out for a meal, the group made their way back to the hotel and to freshen up. Meeting for dinner filled everyone with smiles as they sat down and ordered. The hotel dining room was more than adequate for the companions and they sat down with ravenous appetites. 
 
    Trystan’s smile grew wider as he rode the elevator to his floor. The meal seemed to taste better than he ever thought it could. After dinner, they all proceeded to the bar for drinks and the good times rolled on. Talking and laughing filled the late afternoon into the darken evening. Worry seemed to slip away from Trystan as everyone talked with excitement in their voice. The beach town had a relaxed vibe that only fueled their good feelings. As the drinks flowed, Trystan thought he would like to come to Lantern Beach when he wasn’t on some dire quest. 
 
    The quest did take a back seat to the festivities. It was easy to worry about it tomorrow for they were living in the now. With slightly burned skin and worn out muscles, the mage thought of his hotel bed. He wanted to sleep his life away, comforted by pleasant memories and beautiful mental images of the day. 
 
    A stream of mist poured from Trystan’s arm and Sylk blinked into existence. The siren pressed her near nude body against her master’s and kissed him deeply. Trystan returned the kiss with closed eyes and happy thoughts. 
 
    “I love when your drunk. It makes it easier to take advantage of you,” Sylk whispered. 
 
    Trystan opened his eyes half way, “Maybe for a little bit. I’m so tired.” 
 
    Sylk eyed her master with wicked thoughts, “When we get to the room, lay down on the bed. I will take care of you.” 
 
    Trystan grinned at his familiar and the elevator stopped. The doors opened and Sylk guided her master out onto their floor. The mage glanced up as they walked down the hall. Nia and Sunara had left the bar about ten minutes before he did. When he and Sylk walked past Nia’s door, small muffled moans floated through the door. The mage looked to the door and a second later, his heart grew heavy. 
 
    Sylk looked to her master but quietly guided him to his room. Walking through the door and shutting it behind them, Sylk gently pulled her master to the bed and sat him down. Trystan stared off, sad thoughts spilling into his drunken state. The smile he carried before had faded and a gloom cast a shadow over his spirit. 
 
    Sylk went to the double doors leading out to the balcony. She opened them and a refreshing warm breeze floated in. The sky held a dark cloud or two, the crescent moon glowing in the distance. The siren whispered a few words and her thin bikini faded from view, revealing her naked blue skinned body. Trystan looked over and gave a weak smile, eyes returning to the floor. 
 
    The siren looked to her heartbroken master. Urges pushed at her to make him feel better but concern overrode her initial plans. Sylk stepped with webbed feet over soft carpeted floor and sat next to her master. A webbed hand touched his and held it. 
 
    “She is leaving me,” Trystan said in a low voice. 
 
    “No master. She loves you. She will never leave,” Sylk tried to sound reassuring. 
 
    “I wish I could believe that. I really do. She took a bolt meant for me and it scarred her face.” 
 
    “Does the scar bother you?” 
 
    Trystan shook his head, “No. She is beautiful inside and out. I wish she would believe it.” 
 
    Sylk grew quiet. 
 
    Trystan continued, “Nia never had to worry for much. She is so beautiful and full of life. It was easy for her to get adopted. Her new family treated her like a princess and she was never left wanting. I don’t think she ever considered if something truly life altering would have such an effect on her.” 
 
    “You think what happened to her eye caused her to question her life?”  
 
    Trystan looked to his familiar, “It wasn’t just the scar. She was hurt pretty bad from the battle with the slimes. If the healers didn’t get to her in time, then she might not have made it.” 
 
     Sylk looked down and kicked out her feet. 
 
    Trystan looked on as well, “I don’t know what to do? If I try to get close, she will resent me. If I stay too far away, she will think I don’t care.” 
 
    Sylk nodded, “If I were you, I would go to her and let her know my feelings.” 
 
    Trystan turned his head slightly, “It’s surprising hearing that from you.” 
 
    The siren shrugged, “I know our bond will never break. But the bond between you and Nia needs to be healed.” 
 
    Trystan was silent for a long moment. The mage took a deep breath and stood up, “You’re right. I need to tell her.” 
 
    Trystan began walking to the door. Sylk’s oval eyes widened and she was on her feet, running after her master. 
 
    “Now? Maybe we should wait?” Sylk said alarmed. 
 
    “No, I’ve waited long enough. I can’t go on this quest with this hanging over my head. I need to tell her now or I never will,” Trystan took hold of the door handle, turned it and stepped out into the hall. 
 
    Sylk watched helplessly as her master walked down the hallway and stopped at Nia’s door. The mage gave a few hard knocks, alcohol fueling his bravery. The sounds from inside the room stopped. Trystan felt the first tendrils of nervous energy spiking through his body when the door opened. The mage stared as Sunara stood naked before him, Nia’s scent floating around her. 
 
    “Trystan?” Sunara said with a touch of concern and dash of bewilderment. 
 
    “I need to speak to Nia,” The mage said as he stood his ground. 
 
    “Can she talk to you in the morning? We were in the middle of…..” 
 
    Trystan cut her off, “Now, please.” 
 
    The blue haired succubus tilted her horned head, stepped to the side and let the door swing completely open. Nia was in the bed, clutching a blanket to her body. She wasn’t wearing her eye patch as a star shaped scar with a white eye stared back at him. For a brief moment, Trystan took in her red hair and smooth skin, a jealous need rising to pick her up and carry her back to his room. Instead he stayed at the doorway. 
 
    Nia stared back. Eyes locking to Trystan’s, the red head turned away, a hand rising up to cover her white eye. Her good eye looked down, filling with regretful sorrow. Body shifted to the side as if she was trying to hide herself. 
 
    “Nia…..I just had to come over and say something. You are the most beautiful woman in the world. My heart belongs to you and it always will. I know things have changed but that doesn’t mean those changes will destroy what we have. No matter what you decide is best for you, I will be here. I will protect you. I will care for you. I will always love you.” 
 
    “Trystan,” Nia whispered as her eyes watered. 
 
    Sunara looked to the mage with wide eyes, “Trystan….you can join us. I’m sure neither of us would mind.” 
 
    Trystan’s shoulders sagged, “No. I think I will go for a walk. I just had to come over and say what I had to say.” 
 
    The young mage wandered off from the door. Sylk closed the door to the hotel room, bikini appearing on her body, she rushed to her master’s side and entwined her arm into his. Together they walked to the elevator. A webbed finger touched the button and silver doors opened. Stepping inside, the siren stared as her master had a faraway look in his eyes. 
 
    Outside, Trystan and Sylk took in the evening air. The mage tried not to think about what just happened. He wasn’t sure what to expect from Nia. Was she supposed to go running into his arms? Or was she supposed to tell him they could never be together because she had fallen for the blue haired succubus? The young man could not say. Sylk pressed herself close to her master, wanting to comfort him. 
 
    Together master and familiar strolled through the streets of Lantern Beach. Trystan could see why they called it as such. Lanterns along the cobbled streets and hanging from wires filled the evening with orange and yellow light. The further they walked, the more the colors changed from orange to yellow to green and to blue. It seemed that each street had its own combinations of colors and it only added to the magic of the seaside town. Sylk looked up with starry eyes. Trystan smiled gently, focusing on the lights and pushing away sad thoughts of the woman he loves. 
 
    The scent of the sea caressed their senses and a distant crashing of ocean waves pulsed like delicate white noise. Trystan kept the sad dark thoughts at bay but he knew it would only be a matter of time before they consumed him. Firming up his resolve, the mage told himself mentally that he would have to deal with the situation when the quest was over. 
 
    “She will come back to you. You both have a long history,” Sylk said surprisingly upbeat. 
 
    “Maybe. Or perhaps this is how she always wanted it to be? I will not cage her heart and I know she will not cage mine,” Trystan said as shadows covered his eyes. 
 
    Sylk looked up to her master, “Then she is a fool to lose you.” 
 
    “She will never lose me. We will simply go down different paths.” 
 
    The siren looked ahead as they walked, “You still have me and Gwen.” 
 
    Trystan smiled, “I am truly blessed to have my loving familiar and witchy lover. I never asked but I wasn’t sure how you felt about Gwen.” 
 
    “I love Gwen. She created me and gave me to you. I sometimes fantasize of the three of us, living by the sea. We would have a large house. You and Gwen would have many babies. I would help take care of them and we would all spend our lives together.” 
 
    Trystan raised an eyebrow, “Babies? Really?” 
 
    Sylk nodded, “Gwen is only eight years older than you. She can still have many babies.” The siren was quiet for a moment before speaking again, “If I could, I would have your babies.” 
 
    Trystan stopped walking and turned to his siren. Sylk tilted her chin down, as if ashamed at what she just said. The mage cupped her light blue chin and raised her face up so they could look eye to eye. 
 
    “I didn’t know you thought about such things,” Trystan said softly. 
 
    Sylk tried to look away but failed, “I envy Nia and Gwen. They can have you in a way that I never could. We may be close but I can never marry you or have your children. I will always be your familiar.” 
 
    Trystan felt his heart beat warmly in his chest, “I don’t know if there is a rule that a mage cannot marry his familiar? If there is, who says we have to follow it?” 
 
    Sylk’s eyes widened and she began jumping in place with a wide grin, “You mean it master? We can get married!” 
 
    Trystan rubbed his own chin, “Well I’m not ready to marry any time soon but I won’t say no should the time ever come.” 
 
    Sylk continued to bounce and smile gleefully, “I’m going to marry my master! I will have to look into dresses and see what would be the best location. We will have to plan well in advance because I read weddings can be time consuming. I think a summer wedding would suit us or maybe an autumn wedding….” 
 
    Trystan watched as Sylk babbled on. It was that moment that he really felt close to her. He had already confessed his love but now it felt like their bonds grew even stronger. The mage had no idea when he would marry but just seeing his familiar so excited took some of the sad edge off. 
 
    A cool breeze washed over the young mage. Sylk continued to talk loudly about where they can get flowers when Trystan felt a cold chill touch his mind. The mage turned and looked around. The street was empty except for a few hanging lanterns. The mage wasn’t paying attention to where he was going and it appeared they had walked to the edge of town closer to the wall. 
 
    “Master?” Sylk asked as she stopped jumping. 
 
    “Does something feel odd?” Trystan asked while surveying their surroundings. 
 
    Sylk looked around, “Now that you mention it, I can sense mana flowing around us.” 
 
    Trystan continued to look around, eyes searching for something in the air. The light from the lanterns caused shadows to move and bend. When a shadow leaped from one dark spot to another, Trystan whipped around and took hold of Sylk’s shoulders. 
 
    “Get help! I think we…..” Trystan stopped mid-sentence. 
 
    Shadows emerged from dark corners. Trystan and Sylk stood back to back as more shadows melted into the lantern light. The siren balled her webbed hands into fists. Trystan made several hand signals and spoke an arcane word. Sea water from the ocean surged up into a thin stream. It crossed the entire town and landed at Trystan’s feat. Another hand signal and the water turned into a blue staff.   
 
    The shadows around them pointed and shifted. Darkness bloomed into black solid bodies. Trystan counted eight of them as they stood silently. 
 
    “Master?” Sylk whispered. 
 
    “This is shadow magic. Our enemies are close,” Trystan whispered back. 
 
    “What should we do?” 
 
    Trystan focused as he looked from one shadow to another, “Defend ourselves.” 
 
    A shadow blinked forward, black hands turning into sharpened points. Trystan pointed the end of his staff, the end blasting off. The bolt of water turned into a cone and struck the attacking shadow in the face. The force blew out the back the of the shadow’s head. The black body melted and returned to dark corners. Trystan whispered a word and the bolt of water changed direction. Another shadow rushed forward only to have the water bolt slam into the side of its head, causing it to explode. 
 
    Trystan divided his attention. The bolt of water whipped around as the mage brought up his staff to block two more shadows. Black energy struck and purple sparks flew as the mage kept them at bay. Sylk rushed forward at two advancing shadows. A webbed foot struck a black knee while a webbed hand clawed across a dark face. One shadow went down to one knee while the other stepped back, trying to retain its form. The siren pressed her attack, flipping up and kicking the shadow on its knee under its jaw. The shadow disbursed into dozens of black shards, returning to the dark corners of the street.  
 
    Sylk landed on one foot and whipped her heel around. The other shadow lurched forward just as the heel struck it hard. The black shadow went flying into a stone wall and shattered. 
 
    Trystan grunted as he spun his staff. The end of the staff struck at a neck, shattering the black body. The other shadow blocked the staff but had forgotten the water bolt spinning around. The bolt struck the side of its head hard and it fell to the ground in pieces. Turning, the mage centered on the last two shadows standing just out of reach. Sylk was by her master’s side, knees bent and eyes focused. 
 
    Behind the two remaining shadows, darkness shifted and rose up. Trystan readied himself as a dozen more shadow men appeared in front of them. Sylk turned her head to see another dozen sprout behind them. 
 
    “Master, there’s more,” Sylk said as she moved to face the dozen to the rear. 
 
    Trystan stared as the shadows moved into a semi-circle formation. He couldn’t help but get the feeling they were toying with him. Taking a quick glance around, the mage spotted hooded figures on the nearby roofs, looking over the side. 
 
    Shadow men raised their hands, forming them into hammers and sharp points. Trystan made quick hand signals and said several arcane words. The staff burst from his hand and formed many hand sized orbs. With another word, the water orbs froze solid. The shadows rushed forward. Trystan flicked his wrist and the orbs shot out. Time slowed down as the mage controlled each and every ice orb. Black bodies melted or shattered as each orb crashed through them like they were wet paper.  
 
    Sylk took three steps toward the dozen shadow men in front of her and screamed. The focused vibrations struck them, causing several bodies to shatter and slip away to the darkness where they came. More rushed the blue siren but she pressed on. With an impossible leap, Sylk was airborne, screaming at the shadows. Darkness vibrated and cracked like delicate glass. When the siren landed, all the shadows fell and slipped away. 
 
    The siren turned to her master. One final orb punctured a final shadow man and it fell to the ground without a sound. Trystan turned and horror filled his eyes. Darkness sprang up and a moment later, the entire street was filled with shadow men. Sylk was about to leap back to her master when several black hands and arms took hold of her. Trystan whipped out ice orbs but the numbers were too great. Shadows blocked or knocked away the orbs as if they could have done it all along. 
 
    Trystan made one last attempt to end the fight. The mage directed the frozen orbs up at the cloaked figures watching. Heads ducked away as stone exploded from Trystan’s attack. Despite the effort, the shadow men did not slow or stop. Hands took hold of the mage and pulled at him. Trystan cried out as black fingers dug into his flesh. Sylk screamed, dispatching the shadows holding her but more took their place. The siren fought with every last bit of power to drive them off. 
 
    Mist shot up from Trystan’s chest. The mage looked up to see Kira form right above them. The dragon woman flapped large leathery wings, green fire pouring from her open mouth. Shadows put their arms up but held little protection as poison fire melted their forms. Kira roared as she whipped her tail and spit green fire. Trystan fell to the ground as the shadows holding him were sliced in two. Green fire washed over the dark bodies as they tried to escape. 
 
    Kira landed on clawed feet, stalking forward and spitting a stream of fire. Several shadows leaped into the air, sharpened hands ready to stab the dragon woman. Kira whipped her tail and cut them down in one swipe. Sylk regained her composure and screamed open a path. Shadows burst and fell away. 
 
    Trystan rolled back onto his feet, cuts along his chest began to bleed. Shadow men rose up from darkness, ready to continue the fight. The mage lifted his hands and readied another set of spells. The shadows began their next attack when flashes of bright light cut them down. Trystan, Sylk and Kira watched as each shadow man was cut down before they could ever move. White bolts of energy slammed into them, disbursing them into nothingness. Trystan had to shield his eyes from the intensity of the attack. Each shadow was blown away, no shards joining the darkness, no new shadows formed. Three breaths later, the street was devoid of any shadow men or robed figures on the roofs. 
 
    At the end of the street, a wide shouldered man stepped slowly toward them. Trystan tried to make out his features but his face was cloaked in shadow. When lantern light touched him, he wore a long black trench coat. Hands were covered in metal gloves. Light gave way to reveal a dark-skinned man with short white hair. Dark eyes looked to the mage and his two familiars as they heaved from the battle. 
 
    “You better explain why shadow mages are hunting you in my town?” The man asked with a hard gaze.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ten 
 
    “I don’t know where to begin,” Trystan said as he stepped to a wall and leaned on it.  
 
    The large man in the trench coat eyed the mage, face made of stone. Trystan was breathing hard but soon calmed himself down. The man walked over and gave Sylk and Kira the once over. The siren ignored their savior and ran to her master. Kira stayed where she was, eyes drinking in the large stranger. 
 
    “I haven’t seen a shadow mage in nearly three years. Tonight, I spot several, casting spells and trying to overwhelm you. You must have pissed someone off for them to take a chance at attacking you in my town.” 
 
    Trystan nodded but looked to the man with questioning eyes, “Your town? Are you the Lord Mayor?” 
 
    The large man chuckled, “Lantern Beach doesn’t have a Lord Mayor but if there was one, I would be the closest person to it. We have a small council here and I help keep the peace.” 
 
    “You look like a magistrate,” Trystan said, his breath even. 
 
    “I was,” The man looked at Trystan’s wounds, “Let me escort you to the hotel. They have a healer that can tend to those wounds.” 
 
    Trystan nodded again. The burly man took the mage by the arm and nearly pulled him with him. Sylk and Kira stayed close behind, eyes on the man and ready for anything. 
 
    “You can tell your familiars to settle down. If I wanted to hurt you, you would be hurt.” 
 
    “You can understand their protectiveness. Do you have a name, sir?” Trystan pulled his arm away and kept up the pace. 
 
    “Samuel Kutter. But you can call me Kutter,” The man said bluntly. 
 
    “Mr. Kutter, we…..” 
 
    “It’s just Kutter,” The ex-magistrate corrected. 
 
    Trystan tried to think fast so not to give too much away, “Kutter, myself and my friends are on a quest to explore the Broken Islands. We come from the Elemental College looking to expand our knowledge base and earn extra credit over the summer break.” 
 
    Kutter continued to walk, the words not having any effect on his demeanor, “I saw you and your friends having fun at the beach. For a research quest you seem to be taking it really easy.” 
 
    Trystan touched his chest and fingers came away with blood, “We thought we would blow off some steam. Our train was attacked by gremlins.” 
 
    “I heard about that too. Gremlins attacked the bar car where you and your friends were. Strange since they always attack the engine or cars with large amounts of technology.” 
 
    Trystan tried to play it off, “This quest has been strange from the start. We thought we would take a few days to rest up for our journey.” 
 
    “If you’re not willing to tell the truth then our conversation is over. I don’t waste my time helping those who keep secrets,” Kutter said with a deep voice. 
 
    Trystan’s head tilted forward as he walked, “I’m sorry Kutter. I am being rude. You saved my life and the life of my familiars. Thank you.” 
 
    Kutter turned a corner before glancing at the mage, “You still haven’t answered my question. Why are shadow mages hunting you?” 
 
    Trystan felt like he was backed into a corner. If he didn’t say something useful then another attack may prompt the ex-magistrate to turn him over to the town’s magistrates. The mage felt a chill run through him. The attack could have just been a warning or Freya simply having fun with him. The more Trystan wondered, the more questions clawed to the surface of his mind. 
 
    The mage took a deep breath and began talking, “We are on a research quest to the Broken Islands. There is a location we wish to explore but we believe the Shadow College may want to explore it first.” 
 
    “I have heard of playful competition but what I saw was anything but. Judging from the blood leaking out of your chest, they were ready to put you down.” 
 
    Trystan pressed his robe to the wound, “I think one of them may be an ex-girlfriend.” 
 
    The large man paused.  
 
    “I’m telling you the truth,” Trystan said with an edge. 
 
    Kutter nodded and they continued walking, “So, tell me elemental mage, how are you and your friends getting to the Broken Islands?” 
 
    “My name is Trystan and I’m not sure. I thought we could hire a ship to take us out to the islands.” 
 
    The large man smirked, “For a research quest you haven’t done much research. No ships are going to the Broken Islands, not since the Scylla attacks have increased.” 
 
    “Scylla attacks?”  
 
    Kutter nodded slightly, “Half woman and half tentacle creature. Their bone ships have made numerous attacks on sea going vessels. The only reason Lantern Beach is not closed down is because the mermaids and sirens are helping with patrolling the waters.” 
 
    “I had no idea there was a war going on?” Trystan felt his heart sag in his chest. 
 
    “It has been kept out of the news feeds so it didn’t hurt the tourist season. The town makes its best coin from the summer. If you looked a little deeper than you would have known no ships were sailing. It looks like your quest ends here.” 
 
    Trystan’s mind worked. He couldn’t let this stop him. He felt they were halfway there. If he didn’t get there by the full moon, then no one will be able to stop Damon Wick’s plans. The young mage remained quiet as they continued to walk. 
 
    After a few blocks, Kutter walked Trystan through the front doors of the Lantern Beach Hotel. A clerk at the front desk looked to Kutter and then to Trystan. The sight of blood caused the desk clerk to pick up the phone and dial immediately.  
 
    Trystan took hold of the counter as a faint dizziness caused him to lose his balance. Sylk and Kira took hold of their master and held him up. Kutter kept his stony gaze. 
 
    “Make sure this young man is healed and taken to his room.” 
 
    “Right away, Kutter,” The clerk said as he came around the side to Trystan. 
 
    Kutter turned away and started walking toward the front doors. A busty blonde stumbled out from the hotel bar entrance. She wobbled and zig zagged toward the ex-magistrate. When she was within a few feet, she looked up at the large man in the trench coat and her eyes widened. 
 
    “Sam? Sam Kutter!” Jenny squealed. 
 
    Trystan watched as the large man’s face melted into recognition. The mage was unnerved how quickly the large man went from stone faced to wide eyes and smiling. Hands reached out and wrapped around Jenny, lifting her into the air and twirling her around. Trystan couldn’t believe it was the same man just a moment ago. 
 
    “Jenny Warg! I have missed you my darling!” Kutter nearly squealed back, “I thought it was you I saw sun bathing on the beach but I wasn’t sure.” 
 
    Jenny pressed her cheek to his and held onto him fiercely, “I’m here with friends! I was hoping to see you!” 
 
    Kutter effortlessly put Jenny down to the ground and gazed at her with a bright smile. Jenny looked up with adoring eyes. Trystan stared as they gazed into each other’s eyes for a long moment. Jenny glanced over at the counter. When she saw Trystan standing there with his two familiars and blood dripping down his chest, she broke her embrace with Kutter and ran to the wounded mage. 
 
    “Trystan!” Jenny said when she reached his side, eyes on his wounds. 
 
    “A healer is on their way. I was ambushed. Kutter saved us,” Trystan managed as he grimaced in pain. 
 
    Kutter walked over, “You know this young man?” 
 
    “He’s a good friend. We are travelling together with our friends,” Jenny said with concern in her eyes. 
 
    Kutter crossed his arms and looked to Trystan, “You should have said you knew Jenny. I would have been a little nicer.” 
 
    Trystan gave a weak smile before his legs trembled. The adrenalin had begun to wear off. The mage could feel the wound was worse than he actually thought. Sylk, Jenny and Kira began talking but the mage couldn’t make out what they were saying. Mouths moved but no sound came out. Trystan tried to talk but his strength started to slip away. Eyes rolling into his head, darkness closed in before he hit the floor.  
 
    *** 
 
    The abyss stretched out with cosmic indifference. Trystan floated in its vast emptiness. Pain had subsided but a deeper ache lazily caressed his cheek. The mage pondered in the darkness. Was this his new home he wondered? A shaft of light appeared in the inky blackness and slowly it opened, pushing away the primal abyss.  
 
    The young mage blinked away the dark world of his mind. Dim light touched his eyes in between blinks. Eyes rolling into front and center, the mage forced his eyelids to open and take in his surroundings. Shadowy figures stood around him, glasses and bottles in their hands. As Trystan tried to focus, the sound of pleasant conversation flowed into his ears. The shadowy figures came into focus and the mage felt a moment of comfort, seeing his friends in his hotel room. 
 
    Rolling his head to the side, Trystan stared up at Sylk’s smiling blue lips. Barely moving, muscles felt like they were still waking up and the mage groaned. 
 
    “Easy Master, the healer told us you might be a little weak for a few hours.” 
 
    Everyone in the room stopped talking and gathered around the bed. Trystan looked to them and gave a weak smile. Nia was at the foot of the bed, worry etched into her face. Sunara was by Nia’s side, her brows up in concern.   Reeko gave a reassuring smile. Aznara stood by Kira and they both peered down with a mixture of relief and cheer.  
 
    “How long was I out of it?” Trystan asked softly. 
 
    Sylk reached over and touched her master’s shoulder, “About two hours.” 
 
    Trystan tried to move again, an odd free feeling fell over him as he moved his legs and tried to sit up. The mage looked down to see that his chest was bare. A second later, he realized he was not wearing any clothes with only a blanket covering him. 
 
    “Um…Where are my clothes?” Trystan asked. 
 
    Kira stepped closer and looked to her master, “We thought you would be more comfortable.” 
 
    Trystan noticed Nia and Sylk nod their heads in unison.  
 
    “It’s nothing we haven’t seen before,” Aznara laughed. 
 
    “I hadn’t seen him like that,” Reeko grinned. 
 
    The demoness shot the goblin a playful smirk, “Now you have. Welcome to the club.” 
 
    Trystan felt another wave of weakness and he fell back into the comfortable bed, “Thank you everyone but I’m not sure I need everyone watching me.” 
 
    “You are our fearless leader. We have to watch you,” Reeko said with relaxed sarcasm. 
 
    “Sylk and Kira filled us in. We were talking about guard schedules,” Nia said as if she was trying to hold back her emotions. 
 
    “Not sure we need to set up a schedule. They attacked me in a secluded area of town. I think we just need to make sure everyone travels in pairs,” Trystan said. 
 
    Trystan looked away to the balcony and the cool night air beyond, “Not that it makes a difference. We will not be able to charter a ship. The coast is locked down until further notice. There have been sea monster attacks and boats won’t risk leaving the docks.” 
 
    Aznara crossed her arms, “I think we just need to convince someone to take us. I’m sure Reeko has enough coin to do that.” 
 
    Reeko’s pointed green ears twitched, “There isn’t enough coin in the world to convince someone to take their own lives in danger, never mind ours.” 
 
    “We can’t give up,” Nia said with a soft command. 
 
    “Maybe we can buy a boat?” Aznara shifted on her feet. 
 
    “Last time I heard, gremlins even attack at sea. All the boats here are wind sails. Does anyone know how to pilot one?” 
 
    The room grew quiet and almost all eyes turned to Reeko.  
 
    The goblin put his green hands up, “My family may be wealthy but we don’t like the ocean very much. I’m the only one in my family who knows how to swim.” 
 
    “We could travel by foot and use magic to cross the waterways between islands,” Sunara added. 
 
    Trystan shook his head, “We would be so depleted and exhausted by the time we reached our destination, we wouldn’t have any fight left in us. Plus, there are sea monsters in the waters.” 
 
    “I can’t believe this is it. There must be a way,” Nia said with drop of doubt in her voice. 
 
    Trystan let out a deep sigh as his mind worked. They couldn’t have come all this way to be stopped now. The entire room filled with doubt as they tried to weigh their options and come up with any kind of solution. 
 
    “We should sleep on it. We can plan in the morning…..” Trystan was stopped mid-sentence by the door to his room swinging open and slamming against the wall. 
 
    Jenny sauntered in on wobbly legs. The blonde-haired woman looked to everyone with a drunken smile until her eyes fell on Trystan sitting up in bed. With a squeal, she launched herself across the room. The group of friends watched astonished as the busty librarian soared through the air and landed on Trystan. The mage let out an “Ouff”, arms catching her. 
 
    “You’re all better!” Jenny slurred. 
 
    “Almost,” Trystan said with wide eyes. 
 
    Jenny crawled up closer, eyes half closed and lips parted. Trystan felt a shiver of embarrassment as she moved like a coiled snake. Jenny did not seem to notice everyone else in the room as she put her face as close as she could to Trystan’s. The smell of rum was overpowering. 
 
    “I have some good news but you will have to kiss me first,” Jenny giggled. 
 
    “Jenny, I don’t think….” 
 
    “Kiss me or I won’t tell you about the ship,” Jenny said with a whisper. 
 
    “You got us a ship?” Trystan said as he pulled his head back until it hit the backboard. 
 
    Jenny let out a throaty hum, “I’ve said too much. Kiss me and I will tell you the rest,” Jenny said in a slurred whisper. 
 
    Trystan looked past the inebriated librarian to everyone else. The group stood, watching. Sylk was the only one to look away in dismay. The mage took in a deep breath. Jenny closed her eyes and puckered up her lips. Trystan leaned forward and gave her a quick peck on the lips. 
 
    “You will have to do better than that,” Jenny said with closed eyes and creased brow. 
 
    Annoyed fire bloomed as Trystan despised these types of games. Leaning his head in, he pressed his lips to hers. Heat reached out and touched delicate nerves. Jenny leaned in, drinking in the mage’s moist lips and warmth. Trystan felt a warm calm flow over him as Jenny’s heat and energy connected to his. The spark was there and Trystan became momentarily confused. Pushing away the odd sensation, the mage pulled away. 
 
    Jenny looked to Trystan and gave a sheepish smile, “That’s more like it.” 
 
    “The ship?” Trystan asked as his face turned red. 
 
    “What ship?” Jenny said as she opened one eye. 
 
    “The ship? The news you have?” Trystan huffed. 
 
    Jenny sat up slightly, “Oh, that. Yea, Kutter has a ship. He will do us the favor of taking us to the Broken Islands.” 
 
    “He will! That’s great Jenny!” Trystan said a little too excited. 
 
    Jenny let her hand glide down the blanket and stopped at the mage’s hip, “Let’s celebrate.” 
 
    Aznara’s brow formed a sharp V. She grabbed Jenny by the arm and pulled her from the bed. The blonde whimpered a protest as she was roughly brought to her feet. 
 
    “Trystan needs his rest,” The succubus said sternly. 
 
    “I know what he needs,” Jenny said defiantly. 
 
    “Please stop!” Trystan said a little loud. 
 
    Everyone turned to him and the room grew quiet. 
 
    Trystan sat back, “Thank you, Jenny, and thank you everyone. I think we are in a better place to continue our quest. Jenny, did Kutter say when we can set sail?” 
 
    Jenny fixed her shirt with a small frown on her lips, “He said we can leave the day after tomorrow, bright and early. He needs time to get the ship ready.” 
 
    “This is good news,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    The group nodded in agreement and an awkward silence fell over the room.  
 
    “Let’s let Trystan rest. We can pick this up tomorrow,” Reeko said, breaking the silence. 
 
    Quietly everyone shuffled for the door except for Sylk and Kira. Jenny gave Trystan lustful eyes as Aznara guided her through the door. Nia gave one glance back, smiled and walked through the doorway to the hall. Sunara followed. Reeko was last to leave, closing the door behind him. 
 
    Sylk dimmed the lights further while Kira stood by her master’s bedside.  
 
    “Father, did I do well, protecting you?” Kira asked as her eyes filled with insecurity. 
 
    Trystan looked to his familiar with an understanding gaze, “Yes, you did. Thank you.” 
 
    Kira tilted her head forward and a small smile appeared on her lips. Sylk crawled into bed and under the blankets. Pressing her body to her master’s, she let out her own comforting sigh. Kira looked away, her smile fading and her body turning to mist. She returned to her master’s skin over his heart. 
 
    Sylk snuggled close, eyes closed, “I’m glad you’re okay,” The siren whispered. 
 
    Trystan held her close, “Me too. I hope tonight was the worst of it.” 
 
    The mage didn’t believe his own words. Another wave of weakness flowed over him and he fell into a fitful sleep. Thoughts swirled down the drain as he wondered what they would face next and if he had the strength to overcome.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eleven 
 
     Trystan sat on the edge of the dock, feet inches from the seawater. The sun was just above the ocean horizon and yellow light bathed the entire town in its magnificence. A gentle lapping of water soothed the mage’s frayed nerves.  
 
    The rest of last night was not kind to the mage as he tossed and turned. When dawn’s early light touched the world, Trystan dressed and left the hotel for some air. Despite his talk earlier about everyone travelling in pairs, the mage thought it would be best to let everyone rest. When he walked through town, he appreciated the solemn silence. When he reached the dock, it felt like he was back home, taking in the salty scents and beautiful ocean scenery.  
 
    Mist flowed off the mage’s arm and Sylk appeared next to her master, sitting with webbed feet dangling. Without thinking, Trystan reached over and took her hand into his. It was a quiet moment they shared. Trystan didn’t realize how happy he was to have Sylk at his side. The master and familiar sat and gazed out across the water. 
 
    Long moments passed until Sylk gently pulled her hand from her master’s hand and slipped off the dock into the inviting water below. Trystan watched as the siren swam on her back in circles. It was almost hypnotic and for a brief moment, the stress of the quest faded into the background before it crept back into his mind. 
 
    Ugly doubt and worry washed over the young mage. He tried to come up with strategies to defeat Damon Wick but felt his power couldn’t hold a candle to his. Trying to come up with a clever way to defeat a powerful opponent eluded him. The mage had to refocus and try to think his way out of this terrible trap. 
 
    Trystan held out a hand and made a few hand signals. The spell fizzled but he tried again. A small orb of seawater rose up and floated before him. The mage could feel his mana linking to it, controlling it and seeing options of control and manipulation. Remembering the shadows from last night, Trystan made a few more hand signals and whispered an arcane word. The orb shifted and formed into a little man made of water. Trystan pulled unseen mana strings and the little man floated toward him. The water man landed on his leg and stood at attention. 
 
       Trystan smiled and pushed a little more mana into him, giving him just enough to move on his own accord. The little water elemental walked around but kept pointing his faceless head to his creator.  
 
    “Can you fight?” Trystan whispered to his creation. 
 
    The little water man shifted an arm into a sharp point just like the shadows from last night.  
 
    “Can we do better?” Trystan asked, amused. 
 
    The little water elemental shifted and shaped the sharp point into a sword. It then danced and took stances, sword out and slashing at the air. Trystan watched fascinated at his little creation. He pondered if he could scale up these little water soldiers into an army? The mage thought it over as Sylk continued to swim in circles and the water soldier tumbled and stabbed upward at nothing. 
 
    The sound of footsteps echoed through the air. Trystan looked over at a few docks further away, his little water solider melting to water and soaking into his pants. The mage ignored the sudden chill as he watched men with baskets walk along a particularly long dock. The baskets filled with apples, pears and plums. The men reached the end of the dock and put the baskets down. To Trystan’s astonishment, heads emerged from the water around the dock by the dozens. They each had different color hair from greens to deep blues. Pointed ears were on some while others looked human.  
 
    The men on the dock began turning over baskets, spilling fruit into the ocean. The sea women took hold of what they could and disappeared under the water’s surface. More baskets turned over, webbed and normal hands took hold of fruit. Trystan stared as this went on for few more minutes until the baskets were empty. The last bit of fruit bobbed in the water before it too disappeared under the watery surface. 
 
    Trystan watched mystified as the men walked off with empty baskets in their arms. 
 
    “Master,” Sylk said with alarm. 
 
    Trystan turned his head to see many heads in the water, oval eyes turned to him and Sylk. The mage sat and stared back as sirens and mermaids blinked and eyed him silently. Sylk was right before her master in the water, surrounded by sea women. 
 
    “Hello,” Trystan said cheerfully. 
 
    The sirens and mermaids glanced to each other for a moment before looking at Trystan and smiling. A green-skinned siren swam closer and peered up at the human. 
 
    “Hello handsome,” The siren grinned. 
 
    “My name is Trystan. Please to meet you,” Trystan waved. 
 
    “He has manners,” a siren said to another. 
 
    The green one continued to stare, “Hello Trystan. My name is Merra.” 
 
    Merra then turned her attention to Sylk and gave her a hard stare, “Your master is handsome.” 
 
    Sylk nodded, “He is.” 
 
    Trystan felt uneasy as they all continued to stare, “I didn’t know your kind liked fruit so much.” 
 
    Merra turned back to the mage, “We love fruit.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “They dumped a lot of fruit for you. Is that some sort of payment for helping patrol the waters around the town?” 
 
    Merra grinned, “He is handsome and smart. The Scylla have become bolder with their attacks. We have always loved the people of Lantern Beach. They pay us in fruit so we help protect them.” 
 
    “Is there a reason why the scylla have become bolder?” Trystan was genuinely curious. 
 
    “It is what they do. They despise any creature on land and want to return all life to the sea. We understand the balance and wish to help keep it. Now, may I ask a question?” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “Sure.” 
 
    “Join us for a swim? We would love your company,” Merra leered. 
 
    Trystan paused. He knew the legends about sirens and mermaids. They often lure men to the sea so they could drown. Sirens would sing their seductive song while mermaids would pull men deep below. The mage had a feeling they wouldn’t do such a thing but for a moment he was unsure. 
 
    The sirens and mermaids watched for a long breath before they started laughing. Sylk looked around herself bewildered and Trystan remained quiet. 
 
    “He thinks we will drown him!” a siren shouted. 
 
    “He believes the old legends!” A mermaid cackled with laughter. 
 
    Trystan let a smile creep into his cheeks, “Forgive me. I meant no disrespect.” 
 
    Merra smiled brightly, “None taken. We often asked people to join us for a swim. No one has drowned in these waters in over a hundred years. We just like the company of men.” 
 
    “If I join you, will you tell me more about the war with the scylla?” 
 
    Merra nodded, “There isn’t much but we will tell you all we know. Join us for a swim and we can speak.” 
 
    Trystan pulled his feet up and stood up on the dock. The sea women watched as he removed his clothes down to his boxers. A nervous thrill ran through the mage. He was always in love with the sea. After his initial hesitation, an excitement grew. Holding his nose closed, the mage cannonballed into the water. The sea women clapped and cheered as Trystan rose up and broke the water’s surface. 
 
    Webbed hands reached out and caressed his skin before pulling away. The mage tread water as sirens and mermaids circled him. Sylk watched with territorial eyes as the sea women clamored over the nearly nude mage. The green-skinned Merra swam over to Sylk and looked to her with oval eyes. 
 
    “We will not hurt your master.”   
 
    “I’m not worried about you hurting him,” Sylk said with a knowing hard stare. 
 
    Merra laughed, “We will not take him for our pleasure, unless he wants to.” 
 
    “He doesn’t want to,” Sylk said and crossed her scaly arms. 
 
    Merra looked to Trystan and then back to the blue siren, “He is yours?” 
 
    Sylk nodded. 
 
    “I will ensure everyone knows,” Merra smiled.  
 
    “Thank you,” Sylk said softly. 
 
    “Have you been taught our ways? You may be a magical sister but you can still learn.” 
 
    Sylk looked to the Merra and raised an eyebrow, “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You are like us but you are not like us. You are a magical sister but you share your energy with our ancestors. Do you know the songs?” 
 
    Sylk’s eyes lowered to the water. She never thought about others like herself. She spent all her time being a familiar; she didn’t know what her kind could really do. The shock clouded her eyes for a moment and she quickly looked up to Merra, stewing in the ignorance of her people’s history. 
 
    “Do not fret young one. We can share those songs with you should you want to know them. There will be an exchange for such knowledge but we can speak of it another time. Swim with your master and us. Let us enjoy this glorious morning.” 
 
    For the first time, Sylk felt timid and unsure. The green siren seemed confident and understanding. Sylk felt a growing respect but the question of an exchange loomed in the back of her mind. Before she could ask, Trystan swam over, hugged the blue siren and twirled around in the water with her. 
 
    “Swim and guard me. They can’t keep their hands off of me,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “Come back lover boy!” A siren catcalled the mage. 
 
    Sylk stared into her master’s eyes, “Anything for you master.” 
 
    The mage and familiar swam in the warm waters with the sea women. Trystan found himself smiling and laughing. Tension bled away and for a moment, he forgot about the dangerous quest ahead. Sylk stayed by her master’s side, playfully keeping the sea women at bay. The sun rose higher in the splendid morning sky. 
 
    *** 
 
    The door to the hotel room opened and several wait staff pushed carts of food into Trystan’s room. The group of friends had gathered around the carts and the hungry anticipation vibrated through the room. The staff pulled the covers off several dishes, the steam of hot meat, soups and cooked vegetables rose into the air. Another set of silver covers lifted to reveal fruit, cakes and assortment of cookies. Wine was poured into glasses and handed to each of the young mages. Reeko pulled out a few coins and handed them over. The staff bowed and made a quick exit. 
 
    Cool evening air flowed in from the open balcony doors. Plates were grabbed and food was shoveled on in heaps. Everyone took a seat on the carpeted floor in a circle and began eating immediately. An unspoken feeling ran through the group. Tomorrow they would set sail for the Broken Islands and they didn’t know when they would eat this well again. With plate’s half-empty, hunger subsided and wine took the edge off for the discussion ahead of them. 
 
    “Do we have any idea what we are facing?” Reeko said while chewing on a piece of meat. 
 
    Jenny sat with her legs folded under her, eyes a little distant, “I island hopped here years ago. Some of the islands have lizard folk while the water between islands are filled with all types of sea serpents, dragon turtles and spear fish.” 
 
    Aznara finished gulping down her wine, “Lizard folk? Are they dangerous?” 
 
    Jenny nodded, “They can be. They are tribal creatures and often attack on sight. They seem superstitious and I found that casting big bright spells will scare them off.” 
 
    Trystan sat with his back against the side of the bed, “What about landmarks or structures on the islands?” 
 
    Jenny nodded again, “Some islands have old pyramids and ruins. I never had a chance to explore all of them so I don’t remember exactly what is out there.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “I learned today that there is another threat we should be aware of. An ancient race of scylla are waging a war with the sea folk here. They worship some ocean god called Draygon.” 
 
    Jenny looked to Trystan, “I heard about him. The lizard folk also worship him as their god. I found idols and shrines in secluded areas on different islands. He is known as the Dead Sea God.” 
 
    Nia put her plate down, “What can we expect from the scylla?” 
 
    “They will attack any ship they spot. They wage war on magical bone ships that seem to defy logic. They can move under and on water. They are slow but powerful and there is a fleet patrolling the waters,” Trystan took a sip of wine. 
 
    “How did you find this out?” Sunara asked. 
 
    Trystan’s eyes lowered, “I was swimming with sirens and mermaids this morning. They were nice enough to let me know what is happening here.” 
 
    Aznara smiled, “And you didn’t invite us? I’m crushed.” 
 
    “It was spur of the moment. They were very friendly,” Trystan’s voice raised an octave. 
 
    “I thought we were supposed to travel in pairs. What if you were attacked again?” Nia said with a hint of anger. 
 
    “I needed to think things out. I didn’t think it was a big……” Trystan was cut off. 
 
    “It is a big deal! You could have been killed, dragged off and no one would have known. You can’t be this irresponsible,” Anger flared as Nia looked Trystan in the eye. 
 
    “I’m sorry Nia. Sorry everyone. I just needed some time to myself.”  
 
    Reeko put a green hand on Nia’s shoulder, “We should all take it easy. We are here to discuss plans of action.” 
 
    Nia’s fingers curled into tight fists against her thighs, “Promise me you won’t do that again. Promise us.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “I promise I won’t go off on my own again.” 
 
    Nia’s hands relaxed and uncurled her fingers. Sunara looked to the red-haired mage with loving eyes. Jenny sat silently. Reeko gave Nia another pat on the shoulder and a comforting squeeze. 
 
    “I think we need more wine,” Aznara said as she stood up and walked over to the wine cart. 
 
    Everyone held up their glasses as the succubus poured into each one in turn.  
 
    “Do we know where we are going exactly? What do we do when we get there?” Sunara asked after a sip of wine. 
 
    “I know the direction we are going but Damon has prevented me from speaking or indicating the location. We have three days left before the full moon but I think we will get there sooner. We can scout out the location and see if there is anything we can use to our advantage.” 
 
    Sunara swirled her wine, “That is pretty vague. If Damon Wick is as powerful and intelligent as he seems, he will have guards and traps ready. I don’t know how we will overcome and stop what he has planned.” 
 
    Jenny closed her eyes as she spoke, “I might be able to cloak Kutter’s ship. It will require me to concentrate for the entire journey so I will not be able to do much else.” 
 
    Trystan raised an eyebrow, “You can do that for three days?” 
 
    Jenny nodded, “I can. Kutter is also very experienced. I’m sure he has a number of tricks to keep our enemies at bay.” 
 
    “Still doesn’t help against Damon Wick. Can we even take on someone that powerful?” Sunara said with a hint of dismay. 
 
    Trystan tapped his glass with a finger, “We don’t have to fight him directly. He is performing a ritual on the night of the full moon. We just have to stop the ritual. We all work well together. Rituals are delicate in nature and require time to set up and execute. If we disrupt it then he may have to wait till the next full moon.” 
 
    “We will have to do this again in a month?” Aznara asked and gulped her wine. 
 
    Trystan shook his head, “No. Once we all know the location, we can tell the headmaster and headmistress. They can stop any further activity at the location. Damon told me that once we reach the area, the spell preventing me from speaking it would end.” 
 
    Reeko finished his wine and held an empty glass, “Sounds like a plan and I think we are all crazy enough to do it.” 
 
    Trystan looked to his friends, “We can do it if we are all in agreement. Are we?” 
 
    Aznara nodded her head, followed by Nia and Sunara. Jenny nodded and Reeko put a green thumb up and smirked. Trystan let a small smile slip as he looked to his friends. The air took on a charge of positive energy. 
 
    “We should rest up, how about one more glass of wine for the night?” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Everyone smiled and lifted their glasses again. Reeko stood up and grabbed another bottle of wine. Red liquid flowed as the group chatted and relaxed. Trystan tried to keep his courage up. Fear languished as he hoped they would make it out okay. For now, he would enjoy this night before embarking on the final leg of their quest.  
 
    The mage looked to Nia but his mind drifted to Gwen. The mage wished she were here. The bond between himself and Nia felt like it was thinning more and more yet the bond between himself and the Ink Witch seemed to grow stronger. He didn’t know how this would all turn out but he knew he loved Nia. He knew she loved him enough that maybe one day she would return to him. Trystan would keep that door open but in the time being, he would let her go and let a candle burn in the window for her return. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Twelve  
 
    Mist blanketed the town of Lantern Beach. The sounds of footsteps on the wooden docks broke the serene gray morning. A dim ball of light burned in the far distance, its light unable to break through the shrouded gloom. Mages walked single file down a lone dock, backpacks over their shoulders and excitement in their hearts. Jenny led the way with Trystan close behind. 
 
    The mist around the dock parted with each step. Soon a sail ship appeared to rise out of the mists. Trystan drank it in the closer they moved toward it. The masts rose up like wooden spires against the gray background. A lone figure was on deck, pulling at ropes. Trystan at first thought it was a normal man until the mist parted further to reveal leathery wings. The figure moved from one rope to the next, wings flexing and gray muscled body moving with each pull. Pointed ears were on the side of its head but Trystan couldn’t make out the face. 
 
    Jenny smiled as she walked to the gangplank and stepped up onto the ship. Trystan followed and stepped onto the vessel. The gray-skinned humanoid turned and an incredibly handsome face looked back. 
 
    “Who is that?” Aznara asked as she stepped onto the ship. 
 
    Jenny opened her arms and rushed the handsome gargoyle. Thick gray arms hugged her back and buried its face into her neck. Together they hugged for a long moment before breaking their embrace. 
 
    “It’s so good to see you again, Tyler. Where’s your master?” Jenny grinned. 
 
    Tyler pointed a gray finger to the command deck. Trystan looked up to see Kutter at the main wheel in his trench coat, looking like a pirate captain from old storybooks. The ex-magistrate peered down at the mages and beckoned them onboard. 
 
    “Morning Kutter,” Trystan shouted.  
 
    “Morning mage, stow your gear in the rooms below. There are only three rooms so some of you will have to double up. Tyler, pull the gangplank and raise the anchor. We leave now.”  
 
    The handsome gargoyle moved to the port side and raised the gangplank. Kutter made a few quick hand signals and whispered a word. The wind picked up, pushing the mist away and inflating the sails. Tyler took hold of the chain to the anchor. Muscles bulged as he hoisted it one hand over the other. Ropes holding the ship to the dock untied themselves and rolled onto deck. The ship lurched free and they were on their way. 
 
    Trystan moved to the side of the deck and looked out. Heads broke the surface and webbed hands waved goodbye. Reeko joined the mage at the side of the deck, smiling at all the beautiful sea women. 
 
    “Welcome to the Sea Strider!” Kutter bellowed and turned the wheel. 
 
    The ship turned direction and began sailing south. Trystan waved to the sea women as they slowly faded from view. Sunara took Nia’s hand and pulled her to the door leading to the deck below. Aznara stared at Tyler as he worked the ropes, holding and twirling her own tail. Reeko gripped the side of the ship. Trystan glanced over to see a blank look in the goblin’s eyes. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Trystan asked. 
 
    “No….I….don’t think so…..” The green goblin’s face seemed to become greener. 
 
     Trystan was about to say something when the goblin leaned forward and his breakfast came up. The mage grimaced as Reeko wretched and groaned his displeasure. Just as Trystan thought he was done, more came up. 
 
    “First…time…..out…to…sea….” The goblin heaved. 
 
    Trystan patted him on the shoulder, “I’m here for you.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Reeko managed before he dry-heaved over the side again. 
 
    *** 
 
    The morning mist parted and blue skies shined with the bright sun. Trystan took in a deep cleansing breath as he marveled at the perfect clear sky. They were a few hours into their journey and calmness fell over everyone. Reeko had retired to a room after heaving for nearly an hour. Trystan had helped him settle in and the goblin quickly passed out. Aznara spent the whole time staring at Tyler. The gargoyle ignored the succubus as he moved to make sure the rigging was secure. Aznara did her best to make sure he was in sight at all times. Jenny spent about an hour talking to Kutter on the command deck. Trystan didn’t know what they were saying but it seemed like a serious conversation. After an hour, the librarian stood to the back of the command deck. Trystan just barely saw her mouth move, and then she looked upward. Her eyes turned white and she became as still as a statue. Kutter kissed his fingers and touched them to Jenny’s cheek. She remained unmoving as if she wasn’t in her own body. 
 
    Trystan spent the time enjoying the view and thinking about the journey. Mist rolled off his arm and flowed to the deck. Sylk appeared but her head tilted forward, eyes on the deck and hands at her sides. Trystan looked over for a moment and then looked back out to sea. The siren stepped over to the side of the deck beside her master. 
 
    “I can tell you want to talk,” Trystan said eyes still looking up. 
 
    “Master…..I…..” Sylk trailed off. 
 
    “It’s okay. I saw you talking with Merra. She talked to me too.” 
 
    Sylk looked up to her master, “She wants to show me things. Show me knowledge from other sirens.” 
 
    “I know. She asked me if it was okay. I already said yes,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Sylk’s eyes widened. 
 
    Trystan continued, “I have read about familiars leaving their masters for special journeys. I didn’t even know you could leave me for a length of time and distance. Merra seemed understanding that you should learn more about your kind. What better way than to learn from your actual people.” 
 
    Sylk looked out to the water, “I can leave but there will always be a pull to come back to you. My needs will change and I will be able to draw mana from food until I return to you. It will not be as powerful as your mana but it will be enough for me to survive.” 
 
    Sylk’s eyes looked to the water, “You need me for this quest. I feel like I’m abandoning you when you need me the most.” 
 
    Trystan sighed, “Life never travels in a straight line. Merra made a compelling statement for your benefit. I couldn’t say no. If I did, then it would have been incredibly selfish and you wouldn’t grow. I love you and only want you to experience life to the fullest.” 
 
    Sylk looked to her master and hugged him, tears running down her cheeks, “Merra said this would be the only time to train because they are preparing to leave Lantern Beach and meet with another clan of sirens to strengthen their forces against the Scylla. She didn’t know how long she would be gone. I don’t want to go. I want to be by your side.” 
 
    Trystan ran fingers through blue hair, “Merra told me it would be a few days before they leave, plenty of time to train you. It’s not a lifetime. Besides I still have Kira.” 
 
    Sylk pulled back and glared at her master, “That bitch better protect you,” The siren growled. 
 
    “Bitch? I thought you guys were getting along?” 
 
    Sylk pressed her cheek to her master’s chest, “I will never trust her. We may be your familiars but she will never be our family.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. Our friends will make sure I am okay. Take this time to learn and grow. We will meet up again soon,” Trystan hugged Sylk a little harder. 
 
    “Please be safe. I will come back stronger for you, for us.” 
 
    Trystan cupped his fingers under her chin, raising her up so their eyes could meet, “You are already the strongest woman I know. Learn everything you can and come back.” 
 
    Sylk nodded her head. Pulling away from her master, the siren leapt onto the railing. Sylk looked to her master. Trystan winked and smiled. The siren blew a kiss and dove over the side. The mage looked over to see her blue body hit the water with barely a splash. A second later, she was gone. 
 
    A haunting sadness washed over the mage as he stared at the water, looking for any hint of his beautiful familiar. Another hour passed and he stepped away from the railing. Looking around, Kutter was still at the wheel. Jenny was next to him, eyes still white and her body unmoving. Tyler the gargoyle was up in the crow’s nest. Aznara was leaning against the opposite railing, eyes on the crow’s nest and pointed tail swishing back and forth.  
 
    Trystan let out a sigh and walked across the deck to the succubus. Aznara didn’t even notice him as he stepped close and leaned against the same railing. 
 
    “So, see something you like?” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “I don’t understand. I have been throwing every signal in my arsenal and the gargoyle hasn’t even blinked in my direction. He has a face carved by angels and a body that would turn me into a pretzel but doesn’t even see me,” Aznara said while keeping her gaze. 
 
    “Maybe he is focused on his work. We are going into dangerous waters.” 
 
    “No. There has to be something else,” Aznara said in a low voice. 
 
    A high-pitched whistle filled the air. Trystan and Aznara turned to Kutter as he worked the wheel. The ex-magistrate was looking up at the crow’s nest and a finger pointed to the deck. The gargoyle looked down and leaped into the air. Tyler glided down and gently landed next to his master. 
 
    Trystan and Aznara watched as the ex-magistrate leaned in and kissed the handsome gargoyle. Tyler pressed his body to his masters with a loving embrace. When they pulled apart, Kutter gave Tyler a quick pat on the butt. The gargoyle made a loving squeak before flying back up to the crow’s nest. The ex-magistrate looked down at Aznara and winked. 
 
    “Now it makes sense,” Aznara smiled ear to ear.   
 
    The succubus turned and looked off to the water. Trystan eyed her and then turned to gaze out next to her. 
 
    “So that’s it. No more trying to seduce the gargoyle?” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “I need to come up with a new strategy,” Aznara was quiet for a few moments before speaking again, “The sea is beautiful.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “It is. Grew up next to it most of my life. I have books of poetry dedicated to the ocean. She has been my inspiration for a long time.” 
 
    “Where I lived there are beautiful mountains and canyons. Big rivers flowing with crystal clear water. I miss it sometimes. The last year has been so strange. I hope we all survive this quest so we can enjoy many more years together,” The succubus gave the mage a small sly smile. 
 
    Trystan smiled back, “I have hope in my heart.” 
 
    Aznara looked away, “I hope so. I have been watching you and it seems this quest has been hard on you.” 
 
    “It has. I worry all the time that something may happen to you all. I’m thankful for the help but I couldn’t live with myself if any of you were hurt.” 
 
    “We are tougher than you think. I know we will all protect each other when it comes down to it.” 
 
    Trystan nodded and put his hands on the railing. Aznara’s slender hand reached over and lay on top of his. Trystan didn’t pull away and the two mages looked out in the oceanic expanse before them. The mage could feel in his mind a gentle pull, a direction he must follow in order to reach Damon Wick’s destination. The warmth from Aznara’s hand was distracting but the mage made no move to remove it. 
 
    “Trystan! Up here!” Kutter shouted. 
 
    The mage turned and his hand slipped away from Aznara’s hand. The succubus turned her head slightly and caught the mage gazing at her. She thought he moved on to meet Kutter but instead he stayed. 
 
    “Aznara, I have to ask you to help me with something,” Trystan said in a low voice. 
 
    “We are friends. I will help you with anything,” The succubus said with a gentle smile. 
 
    “Good. I will see what Kutter wants and then I will be back down to talk to you,” Trystan smiled and walked off. 
 
    Aznara stared as the mage walked to the stairs leading up to the command deck. A few seconds later, the mage was at Kutter’s side. A wave hit the side of the ship, sending sea spray in the air. Gulls cawed in the distance. 
 
    “Trystan, we need a heading. Jenny informed me of the unique circumstances concerning this quest. Point in the direction and I will get us there,” Kutter spoke and kept his eyes to the horizon. 
 
    Trystan let the pull guide him. Without a word, he pointed off to the right. Kutter glanced over and eyed the mage. Trystan kept his stance, pointing but unable to speak or give any further direction. 
 
    “You point in the direction of the next moon rise. There are a number of islands in our way as we travel. I will swing the Sea Strider around and get us there but you will have to tell me when we get close,” Kutter turned the wheel. 
 
    “Aye aye Captain.” 
 
    “I’m no captain, not anymore. Keep it Kutter,” The ex-magistrate grimaced. 
 
    Trystan nodded and moved to the stairs. Descending, the mage caught sight of Aznara staring at him. He wondered if she was watching him the whole time. The succubus had a look of wonder and questioning as the mage stepped across the deck to her. Trystan reached out and let his fingers caress her neck. 
 
    The succubus shuddered from his touch and a blazing fire roared to life. Trystan kept the back of his fingers to her, feeling her pulse just underneath her hot skin. Aznara’s eyes half closed and a devilish smirk crept into her lips. 
 
    “I know we are friends and I have need of a friend now for a special project,” Trystan said softly. 
 
    The succubus was putty and a weakness touched her knees. Wild sensations rolled through the demoness before her eyes opened wider and she pulled back. Shaking her head, the succubus balled her hands into fists. 
 
    “Trystan……we are friends. Why are you doing this? I thought we were to only be friends?” The succubus stammered. 
 
    Trystan’s eyes took on a weight of understanding, “We are friends but I need someone close to help me with a project. I need you to be with me and…….” Trystan trailed off as seconds thoughts bloomed. 
 
    Aznara stepped closer, picking up Trystan’s hand and holding it between her firm breasts, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. I just…. I have spent so much time trying to keep us at arms distance. This is a surprise.” The succubus held his hand to her skin as the two friends stared deeply into each other’s eyes, “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    Trystan hesitated. He didn’t want this to come off the wrong way. He cared for the succubus deeply but he knew there was no deep meaningful love. A rotten feeling came over him but he knew he had no other choice. 
 
    “I need you to be with me and help feed Kira. I have worked it out in my mind that for the quest ahead, we will need all the mana we can store. Kira is powerful but we haven’t been intimate. I feed her by being close but we haven’t……well you know,” Trystan face turned red. 
 
    Aznara leaned against the railing and crossed her arms. Trystan grew nervous as she said nothing and seem to stare off. The mage felt like he crossed a line and was about to say something when the succubus spoke. 
 
    “I know several techniques that can keep us going for hours, maybe even days. We should have a lot of water on hand. Do we need anything like chains or cuffs? I brought my own but since she is so strong, will we need more?” Aznara said as if she was discussing a business deal. 
 
    Trystan shifted on his feet, “I….umm..haven’t thought about it that far.” 
 
    Aznara closed her eyes and nodded her head, “Well if we are going to push as much mana as we can into Kira, the three of us will have to share the mana load, as it were. You will have to focus on me as well.” 
 
    Trystan stared blankly. 
 
    Aznara continued, “I’m a succubus. The more sex I have, the greater my mana output is magnified. One reason my sister and I were chosen to join the Elemental College was for our mana output. My familiar is nearly drunk all the time because of the amount of mana she stores. I often have to hold myself back so she can behave normally.” 
 
    “Well I thought that was going without saying.”  
 
    Aznara shook her head, “I don’t think you understand. You have seen me when we were in the orc town. Once I’m whipped into frenzy, I will not stop. I can literally fuck you into unconsciousness.” 
 
    “I was hoping more for a long session until Kira was nearly drunk with mana,” Trystan felt like he opened Pandora’s Box. 
 
    “We can do that. I’m more concerned about after that. Trystan, you know I adore you and want nothing more than for you to take me repeatedly. I have feelings for you and I don’t know how I can separate them. Will we be okay? Will we still be friends afterwards?” 
 
    Trystan could see the expression of doubt written between Aznara’s horns. She was genuinely concerned and it showed. The mage lifted up his arms and hugged the succubus fiercely. Shock colored the demon’s eyes before her lip began to tremble. 
 
    “You are my friend, now and forever. We will always be special to each other,” Trystan whispered into her ear. 
 
    “What about Nia? Gwen?” Aznara whispered back and buried her face into his neck. 
 
    Trystan’s heart sagged, “I think Nia and I are breaking up. As for Gwen, she told me she has no problem with sharing.” 
 
    Aznara paused for a moment, “What about you? Will you be okay with us together for this one night?” 
 
    “I’m learning that life never works out the way you think it will work out. I’m okay with us sharing our time. If I didn’t then I wouldn’t be here asking for your help. I trust you and I hope you trust me?” 
 
    Aznara leaned back a little and put her arms around the mage’s neck, “I trust you with my life Trystan Song. We should get below deck and get started.” 
 
    Trystan’s back stiffened, “Now?”   
 
    Aznara nodded, “I’m not wasting another moment. Come with me mage, we have work to do.” 
 
    The succubus took hold of Trystan’s hand and led him across the deck to the doorway leading to the sleeping quarters below deck. The mage wondered while he was being lead down the stairs if he may have bitten off more than he could chew.     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thirteen 
 
    The ship rocked to gentle waves. Trystan attempted to keep his balance and not fly into the walls as he and Aznara walked down the small corridor. The succubus led the way, tail swinging back and forth behind her. A row of doors lined the walls to either side of them. Trystan remembered he put Reeko in one to sleep off his seasickness. Another door just past his stood closed. Trystan wondered if that was the one Nia and Sunara were in. He hadn’t seen them since they disappeared below deck. It could only mean Sunara had an insatiable appetite and Nia was enjoying their time together. The thought stung and the mage mentally waved it away. 
 
    On the mage and succubus walked until they reached the next door. It swung open and Aznara took hold. She looked back and gave Trystan a sly smile before stepping in. The mage let out a sigh as he walked to the doorway. Stepping through, he was impressed by the size of it. The room contained a queen-sized bed with many furs and blankets. Two small round porthole windows looked out to the ocean. Unlit lanterns connected to the wood with metal holders to keep them in place. A small table bolted to the floor with a small wooden stool underneath. 
 
    “Stay here. I will get our backpacks,” Aznara said with a commanding and seductive tone. 
 
    Trystan stared at her shapely bottom as she stepped out and closed the door behind her. Mist flowed from his chest and pooled onto the wooden floor. It took shape and Kira appeared. The dragon woman folded her wings to her shoulders to give her the appearance of a cape. She wore a skimpy black bikini and little else. Trystan sat on the edge of the bed and put his hands back to prop himself up. 
 
    “Father, I heard everything,” The familiar said in a low tone. 
 
    “I know. I wanted you to hear it. How do you feel about it?” Trystan said with neutral eyes. 
 
    The familiar looked to her master and smirked, “Excited but curious, you have kept yourself from me because I remind you of mother. What has changed?” 
 
    Trystan stayed on the bed, unmoving, “It is many things. Freya is a beautiful woman but she is internally flawed. You are a beautiful familiar and I shouldn’t let her bad deeds fall on your shoulders. We belong to each other just as Sylk and I belong together.” 
 
    The dragon woman stared, eyes watering, “It makes me happy to hear you say that. I have wanted to be with you for so long but I knew if I pushed, you would push me away.” 
 
    The mage gazed at Kira as she stood like a frightened woman. He could only guess the familiar was not completely filled with Freya’s essence. Something of him must be there too and it was showing. The words she just spoke were something he would say and it warmed the mage’s heart.  
 
    Kira fell to her black scaled knees before Trystan, “What can I do for you Fath…..Master?” 
 
    Trystan kept his gaze steady, a hand reaching up and running through her black silky hair, “Be free with Aznara and I. Then you will have earned my trust and my love.” 
 
    “Yes Master,” Kira nodded. 
 
    The door opened and Aznara stepped in with two backpacks. A foot closed the door and the succubus dropped the packs. Red eyes stared with a hint of mischief to the sight of Kira on her knees before Trystan.  
 
    “I hope I’m interrupting,” The succubus leered. 
 
    Trystan grinned, “We were just clearing some things up.” 
 
    “Good. I hate wasting any more time talking,” Aznara said as she unbuckled her leather pants and slipped them off. 
 
    Trystan watched as the succubus removed her clothing piece by piece. Kira stood up and moved to the side, her own eyes gazing at the shapely demon’s figure. Aznara pulled off her shirt, firm breasts spilling out and defying gravity, red nipples erect. The mage let his eyes wander over her smooth skin and red hair covering her valley. She was just as he remembered her that night in the orc town. Seeing her completely nude caused blood to rush and the mage found himself becoming hard. 
 
    Kira stared at her master as he eyed the demon. Not wanting to be outdone, the dragon woman whispered a command and her black bikini faded away. Trystan glanced over to his familiar as she stepped into his vision. Head following, the mage could see Kira’s firm breasts and shaven valley. Black clawed hands reached out and pulled at his clothes. The mage helped his familiar along, shedding his own clothes until he was naked. 
 
    Staring down between his legs, Kira reached out and ran her fingers along his shaft, “I want to please you master.” 
 
    Trystan said nothing as the dragon woman took hold of his manhood and parted her lips. Aznara sauntered over, hips moving to a primal rhythm and eyes on Kira. Her hand moved to the dragon woman’s hair. Kira pressed the tip of Trystan’s manhood to her lips and Aznara gently pushed the dragon woman’s head. Inches pushed past plump lips. Kira did not fight as the succubus forced her to take her master’s cock. Smiling, the succubus let her own fingers touch her line, massaging it. The air grew warm and gentle gasps filled the cabin. Aznara took lead, pushing and pulling Kira’s head to a slow tempo while caressing her own womanhood. Trystan let out a pleasurable sigh, eyes on Kira as her head bobbed between his legs. Sultry wet sounds played on while Kira upped her tempo, ignoring Aznara’s hand on her head. 
 
    The succubus let go and sat next to Trystan, thighs open and fingers pressed to her now wet womanhood. The mage reached up and cupped one of Aznara’s firm breasts, fingers passing gently over a raised nipple. The succubus cooed her approval and her tail stroked along Trystan’s back. Energy began to rise as each participant’s mana glowed with wanting excitement. 
 
    With each long succulent pull on his member, Trystan turned his attention back to Kira. The dragon familiar sucked and took him all the way to the base, eyes looking up innocently. The young mage stared with frozen eyes at the creature between his legs. Horrific dark memories oozed up his neck and into his mind’s eye. At first, it was a trickle but soon turned into a deluge. Everything came flooding back, the abuse, the manipulative torture, the fear. The mage thought he moved passed it. He thought it was long over. Now he stared at his familiar with the exact likeness of the one person who is continuously trying to destroy his life. 
 
    Trystan put his hands to Kira’s shoulders and pushed her away. The familiar fell back onto her butt, hurt filling her eyes. Aznara opened her eyes to see Trystan crawl back onto the bed, away from his familiar. Seeing it play out caused the succubus to act. 
 
    “Trystan, she is not Freya,” Aznara said in a soothing tone. 
 
    “I thought I could do this. I thought I could move pass it. Instead it still haunts me like a bad dream,” Trystan said with a face red. 
 
    Aznara crawled toward him, brushing her body against his. Fingers touched his wilting manhood and stroked it gently. The mage looked away, his plan falling apart at the seams. 
 
    “Master….I….” Kira trailed off. 
 
    Trystan ignored her, “I’m sorry Aznara. This isn’t going to work.” 
 
    The succubus cuddled close, hand gently stroking her friend, “It will work. I will help you overcome it.” 
 
    “I don’t know how….” Trystan’s eyes went wide as the succubus bit his neck. 
 
    The bite was gentle, teeth barely penetrating skin. Aznara licked at Trystan’s skin and sank her teeth a little deeper. The young mage cried out as waves of ecstasy radiated from the bite. His wilting manhood hardened again and moans rose up his throat. The demoness pushed her chest against his arm, urging him to take hold. Without thinking, Trystan cupped her breast once again and fondled her. 
 
    The succubus pulled her wet mouth from his neck and gave a simple evil smile, “I remember you in the orc town. I remember you unchaining your beast. It drove me to the edge of nirvana with that hungry gaze in your eyes. How I pictured it over and over again.” 
 
    Trystan looked up at the demoness, mind and body with unbridled need. The mage forced Aznara onto her back, knees kicking her thighs open, a crazed lust had taken root and began to grow. The succubus let small moans vibrate up her throat. She stared with half closed eyes, a welcoming sigh spilling from her lips. The mage was on top of her, his manhood pointed like a threatening spear. 
 
    “I know you can hear me even as your blood pumps with desire. You are my friend and I will share with you one of our secrets. My kind’s saliva can turn any creature into a sex-starved beast. It wasn’t just my technique that made you hard in the orc town. I knew I had to help you overcome your mental hang-ups. It worked better than even I expected.” 
 
    The mage lowered his body onto Aznara’s body, the tip of his manhood pressing against her wet line. The succubus took a trembling intake of breath as her own hips grinded against him, coating his tip in her honey. 
 
    “I want nothing more than for you to impale me but I agreed to help you. Stop and look to your familiar. Look to her and desire her,” Aznara whispered. 
 
    Trystan found the tip of his manhood in the demoness, wild fire burning in his eyes.  
 
    “Look to her. Look to Kira,” The succubus whispered seductively. 
 
    Mad urges struck like hammers at his spirit. Fighting every bit of beastly hunger, the mage turned his head. Kira was standing, nude with her hands behind her. Focus shifted and the mage admired her curves, gaze flowing up her thighs to her bare womanhood, up her smooth stomach and onto her heaving breasts and finishing at her sad expression. Black leathery wings moved over her shoulders slightly, as if to hide from her master’s terrible gaze. 
 
    Aznara caressed Trystan’s neck with clawed fingertips, “She is yours. Tell her what you want. Tell her what you will do.” 
 
    The mage heard nothing but the pounding of blood in his ears. Doubt and fear bled away. The mage pulled his member from the succubus and was on his knees. Kira’s head tilted forward as if shamed.  
 
    “Master, I will do anything for your love. Please don’t push me away any longer. I will do everything I can to help heal your heart. I will……” 
 
    Trystan gave the dragon familiar a hard stare, “Say it.” 
 
    Kira looked away, “I am your familiar. I will forsake mother because I only belong to you.” 
 
    The mage reached out an open hand. The dragon woman uncurled her fingers from behind and put her hand in his. The mage appeared serene, as if the words had calmed his stormy spirit. Trystan grabbed Kira’s hand with an iron grip. The suddenness of it caused the powerful familiar to gasp. The young mage pulled the familiar into the bed, her body twisting and landing on her back, next to Aznara. 
 
    The succubus sat up, fingers caressing herself and eyes wide so she could watch. Kira’s head turned to the side, eyes closed. Trystan stared and savored her prone body laid out before him. The internal beast was unchained and it rampaged through him unchecked. The mage’s primal self was pleased that his familiar had submitted herself to him. Looking down, wetness glistened between her legs. Hands taking hold of her wrists and knees spreading her thighs open, Trystan touched his spear point to her opening. Kira trembled as he teased her, a gasp filling the cabin. 
 
    “Take her. Fuck her,” Aznara moaned as her own orgasm bloomed. 
 
    Trystan moved his hips, driving his manhood gently into Kira’s tightness. The dragon woman moaned loudly as her walls spread to accommodate her master. Aznara rubbed her clit furiously, breathing in the scent of sex like a fine wine. Another orgasm caused the demoness to tremble in excitement. Inches sunk into the familiar and when Trystan reached his base, Kira moved her hips against him. Eyes opening, she turned her head to the young mage with a playful smirk. Needs propelled the mage to move to his own tempo. Kira moaned as she lay, held in her master’s grip.  
 
    Bodies writhed to unhinged desires. Rage had taken hold of the mage as he forced himself deep. Seeing Kira bend to his will goaded him on. The familiar’s eyes rolled into her head as spirals of pleasure lashed at her senses. On and on they went. The need to conquer his fears pushed the mage beyond his normal sensibilities. Pulling from the writhing familiar, the mage turned her over and took hold of her hips. Pulling them up, Kira looked ahead as she was now on her hands and knees. Aznara continued her delighted fingering as Trystan took hold of Kira’s hips and slipped his spear into her. The song of moans played on. 
 
    Aznara stopped touching herself and crawled in front of Kira’s closed eyes and open mouth. The succubus nestled in the bed, legs spread before the familiar. Trystan continued his relentless assault from behind. Kira opened her eyes to Aznara’s scent as it drifted up. The succubus reached out and ran a finger down one of Kira’s black horns. 
 
    “We are here to feed you. Taste me and please me,” Aznara said with a lustful glare. 
 
    “Master?” Kira managed between moans. 
 
    “Taste her,” Trystan commanded. 
 
    Kira’s pointed tongue snaked out and ran along the demon’s wet line. Aznara closed her eyes and leaned her head back, hands holding onto Kira’s head, keeping her in place. Mana glowed brightly and the dragon familiar found she was hungry. Moments later another orgasm exploded from between Aznara’s legs. Invisible strands of magical energy spilled out. The dragon sipped and soon drank down the intoxicating energy. Another orgasm exploded and Kira lapped at more mana. Through the haze of lust, Trystan could see the flood of mana from between Aznara’s thighs. The groans and moans grew in tempo. The mage could no longer hold back. His spear thickened and a soul-crushing groan filled the cabin. Driving himself as deep as he could go, spurts of molten come splashed in Kira’s tight opening. The mana from her master filled the familiar’s magical womb. 
 
    The beast urging Trystan on grew weaker and the mage could feel some semblance of his normal self. The only thing that did not lessen was his need to continue. The mage did not lose his hardness as he continued to invade Kira from behind. The urges to come again stayed and the mage didn’t slow down. 
 
    “You will be like this for hours,” Aznara said and her mouth made another prefect O. 
 
    “Kira?” Trystan asked while keeping his rhythm even. 
 
    The dragon familiar pulled her mouth an inch from Aznara’s line, “Please master, don’t stop. So hungry, I need more.” 
 
    All three went on and on, filling the familiar with more and more mana. After forty minutes, Aznara gently pushed the familiar away. Trystan slipped from Kira as she rolled onto her back, eyes rolled up and licking her lips.  
 
    The succubus eyed Trystan as he stayed on his knees across from her, “I want you too. Take me my friend,” Aznara said breathlessly. 
 
    The young mage crawled forward, the madness gone but a lustful hunger driving him. The succubus reached down and spread herself open with her fingers, inviting him in. Trystan obliged, sinking into her with every inch. The mood shifted and tenderness blanketed the mage and demon. Both wrapped their arms around each other. Aznara’s legs closed around Trystan’s waist, holding him close. Trystan kissed her neck. The moans stopped and a comforting peace filled the cabin. Aznara let her lust subside and gently held onto her friend. Together they moved and writhed, connected as one being. 
 
    “You don’t have to say it but I want to say it. I love you.” Aznara said in the barest of whispers. 
 
    Warmth and heat charged the very air around man and demon. Trystan did not say the words but his body could not hold back the reaction. The mage’s cock stiffened and jets of come spurted into the demoness. Aznara bit his shoulder, stifling her own cries as orgasm after orgasm stormed through her trembling frame. Time stopped and the mage pulled back, eyes connecting with the succubus. Unspoken thoughts passed between them before time flowed once again. 
 
    “One more time and then back to work. We still have the rest of the night and this is a pretty long break,” Aznara said matter of fact. 
 
    “This is a break?” Trystan said out of breath. 
 
    The succubus nodded, “We haven’t even pulled out the chains yet. I have plans for all three of us. Now back to it.” 
 
    The two friends smiled and continued. The afternoon turned to evening and the evening turned to night. Mage, succubus and familiar pushed their bodies to the limit and beyond. In early morning, two hours before sunrise, all three passed out into the deepest sleep they have ever known. Satisfied grins with arms and legs entangled with each other. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fourteen 
 
    Trystan stared over the railing at another island covered in thick jungle like trees. It was the fifth one they had passed. The young man was starting to see them all looking alike. If it were not for the pull, he would have surely thought they were lost. 
 
    Aside from the activities from yesterday until last night, nothing much had happened. Kutter checked with the mage occasionally, making sure, they were on their correct course. Jenny had remained a statue, eyes white and silent as a tomb. Nia and Sunara had come up onto deck a number of times. Nia glanced at him a number of times with a lost expression. The mage did wonder if she heard what was going on in his cabin. They certainly didn’t keep themselves quiet but there was no malice in it. The mage wanted to walk over and talk to her but something held him back every time. Instead, he would turn to the water and look on. Nia did not attempt to close the chasm between them and they remained distant. 
 
    Reeko had overcome his seasickness. He was on deck peering at the islands beyond as they passed. The goblin bubbled with energy and was eager to be on land and continue their quest. Aznara would come up and gaze out at the sea, keeping to herself. The energy between the mage and succubus was still there but they kept their distance, agreeing that last night was two mages helping each other with a task and nothing more. 
 
    The evening sun touched the western horizon, an orange and yellow light painting the sky. Uneasy thoughts filtered through the mage’s mind. They would reach their destination tomorrow morning, the day of the full moon. Trystan memorized spells and incantations, spending many moments rehearsing them in his head. Whatever happened tomorrow, their main goal was to disrupt the ritual and escape intact. The mage felt they could do it but that didn’t stop the lingering doubt in his heart. 
 
    Thoughts turned to Sylk and the mage let out a yearning sigh. He missed the siren terribly. This had been the longest they have been apart and he was feeling it. Silently he sent well wishes to her and asked to whoever was listening, a speedy return. The spot on his arm where she would be itched occasionally, Trystan hoped it was just her reaching out and letting him know she was okay. 
 
    “Trystan,” Kutter called out. 
 
    The mage turned and walked over to the stairs leading to the command deck. Kutter lazily turned the wheel as the ship floated on. When Trystan reached the ex-magistrate, he stood straighter despite the soreness in his muscles. 
 
    “Yes Kutter?” 
 
    “We should be at this secret location of yours by tomorrow morning. I suggest you get some rest tonight before we scout it out,” Kutter said while never taking his eyes off the horizon. 
 
    “You are coming with us? I thought you were just getting us here. I don’t want to chance….” 
 
    “If you think I’m going to let all of you go out and get killed then you have another thing coming. Jenny and I will be protecting all of you from this Damon Wick. I have heard of him and if the rumors are true then he is powerful and intelligent. Jenny and I have more than enough power to take him on and send him packing,” Kutter sneered. 
 
    “I’m sorry Kutter. I can be a bit over protective sometimes. I didn’t mean anything by it.”  
 
    Kutter glanced at the mage and his expression softened, “Trystan, you and your friends are very brave. I commend you for trying but the only way we will get through this is if we work together. You are not alone on this quest. Jenny told me the details about what Damon has done to you. Do not carry this burden on your shoulders.” 
 
    Trystan smiled, “Thank you Kutter. I have a feeling we will come out of this okay.” 
 
    Kutter let the edge of his mouth barely smirk, “We will. Now go watch the sunset and get some rest. Tomorrow will be a long day.” 
 
    The mage nodded and moved to the stairs. On the main deck, he moved to the railing and stared at the horizon. The sun was halfway down and the sky glowed like dim embers. Night was approaching with her ever-flowing shroud. A few stars blinked in the darkening sky and a gentle calm covered the ocean.  
 
    Trystan gazed out, watching the sun sink lower and lower. Seeing the islands pass made him want to explore each one. He thought how exciting would it be to have an expedition to the Broken Islands and come back with ancient artifacts. The young man daydreamed as the final rays of the sun disappeared behind the horizon. A burst of light lit up the sky before fading into the darken background. A nearly full moon rose up, slowly taking her place in the heavens. 
 
    The mage let his eyes wander to the water and his thoughts turned to Sylk again. Shoulder’s relaxing, the young man stood up and the water rippled below him. The mage’s eyes adjusted to the evening light when another tiny ripple made him peer over the side. Eyes widening, spells immediately came to mind. Black slick bodies silently moved up the side of the ship by the dozens. Slitted eyes glared upward at the mage, swords and spears tied to their backs. Reptilian snouts turned to the surprised mage but didn’t slow their climbing crawl.  
 
    “We are under attack!” Trystan managed as one of the lizard men leaped into the air. 
 
    The world moved in slow motion as the reptilian humanoid was airborne, drawing its sword over its shoulder and murderous intent in its eyes. The mage made a hand signal. The water on the creature’s skin pushed away from the mage, sending the lizard man sailing into the air and splashing into the water a hundred feet away. Trystan backed up from the railing as dozens of slick bodies crawled over the railing a second later. The mage lost count as he prepared another spell. 
 
    Reeko backed up as he too saw more scaled bodies rise over the railing. Mist flowed off his body and Wendy appeared with a big club in her hands. The ogre wasted no time as she bashed outward. Thin muscular bodies dove out of the way except for one. He went flying as the club struck him in the chest. Wendy growled a battle cry as she swung repeatedly. Lizard men made it onto the deck and moved with blinding agility. Bodies flipped or dodged the ogre as she swung her club back and forth. A lone lizard man rushed passed the big familiar with a spear pointed at Reeko. The goblin whispered a word. The metal spear point shattered into several pieces. Those metal pieces zipped through the air and right back at the attacking lizard man. The attacker lifted up and twirled his spear now turned staff. Sharp metal imbedded into the wood with amazing skill. 
 
    Trystan turned to see Wendy and Reeko keeping some of the lizard folk away. Above them, white light blazed. The mage could barely make out Kutter’s form as he was airborne, white mana shaping into ancient handguns from Lurth’s distant past. Weapons drawn, the attackers surged forward. Kutter spun midair, white guns firing mana bolts in all directions. Trystan turned to a group of lizard men, feet from him. White bolts struck each one dead on, sending them off the ship or dropping to the wet deck. Horror gripped the mage as he thought they were all dead. A second later, he saw a chest heave from a fallen lizard man, taking in a breath. 
 
    All lizard folk on deck were immediately struck down. Kutter landed on his booted feet, turning and taking aim at anything that moved. Claws took hold of the railing and two dozen lizard bodies climbed over. Trystan moved back until he was at Kutter’s right. Reeko and Wendy moved back until they were at Kutter’s left. The group stared out, as the enemy unsheathed their weapons. 
 
    “There is no way they could have found us unless someone is directing them,” Kutter said calmly. 
 
    “How do we stop them?” Reeko said through clenched teeth. 
 
    “They are superstitious creatures. A display of power will send them back to the water unless they are controlled. Either way, I will handle it. Get below deck and bar that door. Don’t open it unless I give the all clear,” Kutter said as the lizard men took a menacing step closer. 
 
    “Are you going to kill them?” Trystan asked with an edge of fear. 
 
    “We are not here to create a bloodbath. Get below deck, now!” Kutter commanded. 
 
    Scaly tails whipped behind the invading force as they closed in. Kutter cleared his mind and stilled his heart. Mana surged and the ex-magistrate’s guns glowed brightly. The lizard men hissed and gripped their weapons tighter. The leather-clad ex-magistrate’s eyes focused and the world burst into blinding flashes of light. 
 
     Trystan could barely keep his eyes on Kutter as he moved like a force of nature. White guns shoved into scaled chests, bursting with light. Lizard men were thrown in the air from each explosion of light. The invaders could barely keep up as a blur of motion zipped through their ranks. The attack was devastating, sending bodies in the air almost simultaneously. Mist flowed from the blur. Tyler the gargoyle took to the air, grabbing two lizard men and tossing them over the side. Turning sideways in midflight, clawed hands reached out and grabbed a few more attackers, sending them over the side.  
 
    Trystan, Reeko and Wendy backed up as Kutter appeared frozen for a sliver of a moment, blasting a lizard man and blurring to the next one. In five seconds, the invading force was landing to the deck unconscious or careening over the side. Trystan felt a stab of relief until more clawed scaly hands gripped the side and lizard bodies pulled themselves up. 
 
    The three reached the door when it burst open. Nia, Sunara and Aznara spilled out into the group, eyes wide as lizard men climbed up the side. An explosion rocked the ship, causing everyone to slid and stumble to one of the side railings. Kutter turned and kept up his relentless assault. A column of smoke rose from the rear into the night sky. 
 
    Jenny closed her eyes and opened them again, color returning. The librarian stood up and stumbled as the ship moved underfoot. Several lizard folk were already on the command deck and rushed the blonde-haired woman. Jenny spoke a word. All the air in the attacker’s lungs vacated. Choking and gasping, they fell to the wooden deck and passed out. Jenny released the spell and all the fallen attackers took an involuntary inhale. The busty librarian looked over the side and spread her senses. Scenes played out before her eyes. The explosion in the back opened part of the ship and they were taking on water. Lizard men were entering through the broken hull and ripping open doors. Her friends were all on deck, surrounded on all sides. Kutter moved like a maelstrom, taking down the enemy almost as fast as they tried to board. The librarian was about to act when dark mana surged in their direction. 
 
    “Trystan!” Jenny shouted over the side. 
 
    Shadows opened up and arms reached out. Sunara raised an arm as fingers closed down on her. She let out a grunt before being dragged into the darkness and disappearing. Trystan looked for a target, spells at the ready. Another shadow rose from the deck, hands reaching for Nia. The young man made a hand signal, water bolting from around them and striking the outstretched arms hard. The shadow screamed in pain. Nia called up a fireball when another shadow rose up from behind her. Black tentacles wrapped around her, causing the fireball spell to fizzle. Nia screamed as her body was pulled into the darkness. Reeko took hold of her ankle before she disappeared completely. He held fast as Wendy took hold of him. Muscles bulged as the ogre pulled her master and Nia from the inky darkness. A tentacle shot out, striking the goblin’s hand like a whip. Reeko grunted as his wrist broke and released his hold on Nia. The fire mage was sucked in and the shadows melted back to its former spot against the hull. 
 
    Jenny leaped over the side and landed on the deck. A shadow rose up next to Trystan and the mage slashed his hand upward with hand signals. Water turned to ice in an instant and stabbed deep into the shadow. It continued to move, unaffected by the mage’s attack. Jenny stepped toward it, hand raised and lighting streaking forth. Blue lightning struck it and dispersed the inky black shadow. Three more shadows rose up, tentacles and hands reaching out. Trystan called up spouts of water from the ocean behind him and commanded them like a symphony, lashing out in all directions. Water surged into a shadow, knocking hands and tentacles away. Another surge blasted a shadow like a canon, forcing the shadow to bend like a tree in the wind before dispersing into nothingness. Jenny continued to step toward Trystan, eyes focused on the last shadow and lightning pouring from her delicate hand. The energy rippled as electricity caused the shadow to scream before melting away. 
 
    Chaos reigned as the ship rocked back and forth. Aznara poured fire from her hands, chasing lizard men off deck and back into the water. A shadow opened up behind her and tentacles lashed out. The succubus growled as they whipped around her arms and legs, pulling her toward the darkness. The demoness sent fire blazing at one tentacle, melting it from existence but the other tentacles pulled harder. Clawed fingers gripped the sides of the open shadow, muscles straining. 
 
    “You fuckers aren’t taking me!” Aznara shouted with jagged menace. 
 
    Several more tentacles wrapped around the succubus’s waist, arms and legs. The demoness mage tried to call up another spell but the strain was too much. A leg slipped off the edge and then another. Her upper body was holding on, growling and straining. Tentacles wrapped around her head and mouth. The succubus bit down as they pulled. 
 
    Trystan caught sight of Aznara struggling to stay out of a raised shadow. He called up a water bolt spell when something moved underneath him. The spell fizzled as hands and tentacles wrapped and gripped his legs. Jenny was nearly too him as his body sank into the darkness. Hands out, Trystan and Jenny clamped onto each other. Aznara angrily screeched as more tentacles wrapped around her and pulled her into the black shadow. 
 
    “I….have…you……don’t…let…go…” Jenny managed as she held onto Trystan. 
 
    The young mage looked to her with wide eyes, shadows and hands pulling him into the darkness, “Jenny….find us!” Trystan said with wild fear in his eyes. 
 
    “Don’t let go!” The librarian half shouted, half pleaded. 
 
    Trystan knew this was Damon’s plan all along. He wanted him to come here and bear witness. This was a losing battle and the mage knew in order to win, he himself had to be defeated. Jenny could see the look in the young man’s eyes as he resigned himself to his decision. Before she could say anything, Trystan let go, fear turning into acceptance.  
 
    “NO!” Jenny screamed. 
 
    Darkness closed in all around the mage. The final image he saw was Jenny screaming for him before the abyss closed in and blanked out the world. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fifteen 
 
     The dark world was still and silent as a tomb. Trystan floated with patient indifference. Half-awake and half asleep, he kept his mind rehearsing his spells as his muscles rested. He knew he was asleep but could not bring himself to wake up. The warm darkness spread on, a void with the only point of reference was his mind and sanity. 
 
    Ripples pulsed along nerve endings. A buzzing filled the blackness far off in the distance. The mage continued to rehearse his spells. Time was running out and the mage had to prepare up until the last moment. The buzzing grew louder and louder until the abyss vibrated from it’s terrible droning. Gritting his teeth, he closed his eyes to block it out. The buzzing turned deafening and the mage opened his mouth to shout at the endless barrage of sonic vibrations. 
 
    Eyes blinked open and a mosquito buzzed away. A hazy world glowed and shifted before his weak eyes. The mage willed himself to focus. Wavy lines stood straighter and the lights dimmed into a recognizable form. Trystan felt his arms were over his head as he blinked away the mental cobwebs. Metal clinked as he moved slightly, wrists straining against chains. Sitting, he looked around and took in his surroundings. 
 
    Small burning braziers illuminated the stonework. The sky was dark and the horizon held a dim glow as if the sun had just set. Turning his head, he could see figures standing on the other side of the stone floor; tall trees and ocean beyond them surrounded the area. The figures across from him were in hooded black robes, heads nodding and gentle conversation on the wind. Calmly, the mage looked to his right and to his left. Two pillars to his left held Nia and Sunara while the one to his right held Aznara. All of them chained to pillars. Heads forward as if they were still unconscious.  
 
    Trystan tugged at the chains again while turning his eyes to the hooded figures. They didn’t seem to noticed he was awake for none looked his way. The hard metal held fast and gave no inch to his feeble tugging. The mage prepared to summon Kira so she could melt the chains when a robed figure appeared on the opposite from him. The other cloaked figures stopped talking and moved to the side as the gray robed figure walked forward. Behind him in the night sky, the full moon began to rise. 
 
    A tremble of panic ran up the mage’s spine. Had they missed an entire day? Where was Jenny and Kutter? Are they too late? Trystan tried to calm his rapidly beating heart and focus. The flaming braziers glowed brighter. The gray robed figure walked to the middle of the stone floor and pulled back his hood. Damon Wick centered his eyes on Trystan’s and smiled. 
 
    “Trystan, so glad you are awake to bear witness. I was concerned you might sleep through the ceremony.” 
 
    Trystan sat back against his pillar, “The chains seem a bit much.” 
 
    Damon nodded, “I agree but they are temporary. I want you to see what is going to happen first before I let you go.” 
 
    “You are pretty confident that this event cannot be stopped. I don’t see how keeping me and my friends chained will change the outcome.”  
 
    Damon spread out his hands and bowed, “Trystan, you continue to impress me, trying to bait me by playing to my ego. Bravo on the attempt but I must listen to my council on this very matter. They have given me great cause to keep you in binds for the moment. If it were up to me, you would be by my side through the entirety of the ritual.” 
 
    Trystan smirked, “The great Damon Wick must bow to a higher authority?” 
 
    Damon smiled back, “He must. We must keep order in these trying times.” 
 
    “How about I make you an offer? I will stand by your side if you let my friends go. They don’t need to be here. You wanted me to bear witness so I will do as you wanted but only if they go free.” 
 
    Damon let his hands drop to his sides and stared at the chained mage for a long moment, “Admirable but your friends have nothing to fear. They will not be harmed. You on the other hand may wish to save your strength. My council has seen fit to punish you and they have ignored my advice to the contrary.” 
 
    A smaller black robed figure stepped forward and pulled back their hood. Trystan remained silent as Freya stared back with an evil smile.   
 
    “Hello lover,” The shadow mage said simply. 
 
    “There will be plenty of time for you two to catch up in the near future. First we must perform the ritual and carry out our divine duty,” Damon said as he turned and walked back to the group of hooded shadow mages. 
 
    Freya stayed where she was. Trystan looked down to her feet and could see intricate symbols carved in the very stone floor. A circle surrounded her with three human-like grooves equal distance from each other carved into the stone. From his vantage point, the mage guessed they were atop a pyramid. The Broken Islands contained many in hidden places.  
 
    “Devva, Paula, bring them out,” Freya said as she opened her robe to reveal her nude body in the firelight. 
 
    Two shadow mages pulled back their hoods. One was a dark-skinned woman with long dreadlock hair. The other was an albino with pure white skin and hair. The albino’s eyes were red and practically glowed in the fire light. Several other shadow mages moved aside and three lizard men stepped forward. Devva and Paula led the three lizard folk from the group of shadow mages to the circle with Freya in the middle. Devva was first to shed her robe, dark firm body lit by firelight. Paula was next to shed her robe, white skin glowing in the night. 
 
    Nia moaned and Trystan turned to see her eyes fluttering open. Soon Sunara and Aznara began to stir. The mage calculated how much mana he needed to crack the stone or damage the circle. A lizard man moved to Freya as one moved to Devva and another to Paula. The three women touched the lizard men and spoke a command. The lizard men bowed their heads and removed what little clothing they had. They stood again, naked and their members erect. A moment later, they lay down over the humanoid grooves in the floor and relaxed into place.  
 
    Trystan knew this was his chance to act. Moving his fingers into arcane symbols and speaking mysterious words, a spell cast but nothing happened. Trystan looked around bewildered and repeated the spell. There wasn’t even a fizzle. The mage looked up and his eyes met Damon’s. The enemy mage shook his head slightly and pulled out a rolled-up scroll. 
 
    Trystan looked up at the chains over his head. He noticed there were runes carved into the metal. He didn’t understand what they meant but he deduced they were there to stop any kind of spell casting. The young mage called on Kira but she did not answer. He could feel her presence over his heart but she was quiet and unmoving. 
 
    Freya stood over the lizard man below her. She stepped over him and bent her knees, straddling the scaled creature. Trystan watched as Freya pressed her slit to the erect penis of the lizard man. Moaning loudly, the dark cock penetrated her and she slid down all the way to the hilt. Devva and Paula did the same. Moaning and giggling as they lowered on to the lizard men on their backs. Hips moved and breasts bounced. Trystan tried a spell repeatedly to no effect. The mage glanced over to see Nia staring at the coupling with fear. 
 
    Damon Wick stepped forward, scroll open and the moon rising above the horizon behind him. The renegade mage began speaking mysterious words. Vibrations and intensity grew from his words as he repeated them again and again. The sharp lines of reality began to wave and bend to unknown forces. Familiar feelings flowed over Trystan. When he dreamed of the Libro Nocte, the black book’s touch caused a similar sensation but here it felt a hundred times more powerful. 
 
    Freya and her colleagues moaned like rutting beasts to the maddening vibrations. The lizard men cried out to the horror inducing vibrations. Trystan looked to them and cringed as their movements moved to a higher tempo. Freya threw her hands up as did her two shadow sisters. Daggers shined in the firelight as they arced from the group of shadow mages to the three shadow sisters. Palms open, dagger pommels landed in each one. The vibrations around them shook the very air with power. Freya, Devva and Paula cried out as they pointed the daggers over the lizard men’s throats.  
 
    “Don’t do this!” Trystan screamed but his voice was lost to the sonic storm of ancient words. 
 
    The lizard men reached up and took hold of the shadow women’s wrists. Orgasms bloomed and hands pulled. Trystan watched in horror as the lizard men forced the daggers into their own throats. A mad gleam glowed in Freya’s eyes as she helped drive the daggers in each of her hands deep into scaled flesh. Blood spurted and poured. The albino dipped her fingers into the red fountain and smeared it over her white skin and breasts. Heart’s pumping, blood filled the circular groove and met with each stream. Lightning struck the sea off in the distance. The thunderclap reached them a moment later. Damon said the final words with a whisper, the scroll burning up and turning to ash in his hands. 
 
    Trystan looked away, not wanting to process what he just witnessed. Gazing to his right, Aznara stared as if the image burned into her retinas. No sound came from Nia and Sunara. Freya stood up, blood on her hands and legs, an indifferent smile on her lips. Damon bowed his head and turned his back to the ocean behind him. 
 
    The blue mage turned his head, unsure what would happen next. In the distance, a plume of white water sprouted into the night sky. All bodies and eyes turned to see the amazing sight. Water surged upward, nearly a mile into the sky before it came falling back to the sea’s cold embrace. The chains holding Trystan opened and fell away. The mage let his arms drop and he rubbed his wrists. Getting to his feet, Damon beckoned him over. 
 
    Reluctantly, the mage walked over the three corpses and pooled blood. Some shadow mages looked back with cautious eyes. Trystan showed no fear for he walked as if in a trance. Something dark touched his spirit and a weakness pooled in his mind. Looking out from top of the pyramid, the ocean bubbled and something white penetrated the watery surface. Trystan stared as one of the fabled bone ships rose up from the depths, the bow pointing into the sky. The ship fell forward and the hull sent up mighty plumes of water.  
 
    Mesmerized, Trystan gazed as sails made of skin unrolled of their own accord across a bone white masthead. The ship turned and raced to the island by supernatural power. A large inhuman skull with an open mouth twisted into a silent scream made up the bow of the ship. It charged toward them with ghostly speed.  
 
    Damon leaned in close to the stunned mage, “Thank you for making this meeting possible. I couldn’t have done it without you.” 
 
    All eyes turned to the bone ship. Water parted as the ship moved in close to the island. When it was in but twenty feet, the ship turned to its side and a white gangplank slid out. Touching land, strange figures moved on the main deck. Trystan stared, drinking in every detail as the figures moved off the deck and down the white gangplank in single file. 
 
    Tentacles shifted into makeshift legs as the crew stepped onto firm land. Spears held in pale hands, half women and half squid creatures moved to the base of the pyramid. They wore gold armor on their shoulders and chests. Bellies covered in scaled armor, arms were humanoid with armbands and rings. Long lustrous hair tied back into ponytails and they each were strikingly beautiful with angular faces and oval eyes. In the middle of the tentacle women was a larger version. She wore a long robe with the front open to reveal a shapely body. Long purple hair spilled down behind her head and over her shoulders, a web-like headdress pointed up and fanned out giving her a regal appearance. When the group moved closer, the mage could see that the one in the robe was over seven feet tall. 
 
    The group of shadow mages moved back, two of them putting hands on Trystan’s shoulders and pulling him back with them. Damon was the only one to stay at the edge of the stairs with a welcoming smile on his lips. The smaller tentacle women were at the top, spears leaning forward and hard stares on the renegade mage. Trystan noticed the tentacle women were not smaller, only smaller compared to the one with purple hair. They were close to six feet tall and may be taller if their tentacles were not bent at the ends to become makeshift feet. 
 
    The larger tentacle woman stepped forward and peered down at Damon, her face blank and unreadable.  
 
    After a long pause, the purple-haired tentacle woman spoke, “I am Theena, Kraken High Priestess to the almighty Draygon, the Dead Sea God. You have summoned me for a wish. Speak your desire and may your soul belong to Draygon from this point on.” 
 
    Damon stepped forward, “Beautiful Theena, my name is Damon Wick. I have summoned you but before we speak about true desire, I ask for you to stay and let me entertain you?” 
 
    The kraken eyed the mage as he bowed, “You waste my valuable time for entertainment?” 
 
    Damon kept his head bowed, “I have no wish to waste any time with you. I only wish to begin our relationship with a night to remember. Please indulge me and we can get down to business.” 
 
    The renegade mage made a quick hand signal. Shadows moved and formed in a large black table and two chairs. A shadow mage to the side brought over two wine glasses and a bottle of wine. Theena looked at the set up but her purple lips barely smirked. Damon stood up and tapped the table. A black water rose melted up from the shadow table and turned a shade of purple. Trystan had never seen anyone change a construct another color before. 
 
    Damon held out a hand. Theena let her hand touch his. The renegade mage guided her to the table and pulled out her seat. The high priestess sat down as he pushed it under her. The size of the high priestess dwarfed her host. Damon picked up the uncorked bottle and began to pour red wine. Theena picked up her glass, as Damon picked up his. They clinked their glasses and each took a sip. 
 
    “As entertaining as this may be, I am needed elsewhere,” The high priestess said as she put down her glass. 
 
    “I understand but we should live for the moment. How goes the war with the living? I hear it has grown difficult recently.” 
 
    Theena’s hand clenched the stem of her wine glass. 
 
    Damon continued, “I mean no disrespect to your efforts in the war. I’m sure one day the Dead Sea God will consume all. I was merely stating current events. The sirens and mermaids have sided with the land dwellers.” 
 
    “They will be consumed just like all those who do not follow Draygon’s ways.” 
 
    Damon nodded, “I agree to a certain extent. Is it true the Dead Sea God is looking for converts?” 
 
    Theena gave a wicked smile, “Those who follow his path will earn a place in his halls of knowledge and protection. All others shall be consumed.” 
 
    Damon leaned in a little, making eye contact, “What if I offered to help your lord with followers, converts to his ways? I’m sure the influx of land worshippers would turn the tide in your war.” 
 
    The high priestess kept her face a blank mask, “Is that your wish? You wish to help Draygon with his war?” 
 
    Damon gave a mischievous smile, “I offer to help in your war as something extra to sweeten the pot. I will tell you my wish but first, how about some entertainment.” 
 
    The renegade mage turned to the group of shadow mages. All of them parted, leaving Trystan along in the middle of the circle, the three dead lizard men bodies pointed toward the center. Freya picked up her robe and put it back on. The flaming braziers glowed brighter, illuminating the entire area so everyone could see. 
 
    Damon turned to Theena again, “You know of the Elemental College?” 
 
    Theena looked to Trystan, “We know all.” 
 
    “Good. My offer to you is simple. I pledge the Shadow, Night and Terror colleges will teach students the ways of Draygon. The Dead Sea God will have a greater influence on land then he ever had before. There are many students willing to learn his ways and will add to your cause. One of my students will challenge one of the Elemental College students to show our willingness and power. The outcome will either prove or disprove the offer. If the shadow student fails, then you may have her soul. If she wins, consider my proposal.” 
 
    The high priestess eyed the mage with a smirk, “You intrigue me, mage. Entertain me and we will see if your words ring true.” 
 
    “When it is over, we will discuss my wish but enjoy the show,” Damon finished. 
 
    Trystan turned to Freya. Dread touched his mind as he watched the shadow mage make a hand signal. Shadows leaped up and formed into a large hammer. The blue mage made a hand signal; a stream of water shot up from the ocean and landed by his foot, forming into a staff.  
 
    “You beat me last time because it was the middle of the day. Now you’re in my element. Prepare to get your ass handed to you,” Freya sneered. 
 
    Trystan took hold of his staff, “I would ask you to stop this but I know you won’t. You really are evil and I pity you.” 
 
    Freya bended her knees and gripped her hammer, “When it is over, I will have you on your knees, begging me to stop. Now fight, loser!” Freya screamed and pounced. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sixteen 
 
    Shadows spiked up around Trystan as Freya leaped high into the air. The mage spun, striking out with his staff and dissipating shadows. Spinning away, he held his staff sideways just as Freya came down. Black hammer and blue staff clashed with mana sparks flying. Shadows emerged again. Trystan picked up his foot, planted it on Freya’s stomach and pushed hard. Freya kept sliding backwards and back flipped onto her feet. Pointing his staff, the end blasted off, forming a water bolt. Freya brought her hammer across and smacked it away with ease. 
 
    The blue mage took a step back with mist rolling from his chest. Freya eyed him as the mist morphed and turned into Kira. The dragon familiar fell to her knees with a dazed and confused look in her eyes. 
 
    “I see you want to bring our daughter into the fight,” Freya laughed. 
 
    “She is not our daughter. She is my familiar!” Trystan said through gritted teeth. 
 
    The shadow mage laughed on, “You fool! She was inked with part of my essence. She has parts from both of us. She is our daughter and always will be.” 
 
    “Master….I feel dizzy…” Kira said in a low voice. 
 
    Freya stood up straighter, “Master? He is your father and you will call him by his proper title.” 
 
    Trystan turned his head slightly and looked to Kira with one eye, “I know you feel dizzy my familiar. Stay back.” 
 
    Freya stopped laughing, “No, stay where you are, I want you to see what happens next. I want you to sit there and make no move to help him.” 
 
    Kira stayed on her knees, black wings folded over her shoulders. Trystan eyed her, as she made no effort to move away. The mage turned to Freya and held his staff at the ready. 
 
    “She was made to protect you from everything else but me. We both can command her and only us. She will not aid you unless I let her,” Freya said smugly. 
 
    Trystan kept his stance, “Why do you have to do these things? Why not just let me go and move on?” 
 
    Freya let her hammer down just an inch, eyes meeting Trystan’s, “You belong to me Trystan and one night you will understand that. Now I will teach you your place in our relationship!” 
 
    Freya howled like a beast from nightmares as she charged. Trystan held his ground, weapons clashed. The shadow mage brought her foot up while pushing Trystan’s staff up. Her foot struck him in the throat. The young mage stumbled back, gasping for breath. Freya capitalized on the situation and drove her foot into his stomach. The mage bent over and fell to his knees. Freya spun around with her black hammer outstretched. The mage could not recover as the hammer struck him hard across the face. 
 
    Nia winced as Trystan went flying backwards to the stone floor. The mage turned onto his stomach, a trickle of blood at the corner of his mouth and his eye puffing up. With a hand signal, Trystan’s staff exploded into water bolts. They all turned mid-air and shot at the shadow mage. Freya grinned as shadows leaped up, striking and shattering each bolt into watery mists. Trystan made another hand signal, water vapor forming into bolts once again. Freya launched herself, driving her knee into the same side of his head she had struck before. A splash of blood flew through the air and landed at Nia’s feet. 
 
    Freya stood over Trystan as he struggled to push his upper body up. Blood trickled from his mouth. His right eye closed shut as the skin around it puffed up further. The shadow mage swung her hammer and drove it into Trystan’s side, rolling the mage several times before he lay flat on his back. Two ribs ached and the mage knew they were broken. 
 
    “Pathetic,” Freya said as she stepped toward him, “You fought better the first time. What happened? Are you holding back because you don’t want to hurt me? You had no problems outside of the Stukarr walls.” 
 
    Trystan struggled to sit up, “I did have a…a problem with it. You don’t remember?” The mage spit blood. 
 
    “I remember you fighting to impress that bitch over there,” Freya pointed to the chained Nia, “What happened? You two on the outs?” 
 
    “What does it matter to you?” Trystan made a hand signal and his staff reformed in his hands. 
 
    Freya stepped over to Trystan as he sat. She brought the hammer down on his staff, shattering it to mist, “I hear that you two don’t see each other anymore. I hear that she has fallen for someone else.” 
 
    Trystan looked up dazed, “What do you…mean?”  
 
    Freya gave a wicked grin, “Sunara, you don’t have to play the part anymore.” 
 
    Trystan looked over with his one working eye to the blue-haired succubus. Darkness covered her eyes. Moving her hands, the chains opened and the demoness stood up. Trystan’s heart sagged in his beaten chest. The succubus walked across to the other side with the gathered shadow mages.  
 
    The young mage kept his eye on her until she turned around, “Sunara, I….I thought we were all friends?” 
 
    Sunara’s mouth frowned in annoyed dismay, “We were never friends.” 
 
    Aznara struggled in her binds, “Sister! Why? Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Sister? We are not sisters. You are a weight around my neck. We joined a college that is racist and prejudice toward anything not human. I joined the winning side that accepts us for who we are long before we entered the Stukarr gates,” Sunara glared. 
 
    “I….don’t understand,” Aznara said in a low weak voice. 
 
    “How could you?” Sunara laughed, “You spent so much pining over Trystan that you never saw what was actually going on. You never questioned anything I did. You blindly followed me like some whipped dog just because we shared a rookery.” 
 
    The chains around Aznara’s wrists opened. The succubus stood up, looking to her sister with disbelief.  
 
    Sunara continued, “Now is your chance to prove yourself. Come with me to the Night College. We can learn in an environment that will praise our abilities and honor our knowledge. We will become our own masters and shape the world into a better place.” 
 
    The blue-haired succubus looked to the fallen Trystan, “Or stay here and be his bitch. He doesn’t love you. He is a human, using us to do his bidding.” 
 
    “You’re wrong,” Trystan coughed, “We are friends, all of us. Sunara, don’t let them convince you their way is better. They are using you for their own evil purposes. They were willing to kill innocent people with the slime attack. Can’t you see that?” 
 
    Sunara tilted her head forward, shadows covering her eyes again, “I know. I helped plan the slime attack. What are a few human deaths compared to the millions of monsters who died during human wars?” 
 
    “You…helped plan the attacks….” Aznara stared with disbelief.  
 
    “I did,” Sunara crossed her arms, “Now choose. Come with me or forever be a second-class citizen in a dying human world.” 
 
    Aznara looked from Sunara to Trystan. The mage coughed and another glob of blood dripped from his bottom lip. The succubus looked back to her sister and her hands curled into fists. She stepped closer to Trystan and knelt down, clawed hands on him and eyes filled with concern. 
 
    Sunara was silent for a moment, “You have made your choice.” 
 
    Trystan looked up into Aznara’s red eyes, “Thank you but you didn’t have to stay.” 
 
    Aznara smiled, “You have been more of a friend then she was ever a sister.” 
 
    Sunara looked past them to the chained Nia. A word whispered and the chains opened. Nia slowly put her arms down and stood up. Trystan and Aznara turned their gaze to the red head. Nia had a faraway look in her eyes as she shambled forward toward them.  
 
    “Come to me my pet,” Sunara beckoned. 
 
    “Nia,” Trystan said and tried to stand up.  
 
    Aznara took hold of her friend and helped him to his feet. Freya moved close, bringing her hammer up and hard across. Aznara went flying down to the stone floor. Freya heaved again and slammed the hammer against Trystan’s arm. Bone snapped and the mage hit the floor with a yelp. 
 
    “I never said you could stand,” Freya growled. 
 
    Nia walked pass the fallen Trystan. The young mage gripped his arm and tried to sit up, eyes wide and pleading to the indifferent fire mage. 
 
    “Nia, don’t go,” Trystan begged. 
 
    The red head was silent as she walked to Sunara’s side. She turned around and bowed her head, eyes staring at nothing. 
 
    Sunara brushed Nia’s hair over her shoulder, “You lost her that very night all three of us shared our bodies. I always wanted a human pet and now I have a pretty one.” 
 
    Aznara sat up, clutching her chest, “Trystan, Nia is addicted to her. She let her taste her true self.” 
 
    “I’m sure it helped. The poor dear lost her eye and I was the only one to comfort her. You should have tried harder, Trystan. If you had then she may have been able to resist my temptation. Now she cannot bear to be away from me,” Sunara ran the back of her fingers across Nia’s cheek. 
 
    Trystan felt his spirit grow heavy, a tear streaking down his cheek. Aznara looked to Sunara and Nia, tears in her eyes. Kira’s eyes stared at the stone floor as fire danced on the pyramid. 
 
    Freya stepped over her ex-lover and bent over to look him in the eye, “You should have stayed with me. None of this would have happened. Now wallow in your pain until I come to claim you. Sunara has her pet and soon I will have mine.” 
 
    Damon Wick clapped his hands. Theena had a closed hand to her ample chest, eyes wide and in the moment. 
 
    “A battle and a play of drama, did you enjoy it?” Damon smiled. 
 
    Theena looked to the renegade mage and smiled, “I can taste the pain in the very air. You have impressed me Damon. If you are true to your word then the Dead Sea God will be pleased with your offering.” 
 
    Damon turned his attention to the high priestess and reached across the table, taking her hands into his, “We are not done. I still have my wish.” 
 
    Theena nodded, “Ask it and it shall be yours.” 
 
    Damon looked down at Theena’s pale hands and then back to her purple eyes, “I wish to court you, Theena High Priestess of Draygon.” 
 
    The kraken’s eyes widened and her lips parted in shock, “No being has asked to court a High Priestess of Draygon. I belong to my lord and no one else.” 
 
    “I’m not asking you to give up your lord. I’m asking for a chance to court you so we may seal our agreements and live our lives, entwined together. You are beautiful and I have dreamed of being your consort. Grant my wish and we will bring the glory of Draygon to this world and beyond.” 
 
    Theena stared at the mage and smiled, “You are a dangerous human but you have shown me pain, beauty and power. I will consult with my lord but for now, your wish is granted.” 
 
    Damon stood up and walked around the table to Theena’s side. The kraken sat but her head was level with the mage’s as he stood. Damon leaned in and they kissed. Shadow mages bowed their heads, witnessing the union and creepy dread filling the air like arid fog. 
 
    Trystan was partially sitting up, mouth moving but no sound coming out. Freya gazed at Damon and Theena as their kiss turned passionate. When they parted, Freya let out a sigh. 
 
    “One night we will have that again,” Freya said with tears in her eyes. 
 
    Trystan stopped moving his mouth and looked up to Freya with contempt, “No, we won’t,” The mage hissed. 
 
    The young mage whispered a word of power. A shockwave exploded from Trystan’s heart in all directions. The wave struck Kira and she looked up, eyes and mouth wide. She screamed as mana erupted and shot into the sky. Freya looked over to see the dragon familiar staring up, power lighting up the night’s sky. 
 
    The shadow mage turned to Trystan with wide eyes, “What did you do?” 
 
    Trystan smirked, “Playing my ace card.” 
 
    White energy pooled in the night air, swirling and churning like a contained maelstrom. 
 
    “When your shadow mages attacked me in Lantern Beach, they gave me a great idea. If you can do it then I knew I could do it,” Trystan coughed and snickered. 
 
    Power streaked out in all directions, forming a dome of white lightning as power poured into the ocean. Trystan turned from Freya and stared out as his spell took effect. The ocean around the island bubbled and waves grew. Streams of water rose up and twisted into hulking shapes. Shadow mages rushed to the edge of the pyramid and stared down as an army of hulking water bodies stepped from the surf toward them. Power continued to light up the sky until it drained the familiar. The dragon woman let out a weak moan before falling to the stone floor and passing out. Turning to mist, she returned to Trystan’s skin over her master’s heart. 
 
    Freya stepped to the edge and glared over as hundreds of water elementals broke free from the ocean and rushed the stairs. Some elongated and climbed the temple pyramid, blank expressions as they closed the distance. 
 
    A purple glow emanated from Trystan’s arms, legs and head. Runes took shape and quickly faded. The mage smiled to himself as something whispered in his ear that help was on the way. Freya turned back to the mage and stalked over, hammer over her shoulder and ready to strike. 
 
    “I knock you out and your spell will fizzle!” Freya growled. 
 
    Trystan looked up with serenity in his eyes, “I know. But I saved just enough mana for one more spell.”  
 
    Freya looked down at the reflection of the moon in puddles under her feet. Before she could move, the puddle clamped onto her feet. Sliding away, Freya was pulled to the pyramid edge and launched into the air. Trystan watched with a sense of satisfaction as Freya went over the side screaming. The shadow mage tumbled down the side, arms, legs and face hitting hard stone, body rolling. A quick hand signal and a shadow caught her half way down. Throbbing pain pulsed through her small frame. She turned and controlled the shadow to bring her back up the side of the pyramid when she noticed an army of water soldiers within a few feet of her. Fear bled into her eyes as she forced more mana into the shadow to increase speed, water elementals slicing at the air feet from her. 
 
    Aznara was on her feet and to Trystan’s side, “Why didn’t you start with that?” 
 
    Trystan grunted as the succubus helped him to his feet, “The spell was long and intricate. I needed time to cast it.” 
 
    “Will your army stop them?” Aznara held him close. 
 
    “I don’t know but before anything, we have to rescue Nia and Sunara. Do you have mana?” Trystan said through tendrils of pain. 
 
    “I’m full.” Aznara smiled. 
 
    “I’m out so follow my hand signals exactly. We might be able to get everyone out.”  
 
    Water elementals charged the line of shadow mages and scylla soldiers. Upon seeing the hulking water creations, shadow mages unleashed a full torrent of black lightning. Energy slammed into bodies made of water and exploded instantly. The barrage continued but for every water elemental that fell, four more took their place. Scylla joined the fray, spears stabbing and slashing with expert skill. The stone steps were drenched in fallen elementals but more surged, pushing the line back. 
 
    Damon watched as mages attempted to keep the flood of attackers at bay, his face a blank mask. Theena’s brow turned into a sharp V and looked to Damon. 
 
    “I thought you had everything under control?” Theena said, calm as still waters. 
 
    Damon turned to her and smiled, “I do. Can you not see it? The elementals are weak, a display of power but no substance. A distraction to….” Damon turned his head to Trystan and Aznara, “…save their friends.” 
 
    Trystan grunted in pain as he stood with his good arm out. Aznara held him up with one arm and held out her other arm. The blue mage began making hand signals and the succubus copied them. 
 
    Sunara grabbed Nia’s arm and pulled her away from the battle, “We’re getting out of here.” 
 
    Nia hesitated, looking to Trystan and Aznara as they worked a spell together. Raw emotion burst from her heart and she pulled her arm from Sunara’s grip. The red head broke into a run, eyes wide with each footfall.  
 
    “Trystan!” Nia shouted with arms outstretched. 
 
    The young mage finished his hand signal and Aznara did the same. Water pooling all around the pyramid edge rose up, knocking shadow mages to the ground. Scylla cut through the wave of water with precision. Damon flicked his wrist and the wave near him and Theena melted away without so much as a drop touching them. Aznara laughed with triumph as the wave took hold of Sunara and Nia. Bodies slid against the stone floor and stopped at the blue mage and succubus’s feet. 
 
    Damon smiled to Trystan and nodded his approval when the entire temple shook. The renegade mage looked out to the water as another explosion rattled the very foundation. Enhancing his senses, he could see the Sea Strider moving in close. Kutter was on deck, a glowing white cylinder on his shoulder and a smile on his lips. The tube exploded with bright light and a white fireball was hurtling toward the temple.   
 
    “Is this part of your control?” Theena said amused. 
 
    Damon made several hand signals, “I see a display of true power is appropriate for the moment. Let me show you what I can do.” 
 
    Theena picked up her wine glass again, “Please do and I shall reward you my consort.” 
 
    Damon stepped forward and raised his hands. Spells activated, he made the final signals to complete them. The island rumbled as mana erupted from the renegade mage. Kutter took aim again when his ship stopped moving. The ex-magistrate stopped his attack for a moment when the ocean to the right of the ship began to churn. Swiveling his shoulders to the right, he kept his stony gaze as the ocean began to raise and take shape. Kutter unleashed another super charged bolt of mana at the water body forming. It exploded on impact but did not stop its transformation. Kutter stepped to the rail, pointing his mana cannon as an elemental dragon stared back, its maw open wide. Kutter fired again and again. The dragon spit a high-powered stream of water. The ex-magistrate stepped to the side as the stream cut the top deck like a laser. Reeko used the metal spear points captured from the fallen lizard men to twist and turn, clamping the sides of the deck, reinforcing and holding it together.  
 
    “Keep the ship together while I take down a dragon!” Kutter bellowed as he bent his knees and launched himself at the water dragon. 
 
     The jump was an impossible one but the ex-magistrate soared through the air with smooth grace. The water dragon opened its mouth, ready to smash the ex-magistrate. Kutter let the mana cannon twist and reshape into a long double pointed spear. Holding it up and down, the dragon clamped its mouth shut, spearing the top and bottom. Kutter sent a surge of power into the elemental and the construct roared in pain. 
 
    On the top of the pyramid, Trystan knelt down and touched Nia’s cheek. The fire mage looked up and smiled weakly. A clawed fist struck the mage and sent him spiraling to the floor. Sunara stood over Nia with rage in her eyes. Aznara rushed her rookery sister only to be met with an air bolt to the chest. The succubus flipped backwards and struck her head hard against the floor. Aznara groaned as she turned her head to her sister. 
 
    “You will not take her! She belongs to me!” Sunara screeched. 
 
    Mist flowed from Sunara’s back and formed into a ghostly figure. Trystan immediately recognized it as the ghost who possessed him the library to take pictures of the Libro Nocte. Instinct took over as the mage prepared a spell but it instantly fizzled since he had no mana left. 
 
    “Santiago, take her.” Sunara commanded. 
 
    The ghostly familiar slipped down toward Nia who was still on her stomach.  
 
    Nia stared into Trystan’s wide eyes, “I love you…..” The fire mage managed before the ghost possessed her.  
 
    Trystan stared helplessly as Nia stood up and stepped to Sunara’s side. The blue-haired succubus gave a sardonic smile before they both sank into a shadow. Nia stared blankly as her body dipped further into the black shadow and disappeared. Sunara kept smiling until she too faded from sight.  
 
    The young mage reached over and touched hard stone, his friends gone. Aznara crawled over to her friend, blood dripping from her hair. Pain and disbelief colored their eyes as their hearts cried out in sorrow. 
 
    Damon controlled the water dragon as Kutter continued to blast at the construct. Senses turned to eleven, the renegade turned his gaze skyward as a white and yellow comet came spiraling toward him. Damon smiled as comets landed thirty feet from him with a thunderclap. Water mist began to clear. Jenny stood with her eyes closed and her arms crossed. Lana, Professor Hart’s kitsune, stood with her white robes bellowing and golden runes glowing along the edges. 
 
    Trystan looked up, “Jenny! Lana!” He cried out. 
 
    Jenny kept her eyes closed as she spoke, “Stay down. We will handle the renegade.” 
 
    Lana nodded and glanced back to Trystan, giving him a wink. 
 
    Damon stepped forward, “Trystan, I’m impressed. You have such powerful friends. I didn’t notice before but the kitsune imprinted a spell on you to watch your every move, a wise decision but not enough to stop my plans.” 
 
    Jenny opened her eyes, “Your plans end when we capture you. Now you can come quietly or do we have to do this the hard way?” 
 
    “Jenny, I will not waste my mana on the two of you. I rather sit back and watch.” Damon smiled, “Xolly.” 
 
    Mist streamed up from Damon’s robe collar. It streaked forward and landed a few feet in front of him. The white mist darkened and shifted until a feminine form appeared with large feathered wings. The figure was kneeling with their head hanging forward. Black hair hung, covering her face. Skin was the color of blackened ash. Her naked body was toned and athletic. Black feathered wings flexed but no muscles moved. 
 
    “Xolly, I want you to disable them. Do that for master,” Damon said as he strolled back to the shadow table and sat across from Theena. 
 
    The black angel raised her head. Trystan could see her eyes covered with a blindfold, a red triangle with an eye drawn in the middle of it. Xolly stood up and stretched out her wings. The air began to vibrate with power. 
 
    Jenny whispered three arcane words. Clouds appeared out of nowhere, swirling and forming over their heads, high in the night sky. One of the metal braziers broke from the stone base and flew toward Jenny. The librarian held out her hand as the metal twisted and smoothed, forming into a metal sword. When it reached her hand, it blazed with hot fire. Jenny held out her other hand. A lightning bolt streaked down, striking the ground and leaping up into her open hand, forming into blade of pure lightning.  
 
    Lana flexed delicate fingers. Air whirled around, forming into two short white swords. The air continued to whip about, forming many more white swords and daggers, hovering in mid-air. 
 
    Xolly the black angel remained still for a long breath. All three opponents eyed each other, waiting for one to make a move. Trystan and Aznara watched with wide eyes while Damon and Theena looked on with amusement. The air was thick with power but the angel moved first. 
 
    Xolly shot forward, a clear bubble encasing her body. Lana darted away while Jenny met her head on. Lightning and metal swords sparked against the barrier as the librarian whipped away. Xolly stopped mid movement and slashed out with a black wing. Jenny leapt into the air, spinning and throwing her metal sword. The blade bounced off the barrier and back into the air. Jenny landed with hand out, blade handle landing in her open palm. 
 
    Lana flicked her tail and white daggers shot out, striking the angel’s barrier and bouncing off. The kitsune flicked her tail again. The white swords lined up and launched each in turn. Each sword struck one spot on the shield over and over. Xolly stepped back and spun away but the swords continued to adjust and turn to strike one location. Lana smirked when the barrier cracked after the last sword strike. 
 
    The black angel crossed her arms and the crack began to seal. Jenny took the moment to press her attack. Charging, the metal sword penetrated the crack halfway, the sharp point ten inches from Xolly’s chest. The black angel smiled until Jenny pressed her lightning sword to the metal sword half buried in the shield. The lightning sword zapped through the metal and erupted from the end of the blade, slamming into the angel’s chest. Xolly grunted as she stumbled back, smoke rising from just above her breasts.  
 
    “Stop playing with them,” Damon said with a hint of annoyance. 
 
    Xolly let her hands fall to her sides and red energy began to swirl around her naked form. Lana and Jenny braced themselves as a red aura grew bigger and brighter. Jenny whispered an arcane word, lighting blasted down from the heavens, booming against the angel’s shield. Lana created a white sword and sent it spinning. The white sword drilled against the shield, mana sparks flying in all directions.  
 
    The black angel smirked as the aura nearly engulfed her in red light. The very ground trembled as her smile faded and her form exploded. Jenny gazed as time slowed down. Whispering words, she tried to break the effect but it was too late. The angel moved like a comet toward her. The librarian mentally called on lightning since her thoughts were not affected by the slow time effect, only her body. Lightning bolts rained down on the black and red angel as she came at her. The thunderclaps moved in slow motion as they struck the shield repeatedly. Xolly shrugged them off as she closed her fist and drove it into Jenny’s cheek. The blonde librarian went flying, eyes shut and pain moving across her face. 
 
    Lana finished her counter spell as Jenny went sailing through the air. Time returned to normal and Jenny hit the floor rolling. Xolly was already moving toward the kitsune, fists blazing with red energy. Lana made a signal and a sonic boom blasted toward the angel. Xolly punched through the shockwave with one fist. She didn’t slow down as she punched Lana with the other. The familiar went sailing into the air but she recovered, her cheek bruised. The angel was still moving, hand out. The angel’s black hand took hold of Lana’s robe and bunched the fabric in her hand. Lana unleashed a dozen palm attacks, slamming them into Xolly’s blindfolded face. When she finished, the black angel turned her smooth face to the kitsune and grinned. 
 
    Trystan saw the fear in Lana’s eyes as the black angel pulled her close, lifted her up and threw her at the temple. Lana struck the stone floor and debris jettisoned into the air. A shock wave knocked Trystan and Aznara onto their backs. The angel barreled down to the new crater with Lana in it and smashed her feet into the kitsune’s chest. A second shockwave boomed, sending more debris into the air. 
 
    Damon stood up and looked down at Jenny and Lana. The librarian lay on the floor heaving and trying sit up. Lana lay in the crater unconscious and unmoving. The renegade mage stepped over to Xolly as she landed and bowed her head to her master. The mage put a finger under her chin and lifted her face to his. Leaning in, he kissed her deeply. When he broke away, Xolly turned to mist and returned to her master’s skin. The renegade mage turned to the high priestess who was smiling. 
 
    “Are you impressed?” Damon smiled. 
 
    Theena nodded her head slightly, “Yes, my consort. Shall we retire to another location so we may discuss and you may claim your rewards?” 
 
    Damon stepped to her and pulled her up. The renegade looked up to the high priestess, “I thought you would never ask.” 
 
    The renegade mage made several hand signals. Shadow mages and scylla soldiers sunk into their own shadows. Darkness rose up along the ocean and covered the bone ship, drawing it in and transporting it to another location. Freya stared at the fallen Trystan as her shadow moved over her body and she faded into it. Theena reached out with a pale hand to Damon’s arm.  
 
    Damon turned to Trystan, “Young mage, you are free of my spells. I hope we cross paths in the future. I want to see what a fine mage you will become. Farewell for now.” 
 
    Damon turned to Theena and they stared at each other lovingly as shadows blanketed them, their forms fading away into the darkness.  
 
    Trystan struggled to sit up but his ribs and arms throbbed with paralyzing pain. Aznara had passed out next to him, blood dripping from her head wound. The mage tried to reach out and touch her, his body not responding. Turning his head slightly, he could see the water elemental dragon lose its form, falling to the ocean. Time seemed to lose meaning as the mage looked up at the sky, clouds parting and stars twinkling in the beautiful night sky. The last thing he saw was Kutter landing next to him, arms reaching out before darkness closed in. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seventeen 
 
    The breeze caressed Trystan’s cheek as he stared out over the railing. The sky was a deep and comforting blue. The town of Lantern Beach stood in the distance, calling to him like an old friend. Brilliant sunlight eased his stiff muscles. He hated spending so much time in bed. One hand gripped the railing while the other hung in a sling over his shoulder. The mage tried to soak up the warm sunlight but his heart beat with profound regret. 
 
    The voyage back was smooth considering the Sea Strider was barely holding together. Jenny had recovered but didn’t speak much during the voyage back. Aznara was unconscious for a day before she woke up, asking what happened. Reeko had to be the one to tell his side first, his broken wrist making him wince every time he moved. Lana recovered and flew off as soon as she woke up, Trystan assumed back to Professor Hart. Kutter steered the ship back while his familiar tended to everyone’s wounds. Since no one was a healer, the gargoyle did the next best he could of setting bones and wrapping appendages. The rocking of the ship caused everyone to feel some sort of pain. Trystan tried to focus on the physical pain and ignore the maddening ache in his heart. 
 
    The Sea Strider docked with the port town of Lantern Beach. Many people were waiting and they nearly rushed the ship. Healers went to work, nearly attacking Trystan first. Warm energy healed his wounds, mended his ribs and fused the bones in his arm but the mage felt like he was incomplete and empty. The healers moved below deck to the rooms, laying their healing energy on Aznara and Reeko. 
 
    Trystan moved to the gangplank and took a shaky step on it. Hands reached out and the mage managed a small smile. Professor Hart and Gwen guided the mage to the dock. Standing on the solid dock, Professor Hart patted Trystan’s shoulder. A moment later, Gwen hugged him fiercely. The mage hugged the witch, never wanting to let go. The sun shined down on them in the perfect summer air. 
 
    *** 
 
    The private dining room was alive with activity. Waiters moved with trays of food, setting them down at the table. Bottles of wines opened and poured into glasses. Trystan sat with Gwen to one side of him. Professor Hart sat at the head of the table. Aznara and Reeko sat across from the mage and witch. Jenny sat at the other end of the table, her head bowed and eyes looking off. When the food and drinks were finished being served, the wait staff made a hasty exit, closing the double sliding doors behind them. 
 
    Quietly, everyone began taking food and putting it on their plates. The mood was relaxed but a dark undertone seemed to lie just below the surface. After a few minutes, Trystan put down his knife and fork with a small clatter. 
 
    The mage stood up and all eyes were on him, “I’m just going to come out and say it. I failed. I failed everyone here. I understand if you hate my guts but I hate myself even more. I hate that I could not keep everyone safe and could not stop Damon Wick’s plans.” 
 
    The room was silent for a long moment.  
 
    Aznara spoke first, “We don’t hate you. We all knew the risks.” 
 
    Reeko nodded, “You can’t be so hard on yourself. Damon was the one who manipulated us to witnessing his grand event.” 
 
    Jenny stood up, head bowed, “It is I who failed all of you. I was supposed to take down Damon Wick and I failed at my task. I am ashamed and will reconsider my place as librarian in Stukarr.” 
 
    Professor Hart put up his hands, “I know everyone feels pretty emotional right now. Please sit and relax. Placing blame will not help the situation any further. The only thing we can do is discuss what happened and plan for the future.” 
 
    Jenny sat down and then Trystan. Gwen put her hand on Trystan’s arm and gave him a squeeze. 
 
    “Professor Hart is right. We must plan now so we can rescue Nia and Sunara,” Gwen said in an understanding tone. 
 
    Aznara looked away, “We won’t be able to save Sunara. She has made her decision.” 
 
    “I still can’t believe she was behind the slime attacks and controlling the Dead Mother. Should we save her after all of that?” Reeko said in a low voice. 
 
     Professor Hart took a deep breath, “Sunara will have to answer for her crimes but Nia is being held against her will. We will need to come up with a strategy to bring them back home.” 
 
    “Do we even know where they took them?” The goblin kept his head low. 
 
    Trystan sat back, “They must be in Fallen York. If Damon is reopening the Night College there, then that is where he will show his power to the High Priestess.” 
 
    Professor Hart nodded, “I have to agree. Damon will be in the heart of his new empire with every monster he convinced to join his crusade.” 
 
    Trystan looked to the head of the table, “Professor, we will need an army to get in there. Will the college risk starting a war to save two students?” 
 
    Professor Hart rubbed his chin, “If I know the Headmaster and Headmistress, they will not risk starting a war anytime soon. I’m afraid we are on our own with this one.” 
 
    “On our own?” Trystan asked. 
 
    Professor Hart looked to everyone as they stared back at him, “I’m not going to sugarcoat this. The only way we are getting Nia and Sunara back is if we do it ourselves.” The professor turned his eyes to Trystan, “I know when we last talked; I was trying to look out for you and the college. I had Lana watch over you and ready to fly to you if you were in serious danger. But now, with everything you have told me, I fear we must do this without the college’s knowledge of it.” 
 
    Gwen picked up her wine and took a sip before putting it back down again, “All of us in this room must swear to keep what we say in this room a secret. We don’t know how many spies Damon may have in Stukarr. He has been one step ahead the entire time but now we may have a chance against him.” 
 
    All heads at the table nodded in unison. 
 
    Gwen continued, “All of us will return to our normal lives but Professor Hart and I will set up secret meetings for all of you. When the time is right and we are fully prepared, we will rescue Nia and Sunara, and stop Damon Wick. Now is your chance to leave if you don’t wish to be a part of it. We won’t hold it against you.” 
 
    No one moved from the table. 
 
    Professor Hart gave a mischievous smile, “Let us not lose heart. Damon’s grand event was merely a ploy to increase his political and power base. Even if he thinks he has won, he doesn’t understand what he is up against. We fought the slimes and saved Stukarr from destruction. We can put a stop to his schemes because we stopped him before. We will save Nia and Sunara. We will stop his mad plan to wipe out humanity. You are fine mages and with training, nothing will stop us from pushing back the darkness once again. Now let’s enjoy this meal and get down to business. We have a lot of work ahead of us.” 
 
    Everyone at the table looked to each other and a spirited conviction filled the room. The group resumed their meal, discussing plans and ideas well into the night. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan and Gwen walked along the boardwalk, the waning moon high in the night sky and the crashing of ocean waves against the deserted beach. Gwen held Trystan’s hand but the mage had a faraway look in his eyes. 
 
    “Trystan…I know how hard this must all be…..” Trystan cut her off with a small smile. 
 
    “You never told me if you ran into trouble when you left Stukarr. Damon promised to hurt you if you left the city walls.” 
 
    Gwen looked to the mage, “Professor Hart was nice enough to be my bodyguard. We had spoken after you left. In confidence, I told him what was happening and he understood the situation. He knew something was up when you went to speak to him before you left. We decided to sneak out and be here at Lantern Beach for your return. I think Damon may have been bluffing. We never ran into any trouble.” 
 
    “Thank you for all your help. I doubt we would have gotten as far as we did without it,” Trystan said, his eyes lowering. 
 
    “Trystan, I know you’re hurting. We will do everything we can to get Nia back.” 
 
    “I know we will. She is my friend and I know she would do the same for me or anyone else she cared for,” Trystan looked off. 
 
    “Do you want to talk about it?” Gwen asked timidly. 
 
    Trystan squeezed her hand, “Not right now.” A warm flash sunk into Trystan’s spirit and he looked to the crashing waves, “I just need some time to think things over. If you excuse me, I have to meet someone.” 
 
    The young mage let go of Gwen’s hand and walked out onto the beach. Sand shifted under Trystan’s feet as he walked across the beach toward the water. Gwen stayed on the boardwalk, looking out to the mage, her heart tight with concern. 
 
    The blue mage reached the edge of the beach, booted feet on wet sand. A wave crashed and covered his boots, seawater spilling into them. The mage stared with intense eyes as another wave crashed and a figure rose up from the wave. Stepping deeper into the water, hands reached out and took hold of a haggard siren. Sylk looked up with weary eyes. No words were spoken as she hugged her master close. Trystan held her head to his chest, kissing the top of her head. Master and Familiar stayed in the water as the waves splashed into them, their connection growing stronger. Together they turned and walked back onto the beach. 
 
    “Master…..” Sylk trailed off. 
 
    “I’m so happy to see you,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “I’ve missed you my love,” Sylk said while not taking her webbed hands from him. 
 
    “I have missed you too my love. We have much to catch up on but for right now, let’s rest tonight. I just want us together.” 
 
    “Yes, my love. I dreamed of being back in your arms,” The siren whispered. 
 
    Gwen gazed at the mage and familiar for a long moment. She tilted her hat and smiled, walking off as the two stepped onto the boardwalk toward the hotel. Trystan held the blue siren close. They walked into the hotel together, the moon casting its diffused glow on their wet footsteps, the sound of the ocean crashing in the distance. 
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    Sylk’s Song 
 
    One 
 
    Diving into the waves, the siren’s limbs spread out and her body drifted down into the dark water. The blue siren opened her eyes and slowly fell deeper into the sea’s loving and harsh embrace, her master moving farther and farther away. Mermaids swam through the water with smiles, webbed hands reaching out and caressing the siren’s blue skin. Several more bodies swam close, oval eyes gazing on the free-falling siren and smiling. 
 
    A green siren swam up to Sylk and lay underneath her, inches apart and falling along. The blue siren smirked and the green one mirrored her. The water grew darker around their bodies as they descended. Several more sirens moved in close, their hands reaching out and touching their magical friend. 
 
    Without a word, sirens and mermaids kicked their webbed feet or tails, and shot into the murky darkness. Sylk stopped her slow descent and kicked her legs, attempting to catch up. The group of sea-maidens swam until they reached the sea floor. Colored coral glowed as thin shafts of sunlight penetrated the murky depths. Fish swam along, indifferent to the sea women as they settled on the bottom. Seaweed and plants swayed to the eternal rhythms of the ocean. 
 
    “Everyone, welcome our magical sister, Sylk.”  The green siren said with a cheery smile. 
 
    This was Sylk’s first time among her kind. She quickly realized that their sonic powers enabled them to speak underwater and their pointed ears designed to pick up those sounds. It sounded like dolphin clicks and whale songs but to her ears, it was perfect speech.  
 
    “She is pretty.” A mermaid smiled. 
 
    “The boys will love her.” A siren laughed. 
 
    The green siren held up a webbed hand, “Let us not get too ahead of ourselves. Sister Sylk is here to train. She has promised to pay for training and we promise to help her become stronger.” 
 
    Sylk turned to the green siren, “Merra, what is the price for training?” 
 
    “We can discuss further afterwards. For now, focus on improving yourself for your master.” The siren winked. 
 
    “Let’s take her to the caves!” One siren sang loudly. 
 
    The sea-maidens all nodded their heads in agreement. Merra floated up and pointed with a webbed finger. Sylk nodded and they all moved as one along the sea bottom. It didn’t take long for them to reach a deep trench. Light from the sky made it down but it was defused, casting long shadows from jagged rocks. In the trench were dark caves along the sides. Glowing eyes appeared at the entrances and faces emerged from the darkness. Soon a school of bodies swam out to greet Merra, the others and a blue siren with an uncomfortable expression in her eyes. 
 
    Sylk watched as four male sirens floated up to Merra but their gaze shifted to her as she hung back. The blue siren had never seen a male siren before. Their bodies were lean and T shaped. Webbed gills fanned out from the sides of their heads. Oval eyes glanced over while short hair moved with the ocean’s pulse. Their bodies were similar to hers; scales covered forearms and shins while their bodies were humanoid. Skin and scale color ranged from blue, green, red and yellow. Loin clothes covered between their legs.  
 
    “Who is the new comer?” One male siren asked. 
 
    “Does she have a mate?” A yellow one inquired. 
 
    “She seems different and shy,” A red siren stated. 
 
    Merra floated a little hirer and raised her hands, “Everyone, I know you have many questions but be patient. Sylk is a magical siren from the surface. She serves a handsome mage and wishes to learn from her kind. It is our duty to show her our ways so she may become better for herself. Show kindness and wisdom. We only have a few days before we move on to fight the wicked Scylla. Tonight, we celebrate but tomorrow we train.” 
 
    Many heads nodded but the four male sirens immediately swam to Sylk and surrounded her. Webbed hands reached out, caressing her skin, scales and feeling her breasts. The blue siren pulled away when a thumb ran over her nipple causing it to stand at attention. The four males gave a look of shock as she backed away, her eyes a mixture of confusion and embarrassment. 
 
    “She is shocked.” said a blue male. 
 
    “She doesn’t understand.” said a yellow male. 
 
    Merra swam closer, a scaled arm curling around Sylk’s waist and holding her close, “Show her wisdom and kindness. She is new and doesn’t understand our ways. You males need to hold yourself back.” 
 
    The four male sirens bowed their heads and floated back to give them some space. 
 
    Sylk turned to Merra, “Is it always like that with new comers?” 
 
    Merra nodded, “It can be. Males have their uses but they must be told what to do. We are their superiors and they serve. They can be simple but they are generally good-natured as long as they know their place.” 
 
    A red male siren swam closer to Sylk but kept a healthy distance, “We meant no disrespect. We appreciate beauty and this is how we honor it. If you were not pleasing to the eye, we would never touch you.” 
 
    Sylk raised an eyebrow, “Thank you, I think.” 
 
    The blue siren noticed that only the males had a piece of clothing. Everyone else was naked, “Why do the males have to wear a loincloth?” 
 
    Merra smiled, “They tend to stick their cocks in any hole they can find. It is better this way so they do not accidently fill you.” 
 
    Sylk smiled and started laughing. The male sirens floated with confused looks on their faces. Merra pulled the laughing siren closer and they both swam into the trench. The mermaids waved to the sirens and swam off. Sylk watched them leave and another question bloomed in her mind. 
 
    Merra noticed and answered before Sylk asked, “The mermaids are friends but they have their own tribe to return to. The next few days you will spend with us. Come, let’s get you settled.” 
 
    Merra let go of Sylk and swam to a cave opening. The blue siren swam after her, entering the cave and swimming further in. Inside, the place was bare except for seashells arranged into spiraling designs and seaweed patched down at the end. Merra swam over to the seaweed and smiled. 
 
    “Here is where we will sleep.” 
 
    Sylk moved in closer, “I’m used to sleeping on a bed or on my master’s skin.” 
 
    “Tonight, you will sleep on my skin,” The siren said with a sly smile. 
 
    “Your skin?” Sylk questioned. 
 
    “As tribe leader, you are my guest and my partner for your time here,” Merra said with bright eyes. 
 
    Sylk wasn’t sure what to make of that statement. Before she could say anything, Merra took her hand and pulled her to the mouth of the cave. Outside, on a large cliff-like outcropping, male sirens arranged shells and sea plants. Three female sirens emerged from a cave with spears in their webbed hands and swam off. 
 
    “The men will arrange the celebration while the women will go off and hunt for tonight’s meal.” 
 
    Sylk looked to the males as they made preparations, “What do we do in the mean time?” 
 
    Merra took Sylk’s hand and pulled her further in the cave, “We talk. Tell me about your master and the land you come from? I very much want to know what it is like to be on land and not just a beach.” 
 
    Sylk smiled and began talking about her master to Merra’s wide and attentive eyes. 
 
    *** 
 
    The light above the waves faded into night but a glow from deep down shined upwards. Glowing fish from the deep moved and illuminated the celebration taking place. Male sirens danced while females looked up and clapped their approval. Sylk and Merra sat overlooking the festivities. Males that were not dancing were pulling chunks of meat from a large dead tuna fish. The males swam to the females, placing the chunks of meat in their hands and swimming off. A red male ripped off two larger pieces and swam up to Merra and Sylk. The male bowed his head as he placed the meat in Merra’s hand first and then placed the other piece in Sylk’s webbed hands. Once finished, he quickly swam off to join the others. 
 
    Sylk looked to the meat in her hand. Merra took a large bite and chewed before swallowing. Sylk brought it close to her mouth and took a nibble. The meat was delicious and the blue siren began biting off bigger chunks. 
 
    Merra eyed the ravenous siren and grinned, “You don’t eat much food, do you?” 
 
    Sylk shook her head, “Not really. I feed off my master. I can eat but it is diminished compared to his potent mana.” Sylk paused before speaking again, “I think because I am so far from him, my body is craving mana in any form it can get.” 
 
    “You miss him already?” 
 
    Sylk nodded, “I do. He is very special to me.” 
 
    “From what you have told me, he seems very special. I am trying to understand why you are not his master and he your servant. It is so different compared to our world.” 
 
    “It is. Although, I do tend to boss him around sometimes.”  
 
    Merra smiled, “I’m sure you do.” 
 
    Sylk turned to the dancing males while Merra kept her gaze on her a little longer. A few males had clustered off to the side, eyes turning to Sylk and mouths moving in hushed tones. The blue siren tried not to stare at them and shifted on her bottom. Merra picked up what was happening and gently squeezed Sylk’s arm. 
 
    “Do you want one or all three?” Merra asked with a curious tone. 
 
    Sylk turned her head to her host with wide eyes, “Oh..um…no. They just seem like they are talking about me, hard to ignore when they are so obvious about it.” 
 
    “They are talking about you. They each are prepared to prove themselves so they may serve your desires.” 
 
    “I’m not looking to be intimate. I am here to train,” Sylk said simply. 
 
    “I understand that you may not know many of our ways. However, tonight you are my guest and it would be rude if you did not partake in our rituals.”  
 
       Sylk sat silent, hesitant to say anything and not wanting to offend her host any further.  
 
    Merra seemed to notice and caressed the blue siren’s cheek with the back of her fingers, “Let them please you. They seem eager and you appear tense. Your master left you in my care. I will ensure you are accommodated.” 
 
    The blue siren looked to the male sirens. They had all turned their eyes to her, sculpted bodies moving to their treading water. Merra pointed to all three and they instantly swam to their leader. With the celebration in full swing, the other females followed their Mistresses lead, pointing and beckoning more of the males into their waiting arms. Sylk watched unabashed as males swam together with them, happy to please. Loincloths fell away and females screeched their delight. The large tuna nearly eaten to the bones, there was a scent in the water surrounding them similar to blood during a feeding frenzy. 
 
    Strong bodies clashed. Arms and legs captured their chosen mates. Breasts heaved and hard cocks plunged thin slits. The water around them filled with passionate vibrations. Sylk ignored the three suitors as they floated. She crawled to the edge of the small cliff and gazed at the orgy below her. The mood was intoxicating and the vibrations inviting. A webbed hand smoothed over her bottom. The blue siren responded with a slight tremble. Another hand ran along her back and another hand moved over a nipple. 
 
    “May we please you?” One male siren whispered. 
 
    “We will do anything you wish,” Another said gently. 
 
    “We are yours to command.” The third one said as he massaged her pointed nipple. 
 
    Sylk closed her eyes, resisting the glowing temptation. Merra swam above them, eyes filled with mischief. The three males caressed and soothed the blue siren, waiting patiently for her command. 
 
    Merra spoke, “If you will not take them for pleasure, take them for their mana. They are happy to feed you this night or any other time for as long as you are with us.” 
 
    The naked blue siren gave the barest of nods. Loincloths fell away and masculine bodies moved in close. Sylk felt them crowd in, hands squeezing her magical flesh. Their touch was overwhelming. In mere moments, hard members touched her body as fingers pulled aside her tight flesh in sensitive areas. 
 
    “No need to rush. Please her before you enter her,” Merra commanded. 
 
    Sylk was on all fours, looking at the orgy below. A male knelt down and pressed his mouth to her tight opening. A vibration crawled up Sylk’s throat as his tongue ran along her line, the tip touching and massaging her clit. Another male floated before her, eyes staring at her closed eyes. Floating closer, he pressed his lips to hers. The blue siren welcomed the kiss but images of her master floated in her mind. She did not open her eyes as a pointed tongue slipped into her mouth and played with her tongue.  
 
    Merra watched on. The third male stayed close, running webbed hands along Sylk’s curves, admiring her beauty. His cock was hard and wanting. To his pleasant surprise, Sylk took hold and stroked him. The male behind her pushed his tongue deep, sliding in and out with practiced ease. This sent shivers up and down Sylk’s spine. The one kissing her was quite content to keep kissing. A terrible hunger took hold of the blue siren. She broke the kiss and looked down to see his cock hard before her. Taking hold, she pulled his whole body up in the water, the tip of his member touching her lips and sinking past them. 
 
    The yellow male let out a gasp. Sylk lifted herself onto her knees. The green siren she stroked was powerless to move, her hand rubbing him with her own expert skill. The red one behind her could no longer lick her with his mouth so he moved in close, his cock tip pressing to her thin opening. Sylk and the red male let out a deep moan as he pushed his way into her. Red-skinned hips pressed against her bottom and his thick member dove as deep as it could go. The four moved to a symphony of pleasure.  
 
    The green male gritted his sharp teeth as his cock thickened, “I can’t hold on. Your beauty and touch are too much,” He managed. 
 
    Letting out a long moan, come shot from his cock. Sylk’s eyes went wide as the spurt of come struck her and caused her very skin to ripple from the impact. Living energy radiated as the glob attached to her skin. Energy welled up and took hold, drinking in mana and storing it in her body for later use. 
 
    Merra floated above like a proud parent, “The males have strong muscles and can shoot their seed with power. It is needed in the ocean so their seed will not float away.” 
 
    Sylk’s eyes rolled into her head. The red male behind her increased the tempo, his cock straining her inner walls. The blue siren bobbed her head to the yellow male in her mouth. She could feel the buildup of mana and life. She wanted it more and more. Increasing her tempo, she pressed her tongue along the shaft, making sure it was secure to the roof of her mouth. With her mouth so tight, the yellow male looked down with wide eyes. The blue siren looked up with wicked eyes and it was too much for the male. Jets of come exploded in Sylk’s mouth and down her throat. The force of it was enough for her eyes to open wide but the life-giving mana eased her into a dreamy state. She sucked down every drop she could and lazily caressed his cock with her tongue to tease out a few more drops. 
 
    Spent, the blue siren let go of the yellow male and he floated away, eyes stuck in awe. The red male upped the tempo, pushing and pulling back his hard member, determination in his eyes. Sylk reached behind with both webbed hands and took hold of his firm ass. Urging him on, the male grunted, unable to hold back anymore. Spurts of come blasted Sylk’s insides, causing her to orgasm in response. The shock of his seed striking her was enough to send her over the edge with bliss. Warm spirals flowed through her as she absorbed his mana. 
 
    Merra floated closer, making sure to make eye contact with Sylk. The blue siren heaved from the ripples of pleasure. Looking up, she made eye contact with hints of lust still swirling. 
 
    “Good. Use them for the rest of the night. You will need your strength for tomorrow’s lessons.” The green siren smiled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
    The water was cool to Sylk’s skin. Naked, she floated as three female sirens surrounded her. In their webbed hands were two-pronged spears with wicked points. All three eyed the blue siren like prey, sizing her up and choosing the best vantage point to strike. Merra floated above them, watching the scene with a teacher’s eye.  
 
    The cool water was helping Sylk to focus. Nervous energy ran along her nerves and she tried not showing it. One siren spun her spear and Sylk twitched in response. Merra’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Don’t show your fear. Be confident in the song and they will not be able to touch you.” Merra instructed. 
 
    The blue siren mentally went over the song she was taught. Most of the morning she practiced over and over. She had reached the moment of truth and it was now or never. Parting her lips, she waited for her opponent to make the first move. 
 
    One siren floated forward but the one to Sylk’s right threw her spear directly at her. It shot lightning fast and the blue siren let out her song in self-defense. Vibrations came out in a strange and wondrous melody. Nearly instantaneously, an invisible shield surrounded the blue siren, causing the very water to tremble. The spear struck the shield and bounced off. Sylk continued to sing as the damage to the shield registered and a small amount of her mana was used to maintain it. Merra smiled her approval and nodded her head. 
 
    The two other sirens threw their spears in rapid succession. Sylk sang on as their points struck home and bounced off. Turning, Sylk eyed her opponents as they looked to each other and then pointed their gaze at her. 
 
    Merra swam about lazily, “The shield song works both ways. You cannot attack while the shield is up and the enemy cannot penetrate unless your mana is spent or you stop singing.” 
 
    The three sirens opened their mouths and screamed. Sylk knew this attack because she used it many times herself. What caused her eyebrow to arch was that the sonic vibrations from their screams had focused. Instead of a wide dispersal, the scream concentrated into a single line and hit her shield from three directions. The power from it was enough to cause Sylk to disrupt her singing and her shield to disappear. A sonic stream hit her shoulder, causing the siren to spin into the water. Merra dived down and scooped her up, holding her close and smiling. 
 
    “I didn’t know it could be focused like that,” Sylk said as she rubbed her own shoulder. 
 
    “Now that you have experienced it, you should be able to emulate it.” 
 
    Sylk looked to Merra and was in awe of her confidence. It was enough that she didn’t mind when the green siren ran a webbed hand under her thigh. The moment went on for a few more seconds before Merra turned her head to the murky water. 
 
    From the ocean gloom, three mermaids appeared, swimming directly toward them. Merra let go of Sylk and eyed them as they swam right to her.  
 
    “The Wicked Coil is coming this way. She has captives,” The mermaid said with cool eyes. 
 
    Merra looked to the others and nodded her head. The group of sirens scattered to the background. Bodies moved into plant beds and hid among rocks. Sylk lost track of them in a matter of moments. Merra took hold of Sylk’s wrist and they both dived down with the mermaids. Finding their hiding spot, they hugged close to rock outcroppings, eyes up into the murky depths. 
 
    “What is happening?” Sylk asked as she scanned the water. 
 
    “Further training, a slave ship carrying captives is coming down this route. It is one of the bone ships the Scylla use for their surface raids. They capture any male they can get their tentacles on for breeding. We are going to save them and destroy the ship.” Merra said in a low tone. 
 
    Sylk’s eyes widened, “You planned this!” 
 
    Merra smirked, “You are an experienced warrior. What better way to train then actual combat.” 
 
    Sylk was about to say something and then closed her mouth. She had nothing to come back with and placed her trust in the green siren’s webbed hands. Accepting what was about to happen, she simply nodded and went back to looking at the murky water. 
 
    The sea had become eerily silent. The blue siren watched as her magical heart began to race. Something red moved in the distance among some waving seaweed. Looking to the plants, Sylk gasped as the red male siren appeared, his eyes searching. Merra looked to the male and frowned. With a hand signal, a female siren leapt from her cover and took hold of the surprised male. Dragging him down along the sandy floor, they made their way to Merra’s hiding spot with Sylk. 
 
    The female slammed the males back against a rocky wall and held him there. Merra moved in closer, eyes burning with rage. 
 
    “Why did you leave camp?” Merra growled. 
 
    “I wanted to see Sylk train. I wanted to be there as she became stronger.” The red-skinned male said with a nervous look in his eye. 
 
    “Males. Never doing what you’re told,” Merra growled. 
 
    The red male looked to Sylk, “My name is Ness. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” 
 
    The blue siren looked to the love-struck Ness with incredulous eyes. Merra took hold of the male and shoved him to the sandy floor causing it to stir. 
 
    “Stay here and stay down. I will discuss your punishment later.” Merra said as she shoved his face into the sand.  
 
    It was then when they all heard it, a dark vibration sending cold tendrils around them. Hunkering down, they watched with intense eyes as something big moved toward them. A giant blob of white first appeared in the distance. As it moved closer, its hazy form began to solidify. Sylk could not turn her gaze away. A large mouth with teeth bigger than her head arose first. It was attached to a ship with sails made of skin and white bones melded together to form a hull. Sylk knew of sailing ships but this one defied logic. They were many fathoms under the surface but the ship moved under water as if a wind filled those horrid sails. Instead of wooden boards, white bone glowed a pale light. Figures moved on the deck, holding spears and glancing over the sides. Sylk narrowed her eyes and saw her first Scylla as the ship approached. They appeared like beautiful women from the waist up. They had long hair and thin features. Gold armor wrapped over their shoulders and arms bands covered their forearms. From the waist down tentacles moved, holding onto the railing.  
 
    “You said they capture men for breeding. Why do they need surface men?” Sylk asked. 
 
    “Scylla killed all their males thousands of years ago. They discovered that the seed of surface men produce only females. They believe the only male they should know is their Dead Sea god, Draygon. Now they send out ships to capture and enslave men. The Wicked Coil is one of those ships and we are going to liberate it,” Merra said as her eyes gazed at the oncoming ship. 
 
     “How are we going to do that? I see twice as many of them compared to us. There may be more below deck,” Sylk readied herself. 
 
    Merra gave a wicked smile, “This would be poor training if we outnumbered them.” 
 
    Sylk gripped the rock she was hiding behind, “This is crazy.” 
 
    “This is entertainment,” Merra bent her legs to the sandy ocean floor, “Every bone ship has a heart. We are to free the prisoners and destroy that heart. Once it is destroyed, the ship will not be able to regenerate. Stay close and don’t get killed.” 
 
    The bone ship moved overhead, oval eyes looking over the railing as if expecting an attack. Merra launched herself up, bubbles trailing behind; she sang her shield song with the power of a Valkyrie. Spears rained down, bouncing off her shield but the green siren did not let up. Sirens and mermaids launched up from all sides. Sylk pressed to the sandy bottom and used all her power to torpedo up into the fray. 
 
    The attack turned into a maelstrom of chaos. Scylla clashed with siren and mermaid. Spears were thrown, bouncing off shields while mermaids slammed into tentacle women with unrestrained force. Merra swam with determination in her oval eyes. Dropping her shield song, she lanced forward with a controlled sonic scream. A Scylla was struck dead on, eyes shutting from the blow and hitting the deck. She moaned as her body floated. Sylk appeared over the railing, her scream joining several others. Some of the enemy dodged the streams of screams while others formed water shields on their arms to deflect them. A volley of spears streamed past, one nicking a mermaid tail. The blue siren kicked with her legs, propelling herself at one Scylla. Tentacles rose up to grab the siren. When they were inches away, Sylk screamed. The vibrations knocked the Scylla soldier away, a dazed and confused look in her eye. 
 
    “Get below deck and free the prisoners. We will keep them busy,” Merra shouted to Sylk. 
 
    The blue siren swam to the double doors leading to the lower deck. When she took hold and wretched them open, a group of spear holding scylla were waiting. Sylk sang her shield song just before the spear points stabbed. Sharp metal points bounced off her invisible shield. Time slowed down as Sylk dropped her shield. The Scylla were about to stab again when the siren let out a sonic boom. The vibration knocked them all further down below deck. Sylk swam in, tentacle women floating and groaning.  
 
    Pushing past them, the blue siren continued her search for any prisoners. Another deck down, she spotted metal bars along a hallway. Swimming closer, four of eight cells held men with a bubble around their heads. Seeing the siren, they reached through the bars, begging to be set free. Without hesitation, Sylk screamed at the metal locks, causing them to shatter on impact. Opening the doors, men swam out and past her for the stairs. 
 
    When all the prisoners were gone, Sylk turned to head deeper into the ship. Going down another flight, she saw a long hallway with doors lining the sides and a big metal door at the end. Cautiously swimming forward, the siren searched for any scylla. A blast of black ink engulfed her, blocking out her vision. Tentacles reached through and took hold of limbs. The siren struggled but the tendrils held her like a vice. The black cloud faded into the surrounding water and a Scylla leered. Sylk struggled and a tentacle wrapped around her throat, preventing her from screaming. The blue siren gasped as the tentacle coiled tighter, threatening to break her neck. 
 
    “Leave her alone!” said a voice from behind. 
 
    A red-scaled fist struck the Scylla in the back of the head. The tentacle woman loosened her hold and scaly arms wrapped around her neck. Struggling continued and the scylla let go of the blue siren. Sylk turned around to see Ness with his arms around the scylla’s neck. A tentacle pulled a dagger from tentacle woman’s belt and drove it into the male siren’s thigh. Wisps of blood drifted up but the red male continued to hold her in his arms. Sylk took her chance and opened her mouth. The sonic blast hit the scylla in the chest, stunning her. Ness let go and the tentacle woman slumped to the floor.  
 
    “Stay close.” Sylk commanded. 
 
    “Yes, my love.” Ness nodded and swam closer.  
 
    Together they swam to the end of the hall and floated before the big metal door. The sounds of fighting could still be heard in the distance. Sylk had no idea if they were winning. She was told to free the prisoners and if these doors led to the heart of the ship, she could stop the battle right now. Reaching out, the siren took hold of the handle and pulled. The door did not budge. On closer examination, there was a key hole above the door handle. 
 
    “I don’t suppose you picked up a key on your way down here?” Sylk said with a tired inflection. 
 
    Ness shook his head, “No, my love.” 
 
    Sylk swam back a little and looked at the lock. Opening her mouth, she blasted a sonic stream at the metal lock. The metal stood up to the blast as the siren poured it on. Sylk closed her mouth. The door stood, unharmed. 
 
    At the end of the hall, figures fought their way down the stairs. Sylk and Ness turned to see Merra fighting off three Scylla. Kicking their legs, they swam to help her. Merra screamed, blasting one in the face, blood pouring from her nose. A webbed fist slammed into another Scylla’s cheek while an elbow crashed into the third one’s nose. All three floated back and Merra let out another scream. The shock wave slammed all three into the walls and stairs. By the time Sylk and Ness reached her, she was already swimming to them. 
 
    “The door is locked. We can’t open it,” Sylk said as Merra swam past her. 
 
    “If you cannot break the lock, you must convince it to open,” Merra said as she swam to the door. 
 
    Sylk and Ness watched as Merra began to sing. The blue siren could see the vibrations streaming from her voice to the lock mechanism. Pulses and vibrations splashed against tumblers, each one testing. Tumblers rolled and moved to the right melody. Sylk never knew she could use her voice with such delicate precision. After a few tense seconds, the lock opened with a click. 
 
    Merra pulled the door open and swam in. Sylk and Ness followed. Inside, they stared at a pulsating crystal. Pipes glowed as purple energy pushed their power outward and up the length of them.  
 
    “We have to hurry. The Scylla were taking back their ship and pushing our forces back. They will be down here at any moment. The only way out is to destroy the ship.” Merra took Sylk’s webbed hand into hers, “Sing with me.” 
 
    Sylk nodded. 
 
    The two sirens looked to the crystal heart and let out a barrage of sonic discord. Ness swam back as the wave of vibrations struck the heart, energy flaring in response. The two sirens kept it up for a long moment before they stopped. The crystal glowed but appeared undamaged. 
 
    “Again, but do not stop,” Merra shouted. 
 
    The two sirens unleashed their voices once more. The discord slammed into the crystal, purple energy flaring bigger and bigger. The strain on their throats was quickly turning to pain. Sylk pushed everything she had but the crystal seemed to resist their voice. A crack appeared but Sylk and Merra stopped, their throats strained and bodies weakened. Ness shot forward like a dart. With a closed fist, he punched the crystal in the small crack. The purple crystal heart cracked further and split in two.  
 
    Sylk smiled and the ship around them blazed with light. A second later, everything began to unravel. Bone making up the hull separated. The ceiling cracked and came down. Merra screamed a shockwave, pushing falling bone away from them. An opening appeared. All three swam for it and through before, it collapsed.  
 
    The blue siren looked back as the giant bone ship began to crumple and fall to the ocean floor. Scylla retreated the falling wreck in all directions. Sylk pumped her fist in the air. Merra took hold of the blue siren’s wrist and pulled her with her. Together all three swam off to join the rest of their kind, hearts soaring. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
    The night was alive with song and dancing. Sylk sat with the other female sirens, cheering the males to dance and do underwater acrobatics. Meat filled their bellies and a female siren sang a joyful melody. Glowing fish and jellyfish crowded around illuminating the celebration. Female sirens laughed, clapped and pointed at the males. Some of the females hugged each other with smiles on their lips.  
 
    Sylk smiled as females squeezed her shoulders or hugged her. The blue siren could not believe they made it out of there with a few cuts and bruises. No one lost his or her life today and it was cause to celebrate once again.  
 
    The blue siren continued to clap as females around her pointed at males and opened their arms. Male sirens swam to them, eager to please. The blue siren laughed with her sisters as they cheered on couples. Thighs opened and arms entwined around bodies. Playful cooing filled the water around them as the night warmed to seductive embraces. 
 
    Merra sat on an outcropping in front of her cave, staring down at the festivities. Eyes moved from couple to couple until her eyes gazed at the blue siren. Sylk looked up and smiled at her mentor, strange feelings filling her. Thoughts of her master swirled in her mind. Her love for him beat true but Merra caused her lust to rise. The mood was infectious and at that moment, Sylk wanted to feed again. 
 
    Among the dancing males, a red one centered his eyes on the blue siren. Sylk turned her head when one of the females touched her shoulder and pointed. Smiling, she watched as the male performed but kept his eyes on her. Ness’s eyes and mind forced out all other faces and bodies, centering on the nude blue siren. Unable to hide his desires, no siren bat an eyelash to his obvious wanting. Blood boiled and he moved closer to the group of sirens, licking their lips to his advances. 
 
    Standing up, Merra put up a webbed hand. The songs stopped and all eyes turned to the clan leader. Without a word, the green-skinned siren pointed at Ness. Sylk turned to see the red male nod his head and swim up to Merra. A long moment passed before Merra looked to Sylk and pointed at her. 
 
    The blue siren’s heart lifted in her chest. Standing up, she swam up to the outcropping and gently stood on the sand covered stone. Merra turned and floated into her cave. Ness followed with head bowed. Sylk stared before floating in herself. The sirens began singing and the sounds of happy moans filled the water. 
 
    Several glowing fish swam back and forth, lighting up the cave and giving it a gentle glow. Merra stepped in but kept her back to the two sirens. Sylk and Ness stood shoulder to shoulder, waiting for her to speak. 
 
    “Today was a success even though one of you disobeyed me and the other did not use their abilities to the fullest.” 
 
    Sylk and Ness bowed their heads. 
 
    “Be that as it may, you both showed great courage against the enemy. For that, I am willing to forgive you for your weak moments. I have decided that I will reward you both.” 
 
    Sylk stared at the siren with uncertainty. Ness smiled with his head bowed. 
 
    Merra continued, “Before we begin, there is one detail we must address. Sylk, as I said before, there is a price for learning our ways. Since you are not part of our clan, you must provide payment for such training.” 
 
    “I said I would,” Sylk said softly. 
 
    “Yes, and your master said he would as well but he didn’t know what that would be. When you return, be sure to inform him of my decision.” 
 
    Sylk nodded, “I will. What is payment for teaching me?” 
 
    Merra turned her head and smirked, “Your master must provide me with an heir.” 
 
    The blue siren could not contain the shock in her eyes, “My master? Why?” 
 
    “Scylla are not the only ones who will have daughters from a human man’s seed. In my position, if I birth a male first, I will lose my authority. True clan leaders birth females and only females. I will not risk everything I built on the chance of losing it all to a male siren’s seed. Your master is handsome, strong and good. I want him to warm my belly and give me daughters. That is my payment.” 
 
    Sylk’s eyes lowered. Any other time, the blue siren would have told Merra to go fuck herself but spending some time with her kind showed a different side she didn’t understand until now. A sense of duty and honor washed over her but the thought of Trystan having children with the green-skinned beauty made her a sliver uneasy. 
 
    “I will discuss with him,” Sylk said simply. 
 
    Merra’s eyes narrowed, “No discussion. That is payment, nothing less.” 
 
    Sylk bowed her head again, “I will inform him.” 
 
    Merra turned with a kind smile on her lips, “Now, onto your rewards, Ness you may lay with us tonight.” 
 
    “It is an honor.” Ness bowed again. 
 
    Merra turned her eyes to Sylk, “And my dear magical sister, you will have the privilege of lying with a clan leader and I have one more song to teach you.” 
 
    Sylk said nothing. Conflicted feelings spilled through her at the news of payment. The thought of being with Merra had fallen to the back of her mind. The green siren eyed the blue one and a wicked smirk appeared. 
 
    “I knew you would have difficulty with the payment that is why I waited to tell you. Now hear my song of hearts and learn it well.” Merra smiled. 
 
    The blue siren looked up and watched as Merra began to sing. The melody was hauntingly beautiful as it flowed from her throat. Ness became entranced as his body swayed to the vibrations. Sylk could not fight her own feelings as they began to well up. Both female and male siren looked to Merra, their hearts glowing and blood rushing. The cave took on a comfortable haze.  
 
    The beautiful Merra sang on, eyes half closed but gazing back at Sylk. Ness could not contain himself any longer, floating closer to his leader and pressing his body to hers. Merra smiled and stopped her song. Sylk could barely think. Even with the song gone, it curled around her spirit with inviting warmth.  
 
    Ness was hard and he pressed his head to Merra’s full breasts. His tongue snaked out to lick a dark green nipple. Sylk watched as his hips tried to maneuver his member in between Merra’s naked thighs. The loincloth strained to contain him. 
 
    “My little male, please Sylk first.” Merra said with a soft whisper. 
 
    Ness broke free from his leader and turned to the blue siren. Sylk stood naked, warmth pooling between her thighs. The red male slipped his loincloth off and let it fall to the sandy floor. Sylk looked down at his throbbing member, her own desires becoming all-consuming. Merra floated to a bed of seaweed, watching with lust in her eyes. The red male swam to Sylk, gently reaching out and lifting her up. The blue siren didn’t know what to expect as she floated. Scaled arms wrapped around her thighs and pushed her whole body easily through the water, pressing her back to the wall. Ness looked up from between Sylk’s thighs, hungry for her. Pressing his mouth to her slit, his tongue ran along her, savoring her taste.  
 
    Sylk shuddered from his touch. Webbed hands clutched to the back of his head. Squeezing her thighs, she kept him in place as he lapped at her, his tongue swirling around her nub. Trembling, the blue siren could feel her body crying for release. Moving her hips to his tongue, the warm sensations beat stronger and stronger. Ness held her in place against the wall, his tongue lashing her and her taste spilling onto his lips. 
 
    The blue siren let out a high-pitched moan and her body shuddered from an orgasm. Sylk couldn’t remember coming so fast in her life. Nerves curled again as she could feel another one growing deep within. Eyes half open, she looked to Merra lying in the swaying seaweed. The green siren cupped her own breast and swirled a nipple, her other hand between her thighs, rubbing her engorged clit. Sylk wanted to be there, on her knees and between the green siren’s thighs. A need pushed at her very being but the sensations were too much. Another orgasm exploded, sending hot spirals through the blue siren. 
 
    Ness continued to drive Sylk mad with lust. When a third orgasm erupted, the blue siren could not help but notice that she wanted more. Ness growled his need, his erection hard as stone. Sylk was so lost to Merra’s bliss; she made no move to return his affection.  
 
    Merra watched and rubbed herself, “Ness, let go of her. Sylk, come to me. Nestle between my thighs.” 
 
    Ness let go, his eyes on Sylk with a raging hunger. Sylk floated to the sandy floor and crawled over. The heat in the cave dialed to eleven. Merra lay with legs parted, webbed fingers massaging her sensitive spot. The blue siren moved her arms to give her body a gentle push. Landing between green thighs, the siren buried her face between her teacher’s legs. Merra let out a pleased gasp as Sylk pressed her mouth against her green hairless line. Tongue caressing, Sylk could not contain herself. Merra ran her webbed hand through Sylk’s blue flowing hair. The blue siren thought she was tasting ambrosia and she wanted more. 
 
    Ness had floated in close, eyes on Sylk’s swaying bottom. Landing on his knees, he took hold of Sylk’s hips, pressing the head of his cock to her opening. The male looked up to his leader and she nodded her approval. Sylk moaned as the male pushed his red-skinned cock into her slowly. Inches buried in her until he reached the hilt. There he stayed, Sylk adjusting to his size. The blue siren could not help herself as her own webbed hand moved between her thighs, rubbing her clit and touching Ness’s cock in her. Merra sang her song of hearts, causing their hearts to blaze once again. The red male held on to Sylk’s waist, looking down as he moved his hips to a deep primal urge. The blue siren rubbed herself to his hips touching her bottom. He was being gentle but firm, making sure he pushed himself as deep as he could go and pulling out but never breaking the connection. 
 
    Merra stopped singing and let out a warm gasp, an orgasm rolling through her. Sylk noticed Merra’s taste intensified and she lapped at it more. The clan leader let her head roll back, ecstasy filling every cell of her body. Ness’s cock thickened. Sylk clenched around him, feeling raised veins against her tight opening. It was too much for the male as he grunted. Spurts of come jetted into Sylk and she moaned as the surge of warmth absorbed inside her. Merra closed her eyes and hips pushed against Sylk’s mouth, another orgasm filling her body with bliss. 
 
    Ness did not soften as he continued to thrust. Sylk did not give it a second thought as he rammed into her, forcing her open and taking every inch. A string of orgasms stormed through her, causing her eyes to roll into her head and stopping her from pleasing her teacher. 
 
    Merra raised her head, staring at Sylk, as she was lost in a cloud of pleasure. Sitting up, she caressed the blue siren’s cheek as she moaned louder and louder. When it was blinding, another string of orgasms exploded. Quivering, the blue siren slipped off Ness and fell onto her side, fingers rubbing, pushing out more pleasure and drunk on mana overload. 
 
    A small stream of come drifted up from Sylk’s opening as she lay. Merra looked to Ness as his member was thick and throbbing like a weapon. 
 
    “You may lay with me now,” Merra whispered the command. 
 
    Ness crawled to his clan leader. Before he could move any closer, Merra threw herself at him, knocking the red siren onto his back. Mounting him, she roughly took hold of his cock and placed it to her tight opening. Sliding down, Ness moaned as Merra stared at him. 
 
    “You have not earned the right to mount me just yet my little male.” Merra said coldly as she moved her hips up and down. 
 
    Ness acquiesced and lay like the servant he was. Merra’s breasts bounced to her rhythms. Sylk lay on her side, propping her head up with one hand and rubbing herself with the other. The current was electric with their energy. Merra took control, holding Ness down and controlling every bit of movement. The green-skinned siren beckoned Sylk to move in closer. Sylk complied, moving close enough to touch Ness and her head was close to Merra’s thigh. Ness turned his head, pushing Sylk’s hand away and letting his tongue run Sylk’s sex. The blue siren shuddered to his magic tongue as it played with her just right. Merra watched as Sylk clutched Merra’s thigh. 
 
    “Mistress, I’m coming,” Ness said with panic. 
 
    “You will not come in me. You will however feed our guest,” Merra said matter of fact. 
 
    Merra pulled herself off of Ness’s throbbing cock. She took hold of Sylk’s flowing hair and moved her head to the pulsating member. Sylk closed her mouth halfway down and sucked, pleasure from between her legs pushing away all reason. A moment later Ness pulled his mouth away from Sylk’s slit and groaned. The blue siren felt shockwaves of come spurting into her waiting mouth. The mana was too much and Sylk felt her vision vertigo. Closing her eyes, she drank down as much as she could before pulling away, come floating from the corners of her mouth. 
 
    Merra leaned over and kissed the dazed blue siren, tongue licking come from her lips. Ness moaned, wild urges pushing him to continue. Merra on her knees moved off to the side but she pulled Sylk with her. The intoxicated blue siren moved along until she was on top of the male siren. Body moving on automatic, she mounted the still hard male, his member spreading her walls once again. 
 
    When Sylk reached the hilt, she stayed there, swaying, “I can’t take anymore.” 
 
    Merra caressed Sylk’s breasts with loving care, “The night is far from over.” 
 
    Merra leaned in and suckled on Sylk’s pointed nipple. The blue siren could not control herself as she moved up and down on the male’s cock. Ness groaned and Sylk whined. Mana filled her and overflowed. The siren bounced, unable to fight her urges. Another string of orgasms exploded one after the other. Time came in flashes as moans, mana and life swelled. Merra held the blue siren close. Ness took hold of Sylk’s hips, helping to control the tempo, cock thickening, come erupted, filling the already full siren. Sylk’s vision turned white as pure ecstasy flooded her being, her spirit touching other worlds of consciousness throughout the night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    Sylk looked up through the clear water to the sky above. The moon was waning but its glow still lit up the sky. Tilting her head down, she looked side to side to her escort of sirens and mermaids. Merra was at her side as they led the way back to Lantern Beach. The blue siren felt haggard and drunk as she swam. The night and well into the day etched into her very being. Being with her kind taught her more than she ever thought possible but she missed her master dearly and yearned for his touch. 
 
    The sandy bottom elevated into view. They were close to the beach. Merra put up a webbed hand and the escort stopped swimming. The green siren moved close to Sylk, circling her webbed hands around her blue waist. 
 
    “Your time with us, magical sister, has been a joy.” 
 
    “I have learned so much,” Sylk said with a touch of sadness. 
 
    “You are welcome to come back and spend time with us. Bring your master so we may settle payment. Even then, you may visit any time afterwards. We could use another strong sister to fight Draygon’s armies.” 
 
    “Thank you Merra. I will be sure to come back,” Sylk said with a of touch uncertainty. 
 
    Merra ignored the doubt in her eyes, “See that you do. I wish to have more nights like last night in the future.” 
 
    Sylk hugged the green siren close. Sirens and mermaids crowded around, saying their goodbyes and hugging the magical siren. Ness waited until everyone was done before swimming closer, his eyes lost in sorrow. 
 
    “Please come back. My heart will yearn for you until the end of my life,” Ness said in a low tone. 
 
    Sylk ran a webbed hand along his boyish cheek, “Do not wait for me. My heart belongs to another. Be free and love another.”  
 
    Ness shook his head, “I cannot. I love you.” 
 
    Merra swam in close, “Join the others,” She commanded. 
 
    Ness moved in, kissed Sylk on the lips and swam off. 
 
    Merra gave a half smile, “Not to worry about him. Males fall in love all the time. That is why they cannot be trusted. He will pledge his love to another soon enough.” 
 
    Sylk nodded. 
 
    “Now go and use everything we have taught you. Take care of your master and we will be waiting for your return,” Merra smiled. 
 
    Sylk waved goodbye to everyone. With a kick of her webbed feet, she swam toward the beach without looking back. When she reached the sandy bottom close to the surface, she stood up amid the crashing waves. Eyes scanning the beach, the gentle pull of her master caused her to look forward. Trystan stood in the water, eyes on her and a smile on his lips.  
 
    The blue siren lurched forward, her master’s arms taking hold of her. Embracing each other, the siren knew she was finally home. Before they spoke, she relished his touch, the moon casting its gentle glow on their bodies as waves crashed around them. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Jenny’s Tale 
 
    One 
 
    The sun blazed brightly high in the sky. A busty blonde-haired woman in a brown jacket and wide rimmed brown hat looked up at the stone pyramid before her. The heat rose from the gray stone, causing the very air to sway. Jenny Warg looked around, taking in her surroundings. Stone statues stood motionless. Some were broken while others stared out, grotesque tentacle monsters frozen mid snarl. The librarian fished out a book from her satchel of holding hanging from her hip. Leafing through pages, she checked her notes. Snapping her fingers, a pen appeared in her hand and she jotted down a few sentences. She snapped her fingers again and the pen disappeared. Stuffing the book back into the satchel, she closed it and started the slow climb up. 
 
    Perspiration glistened from her beyond ample cleavage. Taking out a handkerchief, she dabbed her temples and the hot spot between her oversized breasts. Putting it back in her jacket, she continued her climb up the hot stone steps. When she reached the top, she surveyed her surroundings. 
 
    Statues of tentacle monsters grimaced around her. A small stone building stood in the middle of the temple surface. Sunlight bathed everything in light but the entrance held a twisted darkness in shadowed corners. An uneasy feeling filled the librarian. Mist flowed from her thigh, down her pants and rose up. The mist took on a humanoid form before her familiar appeared in a puff of smoke. A broad-shouldered humanoid stood before his mistress. His appearance held similarities to a lion, broad nose and small mane framing his face. Thick muscles bulged under tight skin. His body was covered in a light brown fur, a loincloth barely covering his hanging member. Black bat like wings folded out and flexed. A thick-segmented tail swayed behind him ending into a spiked oval. Bowing before his mistress, the manticore waited for her commands. 
 
    “Jaka, stay here and guard the entrance. It feels like we are being watched,” 
 
    The manticore familiar bowed his head again and stood up, eyes scanning the area. Jenny walked to the entranceway, the old wooden doors long rotted away. Stepping through, the librarian walked into the waiting darkness. 
 
    Musty air greeted the librarian as she found a stone staircase leading deeper down. Whispering a word, a ball of light appeared and parted the darkness. Spiders the size of giant rats skittered away into crevices, multiple eyes shining from their dark places. Jenny moved to the steps and began her descent. Remembering her research, the temples were built to make it extremely difficult for invaders to get to the lower chambers. There may have been secret entrances but she couldn’t locate them or even know where to look. Following the path of would-be invaders, the busty librarian kept an eye out for traps. 
 
    Taking each step lightly, she checked to see if any would trigger. It was painstakingly slow but she would not risk being a permanent resident. An hour passed before she reached the bottom. A long hallway stretched to another chamber. Walking along, she sent the ball of light ahead. It cast its glow and blazed brighter when it reached the chamber.  
 
    Jenny stepped in and let her eyes drink in the vast chamber. Walls contained rows upon rows of books. In the middle stood several alters with books on each one. Around the room stood more of those tentacle statues, stone eyes looking in her direction. The air was stale and difficult to breath. Jenny walked in further, reaching a lone alter and looking at one of the books. It was covered in dust and filled with holes. Touching it caused it to crumble to pieces.  
 
    Frowning, she continued to search the chamber. Stepping along the bookcases, several more books fell apart to her touch. Keeping her frustration in check, she took in a breath of heavy stale air and continued. Spreading out her senses, she attempted to feel out the object of her quest.  
 
    In Lantern Beach, listening to a bunch of drunken sailors, the librarian overheard them talking about a mysterious temple holding many books. One book contained maps to temples of ancient and forgotten gods. When his fellows questioned how he heard of it, the drunken sailor said he was the one who found it. He tried to remove the book but something kept it tethered to the location. He tried to convince them to find a mage strong enough to remove it so they could plunder those temples of treasure. They laughed at him and accused him of making up wild stories. Jenny on the other hand thought an adventure on her travels was just what she needed. 
 
    Sauntering over to the drunken sailors, she took hold of the one talking and gently lured him out. Outside, they kissed and stumbled into an alley. Jenny asked him what he knew about the location and he told her everything as he fondled her breasts. When their embrace grew passionate, the sailor’s eyes bulged. He turned away and vomited. 
 
    Jenny giving him a tired glance, walked away as he threw up his liquor. She was sure to tell a dark and handsome magistrate that there was a sailor puking his guts up before walking back to her hotel room. In her room, she mulled over what he told her. She thought a book like that would make a great addition to the Stukarr Library vaults and planned her excursion as she drifted off to sleep. 
 
    The librarian literally island hopped from one to the other. Using air spells, she made impossible leaps from one location to the next. Despite the jumps, she did camp out on islands for the night, listening to the jungle sounds and falling fast asleep with Jaka on guard duty.  
 
    The experience was inspiring as she took notes and kept track of time. The Rainbow Festival was fast approaching and she wanted to get back to enjoy the drunken revelry.   
 
    Senses dialed to eleven, Jenny surveyed the room looking for hints of magical energy. It started slowly but soon the entire chamber began to glow with ghostly light. Focusing her search along the decaying bookshelves, she scanned each shelf in turn, looking for any hint of this fabled book. 
 
    It didn’t take long before a brown spine glowed brighter than anything around it. Stepping over, her hand reached out and touched the glowing book. Pulling it from the stone shelf, she turned it around in her hands. It looked a little weathered but it was still in great shape. Whispering a word, her senses dialed to twelve. Smiling to herself, she could see the thin wisp of energy connecting the book to the shelf. It only had about a six-foot reach. Following the tether, Jenny looked at the shelf and saw a small gem embedded in the wall. 
 
    The librarian smirked to herself when suddenly she was surrounded by the sound of heartbeats. The busty librarian remained calm as she clutched the book. Turning around, she whispered silent words. Lizard folk filled the chamber. Serpentine eyes stared unblinking at the blonde, hands clutching at spears and daggers. Secret doors had appeared by the stairs and more lizard folk stepped into the chamber. 
 
    Jenny shifted on her feet, preparing three spells simultaneously. Several lizard men moved forward, spear points gleaming in the light. Jenny knew reasoning was off the table. The librarian stuffed the book into her satchel. Speaking three words, the chamber erupted into chaos. Stale air blasted forward knocking all the lizard folk to the floor. The blast should have been enough to knock them out but since the air was not fresh, it had a diminished effect. Lizard folk were already getting to their feet again. Jenny turned, blasting the anchor gem with a mana bolt, shattering the tether. With a quick jump, booted feet hit the wall and she leaped over the lizard folk as they brandished their spears and stabbed upward. The sharp points fell a few feet short as the librarian soared through the air and landed at the chamber entrance. Turning, she shot down the tunnel for the stairs. 
 
    The sounds of battle echoed down the stone stairs. Jenny knew Jaka was in the middle of it and most likely fighting his way down to her. With determination in her brow, she cast another air spell to propel her to the stairs. A spear stabbed down, followed by another. The librarian sidestepped a spear point dangerously close to stabbing her ample chest. Whispering arcane words, the spear shot back up, slamming a lizard man into a wall. The other one slashed out with claws. Jenny dodged, took hold of his spear at her feet and whipped it up. The blunt end struck him across his snout but the muscled creature continued to come at her. Behind her, the sounds of lizard folk rushed in her direction. 
 
    Not wanting to spend her time dead or some lizard man’s love slave, the busty blonde called on her mana. Dropping the spear, Jenny pointed one hand at the two lizard folk on the stairs and the other hand down the corridor at the mob rushing her. Eyes blazing hot, she screamed from deep within. Mana lightning surged into her hands and blasted in both directions. Jenny continued to scream as white lightning struck scaled body after scaled body. Thousands of volts struck scaled bodies as they rushed the hall. It wasn’t enough to kill but it was enough for muscles to seize and bodies to fall to the stony floor.   
 
    Speaking arcane words, air shifted under her boots, lifting Jenny a few inches off the ground. Directing with her mind, she glided up the stone stairs. Lizard folk groaned and weakly tried to get up. The librarian glided up the steps so quickly, she was at the top in a matter of moments. 
 
    Rushing into the blinding daylight, she could see a battle raging as her eyes tried to adjust. The manticore familiar was thrashing lizard people left and right. Big arms slammed into chests while his scorpion like tail whipped about, thorns shooting off and striking any foolish creature that moved too close. When spines struck a few lizard folk, their eyes grew heavy and they collapsed to the temple floor. Jenny knew Jaka was using only sleep poisons but he didn’t have enough spines to take on the massive surge of lizard people crawling up the temple. 
 
    Jenny ran to her familiar as he threw two lizard people over the side, “We are leaving!” the librarian shouted. 
 
    Jaka turned to his mistress and nodded. With arms reaching out, he took hold of his mistress. With bulging leg muscles, he launched them both into the air. Spears whistled past as the manticore spread his bat-like wings and caught a rising thermal. Jenny smiled as Jaka flapped his wings, flying higher and higher into the beautiful blue sky. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
    The hotel room door opened. A haggard Jenny silently walked in and closed the door behind her. Clothes and hair disheveled, the librarian walked to her bed and collapsed on it. The trip back to Lantern beach took two nights. She didn’t want to risk being attacked during the night if she was being followed, so she and Jaka took turns flying non-stop back to the resort town. The librarian didn’t use all her mana but the journey was draining, leaving her with enough energy for one major spell or several smaller ones. Lying in bed, she mentally ordered herself to relax during the three day Rainbow Festival so that she would be at her peak when she returned to her travels. 
 
    Mist rolled off her thigh and a moment later Jaka appeared. The manticore gently began undressing his mistress. The busty blonde was putty in his hands as he stripped her down to nothing. It was her favorite way to sleep. Closing her eyes, she noticed her familiar did not return to her skin. Opening them again, he stared at her, eyes filled with need.  
 
    “You must be hungry,” Jenny said with a soothing voice. 
 
    The familiar nodded. 
 
    “Okay. You may have to get me started first,” Jenny yawned. 
 
    The muscled familiar climbed into bed. The librarian crawled back a little until her head touched the headboard. The manticore was ravenous as he dipped his head between her legs, tongue licking at her slit, his nose tickling her blonde curly hair right above. Jenny let out a small gasp as the familiar licked her just the way she liked. Yawning again, another gasp fell from her lips. The manticore swished his tail back and forth as his head moved between her legs. Wetness spilled and covered his furry face. Mistress Jenny relaxed with closed eyes. Body sliding down a little, Jenny’s head rested comfortably on a pillow. Jaka picked up her legs and swung them over his shoulders, giving him better access to her valley.  
 
    A pressure began to build. Jenny’s breathing grew deeper. Jaka’s tongue whipped and circled her sensitive clit. The librarian let out another moan. There was a small burst of an orgasm. It was pleasant but not body shattering. The familiar lapped at her as her taste changed and mana flowed into him. Jenny moaned softly but her body was so tired, she couldn’t bring herself to wake up or stop her hungry familiar. 
 
    “I may fall asleep. Keep fucking me until you’re done. I won’t mind,” Jenny said in a hushed whisper. 
 
    Taking the open invitation, the manticore’s loincloth disappeared, his large member spilling out. It grew hard instantly as he turned Jenny onto her stomach. The familiar pressed his throbbing member to her wet opening. Jenny let out a comforting sigh followed by a long moan. The familiar pushed his brown cock passed her tight opening and sank deep into his mistress. Pushing at her internal walls, the librarian let out long tired moans. Raising her round bottom up, she gave him better access as he began thrusting slowly. It went on for moments until Jaka increased his tempo, sending spirals of blissful vibrations through Jenny’s body. Bodies hot, their connection blazed brightly. Grunting, the manticore forced himself deep in his mistress and she squeezed her approval. 
 
    Weariness floated and mixed with pleasure. Jenny wanted to enjoy herself more but she was so tired. Body quivering from bliss and her familiar’s powerful hips, Jenny let out a long moan as another orgasm burst. Warm shivers ran along her nerves as Jaka’s movements grew to a fevered pitch. Darkness sank into her bones as she could rapidly feel herself fading. Jaka’s cock thickened and another orgasm crashed into her like a firm ocean wave. The manticore growled and molten come burst from his cock. The familiar drank in his mistress’s mana while he spurted magical semen meant to add to the experience and little else. 
 
    Jenny fell into a deep sleep, her manticore staying in his mistress and resuming his feeding. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun shined brightly, shafts of light peeking through the thick curtains. Jenny woke on her back, legs spread and her familiar back on her inner thigh, curled up. Sitting up, she yawned and stretched out her arms. Rested energy welled up and the librarian jumped out of bed. Humming, she strolled off to the bathroom and turned on the shower. 
 
    An hour later, she was clean and dressed in a tight top and pants. The shirt hugged her in all the right places showing her assets. Sitting on the bed, she picked up her leather satchel of holding from the floor. She opened it and fished out the book. Opening it, she gave it a once over. The book indeed held maps and writing of places all over Lurth. Eyes drinking in each page, the sound of music filled the air outside. 
 
    The busty librarian put the book back in the satchel and threw it to the floor. Standing up, she walked to the balcony doors and opened them. The music grew in intensity and the sounds of cheers blanketed the area. Smiling, she looked down to see people in the streets, waving rainbow flags. Men and women walked the streets shirtless with some only wearing the barest of clothing from bikini bottoms to pieces of fabric that would hardly qualify for shorts. 
 
    It was barely noon and the festival had started. Jenny took in the sights and sounds as music played and people walked with drinks in their hands. Wanting to be part of the celebration of love, the librarian stepped back into her room and out the door. 
 
    Once outside, Jenny walked into the crowd. The boardwalk and streets were filled with bodies. A stranger put a cup filled with liquor in her hand and she thanked him before drinking it down. This was Jenny’s third time at the festival and it still held the same magic as her first time. Tourist and townspeople celebrated love in all forms, drinking and joining bodies to their true natural urges. Jenny let the liquor soak into her empty stomach, walking along as people made out and climbed all over each other. Others shouted and sang. Food was free and handed out from street vendors. The librarian was quick to pick up some speared meat chunks and bread. Bands played on the boardwalk and laughing cheers echoed all around. 
 
    “Jenny Warg!” shouted a voice from behind. 
 
    The librarian turned to see a shirtless black man run to her. Gray painted his temples as big arms wrapped around her and lifted her up, spinning her in the air. A handsome gargoyle stepped closer with a wide grin on his lips. 
 
    “Kutter!” Jenny screamed. 
 
    The large man put the librarian down and stared at her with excited eyes, “I knew I would run into you this year. I have been thinking about you a lot lately,” 
 
    “How could I miss it, especially after last year? You put on a hell of a show,” Jenny smiled. Turning her attention to the gargoyle, she threw her arms around him and hugged him close. 
 
    “Tyler! So good to see you!” Jenny squealed.  
 
    The shirtless gargoyle hugged her back and nodded with eyes closed. Breaking their embrace, the three joined in on the crowd as people threw colored shell necklaces. One necklace lassoed around Jenny’s neck and she quickly lifted her top, showing her ample chest to the crowd. Everyone cheered her on and several men and women offered to fill her nearly empty cup. Jenny blew kisses as her cup filled to the top. She drank it down greedily. Kutter took her by the hand and led her into the fray. 
 
    The sun moved across the clear sky. Jenny and Kutter spent hours catching up, walking around and drinking, drinking, drinking. The beachside town took on a wondrous haze. When Jenny wasn’t groping strangers, strangers were groping her. She didn’t mind that they seemed to focus on her chest. Kutter took several pictures with Jenny drinking, and people taking turns putting their faces next to her large breasts. Most of the time she kept her shirt on but a few pictures showed her with her top pulled up, women and men suckling from her nipples. 
 
    When the sun hung low in the sky, Jenny, Kutter and his gargoyle Tyler, lay on the beach, slurring their speech and laughing on to the sound of gentle waves. The sun touched the horizon and yellow light blazed. Tyler placed a hand on Kutter’s short shorts, fingers moving along the outline of something big and snake-like. Kutter turned his bleary eyes to the gargoyle and smiled. 
 
    Jenny caught the moment and smiled as well, “I think Tyler needs some attention.” 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind. He has been pawing at me for a few hours now,” Kutter said as he took another sip of his drink. 
 
    “Not at all. I’m tempted to watch but I need to find a ladies room. When I come back, don’t stop on my account,” Jenny said with half closed eyes. 
 
    The gargoyle unbuckled his master’s shorts. Jenny grinned as Kutter’s cock spilled out, growing harder by the moment.  
 
    “I will be right back. You two have fun,” Jenny said as she stood up and brushed sand off her clothes.  
 
    The gargoyle took his master’s impressive member into his mouth and bobbed his head. Kutter let out a loving groan as he watched his familiar please him. Jenny turned and nearly stumbled away. The sand shifted under her already uncoordinated feet. A few times, she nearly crashed face first only to save herself with a drunken air spell. The librarian impressed herself that she could work spells in her inebriated state and made a mental note to get sloshed on future adventures. 
 
    Stepping onto the boardwalk, the sun had nearly set to the west. The town of Lantern Beach began to glow with many colors. Jenny made her way to the hotel as lanterns with painted rainbow colors glowed, casting their multiple reds, blues, greens, oranges and yellows everywhere. Many revelers had moved to the beach to have sex while others ate and drank in the streets. Cafes and restaurants filled with people enjoying the beautiful setting sun.  
 
    After a quick run into the hotel, the librarian relieved and fixed herself up. Stepping out of the hotel, night had fallen but the light from the seaside town blazed bright. Lanterns hanging from poles, streetlamps, and balconies glowed on, casting warmth for all to experience.  
 
    Jenny made her way back onto the boardwalk. The amount of people on the beach making love was inspiring. Orgies of bodies clung to each other and moans carried with the sound of the crashing surf. Jenny thought back to the last two years while she stared out. She had joined in each time but she thought she might hold back a little this year. The Rainbow festival was a three-day event and she felt she didn’t need to rush into it like the previous years. Walking along the boardwalk, she strolled on, watching and smiling to the outpouring of love. 
 
    The crowds thinned out as did the town. The librarian took in a deep breath; the night was alive with distilled beauty. Stepping off the boardwalk, sand shifted under her boots. Taking a moment, she removed each boot and dug her toes into the cool sand. Walking along, she held onto her boots and looked for a nice place to lie down and star gaze. 
 
    A glowing light appeared in the distance. Drunk and intrigued, the librarian strolled toward the glowing dot. With each step, she focused her vision. An orb of light glowed several feet above the sandy beach. A man dressed in black sat underneath, with a book in his hands. Turning his head, eyes looked to the blonde-haired woman as she stepped closer and a warm smile appeared on his lips. 
 
    Jenny was about eight feet from the sitting figure; she misjudged her step and stumbled forward. Hands went up to catch her but Jenny caught herself. Eyes two feet from each other, they stared with magical light. 
 
    “Nice recovery,” The man smiled, one hand lowering as the other hand scooped up his book and held it in his lap. 
 
    Jenny stared silently. The man had a boyish appearance with short dark hair combed back. The librarian couldn’t believe how cute he was and warm thoughts spilled into her intoxicated mind. With the glow above him, she could make out his light gray eyes. His smile was infectious and the busty librarian mirrored it against her will. Eyes moving to his defined neck, the faith collar stood out like a religious flag. 
 
    “Care to sit with me,” The man said and patted the sand next to him. 
 
    Jenny sat down, throwing her boots onto the sand a few feet away. The priest turned his head and looked out to the dark ocean, waves crashing onto the surf. 
 
    “I never thought I would see a man of the cloth here in Lantern Beach during the Rainbow Festival,” Jenny said with warmth moving into her cheeks. 
 
    “The Faith College has seen it fit to send an emissary to each of the festivals across Lurth. It keeps us from the dusty libraries and gives us some real world culture. I happened to be chosen for Lantern Beach,” The priest turned his kind eyes to Jenny and her heart nearly melted, “My name is Adam Bloom.” 
 
    “Hello Adam, Jenny Warg from Stukarr.” 
 
    Adam bowed his head, “Pleased to meet you Jenny Warg from Stukarr. What brings a beautiful woman like yourself out here for the evening? The party appears to be back the way you came,”  
 
    Jenny dug her toes into the sand as her heart skipped a beat, “I felt like getting some air. What brings you out here by your lonesome? Is the party a little too wild for those of the cloth?” 
 
    Adam smiled, “I’ve lived at the Faith College most of my life. I had never seen the ocean before. I have been here since late afternoon and have been enjoying the scenery ever since,” 
 
    Jenny leaned back and pressed her hands into the sand, propping herself up. A cool wind flowed over her sending a shiver through the librarian and making her nipples push against her shirt. The priest didn’t look down and Jenny gave a small smirk. 
 
    “Forgive me Father; I haven’t been to the Faith College yet. I do not mean to be rude. All I know are from stories I hear from travelers.” 
 
    Adam nodded, “Understandable, we don’t tend to socialize much. What would you like to know?” 
 
    Jenny’s shoulders swayed a little from side to side, “How can such a handsome man keep himself from such a wonderful celebration?” The last word came out in a slight slur. 
 
    Adam grinned and let out a small polite laugh, “I’m afraid this is my first day here and seeing the sights was top of my list. Taking part in the love making was a little further down.” 
 
    Jenny’s eyes widened a little, “You are going to join in? I….I didn’t think…uhh…” 
 
    Adam closed his eyes and nodded, “Everything happens in due time. Why do you seem so surprised?” 
 
    Jenny’s eyes half closed as the shock quickly wore off, “I thought since you were of the cloth that this was no longer an option for you?” 
 
    The priest turned to Jenny and leaned forward a little, “The Faith College is not an institution that restricts personal freedoms. I can drink and make love like anyone else. Our skills and abilities come from having faith.” 
 
    Jenny sat up straighter, eyes holding a wicked gleam, “It seems I still have a lot to experience. I may have to visit the Faith College and test your words.” 
 
    Adam kept his gaze on Jenny, “You don’t have to travel far to test my words.” 
 
    Jenny’s cheeks glowed hot. She admired his boldness but wanted to test his heart further, “We barely know each other.” 
 
    The priest shifted his seat to ensure he was facing the librarian, “You carry a confidence about you. You are beautiful and you know it. Others know it when they see you too. You say things to cause a reaction so you can taste if someone is genuine or hiding behind a mask. It does not take any magical skill to see that you are highly intelligent and have your own wants and needs. The only thing that would give you away is the redness in your cheeks but you already have that covered. You would simply blame the alcohol. Am I close?” 
 
    The librarian kept a blank mask but her insides melted from the fire the priest started, “If I didn’t know any better, I would say you were spying on me.”   
 
    Adam gave a disarming smile, “I could not help myself earlier today. I saw you in the streets. It would have been difficult to not notice you.” 
 
    “And you didn’t say hi?” 
 
    “I was waiting for the right time. Little did I know we would meet here.” 
 
    “It would seem the gods turned chance into fate,” Jenny laughed. 
 
    “It would seem so,” Adam looked to the ocean. 
 
    Jenny eyed the priest. She could not help the swirling butterflies in her stomach. Men threw themselves at her feet all the time but very few had the confidence she liked to see. Sleeping around for fun was one thing but a real man who knew what he really wanted was something she didn’t see often. Her internal fire blazed hotter as she looked to Adam. The priest stared at the ocean glowing in the moonlight.  
 
    The librarian dug her fingers into the sand but turned her eyes to the priest. Unable to keep her maddening desires to herself, Jenny decided to make a bold move of her own. 
 
    “I’m returning to my hotel room,” The librarian dug into her pocket, pulling out her room key and placing it on the book in Adam’s lap, “Maybe I will see you sometime during the festival?” Jenny said with a hint of lust in her words. 
 
    The naughty librarian stood up on shaky legs and sauntered over to her scattered boots. Bending over, she scooped up each one and glanced back. The priest watched with an amused expression. Jenny stood up fully and walked back to the boardwalk, thoughts scattering to heated fantasies. 
 
    The walk back to the hotel came in flashes. The librarian figured she was a little drunker then she previously thought. Stepping through the main doors, she walked up to the main desk and asked for a spare key while giving a slurred story about losing it to a merman on the beach. The man behind the desk tried his best to keep from smiling as he handed over a spare key to the busty guest. 
 
    An elevator ride and a pinball walk down a hallway, Jenny stumbled into her room and closed the door behind her without locking it. Shedding her clothes, the librarian crawled into bed and barely covered herself with a thin blanket. Excited thoughts swirled in her addled mind. Images of Adam stepping into her room with hunger in his eyes made her instantly wet. She pictured him ripping the blanket off and spreading her legs open. The lust was overpowering and fingers slid in between her firm thighs. Small moans filled the room as a gentle breeze flowed in from the cracked balcony doors. The air tingled her skin and thoughts of the priest tingled her sensitive spot. Pressing her glowing nub, moans grew louder. Fantasies took over and her rubbing intensified. She imagined strong arms on her, his mouth curled into a snarl, calling her a whore and telling her she must be punished. Toes curled and eyes closed shut. Jenny tried to hold back the wave of bliss for as long as she could but her resolve was cracking. After he had his way with her, Adam would put her on her knees and make her worship his cock until he fed her his seed. The last part was too much and the librarian let out a long deep moan. Heat and bliss radiated out from her as hips moved to her orgasm. The dam broke and wetness spilled. Jenny bit her lip until her pleasure peaked.  
 
    The come down was fast. Eyes closing and enjoying the released sweet sensations, Jenny passed out into dreamland, the room filling with light snores. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
    Sunlight poured into the room. Rays of light touched an exposed leg. The stinging warmth stirred the librarian from her deep sleep. Lazily sitting up, she glanced around. The first thing she looked for was Adam. She thought he would have come in and taken her any way he wished. Instead, she looked down and saw her bed was empty save for a small folded note and a rose. Picking the note up, she unfolded it and began to read. 
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to wake you. Let us meet for brunch and see where the day takes us. Come to the Turtle Café. I will be there waiting to see your beauty once again. 
 
    ~Adam 
 
    Jenny picked up the rose and took in its fragrant scent. Swinging her legs over the bed, she strolled to the bathroom and started the shower. The hot water on her skin felt good as her mind spiraled on with thoughts of the kind priest. Her logical mind knew he was playing a game. The priest wanted to get her hot and bothered so he would have his way with her. Jenny normally liked to be the one in control, satisfying her own hungry desires at her whim, which was all the time. Now she was on the receiving end of it. Her mind saw through the strategy but her libido treasured the moments. She thought about the café and coming up with plan to not meet, but her desire pulsed. It was too much and her fingers moved between her thighs once again. After a second, she pulled her hand away and curled her fingers. 
 
    “Damn it,” Jenny whispered to nobody. 
 
    The librarian finished her shower and dressed. She plotted her defense and attack strategies. Snaking her body into a tight top and short skirt, she was sure to not wear a bra or panties underneath. She wanted to make him squirm and she would take every advantage of it. Next, she picked up her perfume and dabbed it on her finger, touching her neck and cleavage with flower smelling scents. When she was done, she moved to the door but stopped short. In a nearby chair was her satchel of holding. Opening the flap and digging inside, she saw the book she liberated from the temple. Placing it back in the satchel, she closed the flap and left the room to conquer her clever priest. 
 
    Ten minutes later, Jenny approached the café. Adam was sitting outside, a teacup in his hand, eyes on her and a smile on his lips. Without a word, he motioned to the empty seat across from him. Jenny gave a playful scowl as she walked up and sat down as if she was put out. 
 
    “Even the sun cannot match your beauty,” Adam smiled. 
 
    “Pretty words for a man who had his chance and lost it,” Jenny said with a blank expression. 
 
    Adam continued to smile, “Lost it? If I did then you wouldn’t be here.” 
 
    “I was a little hungry. I was going to come here anyway. I didn’t bother to read your note and I threw out the flower,” Jenny lied. 
 
    “Fate works in mysterious ways,” Adam grinned, “But since we have run into each other again, how about we make the best of it and have something to eat?” 
 
    A waiter stepped over and handed a menu to Jenny and Adam before bowing and walking off. The librarian looked it over as she lifted her chest slightly to make sure the priest noticed her cleavage. Adam kept his eyes on his menu but the corner of his mouth smirked. The waiter came back and they gave their order. Once the waiter walked away, Jenny’s eyes looked to the dying flowers in a small vase in the middle of their tiny table. 
 
    Adam looked down at the same flowers, reached over and touched them. A slight glow engulfed the dying flowers and they immediately perked up. The librarian noticed the colors seemed to shine brighter. 
 
    “I can never seem to keep my plants at home alive. I could hire you to be my gardener,” Jenny said with an edge of sarcasm. 
 
    “As honorable as a position like that in your royal court would be, I would have to regretfully decline. My studies take up most of my time,” Adam continued to grin with iron confidence. 
 
    Jenny could tell he knew the game was on. She decided to hit him harder and see if he would crack, “Studying dead gods in dusty halls, I may have dodged the most boring arrow in the quiver.” 
 
    Adam’s expression did not change, “It is thankless work but someone has to do it. You never told me what you do Jenny Warg from Stukarr city.” 
 
    Jenny thought fast, “I teach at the college. Many have begged me to be their professor and many more have fallen to their knees after each lesson.” 
 
    “Professor? Then maybe we can teach each other a few things,” Adam kept his eyes on hers. 
 
    Jenny crossed her arms under her large breasts and closed her eyes, “I doubt it. It is difficult learning my techniques and having the stamina to keep up. I have broken students.” 
 
    “It seems we continue to have a lot in common. I just finished my first year teaching. The students cannot get enough of my class. I often have to teach several lessons back to back to make sure they understand.” 
 
    Jenny kept her eyes closed but that familiar fire was blazing hot again. She knew he was no professor and she guessed he knew neither was she. Every time she made a verbal stab, he blocked it with a smile and even tone. It drove her crazy that she couldn’t get under her skin. Thoughts surfaced as she pretended to look at people on the cobbled streets. He was in her room, staring at her naked body while she slept. Either he was a gentleman or a pervert, in either case his gray eyes, handsome looks and cool exterior was dialing her fire to eleven. A warm breeze passed over the librarian and she noticed wetness between her legs. 
 
    The food arrived and plates were placed before them. Jenny took a few bites of her croissant while Adam munched on a salad with slices of chicken. The silence was maddening. Jenny wanted nothing more than to press her body across the table, mash her breasts into his face and unsheathe his manhood from his priest robe. She wondered if he was having the same thoughts. The fire turned into a storm. She was about to break when Adam looked up at her with his haunting gray eyes. 
 
    “Jenny, I must confess……,” Adam started to say. 
 
    “It is I who must confess……” Jenny trailed off. 
 
    The priest and librarian looked to each other and it was as if a bridge formed. They understood the game was over. Lustful desires reigned. The priest’s eyes gazed at her cleavage while the librarian’s eyes stared at his strong neck. 
 
    Wet hot desire rolled through Jenny and she sat back in her chair, “I have been a wicked girl I could use a priest to confess my sins.” 
 
    Adam gazed into her soul as he spoke, “It would be wrong of me to turn away a soul in need.” 
 
    Jenny’s eyes narrowed and she smiled, “It is still early. We could go someplace and I could bare my soul.” 
 
    Adam put down his fork, “I have a room at the hotel, number 27.” 
 
    Jenny smiled and looked away. His room was right across from hers, “This may take some time.” 
 
    Adam leaned forward and took her hands into his, “I am willing to spend any amount of time to help you through these difficult times.” 
 
    Raising his hand for the check, Jenny stared at him like a piece of well-hung meat. A minute later, they strolled back to the hotel. Walking through the front doors, her arm curled into his. Arm muscles bunched under the black fabric and the busty librarian squeezed him with her fingers. 
 
    The hotel restaurant was full. Glancing over, Jenny spotted Kutter sitting with several men. The dark skinned man caught sight of Jenny and the handsome priest and nodded his head in approval. The librarian smiled as they walked to the elevator. 
 
    A quick trip up to their floor and down a hall, Adam took out his key and inserted it into the lock. Opening the door, Jenny nearly dragged him in with her. Slamming the door shut, she gave the room a quick once over. It was immaculate and larger then her room. Large balcony doors opened up to the clear green ocean and the curtains rustled in the breeze. Turning to Adam, she let herself fall forward, pressing her chest to his. 
 
    “I’ve never confessed to anyone of the faith,” Jenny said, her voice sounding small and innocent. 
 
    “It can be very freeing but you must do everything I say. It is the only way to be truly free of your burdens,” Adam said as he caressed the back of his fingers against her cheek. 
 
    “Even for a wicked girl like myself?” Jenny said with wide eyes. 
 
    “The wicked need to be tended to the most, for their burdens are heavier than others,” Adam’s eyes taking in Jenny’s beauty. 
 
    “Tell me what to do, Father,” Jenny said as she lowered her eyes to his neck. She never felt wicked her entire life but there was a hotness to it she could not deny. A favorite fantasy played out and she was going to milk every drop from it. 
 
    “I will be gentle, at first,” Adam said with an edge, his hands moving to her top. 
 
    Jenny stood there as strong hands took hold of her shirt and lifted it up over her head. Breasts spilling out, the librarian could not hold back the shudder up her spine. The priest dropped her top on a nearby table and placed his hands on her hips. Warm eyes drank in her large round peaks. Adam continued to look warmly at Jenny as he took hold of her short skirt and pushed down. The librarian felt the thin fabric fall to her ankles. Without missing a beat, she stepped out with one leg and curled the other, tossing the thin skirt away. 
 
    Hands ran along Jenny’s curves, her flowery scent rising up. The librarian closed her eyes as fingers ran down over her bottom and over thighs. Touching along her inner thigh, Adam’s fingers moved up and grazed her dripping wet line. A fingertip barely grazed her clit and it caused the blonde-haired woman to mouth the barest of gasps. Fingers continuing on their journey, they slid along her flat stomach, up in between her breasts and touched her chin. The librarian tilted her head and let her tongue glide over wet fingertips. 
 
    “Father, I want to do bad things,” Jenny whispered. 
 
    “You must be cleansed,” Adam said in a dark whisper. 
 
    “Tell me what to do. Tell me how I can be clean,” Jenny’s logical mind laughed at her words but her urges played on like fine music. 
 
    Adam reached under his arm and pulled at secret buttons. Jenny opened her eyes to see the priest pull at his robe, opening it from the side and down the middle. Looking down, she smiled evilly. Adam wore nothing underneath. A rock-hard body was exposed with only his arms and shoulders covered in his open robe. Eyes drinking in his form, her smile grew wider when she saw his manhood. 
 
    “If I had known, I would have brought a friend to help,” Jenny stared. 
 
    “It is only the second day of the festival. We may have time later,” Adam smiled. 
 
    “Father….,” Jenny said as she bit her lip. 
 
    “I am here for you now,” Adam said, his cock thickening with pulsating veins. 
 
    “Tell me what to do,” Jenny whispered again. 
 
    Hand on her shoulder, the priest pushed down lightly. Jenny bent her knees until she reached the carpeted floor. Body trembling with excitement, she could barely keep herself from latching onto the priest’s hanging member. Adam ran his thumbs over her eyes gently, closing them. Jenny kept them closed and something warm touched her lips. Mouth parted, her wet tongue slipped out and ran along the throbbing shaft. For once Jenny was not in control and it was turning her on beyond her limits. Hands out, she reached up and squeezed Adam’s thighs, the end of her tongue licking his hanging tip. 
 
    “Taste,” Adam said with a heated breath. 
 
    Jenny scooped his cock head into her mouth. Pressing her lips around it, she let inches sink into her mouth. Her tongue pushed along the shaft, forcing his member to the roof of her mouth. Head bobbing slightly, she moved back and forth. Adam let out a small groan and she picked up the tempo. 
 
    The sound of ocean waves crashed in the distance but their sweet wet sounds were all Jenny and Adam could hear. Jenny took in his cock as one hand wrapped around the base. Stroking and sucking, she moaned lightly as a taste of pre-come touched the back of her tongue. Adam put his hand on her shoulder and lifted his head back, enjoying Jenny’s tight mouth. The librarian, filling with wanting, let one of her hands drops down between her thighs, fingers rubbing her throbbing clit. It was too much for her as nerves curled. Eyes rolling into her head with closed eyes, an orgasm flashed. Wetness spilled all over her already wet fingers as she continued to rub and suck. Pumping her strokes, Adam’s groans grew quiet. Looking down, her vice-like grip was taking control. 
 
    “Slow down…,” Adam moaned. 
 
    Jenny pulled his cock from her mouth, “No Father. I want your come. I want it now,” Jenny growled and slipped his cock back in her mouth. 
 
    Adam had to grip the nearby table as she upped the tempo, sucking and teasing his seed to explode. The priest placed his hands on her shoulders and roughly pushed her. Jenny nearly cried out as his cock slipped from her mouth but she continued to rub herself. The librarian’s beastly lust had taken control and she wanted what she wanted. Adam could see reason leave her eyes as she eyed him. Reaching down, he picked her up in his arms and crossed the room. Jenny held onto him, her mouth biting his shoulder and her fingers rubbing herself. 
 
    The priest threw Jenny on the bed. The busty librarian whined as Adam took hold of her and forced her onto all fours. Jenny looked back, her eyes half closed in lust and breathing heavy. 
 
    “If you are going to act like a beast then I will fuck you like one,” Adam said calmly as he crawled into bed on his knees behind Jenny. 
 
    Jenny dug her fingers into the sheets. The tip of Adam’s hard cock touched her opening, sending a quiver through her. Jenny turned her eyes to the headboard. The priest grabbed her hips and pushed his cock at her opening. Jenny let out a loud moan. Thick inches sank into her valley, stretching her walls to nearly her limit. The mixture of pain and pleasure was just what the librarian wanted. She helped him along, pushing on him as he invaded her. When her bottom touched the front of his hips, the priest kept her there. 
 
    “Please Father; cure me of my wicked desires,” Jenny whined. 
 
    Moving slow at first, ripples of bliss sang through Jenny’s body. Adam controlled the tempo by holding her hips. The librarian writhed in his firm grip, pushing and trying to take control. A battle of lust and control raged on with Adam barely containing her. Jenny squeezed him with each long slow stroke. The priest soon found himself moving faster and faster. The sound of skin on skin blanketed the room. Gasps and moans spilled from lips as bodies rushed to pleasure. 
 
    “I’m coming again…..” Jenny said while biting her lip. 
 
    Bliss exploded but Jenny didn’t slow down. Determined she would force the priest to come, she pushed against him, squeezing him with each stroke. Adam’s cock was rock hard as Jenny became animalistic. With another orgasm, Adam reached down over her hip and rubbed her clit. Jenny felt her entire body react as orgasm after orgasm flashed. Logic and self, faded into the background as her animal desires were in full control.  
 
    Adam sensing, he could not hold back any longer forced Jenny onto her stomach. The blonde clawed at the bed, pushing her bottom up. Adam’s weight and strength held her in place. Hips pushing into her bottom, Jenny’s eyes shot open as he forced her down, cock thickening and molten come spurting. The librarian moaned her approval as Adam grunted, spurting more come into her narrow opening. The amount was obscene as it dripped from her with each thrust. 
 
    Jenny craned her head sideways to look at the priest. He was red faced and still pumping into her. She squeezed him to pull every drop of his seed from him. A glance to his eyes and she gasped. Adam’s gray eyes glowed for a second. The librarian squeezed his cock, expecting it start shrinking but it remained hard.  
 
    “I’m not done with you and your wicked ways,” Adam said through gritted teeth. 
 
    Wetness spilled almost in self-defense. Ecstasy spiraled on as the priest drove every inch into her. Jenny’s beast begged for more as the two continued. Strong hands took hold, turning Jenny onto her back but not breaking the connection. The librarian curled up her body, hands wrapping around Adam’s neck and curling her legs around his waist. Breasts pushed into his face and nipples pointed. Large hands cupped her bottom and kept up the rhythm.  
 
    “I will not stop until you beg me to stop. Even then, I may not stop,” Adam said with commanding authority. 
 
    Jenny hugged him close, her body his toy. Muscles bulged as he pushed his hips up. The librarian helped ride him, clutching at him and never wanting to let go. Bodies entwined, they continued until they both groaned their pleasure. Come spurted and Jenny cried out from her own orgasm. When the pleasure subsided, Adam threw her down on her back and kicked her thighs wide. Pushing in once more, Jenny dug her nails into his back, their voices lost to the ocean waves in the distance. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun moved across the sky until night fell. The sounds of celebration played on in the distance as lanterns glowed, casting their warm light. Adam sat on the edge of the bed, Jenny on her knees and her head snuggled between his thighs. Sucking on his member, the two lovers had reached an impasse. During their short breaks, Adam confessed that he could keep himself hard for as long as he needed to. Jenny confessed that she was borderline nympho and wasn’t sure of her own limitations. Together they tried to reason out an end to their lovemaking but they often were caught up in the moment once again. After several promises to order room service, they put it off for one more orgasm. Jenny noticed that was about eight orgasms ago. 
 
    “We will have to return to our lives at some point,” Adam said as he caressed Jenny’s temple. 
 
    The librarian muffled something but continued to suck on his cock. After a long moment, the priest grunted and splashed come against the back of her throat. Jenny sucked down every drop before pulling away. 
 
    “We better hurry and order. I think I can go again,” Jenny smiled. 
 
    Adam was about to say something when there was a muffled crash. Jenny’s eyes widened, as she knew by instinct it came from her room. Standing to her feet, the busty blonde threw herself to the door and wretched it open. Crossing the hall naked, her shoulder crashed into her hotel room door splintering it off the hinges.  
 
    The door exploded through the air and slammed into a body, sending them spiraling. Jenny heaved at the doorway, staring into the darkened room. Several scaled bodies shifted in the dim light spilling in. Slitted eyes peered through the darkness and dagger metal shined. Jenny gave a mental command and her eyes instantly adjusted to the darkness. Seven lizard men stood at the ready. One wore a black robe while another lizard man stood up from the broken door, one hand clutching its head while the other hand held her satchel. 
 
    “The book belongs in a library,” Jenny stated. 
 
    The standing lizard men rushed her, daggers out and gleaming in the light. Jenny held out a hand and whispered a word. The air before her hand bowed and blasted outward. All lizard men were thrown away from her. Some daggers slipped from hands and sharp points dug into wooden walls. The librarian rushed in, hands flashing signal after signal. Air turned into white streams. Whipping about, they curled around lizard folk throats and threw them into walls and furniture. A table shattered into kindling while a wall cracked from the impact of a body. 
 
    A black robed lizard man made signals with scaly hands. Jenny rushed him until a dagger stabbed into her back. Pain flared as she continued to move forward, finishing her spell. The cloaked lizard man pointed a scaled finger and black lightning burst forth. Jenny grunted as it struck her in the shoulder, causing her body to spin and hit the floor. The pain dazzling her senses, she moved her hand to complete the spell. 
 
    A figure flashed into the room. The lizard mage pointed a finger at the downed librarian. The figure landed in front of Jenny and a white shield appeared. Black lightning arced out, striking the shield and bouncing off. Adam rushed forward, using the shield as a battering ram. Another lizard man intercepted him, knocking him off balance. Adam spun around, slamming the shield into the lizard man, throwing him off the balcony. He quickly turned and blocked a black lightning bolt. 
 
    Jenny completed her spell. The air in the room turned turbulent. A small tornado appeared with the upper half of an armored white knight, carrying a mace. The lizard men had recovered and were back on their clawed feet, retrieving their daggers. The air elemental spun with mace in hand. Scaled bodies dodged the incoming whirlwind. One of the lizards was not so lucky, body hit and thrown over the balcony. The lizard mage unleashed a volley of black lightning. The air elemental took each strike, faulting his attack. 
 
    Adam backed up to Jenny, holding his shield as the room clashed in chaos. Jenny tried to cast another spell but the damage from the lightning was causing her hand to tremble, her spells fizzling. Adam held the shield up and placed his other hand on Jenny’s shoulder. Warmth and energy sank into her flesh, repairing damage and healing her wounds. The dagger in her back pushed out and it fell to the rug. When she was healed, the librarian was back on her feet. 
 
    “I’m sure there is a story to this!” Adam shouted over the sounds of the room being torn apart. 
 
    “I’ll tell you later. Cast your healing spell on me while I cast,” Jenny commanded. 
 
    The priest placed his hand on her shoulder as Jenny cast her spell again. The air elemental slowed down as daggers stabbed into white armor and black lightning struck hard. It was about to dissipate when Jenny finished her spell. Energy flowed into the librarian from Adam’s hand. The mana boost combined with her reactivation of the spell sent out a golden blast of energy. The air elemental glowed as new healing mana and power super charged it. Lashing out, the mace moved with blinding speed. The remaining lizard folk screeched as they ran for the balcony, a white mace slamming into backs and sending them over. 
 
    The lizard mage made a hand signal with one hand while streaming black lightning with the other. The satchel sprang to his clawed hand just as the air elemental rushed him. Dodging each swing with inhuman speed, the mage launched himself backward into the air. Jenny and the mage made eye contact and he smiled back. With a hissed word, darkness enveloped him and he was gone. 
 
    The air elemental turned to his mistress and bowed. Jenny nodded and the elemental faded from sight. Adam stood naked, letting his mana shield fade from his arm. 
 
    “How did you make my healing energy charge your elemental? I’ve never seen that before,” The priest said bewildered. 
 
    Jenny moved close to him, pressing her body to his, “Mana tunnel manipulation with chakra point techniques. Pretty simple once you get the concepts down.” 
 
    Adam looked to her, his eyes showing his disbelief, “Those are advanced magic systems. You really are a professor.” 
 
    Jenny smiled, “Actually, I’m a librarian.” 
 
    Adam raised an eyebrow, “You are full of surprises.” 
 
    Jenny nodded and ran a hand down the priest’s heaving chest, “We probably only have a little bit of time before someone comes up because of the noise. I could use another lesson before they get here.” 
 
    “What about your satchel they took? It was something valuable enough for monsters to come into town to get it.” 
 
    “It’s a long story. It is now a problem for another time. We should get back to your room or I will take you here and now for all to see.” 
 
    The priest nodded. Jenny took hold of his arm and pulled him back to the room. The elevator doors opened and magistrates stormed the hallway just as Adam’s door closed with a “Do Not Disturb” sign hanging off the knob. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    The train station packed with people as the sun shined down on them. Town folks quietly pulled down rainbow lanterns from street lamps and wall hooks. Jenny and Adam walked slowly through the cobbled streets, hands and fingers entwined. The priest looked to the packed station and let out a sigh. Jenny squeezed his hand. 
 
    “I’m not looking forward to the ride back. I fear I will miss you deeply,” Adam sighed again. 
 
    “What happened to my strong priest?” Jenny teased. 
 
    “He is still recovering from the last two days. We never left the room to enjoy the rest of the festival.” 
 
    “Did you want to leave the room?” Jenny smirked. 
 
    Adam shook his head, “Not really.” 
 
    Jenny stopped and turned to him, “I had an amazing time.” 
 
    Adam nodded, “As did I. I wish we had more time.” 
 
    “I’m still travelling. I will be here a little longer before moving on. One of my future stops is the city of Lumair.” 
 
    Adam gave a gentle smile, “I would love to give you a tour.” 
 
    Jenny moved her lips in close, “I will make sure to plan for a long visit. I may need future lessons intermingled with a private tour.” 
 
    Adam tilted his head and leaned in close, “I will be sure to clear my schedule.” 
 
    Lips touching, the librarian and priest kissed as the train blew its whistle. 
 
    Adam pulled away and looked into Jenny’s eyes, “You never told me what the lizard folk took.” 
 
    “I will tell you when we see each other again,” Jenny smiled. 
 
    Adam nodded. Their embrace broken, the priest made his way to the train station. Jenny waved to him as he walked onto the platform. Turning back to see her, he waved back before stepping into the train. 
 
    Jenny let her hand drop and she watched as people boarded the train. The doors closed and soon the train pulled from the station. Smoke pouring from the engine, Jenny hugged her own waist as the train chugged into the distance. 
 
    Mist flowed from the librarian’s thigh and Jaka appeared. The manticore hugged his mistress and she buried her face in his strong chest. They held each other for a long moment before she patted his chest and pulled away. 
 
    “It’s okay Jaka. We will see him again. However, let us go see Kutter. We have unfinished business in the Broken Islands.” 
 
    Jenny walked back, deeper into town with her familiar at her side. The afternoon sun blazed bright on another prefect day in the beachside town.  
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Vanessa’s Heart 
 
    One 
 
    “This is a perfect time to rebuild this section of the city.” 
 
    Vanessa looked up as the Lord Mayor of Stukarr stretched his arms out to the destroyed section of the city. Professor Hart was at his side, looking out at the destroyed buildings and hills of rubble. The dead woman hung back, turning and looking around. A rat scurried from one gaping hole, over a section of rubble and down another gaping hole. Vanessa wondered if the rat’s life was any easier in the ruined buildings. 
 
    “What do you have planned, Lord Mayor?” Professor Hart asked while glancing back at the Vanessa and giving a reassuring smile. 
 
    “This section of the city has been nothing more then abandoned buildings for a decade. Now we can rebuild and make it livable again. With the threat of war, the city will receive an influx of people looking for shelter.” 
 
    Vanessa touched a small red brick in the street with her booted toe and turned it on its side. 
 
    The Lord Mayor turned to the pale woman with kind eyes, “My dear Vanessa, how long do you think it will take to rebuild this section?” 
 
    The raven-haired dead woman looked up; white streaks ran from her temples down the length of her lustrous hair, “I would say about a month,” Vanessa shuffled her feet, uninterested. 
 
    The Lord Mayor looked to the dead woman, nodded and turned to walk in a little further. Professor Hart stepped to Vanessa, concern bleeding into his eyes. When the Lord Mayor was about thirty feet away, Professor Hart reached up with his hand and cupped a finger under Vanessa’s chin, lifting her face up slightly to meet his gaze. 
 
    “You are doing an amazing job helping the city,” The professor said with a kind smile. 
 
    Vanessa pulled back and looked away. Her dead heart pumped when he touched her. Even after all this time, his touch was still intoxicating. Stepping away, she pushed those feelings deep down, her heart no longer beating. 
 
    “The dead of the city are doing the work. I’m just relaying the orders,” Vanessa hugged herself as if she was cold, which she never was anymore. 
 
    Professor Hart moved to her but did not touch her, “The dead love you. They are doing a great service helping rebuild the city after the giant slime attack. This will work in your favor to bring good will to the city as a whole.” 
 
    Vanessa’s mouth grimaced, “Maybe. Or maybe I’m just being used until reconstruction is complete. Then they will burn me.” 
 
    “We both know you don’t believe that. Is there something you want to talk about?” 
 
    The dead woman turned away, “It has been difficult lately.” 
 
    “Still adjusting to college life?” 
 
    “You could say I’m adjusting to being myself again. When I was the Dead Mother, I spent my time plotting revenge on you and building my army. Now I’m just a messenger. I’m attending college once again like nothing happened.” 
 
    Professor Hart wanted to reach up and touch her shoulders for comfort. Instead, he kept his hands at his sides, “You are a hero. You saved many lives from certain death.” 
 
    Vanessa kept her back to him, “For now. There is still a prejudice against monsters and a larger one against the undead. I think once the city is rebuilt, myself and the dead of the city will be pushed back underground.” 
 
    Professor looked up to the sky. The sun was setting and a warm glow covered the heavens. He let out a long breath. 
 
    The professor moved closer. Vanessa felt his living warmth radiate against her cold skin. Her heart beat once and she wanted to turn around, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him deeply. The urges were there but her spirit was weak and tired. 
 
    “Tell me what is really wrong?” 
 
    The dead woman turned to Hart but kept her head tilted forward, “It’s Castor. I think I’m slowly starving him and I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    “Have you spoken to Gwen about him?” 
 
    “Not yet but I already know what she will tell me. I have to eat and drink more so he will be well fed with mana from food. I keep forgetting and he is paying the price.” 
 
    Professor Hart nodded, “Have you both made love?” 
 
    Vanessa kept her eyes focused on the cobbled street, “Once. It was nice and he is very patient. Gwen told me his kind are wise and understanding. He is capable of lasting a long time between feedings but I think we are going longer than usual.” 
 
    “It sounds to me like you’re depressed.” 
 
     “Maybe…..I don’t know.” 
 
    Professor Hart gazed at Vanessa’s sad eyes, “We should make some time for you. Cheer you up.” 
 
    Vanessa was silent, her eyes turning up to the handsome professor.  
 
    “We could put a new park here for children to play,” The Lord Mayor shouted by an intersection. 
 
    Large walls of ruined stone stabbed into the evening sky. Professor Hart and Vanessa turned to see the Lord Mayor moving his hands, pointing at spots where kids could play. A crack appeared along a wall. The breeze picked up. Professor Hart’s eyes caught the crack getting longer. 
 
    “Lord Mayor!” the professor shouted. 
 
    A wall tipped in the breeze, slowly moving, the crack getting longer. Another gentle breeze pushed and the wall came crashing down. The Lord Mayor barely had a chance to see it before the wall came crumbling down toward him. Professor Hart flashed forward, appearing next to the Lord Mayor. There was a faint glow and the falling wall exploded.  
 
    Vanessa stared horrified. Dust and debris lay scattered. Running forward, she looked for any sign of them. The dust settled and Professor Hart stood over the Lord Mayor, a mana shield encircling them. The good professor helped the Lord Mayor to his feet and let the shield drop. 
 
    “Thank you,” The Lord Mayor said with relief in his eyes. 
 
    The ground trembled. All three turned to see another wall buckling. The vibrations shook the ground, weakening the ruined buildings further. Several walls came crashing down. Vanessa turned her head to a shadow. A wall tilted, falling toward her. Mist flared from her right shoulder blade. The streaming mist changed form halfway between Vanessa and the falling wall. 
 
    The dead woman stared as her familiar appeared from the mist. Large furry butterfly wings flapped. A T-shaped muscular body flew toward the wall with large spindly hands reaching out. Fuzzy antenna twitched and glowing, red eyes stared unblinking. A light layer of fur covered his black and gray body. The moth man caught the falling wall in his hands and flapped his wings furiously. It wasn’t enough to stop it but it slowed its descent. 
 
    Professor Hart made several hands signals, his mana flaring to life. All stone in the area stopped moving. The moth man let go of the wall and dived down to his mistress. Arms taking hold of her, he lifted her up and jumped into the sky away from the shadow of the crumbling wall.  
 
    Professor Hart whispered an arcane word. The falling walls all changed direction, falling the opposite way. The crashing and rumbling shook the area before it settled down. The moth man floated down and gently let his mistress’ booted feet touch the ground. 
 
    “Is everyone okay?” asked the professor. 
 
    “I’m fine. Thank you,” The Lord Mayor dusted himself off. 
 
    “We are fine,” Vanessa said, her eyes looking up to her familiar’s glowing eyes. 
 
    “We should leave before anything else shakes loose,” Professor Hart said as he surveyed the area. 
 
    Everyone nodded in agreement and began walking with a bit of haste in their step. 
 
    An hour later, Vanessa found herself wandering the streets. She had said her goodbyes to Professor Hart and the Lord Mayor as they headed to a bar to discuss plans. The dead woman thought to go home but the emptiness of being there would only make her gloom thicker. She disliked that she was given a house on campus. The Headmaster and Headmistress said it was for her benefit so she may have time to adjust. Vanessa knew the real reason was to have a place to keep an eye on her and separate her from the other students. Not that any would room with her if she was in a dormitory. Before the giant slime attack, students went out of their way to avoid her. She tried to let it roll off her shoulders but the sting was still there, boring into her dead heart. 
 
    Street lamps lit up the cobbled streets. The dead woman continued to walk and thoughts floated to Professor Hart. Her heart beating in her chest, she still felt butterflies in her stomach when he was around. She remembered their times together. How they talked all night and made love for hours on end. It was a magical time, but with the pleasant memories came the painful ones. Vanessa stared at the sidewalk as she walked along. Foolish and sad memories crept into her undead mind. She had hung herself because if she couldn’t have him then she didn’t want anyone else. How her heart beat only for him. A sad smirk appeared on Vanessa’s black lips. Even dead, her heart seemed to still beat for him. 
 
     Looking up, stars twinkled in the vastness of night. The undead woman’s shoulders sagged and she turned to walk home. She had no other place to go and she had a full day tomorrow of helping with the reconstruction. When she reached campus, mist rolled off her shoulder blade. Castor appeared and walked alongside his mistress. Hand reaching out, he took her hand into his as they strolled. 
 
    “I’m sorry I haven’t been a good mistress to you,” Vanessa said without looking at him. 
 
    The moth man squeezed her hand a little. 
 
    Vanessa looked up to her familiar. Glowing red eyes looked down with an understanding kindness. Unspoken thoughts passed between them and Vanessa felt her gloom grow thicker. 
 
    “I know you’re hungry. We can try again,” Vanessa said in a low tone. 
 
    The familiar continued to hold her hand as they reached their home. The house was a single floor home. A small grassy lawn covered each side of the stone path to the front door. Vanessa and her familiar walked to the door, opened it and stepped inside. 
 
    Closing the door behind her, Vanessa looked to her familiar, “You were so brave.” 
 
    The moth man smiled. Vanessa thought he was incredibly handsome even with the glowing red eyes. His face looked like a man’s face with a strong chin and noble nose. Eyes were a bit roundish but she found them cute. A loincloth was the only bit of clothing he wore.  
 
    Anxiety crawled along the dead woman’s nerves. She hated how she felt. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to be with him. It was more that she didn’t want to be with anyone. The depression wormed its way deeper into her heart, making the simple things, like feeding her familiar all that much harder.  
 
    Castor took his mistress’ hand and pulled her to the living room. Gently sitting her down, he stood up and walked toward the kitchen. Vanessa leaned her head back into the comfortable couch, eyes staring at the ceiling. Trying to push away how she felt and focus on her familiar, she let out a long sigh. Pale fingers moved to her boots and she pulled one off. 
 
    The moth man walked back into the room, flexing his wings and carrying a full wine glass in each hand. Vanessa gave him a small smile, taking a wine glass in her hand. 
 
    “You are a wise one,” Vanessa tried to keep it light. 
 
    Castor smiled and kneeled before his mistress. They toasted and took a sip. Vanessa could taste the mana infused wine as it flowed over her tongue and down her throat. The dead mistress watched her familiar drink his wine. She knew the wine was only a drop in the bucket and would barely satisfy him. Mages and their familiars fed through connection. He was so weak that if she cast a few spells, he would return to her skin unconscious, unable to reform until he leeched enough mana from her to come back. She could eat to feed him passively but there was no hunger or thirst driving her. The world had become gray as she slipped further into the gloom. 
 
    Castor put down his wine glass on the coffee table. Standing up, long fingers touched Vanessa’s shoulders. The undead woman turned in her seat. The moth man sat next to her, hands caressing her shoulders. The familiar’s warm hands helped ease her dead muscles. 
 
    Vanessa tried to relax but anxiety to feed her familiar was overwhelming. Her hand reached up and stopped his, “We should try another time,” She whispered. 
 
    Castor pulled his hands back. Vanessa didn’t look at him but knew he was disappointed. The moth man turned to mist and returned to her skin. The dead woman drank from her glass of wine, sitting back and staring at Castor’s wine glass on the table. Feeling terrible, she finished her glass in hopes it would help to feed him a little. This was turning into a crisis. She had to do something or her familiar would continue to starve.  
 
    Thoughts flowed to the ink witch, Gwen. Vanessa picked up Castor’s wine glass and sipped it. Silently she decided she had to see the witch tomorrow. It was her last chance to figure out what she needed to do to help keep her familiar happy. Drinking down the second glass, Vanessa stared at the coffee table, thoughts turning to her life and the thickening gloom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
    The door chimed as Vanessa walked into the Ink Witch shop. The undead woman noticed the place hadn’t fully recovered from the slime attack. The main counter had a large crack in it. The glass window to the shop was cracked and a few shards lay scattered on the floor. Dust covered the shelves and some books lay on the floor. From behind a beaded curtain, Gwen stepped out, her witch hat in her hand and a lost look in her eyes. 
 
    “Gwen?” Vanessa said as she stepped forward. 
 
    “Morning Vanessa, how can I help you today?” The witch said automatically as if rehearsed. 
 
    “I wanted to see you today but……are you okay?”  
 
    Gwen closed her eyes as if to regain her true self. Opening them, she looked to the pale dead woman, “I’m sorry. As you can see, the shop is still recovering. How can I help you?” 
 
    Vanessa could see the lost confusion in the witch’s eyes, “Do you need some company?” 
 
    Gwen let out a long exhale, “That sounds nice. I’ll make some tea.” 
 
    A short time later, Gwen came out with a tray carrying a teakettle and two teacups. Setting down at a small table, both women pulled up chairs and sat down. Vanessa was silent as she observed the ink witch. Hands moved robotically, pouring tea into each cup. Gwen put a lump of sugar in her cup and offered the dead woman.  
 
    “Please,” Vanessa said softly. 
 
    The two women sat and sipped their tea. Vanessa eyed the witch. Gwen sipped her tea but stared off at nothing. The silence was deafening and Vanessa needed to say something. 
 
    “It seems we are all recovering from the slime attack,” Vanessa took another sip. 
 
    Gwen blinked and her eyes focused. Looking to Vanessa, she put her teacup down, “I’m sorry I’m so scattered right now. The recent events have made me question a lot of things.” 
 
    Vanessa nodded, knowing how she felt. 
 
    Gwen continued, “Have you ever questioned what your heart wanted, even if it may be the wrong choice?” 
 
      “There is a lot of that going on. That is why I’m here.” 
 
      Gwen’s eyes widened a little, “I’m so sorry. Here I am talking about matters of the heart when I should be helping you.” 
 
    Vanessa gave a small sad smile, “It’s okay. I just needed to talk about a problem I have encountered with my familiar. It can wait if you want to talk about your heart.” 
 
    Gwen shook her head, “Perhaps later, but now, I would be more than happy to help with your familiar. What seems to be the problem?” 
 
    Vanessa let her story unfold. She informed Gwen of the lack of feedings and her being unable to get into the mood. How Castor has been patient but he was getting weaker and weaker. Gwen listened to every word, eyes and ears locked on Vanessa. The dead woman’s eyes glistened as she spoke. When she finished, Gwen reached over and took hold of her hands. 
 
    “What you are experiencing is normal. Even mages with long relationships with their familiars can fall into this pit. But like any relationship, you must work through it for both of your sakes.” 
 
    Vanessa nodded with wet eyes. 
 
    Gwen continued, “May I ask a few questions?” 
 
    “Please,” Vanessa said as her eyes dried. 
 
    “When was the last time you were intimate?” 
 
    Vanessa’s eyes peered down to her teacup, “Once with Castor, a few months ago. Before that, I was still alive.”    
 
    “When you were with Castor, how did it feel?” 
 
    “Forced, there wasn’t a lack of trying from Castor. I’m afraid I was the one who couldn’t get into it.” 
 
    Gwen squeezed the dead woman’s hands, “You are a special circumstance but it is not unheard of. Even the undead can produce mana but it is slower and less powerful then living mana. If you do not supplement with raw meat and mana infused drinks, then you will fall into deep sleep. The dead can sleep for years before waking again. We inked Castor into your skin because his kind can do the same.” 
 
    “I lost one familiar when I died. I don’t want to lose Castor as well.” 
 
    “You won’t but as long as you are up and living your life as it were, he will need to feed. If you fall into a deep sleep, he will as well.” 
 
    “I can’t fall into a deep sleep. I still have to right all the wrongs I committed. What should I do?” 
 
    Gwen gave a small cheery smile, “What are you most passionate about?” 
 
    Vanessa’s mind immediately went to Fredrick Hart. She tried to push the thought of him away but memories came flooding back. Images of the two of them fencing, practicing magic together, sharing their bodies, and endless discussions rolled through her mind’s eye. Never had she felt so alive when they experienced life as one being. 
 
    Gwen let go of the dead woman’s hands and sat back in her chair, “Do you remember how I boosted your mana with mine during the giant slime attack?” 
 
    Vanessa was silent. It was an odd and terrifying experience. She remembered how she sucked in Gwen’s powerful life force into her own. The energy blazed so hot that the dead woman could feel life reach out and touch her. 
 
    “You nearly killed me,” Gwen said with an even tone. 
 
    “I……” Vanessa trailed off. 
 
    “I hold no grudge. We were in a difficult situation. Thankfully, I was able to hold onto my life force until the battle was won. But do you remember how it felt?” 
 
    “I do. It felt like I was alive again for a few moments.” 
 
    Gwen nodded, “A few moments of life can make a soul shine brighter than the sun, even a broken soul like yours. Find something that quickens your heart. Follow your passions and allow yourself to feel alive again.” 
 
    “What if….,” Vanessa’s head tilted forward, shadows covering her eyes. 
 
    Gwen smiled, “The only people you will fail are yourself and your handsome familiar. Castor’s race is a rare one here on Lurth, his essence and ink even rarer. I inked him into your skin because I knew you would be an excellent mistress for him. Find your passions and you will both feel life again.” 
 
    Vanessa looked to the ink witch, “Thank you, Gwen. Thank you for the advice. I will do my best to find my passion again.” 
 
    The dead woman hesitated before speaking again, “I’m sorry for nearly killing you.” 
 
    “Don’t be. We shared a moment and came out of it stronger,” The witch winked. 
 
    Both women smiled and went back to drinking their tea. Vanessa’s eyes wandered to Gwen and something sparked. An image floated into her mind as the witch stared at nothing once again. 
 
    “You are worried about Trystan, how you feel about him,” Vanessa said in a low voice, “I don’t mean to pry but I can see him in your mind.” 
 
    Gwen nodded slightly to the dead woman, unsurprised, “We might have some residual connection. It will fade with a little time but yes, I have been thinking about him.” 
 
    “I could see through the eyes of the dead as they evacuated the city. I watched as he bravely fought the slimes. Even from a distance, I could feel his heart shine.” 
 
    Gwen tipped her head, the rim of her hat covering her eyes, “Can you keep this between us?” 
 
    Vanessa nodded. 
 
    Gwen continued, “He and I shared a moment. I was there to teach him and help him but my heart…..couldn’t say no.” 
 
    Vanessa thought of Professor Hart, “I know what you mean. The heart wants what it wants.” 
 
    “Now I may lose him,” Gwen fought the tremble in her lip. 
 
    “Have you talked to him? Told him how you feel?” 
 
    “No, not yet. I can’t decide if I should.” 
 
    “I’m the last person to have any useful advice about relationships but I think you should talk to him.” 
 
    Gwen lifted her head, “I know I should. Maybe I just needed to hear it said aloud. Thank you, Vanessa.” 
 
    The undead woman gave a small smile. The witch and the dead woman continued into polite conversation. Vanessa’s mind kept calling up images of Professor Hart and warmth filled her broken soul. She remembered how they agreed that they would be strictly professional but Vanessa couldn’t let it go. Speaking with Gwen only seemed to enforce what her heart already desired. The undead woman sipped her tea, pondering on how she could win back her old flame. 
 
    Three 
 
     The sky grew gray and threatening. Vanessa hurried along back to her house. When it was in sight, the heavens could not contain themselves any longer. Sheets of rain fell from the sky. The undead woman moaned her annoyance as she went from nearly running to walking. She was already drenched and saw no point in running any faster. Sad eyes looked down as she walked the rest of the way in the falling rain. 
 
    At her doorstep, she opened the door and walked in. Water dripped down from her hair and black dress. The wooden floor had pools of water as the undead woman moved to a nearby closet and pulled out a towel. Vanessa was about to undress when she heard a knock at the door. 
 
    Moving to the front door, she opened it. A warm smile greeted her. Fredrick Hart stood in the rain, completely dry. Vanessa tried to see how he was doing it. The water seemed to curve away from his body, as if it didn’t want to ruin his day. The undead woman stood uncomfortably as water continued to run down her face and clothes. 
 
    “Afternoon Vanessa, I hope I’m not being rude. I wanted to stop by and see how you were doing.” 
 
    Vanessa’s face remained dour as she beckoned him in from the rain with her hand. Professor Hart stepped in with dry boots. The undead woman frantically began drying her hair, stepping away to the bathroom. 
 
    “Have a seat. I just need to dry off,” The she said as she ran off. 
 
    Inside the bathroom, Vanessa felt her heart beat again as she tried to dry and fix her hair. Remembering Gwen’s words, she tried everything she could to fix herself up. The lacey dress was a little damp and her wet hair curled down the sides her face as if someone dumped a bucket of water on her head. After a few long moments, she had dried herself off as best as she could and stepped out of the bathroom. 
 
    Walking around a corner, she spotted two wine glasses on the living room coffee table and a bottle of Crimson Valley wine. Heart fluttering to memories of the two of them drinking that particular brand of wine and staying up all night. She couldn’t count the times they would finish a bottle or three and end up in bed, bodies entwined. Those nights carried a burning warmth that even her cold skin could not forget. Frederick stood, looking at her library of books with his back to her. The air held electricity and the undead woman could not help but smirk. 
 
    Professor Hart turned around with a kindness in his eyes, “I took the liberty of bringing some wine on this rainy afternoon. I thought we should talk. Sit with me.” 
 
    Vanessa felt her back stiffen as she sat. Professor Hart sat on the couch, picking up the open wine bottle and pouring into each glass. Professor and student each picked up a glass and had a sip. 
 
    “I have been thinking about you,” Professor Hart said with a warm edge. 
 
    “I’m not going to hang myself again,” Vanessa said with a small frown. 
 
    Professor Hart looked to the raven-haired Vanessa, “I see your sense of humor is still pretty much alive and kicking.” 
 
    “You don’t have to worry about me. I had a long talk with Gwen and she gave me some good advice. I just need some time so I can help feed Castor.” 
 
    Professor Hart nodded, “Good to hear, but I wanted to see you and spend some time together.” 
 
    Vanessa eyed her professor, “Is that a good idea? I mean with our past…..” The undead woman wanted nothing more than to force him down on her body. Keeping her face neutral, she took another sip of wine. 
 
    Professor Hart smiled, “I was thinking more of practicing together.” 
 
    Vanessa stared blankly as Hart stood up and made a hand signal. Two violins and bows appeared out of thin air above the coffee table. Professor Hart took one into his hands, tested the strings, and drew the bow across, a tiny melody filling the room. 
 
    “I thought we would play like we used to. When was the last time you held one?” 
 
    Vanessa stood up and took the second violin into her pale hands, “I was alive the last time I held one. At my last recital, I remember you sitting in the front row, watching me play.” 
 
    “You were the best one there.” 
 
    Vanessa gave a half smile, “Our time practicing helped.” 
 
    Professor Hart smiled, “I may be a little of out of practice but I think it will do us both some good to play together.” 
 
    Vanessa put the violin under her chin and put the bow over the strings. Professor Hart did the same. The dead woman began playing. The music was a little off key as her stiff fingers became used to the instrument. Professor Hart watched and played along. Long moments passed before they were in harmony, playing to each other’s rhythm. Strings poured out melodies and song. The vibrations caused pleasant memories to bloom in Vanessa’s mind. Soon she was lost to it, weaving as she played. Professor Hart gazed at her, watching her close her eyes and letting the music wash over her dead senses. 
 
    Vanessa could barely contain her delight. Her heart beat again and again, feeling the tempo and drive light up her mind. She wondered why she didn’t do this sooner. It was magical as it carried her spirit higher. Movements grew more and more intense, strings playing to a passionate pace. When the song finished, her mind was reeling from the sensations. 
 
    Professor Hart lowered his violin and bow, eyes drinking in the redness in Vanessa’s pale cheeks, “That was beautiful.” 
 
    “I...It just came back to me. I didn’t think it would…..” Vanessa breathed. 
 
    Professor Hart put down the bow and picked up a wine glass, handing it to the dead woman. Vanessa put down her bow and took the glass. 
 
    “Have a sip and let’s go again,” Professor Hart smiled. 
 
    Moments later, they were playing once more. The same feeling came back and Vanessa was thrilled. They played for an hour, music and melodies filling the small house, entwining into shared notes. The dead woman played on, her thoughts shifting from the music to the handsome older professor mere feet from her. Eyes half closed, she looked to him and played harder, warmth touching her dead body. Cells drank in the vibrations and small light ignited each one in turn. On they played until a song finished. Professor Hart put down his instrument, a small bead of sweat at his brow. 
 
    “I’m not as young as I used to be,” The professor smiled. 
 
    Vanessa had forgotten that she didn’t get tired like the living. Putting down her instrument, she picked up a wine glass and handed it to the professor. Picking up the bottle, she poured wine into each of their glasses. Pale cheeks glowed red as she sipped. Professor Hart looked to Vanessa and his expression went from wide eyes to a hint of sadness. 
 
    “I’m glad I was able to help cheer you up but I should be leaving.” The professor made a hand signal and the violins disappeared in a faint flash. 
 
    Vanessa’s own eyes widened, “You don’t have to leave. Stay and we can talk.” 
 
    Professor Hart shook his head slightly, “I think it would be in our self-interest if I leave. I only wanted to help you out of your gloom a little.” 
 
    Vibrations echoed through the dead woman’s body. A thin warmth had taken hold and she looked to the kind professor with a heat she could no longer deny, “We both know why you came here. Stay and we can see where the evening will take us.” 
 
    A shadow covered Professor Hart’s eyes, “It was foolish for me to come here. I kept telling myself I was helping a student feel better but even I have to admit I wasn’t being completely honest with myself. I can’t stay because it wouldn’t be right. You killed yourself because of me and I don’t wish to chance breaking our hearts again.” 
 
    Vanessa moved in close, eyes staring up into his, “I’m dead. I think my heart can take it.” 
 
    “I meant what I said before. When you died, I couldn’t bring myself to be with another woman.”  
 
     “Fredrick, don’t leave,” Vanessa said with a hard edge. She had trouble controlling her desires. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” The Professor said defeated. 
 
    Passion and lust whirled up into a storm. Deep-rooted feelings bubbled to the surface and Vanessa couldn’t hold back any longer. Her hand reached up to touch his cheek and he pulled away. Something cracked and a lust driven insanity took hold. Vanessa made hand signals. The wine bottle shattered, red liquid streaming to her hand and forming a short sword. 
 
    Professor Hart made one hand signal, a cork in another wine bottle popped open and wine streamed to his hand, forming into a short sword. Vanessa brought her blade down hard and the professor blocked it. Madness took control as the dead woman slashed and sliced. Ordered chaos ensured as professor and student clashed. Hart blocked each blow with expert skill, infuriating the dead woman. 
 
    “You come here with kindness in your heart but I know what really lurks there! I remember our time together!” Vanessa hissed. 
 
    Red swords clashed and mana sparks flew.  
 
    “Please control yourself Vanessa,” Professor Hart managed as he blocked her attacks. 
 
    “I killed myself because I loved you! I still love you,” Vanessa shouted and spun her sword around his blade. 
 
    The tip of her blade struck his hilt. Vanessa bent her wrist to gain leverage and with another flick of her wrist, Professor Hart’s blade flew from his hand and embedded into the wooden wall. With the tip of her blade at his neck, Professor Hart let his hands fall to his sides. 
 
    “You can’t do this to me…….you can’t be in my life and not feel what I feel,” Vanessa said with tears in her eyes. 
 
    Professor Hart lifted up his hand and pushed away her red blade, “I do feel what you feel. I love you. I always have.” 
 
    Vanessa took a step back, red blade falling to the floor and splashing back into wine. Professor Hart stepped forward, hand touching her neck and gazing into her eyes. Vanessa looked up, another tear running down her cheek. 
 
    “I was asked to not rekindle our flame,” The professor whispered. 
 
    Vanessa looked up at him with wide eyes. 
 
    “But I cannot stop how I feel….or want,” Professor Hart leaned in and kissed Vanessa on her lips. 
 
    The warm shock caused Vanessa’s eyes to widen and then half close. Wet lips touched as tongues played. The electricity in the room flared. A strong hand curled around Vanessa and touched the small of her back, pulling her close. The dead woman surrendered as he held her tightly. Pale hands were on his chest, his living energy pulsating like the sun. The pulse was intoxicating, the dead woman getting strange urges to consume him anyway she could. 
 
    Vanessa pulled away and struck the bottom of her fist on his strong chest, “You are a fucking jerk.” 
 
    Professor Hart bent down slightly and scooped her up. Vanessa stared at him with stars in her eyes. Curling her arms around his neck, Vanessa leaned her head into his strong body. Hart carried the dead woman to her bedroom, laying her in her bed. Vanessa couldn’t contain herself any longer. Sitting up, pale hands pulled at his robes. The heat between them stormed as Hart took hold of her black dress and slipped it up over her thin shoulders. Fumbling in the dark, professor and student feverishly pulled clothing off each other.  
 
    Vanessa licked her lips as she helped him strip down. Slipping off the bed, she fell to her knees. Taking hold of his throbbing cock, she wrapped her black lips around his shaft, tasting energy rippling off his body. Hart looked down as the dead woman pressed her tongue along his shaft. Hand reaching down, fingers touched her hair. Vanessa moaned her delight as a drop of pre-come touched her tongue. Life energy bled into her body and her heart beat again and again. 
 
    Wet sounds filled the bedroom. Vanessa bobbed her head, lips and tongue taking more and more energy. Eagerly she tried to pull his seed from him, to drink down some of his life force. Looking up, professor and student locked eyes. Raised veins along his cock pushed under tight lips. For moments, she sucked on her professor and lover. 
 
    Hands reached down and took hold of Vanessa’s shoulders. Lifting her up, Hart gently laid the dead woman back in bed. Vanessa breathed heavy as Hart climbed into bed with her. Fingers touched her wet line, tips touching her throbbing clit. His life poured into her, igniting dead flesh with heat. Vanessa moaned and moved her hips to his touch. Pale pink nipples pointed and breasts heaved. Hands reached up to clasp on his shoulders, trying to pull him close. 
 
    “Enjoy yourself,” Hart said with a wicked smirk. 
 
    Vanessa’s head fell back into the pillow, gasping as his touch drove her mad. Hips moved and hands continued to pull. Hart resisted, playing with the dead woman’s clit and charging it with his life force. Nerves curled and the dead woman felt something she hadn’t felt in a long time. A dull ache filled between her pale thighs. Eyes widened and Vanessa bit her lip. Each breath turned into a gasp. Looking up, she was transfixed as the man over her continued to play with her, the gray at his temples and strong muscles moving under his thick shoulders. It was too much for her. Connecting with him, death turned into life. A pressure started to build. Vanessa gasped and begged Hart to fill her. Fingers played her clit like a well-tuned instrument. The pressure continued to build and nerves ached. Vanessa’s eyes shot open and a soul-churning moan rose up her throat. 
 
    A deep explosion caused the dead woman to buck underneath her professor. Hart smiled as nails dug into his shoulders. Vanessa whimpered as the explosion caused her to pull Hart on top of her. The professor couldn’t fight her strength and covered her body with his. The tip of his thick spear touched her opening and sent a shiver through her warm body. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” Vanessa whispered in his ear. 
 
    Hart held her tight in his arms as he gently pushed into her. Walls spreading, Vanessa’s mouth made a perfect O. Inches pushed in to the hilt. Entwined, a warm and familiar comfort passed between lovers. Vanessa giggled with life igniting her dead nerves further. Her giggles turned to moans as Hart moved his hips. It was just as she remembered and it sent her spiraling into ecstasy. Another pressure started to build. The professor’s cock satisfied her empty ache within. The two writhed as hands touched each other. Thumbs smoothing over pink nipples, Vanessa bit her lip to contain her cries of pleasure.  
 
    “I….can’t…..” Hart grunted. 
 
    “Come in me. I want your life in me,” Vanessa gasped. 
 
    The tempo increased as both student and professor were caught in their lust. Driving himself deep, Vanessa wrapped her arms and legs around him, not wanting to let go. The dead woman gasped again as his member thickened. Energy blazed bright and nerves flared. Professor and student cried out. Come spurted into Vanessa’s tight opening. The dead woman clutched at her lover, her own orgasm exploding. Bodies moved of their own accord, thrusting and squeezing. Vanessa held on, trying to milk every drop from him. Life caused her heart to beat rapidly in her chest. Energy and love sent warmth throughout their connected bodies.  
 
    Professor Hart rolled off Vanessa and lay next to her, breathing heavy. The dead woman crawled on top of him, her body hungry for more. Vanessa rubbed her wet valley along his half hard cock, eager to slip him back into her. Professor Hart put a hand on her round bottom, squeezing and feeling her. 
 
    Mist rolled off her shoulder blade. Hart and Vanessa looked to the side of the bed, mist parting and Castor bursting into view. The moth man stared with a wanting in his eyes. 
 
    “He is hungry,” Vanessa said breathlessly, “He wants me.” 
 
    Professor Hart grinned, “He can join us.” 
 
    The moth man slipped into bed, his red eyes on Vanessa’s wet slit. The dead woman rubbed herself on Hart, wetting his cock further. The familiar’s loincloth disappeared, revealing his throbbing member. Taking hold of his mistress’s hips from behind, he pressed the tip of his black veiny cock to her opening. Vanessa was so turned on, she let out a long moan as he pushed into her. Hart’s cock stiffened against her clit as her familiar pushed in as deep as he could go.  
 
    The heat from both bodies made the undead woman giggle between gasps. Thin hands and long fingers clutched at Vanessa’s waist, the moth man’s member filling her, sliding in and out. Hart kissed the delirious Vanessa as she moved with caged heat. The professor’s hands took hold of her waist, helping her to move on Castor. 
 
    Vanessa felt her whole being vibrate and tremble, causing her lust to rise to new levels. Wicked thoughts ran through her sex soaked mind. When Hart leaned his head back on the pillow, Vanessa looked to him with mischief in her eyes. 
 
    “Come closer, I want to feel both of you,” Vanessa whispered. 
 
    Hart smiled and raised himself up to embrace Vanessa and Castor.  
 
    “I want us to be one,” She repeated with a breathy tone. 
 
    Holding onto the dead woman’s waist, the tip of his cock touched along her folds with the familiar’s cock deep inside her. The moth man pulled out after hearing his mistress’s desires. Hart moved his hips to press his cock to Vanessa’s wet line. Wetness covered both of them as Hart pushed at her opening. The professor ran his hand along the familiars toned body, sending streams of powerful mana into the starving moth man and the dead woman they both loved. Vanessa’s moans grew louder. Castor shifted his hips and pressed his member to her asshole. She felt no pain as her familiar pushed at her tight opening and stretched it open. Her pucker stretching to accommodate, she screamed as two cocks squeezed into her. The bliss turned from a wave to a tsunami. Wetness spilled as two cocks pushed into her openings. Stretched to her limit, the dead woman cried out not from pain but from unfathomable pleasure. The sensations of the cocks moving at slight different rhythms caused her to whimper. Trembling, she held onto Hart, her hips moving on both members. The pressure and act caused Vanessa’s vision to blur. An orgasm surged, followed by another and another.  
 
    Castor moaned as his mistress’s mana glowed bright. Energy and mana flowed through his member into his magical muscles and body. Hart had a hard time controlling his own tempo in such a tight and confined space. Both cocks thickened which caused Vanessa to scream louder. Two thick streams of come burst forth. One on top of the other spurted come into her tight openings. The amount was obscene as it spilled out in small streams. The professor and familiar pushed in with all their might, filling the woman they loved. 
 
    Spent, both Professor and familiar pulled out. Hart moved back and sat against the headboard. Vanessa crawled down his body, eyes glowing from the flow of mana. She closed her mouth over his seed covered cock, licking and sucking down every drop. Castor took hold of his mistress’s waist and pushed his cock back into her wet slit. All three moved to a perfect rhythm, bodies blazing with bliss.  
 
    Vanessa pulled Hart’s cock from her mouth, “I need you again. I need you to come in my mouth like you used to.” 
 
    Hart was silent as she took his cock back into her mouth. Sucking harder and stroking her tongue along his shaft, her hand curled around his base and stroked him up and down as she slathered all over his member as it harden again. Castor leaned forward, chest against her back; hands took hold of her breasts and rubbed her nipples. 
 
    The dead woman never felt so alive. Passion swelled as she reconnected with her love. Tasting his seed set loose an animalistic hunger. Hart watched as she teased and sucked his manhood. The dead woman’s body quivered as Castor pushed against her firm bottom. Nipples rubbed and bodies vibrating, another orgasm roared to the surface. The moth man’s cock thickened and spurted come. Fuzzy hips pushed as he spurted more and more come while drinking in his mistress’s orgasm and mana. 
 
    Professor Hart groaned, his cock thickening once more. Vanessa moaned her delight as his molten seed spurted into her mouth and splashed down her throat. The dead woman could not control herself as she sucked down every bit of his seed, letting life swirl in her belly and spread throughout her body. 
 
    The moth man familiar was eager to go again. He pawed at his mistress. Vanessa turned from Hart and lay on her back. The familiar pressed his dark body against hers, pushing his cock inside. Hart looked down as Vanessa looked up at him. Hands reaching out to each other, fingers entwined. Castor thrust between Vanessa’s thighs as she looked up to Professor Hart. 
 
    “I love you she whispered,” Eyes gazing into Hart’s eyes. 
 
    “I love you,” Professor Hart smiled, “Feed your familiar so I can be next.” 
 
    Vanessa grinned with half closed eyes. Her free arm wrapped around Castor’s shoulder, “I love you too my familiar.” 
 
    The moth man made a chirping sound as he thrust deeper. Vanessa continued to hold Professor Hart’s hand as the familiar continued to feast. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    Vanessa and Hart lay in each other’s arms, the morning sun straining to penetrate the curtains. Hart was sleeping as Vanessa lay on his chest. Her eyes were open and she listened to his heart. The rise of his chest as he breathed made her feel warm and close to him. Hart’s breathing slowed and eyes fluttered. Vanessa looked up to him as he blinked in the faint morning glow. 
 
    “Good morning,” Vanessa smiled. 
 
    “Good morning. Did you sleep well?” 
 
    “I didn’t sleep. Didn’t need to. I have been here listening to your heart and watching you sleep.” 
 
    “After everything we did last night, I thought you would have been a little tired.” 
 
    Vanessa grinned, “The exact opposite, I feel like I can be up for weeks. That spells good or bad news for you.” 
 
    Hart smiled, “I would say good news.” 
 
    Vanessa lifted her head up and kissed him. The splendid feelings flowed and heat started to glow again. The dead woman was ready to crawl onto him when she hesitated. 
 
    “Are we going to be okay? I mean, us being together?” 
 
    Hart gave a slight nod, “I believe so.” 
 
    “What if they tell you to end it? What if they want us to stop?” 
 
    “Do you think we will stop? Do you think they can stop us?” 
 
    Vanessa smiled, showing teeth, “No.” 
 
    “Neither do I. We have a lot of catching up do to. In addition, I can help you with your familiar. He was very hungry and we shouldn’t let that happen again. I know Lana misses you too. The four of us should plan some nights together.” 
 
    Vanessa’s eyes shined as she looked to her lover, “I meant it last night. I do love you.” 
 
    “I know you did. I meant it too. I love you.” 
 
    Vanessa felt her heart beat again, “We should do something today.” 
 
    “I have to see the Lord Mayor in about two hours. After that I’m all yours,” Hart smiled. 
 
    “Two hours? Just enough time,” Vanessa said and crawled onto her lover. 
 
    Hart groaned his approval as the dead woman mounted him. Bodies moving, they gazed into each other’s eyes. Mana whipped out and took hold between them, restoring their connections. The morning sun rose higher in the air, waking the world once more, faint moans gently mixing with the bright harmony of a new day. 
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Aznara’s Gifts 
 
    One 
 
    A figure moved through the darken Stukarr streets. Hood up and small horns emerging just beyond the covered shadows, a lone demoness walked with pain worming into her heart. Aznara stared at the cobbled path as she moved aimlessly through the deserted streets. It wasn’t that late into the evening but with talk of war, the citizens wanted to spend more time with family and friends. The red headed succubus frowned at the thought. Her only family she has ever known betrayed her and left with the enemy. The thought of Sunara caused the succubus to tighten her fists as she strolled. 
 
    It had been about a month since her blue-haired rookery sister left with Damon Wick, taking Nia with her as a prisoner. Thoughts bled to all the moments where her sister acted suspiciously but she never questioned it. The alone time she often took and phone conversations she would cut short when Aznara stumbled upon her. They both had no one else but their elders and most of their kind were caught up in their own sex lives to be concerned with two succubi attending college far from home.  
 
     Aznara’s blood boiled as she tried to contain her rage. Fantasies played out of knocking her sister out and dragging her home. Memories floated in of Aznara on her knees licking Sunara to comfort her but the blue haired rookery sister would never return the sentiment. Their custom would be pleasing one another for comfort but Sunara felt she was far superior, making sure Aznara pleased her whenever she commanded. Normally it didn’t bother her. It was their way and Aznara figured with time she would understand and return the affection. Instead, reality loomed over her that she was not important in the scheme of their relationship. 
 
    Gritting teeth, the succubus glanced up to see the glowing neon lights of the Devil’s Drink Bar. The demoness nodded to herself as a need to drown her sorrows surfaced. Walking to the thick wooden door, a clawed hand reached up and pushed.  
 
    The bar was smoky and dimly lit. The succubus couldn’t find where the smoke was coming from and soon figured it was there for atmosphere. Men and woman crowded the bar and simple booths lining the wall. Aznara guessed these were all the dregs of Stukarr without family, men and women who had no one else but each other to drink their pain away, the perfect place to stay and drink her own pain away. Grabbing hold of the edges of her hood, she pulled it back and turned her head to the crowd. 
 
    At first, no one noticed. A man at the bar glanced at the demoness and quickly tapped his friend. A domino effect fell throughout the room until the conversations stopped and all eyes were on the demon at the front door. Aznara grinned as she walked in, no fear in her eyes. Stepping to the bar and taking an empty bar stool, a man to either side of her moved away to find seating elsewhere. 
 
    The bartender took longer the usual to walk over and ask what she was having. When he finally did, the succubus took longer than usual to order her drink. It was a matter of seconds but to a busy bartender, each second was twenty minutes. The wide shouldered bar keep was ready to move on when Aznara asked for ale and lots of it. Practically sneering, he walked off to get her a dirty mug and filled it halfway. 
 
    The ale was roughly put in front of the demoness. Aznara leered as she picked it up and drank it down in three gulps. Without a word, she pointed to it indicating more. The bartender moved slower while some of the patrons whispered and laughed quietly. The usual bar noise returned as the show ended. Heads turned back to drunken friends and the night slid into normalcy. 
 
    Aznara eyed her second mug of ale. Memories played out like old movies. The succubus remembered how it was back home. Sunara was the ringleader when they were little. Aznara was her partner in crime and they would stir up trouble any chance they could. The elders would say it was perfectly fine for little demons to get in trouble but Sunara was the one that tested it over and over again. Aznara admired her rookery sister’s keen intelligence and ability to talk her way out of punishment. The red haired demoness looked up to her blue haired sister and wanted to be just like her. Sunara was the one that kept Aznara out of trouble, grounding her mentally when her urges would get out of control. The succubus smiled to herself at a memory of the two of them sneaking into the nearby human towns. They watched with wide eyes as they sneaked around the bordellos, seeing human men and women with succubi and incubi, bodies joined and the chorus of lust song in the air. The sights would drive Aznara crazy but her sister would calm her down and lead her away when it was too much. They were the perfect combination of fire and ice. Now Aznara sat feeling less then complete. 
 
    A finger tapped the demoness on the shoulder, “Hey demon bitch. Is it true if I show you my cock that you will fall to your knees and suck it?” The drunken patron said with a bit of a slur. 
 
    Aznara turned her head and eyed the man. The stink coming off the patron would make a pig’s stomach curl, “I don’t see a cock. I see an idiot.” 
 
    Several men at the bar howled with laughter. The bartender folded his arms and smirked. Heads turned from booths to see what the commotion was. 
 
    The drunken man’s eyes narrowed, “Smart mouth coming from something like you. I should make you choke on those words with my dick.”  
 
    Aznara kept her eyes locked on the drunk, “And keep your friends from sucking your cock?” The demoness looked past to the laughing drunks at the bar, “Why would I stand in the way of true love?” 
 
    The men at the bar stopped laughing and stood up from their bar stools. About seven men crowded around the lone succubus as she looked on, amused. The classy drunk in front of her seemed to sober up a little as the fire of rage glowed in his eyes. 
 
    “Yea, I know your kind. We push hard enough you will give in. You can’t help yourself. I think me and the boys should push hard on you. Show you a good time before we beat you into the ground.” 
 
    Aznara turned in her seat and looked at the threatening men surrounding her, “You and the boys don’t know anything. If you did, then you wouldn’t be standing there with the scent of lust. You think because I am a demon, you feel justified on what you can do to me.” 
 
    The drunk’s eyes fell to Aznara’s cleavage, “It would be the best you should get. You damn monsters nearly destroyed the city. You brought the slimes here and nearly got us all killed.” 
 
    “No, she didn’t. She was one of the people who saved the city!” A few men and women stood up from the booths. 
 
    Aznara turned to the men and women and noticed they were mages from the college. She had seen some of them around campus at times. 
 
    The drunk glanced at the mages and turned his attention back to Aznara, “It still seems the city is split on whether you monsters should be here or not. I think you should be sent back the way you came. Ain’t no place for monsters among humans. The walls are there to keep you things out.” 
 
    The drunk moved in closer with an intimidating gaze, “Sooner or later you are going to know your place. I hope I’m there when you’re on your knees, begging me to stop. After that, I’ll throw you out the main gate myself like the used piece of garbage you are.” 
 
    Aznara’s head tilted forward, shadows covering her eyes. Something inside the demon snapped, “Why do you hope? Touch me and see who will be on their knees.” 
 
    A female mage took a step forward, “Aznara, we have your back.” 
 
    The succubus looked over the shoulders of the burly men surrounding her to the fellow mage she didn’t recognize, “Thank you but I can handle this.”   
 
    The bartender reached under the counter and pulled up a wand in each hand. Aznara glanced over at the wooden wands and made eye contact with the bartender. The bartender stepped closer, arms crossed with wands sticking out under them. 
 
    “I think you should leave, demon. These fine people came for a drink and you are disturbing them,” The bartender said in a commanding tone. 
 
    “It looks like they are disturbing me,” Aznara sneered. 
 
    “You are causing trouble. If you don’t leave then I will put you to sleep and drop you in the gutter,” The bartender growled. 
 
    “Let me do it. I’m sure the fight will go out of her when a real man touches her,” The drunk laughed. 
 
    Aznara looked to the drunk, “What is your name?” 
 
    The drunk raised an eyebrow, amused, “Billy. Why?” 
 
     “So, the magistrates will know who you are after I’m done with you,” Aznara smiled evilly. 
 
    Billy’s amused expression melted into hard stone. Aznara winked and blew him a kiss. The drunk glanced back at his buddies around him. The room took on a thick and hungry edge. Aznara knew they were going to do more than just fight. They will do everything they can to take out their frustration and anger on her. Rage flaring, she readied spells as hands curled into fists. 
 
    Aznara stared at Billy, “Come on Billy. Everyone is watching. Too late to turn back since you are such a strong man. Show this little demon her place.” 
 
    The drunken Billy’s eyes stared and a fist reared back. With a word, the candles along the bar flared, thin streams of fire flowing onto Aznara’s fists, lighting them on fire. It happened so fast, when Billy aimed his fist at the demon’s face, Aznara caught it inches from her cheek. The fire covering her hand burned the meaty fist on contact, causing Billy to scream. 
 
    The entire bar erupted into chaos. Mages cast spells, drinks emerging into streams of water and hosing the men surrounding Aznara. Burly men turned to meet blasts of alcohol hosing them directly in the face. Aznara tightened her flaming grip, causing Billy to fall to his knees, the drunk screaming his head off. The succubus continued to grin. The fire surrounding her hand was not that powerful. It burned enough just to singe skin. Billy tried to pull away but Aznara’s grip was like a vice. 
 
    The bartender pointed both wands at the succubus. Aznara pulled Billy to his feet just as two white bolts of lightning emerged from the wand points. Aznara curled Billy’s arm around her, pulling him onto her. Two bolts struck the screaming Billy. The drunk stopped screaming, his eyes grew heavy and his body went limp. Aznara took hold of his shirt and held Billy up like a shield. Glancing at him, Billy began to snore. The succubus laughed as she realized the bartender was using sleeping wands. 
 
    Men rushed the succubus. Still holding Billy up with one hand, she lashed out with her other flaming fist. One drunk stopped to dodge her fist but his coordination was off. A flaming fist connected with his jaw and sent him careening onto the wooden floor. Another drunk punched the succubus just as she reared back. Aznara felt the tiny stab of pain before she glared at the shocked drunk. Whipping her flaming fist out, she backhanded him into a booth. Several mages took hold and threw the stunned drunk back into the fray. 
 
    The bartender kept firing sleeping bolts, trying to get a clear strike on the demoness. Aznara kept Billy up as a shield. Men at the bar were fighting college mages with fists. Some of the students couldn’t cast their spells fast enough and received punches to the jaws. Aznara growled as she stalked forward, punching a drunk hard enough to knock him off his feet. Billy snored as sleep bolts hit his limp body. Aznara heaved down and threw Billy over the bar. The bartender dropped the wands just as Billy came crashing down. 
 
    The succubus was in her element. All the pain and anguish faded into the background as she jumped into the chaos with flaming fists. Stools swung into bodies as water spells blasted people off their feet. Flaming knuckles slammed into faces, stomachs and knees. Aznara was having the time of her life, releasing all her pent up emotions on idiots. She wondered why she hadn’t done this sooner. 
 
    Furniture shattered and bar walls cracked. The succubus drove her knee into a drunk. A female mage finished the guy off with a punch to his face. Aznara and the mage nodded to each other and turned to others still locked in the heat of battle. The succubus kept punching and kicking until light blared through the front doors. Magistrates in white glowing riot armor stormed in, hands holding blunt maces. 
 
    Aznara turned; ready to take them on when hands took hold of her shoulders. Turning her head to the female mage and another mage at her side, they pulled her toward the back while the fighting crashed into the magistrates. White blinding flashes lit up the dark bar as Aznara stumbled through a back hallway and into a door. The door slammed open. The succubus and two mages ran out the back and into the alleyway, Aznara cackling the entire time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
     Aznara breathed hard as she tried to contain her giggling. The female and male mages leaned their backs to each other, breathing hard and barely containing their smiles. They had run for several blocks before they had to catch their breath. Heaving, they listened to see if they were being chased. After a few long moments, sighs of relief fell from their lips. 
 
    “Thank you,” Aznara said as she composed herself. 
 
    “Don’t mention it,” The female mage breathed. 
 
    “They are still going to come for me. I am the only succubus in the city.”  
 
    The female mage shook her head, “Then we will come as witnesses in your defense.” 
 
    Aznara looked to her fellow mages, “You know my name but I don’t know yours.” 
 
    The female mage with light brown hair smiled, “I’m Anna. He is Troy.” 
 
    “Thank you, Anna and Troy.” 
 
    “Like I said, don’t mention it,” Anna paused before speaking again, “We will notify the magistrates of our side of the story. You don’t have to get involved.” 
 
    The succubus eyed the two mages with a sliver of uncertainly, “Why are you both being so generous?” The succubus instantly regretted asking. Her mind was in so much turmoil that she didn’t trust anyone. 
 
    Anna smiled brightly, “You helped saved the city. We were in the battle against the slimes. We saw you fight alongside Trystan against the blue slime. How could we stand back and watch a hero treated like you were at the bar?” 
 
    The handsome thin Troy stepped forward and put his arm around Anna’s shoulder, “You guys are like celebrities. We were happy to help you.” 
 
    Aznara was stunned. The demoness said nothing as she stared at the two fellow mages who seemed to admire her. 
 
    Anna tilted her head and grinned, “We know part of the city wants to see para-humans chased out but there is another part of the city that is glad to have you here.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” The succubus said, feeling small. Her tail wrapped around her leg for comfort.  
 
    The two mages nodded.  
 
    “Don’t worry about it. You had better run along before any magistrates come looking for you. We will report our side of the story and tell the other mages there to support you,” Anna said as she took Troy’s hand. 
 
    “See you around campus,” Troy smiled. 
 
    Aznara nodded. The two mages walked off down another street. The succubus walked in the opposite direction, her heart swelling in confused joy. Street lamps passed overhead as she strolled along lost in thought. Never had she been called a hero before. Nothing even came close. It was a strange sensation as she turned a corner and walked down a familiar street. 
 
    The warm glow faded as the inky darkness of her past crawled into her mind. Her first instinct was to call Sunara and tell her what just happened, tell her how they all did a good deed and people recognized it. Now she walked alone, unsure what to do with her newfound fame.  
 
    Light from a familiar penthouse glowed in the night like a beacon. The succubus walked toward it, her heart and mind filling with thoughts of her friend. Urges pressed at her to drop in on Trystan and tell him everything that just happened. Getting closer, she saw that the door attendant was asleep in the lobby through the glass doors.  
 
    Standing in front of the glass doors, the demoness reached out a clawed finger to ring the buzzer so she could be let in. Excitement and dread battled for control. The succubus wanted nothing more than to throw herself in Trystan’s arms and tell him everything that happened in the bar. Instead, she curled her finger back, shadows covering her eyes. Taking a step back onto the sidewalk, she turned and continued walking. 
 
    Aznara’s eyes gazed at the sidewalk as she strolled on. A strange feeling had taken root and she could no longer deny its power. Mind spinning on, feelings and images flooded her addled thoughts. Memories of herself with Trystan took hold and wouldn’t let go. Images of their time together on the ship caused the succubus to miss a step and nearly stumble forward. A clawed hand took hold of a wall and there she stood, wet and hungry sensations rolling through her like a flower in a storm. She remembered saying she loved him and the thought caused a sharp pain in her heart. 
 
    “Are you alright?” asked a voice. 
 
    Aznara turned her head to a man standing in the street. Her senses were naturally acute. She could hear a cat walking from hundreds of feet away, but she hadn’t even notice the stranger. Waving him away, she stood up on her own power and continued to walk. 
 
    The stranger walked alongside the succubus, eyes filled with concern, “You seem to be having a hard time. Want to talk about it?” 
 
    Aznara glanced at the man at her side. He was tall and thin with a well-defined neck. The man had short, sandy blonde hair, styled with the front looking like a small wave stuck in time. He wore normal clothes and a backpack over his shoulder. His expression was of soothing kindness, but Aznara couldn’t help feeling as though she had seen him before. 
 
    The man gave a disarming smile, “I mean no trouble. I could not let such a beautiful creature walk with such pain in her spirit.” 
 
    Aznara gave a sideways glance, “I’m fine,” The demoness said flatly. 
 
    “Lying to others only means you lie to yourself,” The stranger smirked. 
 
    “I didn’t ask for your opinion. I just want to be alone,” Aznara huffed. 
 
    “I don’t believe that but I will respect your decision. But before I go, may I have a kiss?” 
 
    Aznara turned to the thin man. Any other time she would have simply punched someone in the face for being so rude, especially a stranger, but there was some underlining heat rising to the surface and she found herself entranced by it. The man’s words vibrated through her like a warm gentle touch on a cold winter night. The oddness only faded into the background as her heartbeat thumped in her chest like she just finished running for miles. Without thinking, the succubus leaned in and kissed the stranger on the lips. It was only a peck, barely a second before she pulled away, confusion filling her eyes. 
 
    “Thank you,” The man bowed, “I wish you the best. I only hope you can overcome this terrible curse.” 
 
    Aznara had no idea what he was talking about. She was about to say something when the man turned and walked away. The succubus stood on the sidewalk, staring at the man as he walked to a corner, turned and was gone. 
 
    The succubus shrugged and continued to walk. The night was strange enough; she didn’t want to think about it anymore. Walking toward the college campus, Aznara tried to blank out her mind. The maddening feelings continued to swell in her heart. For the first time in her life, she truly felt lost. 
 
    Aznara heard the rustling of people as big hands emerged from a shadowy alley. Before she could cast a spell, several more hands reached out. A group of men rushed the demoness, taking hold of her and dragging her into the dark alley. Aznara struggled, her mouth shouting arcane words. A hand clamped over her mouth, causing the spell to fizzle. The succubus bit down hard, tasting blood. A man screamed and tried to pull his hand away but Aznara held on with sharp teeth. A fist slammed into her face but the succubus did not let go. A flurry of punches struck her head. Aznara let go and whipped her head around, trying to impale a fist with her horns. A punch to the gut caused all the air to rush out of her lungs.  
 
    Aznara grunted and tried to keep struggling. Another punch to the gut bent her over and she fell to her knees. Looking up, red irises stared at the group of men surrounding her. Billy gazed down with menace as he cracked his knuckles. 
 
    “You think you can get off that easy? You don’t have anyone now to help you. When we are done, you will wish you just simply sucked my cock like the little demon whore you are.” 
 
    Aznara kept her gaze on Billy. The thought of being taken angrily by the men surrounding her set her spirit on fire. Had this been any other time, she would have let them work out their animalistic urges on her body and beat the crap out of them afterwards but the principle, her loneliness, and unbridled rage she felt consumed every cell in her body. Tail twitching, Aznara’s body glowed hot and fingers curled. 
 
    “Billy, those hands will never be able to jerk your cock ever again,” Aznara hissed. 
 
    The brute gave her a confused look before his eyes went wide. The succubus pounced like a coiled tiger. One hand took hold of Billy’s thick throat while a fist slammed into his mouth, the strength in Aznara’s fist radiated into the human jaw, shattering teeth and sending them to the back of his throat. Billy made inhuman sounds as he stumbled back, hands clutching at his bloody face. 
 
    The group of men converged on the red-haired demoness. Aznara spat out arcane words and a ring of fire appeared around her body. Hands rushed into the flames and screams pierced the night. The succubus leered as she turned and rushed her attackers. Punching and kicking, she knocked two men away while four others tried to run. Aznara leapt onto one of the fleeing men’s backs, a flaming fist striking his head and setting his hair on fire. Leaping off, her body twirled midair and noticed Billy was making a run for it. Hand pointing, a fire bolt blasted out, striking the fleeing bully in the calf muscle. Billy went flailing onto the dirty alley floor. 
 
    Landing on her feet, Aznara spun around ready for anyone. To her dismay, the men had lost all their will to fight, fleeing into the darkness. The succubus turned to Billy as he tried to crawl away. Stepping closer to the fallen brute, the succubus gave a devilish smile. 
 
    “For centuries my kind had to fight our cruel intentions so other creatures would not hunt and kill us. But tonight, I think I will let that side of myself out, for you Billy.” 
 
    “Stay away from me! The drunken brute groaned. 
 
    Aznara stepped over to Billy as he continued to crawl away. Lifting up her boot, she brought the heel down on Billy’s hand. The man screamed as blood poured from his mouth. The crunch of broken bone was unmistakable, Aznara grinded her heel into broken bone and shredded delicate muscle. Stepping around him, Aznara kicked his other hand out so she could get a clear line of sight. Stomping her heel onto his other hand, weeping moans echoed off the alley walls.  
 
    Aznara licked her lips as lust bled into her entire being. The pain and desire swirled to form a meal to her hungry wanting. Mad thoughts curled into her mind. She wanted nothing more than to turn the drunken brute onto his back and take him. Ancient heat cascaded through her body as her tail whipped about. 
 
    “Come here little one,” said a soothing and warm voice. 
 
    Aznara turned her head to see the stranger from before standing at the alley entrance. Hunger in her eyes, she sauntered to him, setting her sights on his delicious neck. The stranger showed no fear as the demoness moved closer with wet heat in her movements. 
 
    “The blood lust has taken hold. Follow me and we can help calm you down,” The stranger said and started walking. 
 
    Aznara was entranced. Following, wicked images played out. She wanted nothing more than to push the stranger to the ground and have her way with him. She would seduce him over and over again until he couldn’t walk anymore. Instead, the stranger’s voice seemed to keep her blood lust at bay, not completely but enough for his words to convince her to follow. 
 
    Walking two blocks, the stranger took Aznara’s hand and led her into a lavish hotel. The touch was too much for the demoness and she let out a shudder. Walking in, the man behind the main desk looked to the stranger and the succubus. Without a second glance, the desk attendant lowered his head as if he didn’t notice them. 
 
    The stranger gently pulled the dazed Aznara to the elevator and pressed the button to the penthouse. Aznara stared like a caged beast but somehow she had power to keep herself from launching herself on the handsome stranger. 
 
    “Let me take care of that,” The stranger smiled. 
 
    Pulling out a handkerchief, the stranger cleaned off the blood from Aznara’s knuckles.  
 
    “Who are you?” Aznara asked with a faraway whisper. 
 
    The man looked into her eyes and smiled, “Is a name important?” 
 
    Aznara’s body weaved a little, “No,” She said simply. 
 
    The stranger put his arm around the succubus’s shoulders. The elevator doors opened and they stepped out. Guiding the demoness, they reached a pair of dark wood doors. The stranger waved his hand and the doors opened. Stepping in, the doors closed behind them. 
 
    Aznara looked around the loft-like penthouse. It was similar to Reeko’s penthouse but she could see it contained a loft space with shelves and a large bed. Wall sized windows encircled the entire floor with shades half pulled down. The furniture looked like it came from the farthest reaches of Lurth. Statues of naked woman and men dotted the main living room. Large potted plants gave the room a crisp more natural look. The air carried wondrous scents. The succubus closed her eyes and took in a deep inhale so she could savor the exotic smells.  
 
    “Please make yourself comfortable,” The stranger said as he walked over to the large open kitchen. Pulling a bottle of wine from a cabinet, the stranger snapped his fingers and the cork popped off and floated to the island counter. Two wine glasses floated into view and landed on the counter. The stranger poured dark red wine into each glass. 
 
    Aznara walked to the large window and stared out. She could see Reeko’s penthouse next to the college campus. The stranger walked over and put a glass of wine in Aznara’s clawed hand. Without waiting, the stranger took a sip of his wine and stood at Aznara’s side, staring out. 
 
    “Why are you being so kind?” Aznara asked quietly. 
 
    “A man cannot be kind to a demoness in pain?” 
 
    “Your words make me feel dizzy.”  
 
    The man sighed, “Unfortunately, I have little control over that. My time on Lurth has only made my voice more attractive with each passing year. Please have some wine.” 
 
    Aznara lifted the glass and took a deep sip, “I feel I know you.” 
 
    The stranger nodded, “That is our blood. It sings when our kind is close together.” 
 
    “I never felt it sing like this. My sister……” Aznara trailed off. 
 
    “You have grown accustomed to your sister’s blood over time. It happens to our kind. Be that as it may, you will never grow accustomed to mine. Enjoy it.” 
 
    Aznara turned to the stranger. Putting her wine down on a small nearby table, she pressed her hands against the stranger’s chest, running her fingers over his defined muscles. His clothes barely hid them as she pressed her fingers to him. 
 
    “I have been watching you for some time now,” The man smiled as Aznara ran her hands over him. 
 
    “You have? Why?” The succubus whispered, lost to his warmth. 
 
    “Why would I not? As king, it is my duty to care for my people.”  
 
    Aznara looked up into his eyes, heated dream-like memories rising to the surface, “King? We have no king.” 
 
    “You do my little one. You do,” The stranger said with playful amusement.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
    Shock and awe washed over Aznara’s senses as she stared in disbelief, “King Ezra?” 
 
    The blonde man raised a hand and bowed his head, “Please, call me Ezra. No need for titles here.” 
 
    Aznara looked up to him, hands still on his rock-hard body, “You are a legend. They told us your stories when we were little. I didn’t think you were real.” 
 
    Ezra took another sip of wine before speaking, “For the most part, I am a myth now. I haven’t allowed my true self to be seen in hundreds of years. It is better this way.” 
 
    “How can you be here? Why are you here? Why did you show yourself to me? How……” Aznara was politely cut off. 
 
     “I’m sure you have many questions. Let us start off slow and perhaps I can explain as we go.” 
 
    “As we go?”  
 
    Ezra nodded, “If I show my true self right away, you will not be able to control yourself.” 
 
    Aznara looked to him with wide eyes, “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “You will as we continue,” Ezra reached up and pressed his hand to the side of Aznara’s cheek, “You have the queen’s fiery spirit.” 
 
    The succubus pressed her cheek to his hand, soothing scents rising and calming her rapidly beating heart. Tail reaching around, it curled around Ezra’s leg. The blonde man continued to stroke her cheek with loving eyes. 
 
    “You and the queen haven’t been seen in hundreds of years,” Aznara said, barely fighting through Ezra’s intoxicating touch to speak.   
 
    “It has been closer to two thousand years,” Ezra sighed and continued, “One day we will find each other again and reunite our people.” 
 
    “How can you still be alive? How can any of this be possible?” The succubus purred with questions. 
 
    “I wish we had more time so I could explain it to you but events are in motion and I could not leave you without assistance.” 
 
    Aznara remained silent, lost to her king’s touch. 
 
    “Aznara, you have done a great service, fighting for what’s right and just in this world. It does not go unrecognized. Your love for a human man shows that our kind is ready to bridge our people with others. I wish to give you a gift before I move on.” 
 
    Aznara thought of Trystan and her heat cooled for a moment, “We love all creatures. I deserve no gift.” 
 
    Ezra looked to the succubus with understanding eyes, “There is love and then there is a selfless love. You have shown the power of opening your heart and truly not expecting anything in return. You care without the greedy lust that infects most of our people.” 
 
    Aznara lowered her eyes to his chest, “I am greedy. I want his love more than anything. I betrayed my sister for my love for him.” 
 
    “Your sister betrayed your bond and she will learn from her mistakes. A war is coming and sides will be chosen. Our kind cannot hope to survive now that greater beings are involved.” 
 
    Aznara pressed the side of her head to Ezra’s chest, “Damon Wick and his connection to the Dead Sea God. He wants to wipe out humanity.” 
 
    The king held Aznara close to him, breathing in her scent, “The actions of Damon Wick have broken the Harmony Accord. Greater beings are now interfering with natural events. It is why I’m here with you. Accept my small gift to you.” 
 
    The succubus pressed down on Ezra’s form, fingers pulling at his clothes, ready to rip them off. His touch and heat were beyond intoxicating. The demoness pulled harder, but his fingers pulled her back making her heart melt with wet desire. Eyes half closed, she pressed her head to his chest once again, breathing faster than normal. 
 
    “I will do anything for you my king. I only wish for a chance to taste you as our people have talked about for centuries. I dreamed like most young succubi, wanting you to come into our rooms during the night to make us whole, filling us with your seed like the legends from the first kingdom.” 
 
    Ezra held Aznara close, a loving smile on his lips, “Then you shall have it my little one. Be my lover for the night and we shall dream with our bodies entwined.” 
 
    The succubus could not contain herself any longer. Claws ripped at her king’s clothing. Ezra whispered a word and his clothing faded from sight. Aznara pulled until his clothing disappeared from her hands. Staring at him, her eyes watered with a wanting hunger, needing to be satisfied. A tail snaked back and forth behind a perfect body. Points appeared on Ezra’s forehead, black horns pushing out and shining in the comfortable light. Eyes glowed with golden irises, ears taking on slight points. 
 
    “My Incubus King,” Aznara said in a sultry voice, falling to her knees. 
 
    “My little one, please your king and you shall receive your gifts and my seed.”  
 
    On her knees, Aznara stared at her king’s throbbing demon member. It pulsed and hung with a downward curve, veins raised along the shaft. The succubus quickly took off her clothes, eyes never leaving the thick member. Clothes thrown aside, the succubus stayed on her knees, timidly reaching out and touching it. Growing up she knew the legends. She often masturbated to the images she conjured up but they paled in comparison. Sliding fingers along his cock, she let her tongue slip out to lick the tip.  
 
    Red nipples pointed as the succubus savored her king’s powerful musk. Aznara’s other hand reached down between her naked thighs, touching her already wet valley. Fingers sliding along her opening, bliss flared from her lips and her touch. Ezra stood letting her play with the tip, eyes amused. 
 
    Pressing her lips around the end, Aznara hungrily sucked inch after inch into her tight mouth. Tongue licking and sliding along the thick shaft, she moved her mouth as far as she could. Gently bobbing her head, she moaned as his taste made her eyes roll into her head.  
 
    “You have the queen’s mouth as well. How I wish she was here so you could both compare,” Ezra said as his tail coiled from behind, the end stroking Aznara’s cheek. 
 
    The taste and power rolling off Ezra’s body was all encompassing. There was no doubt in Aznara’s mind who he was. The longer she tasted him, the deeper the connection. Legends spoke of his power to seduce and she felt his power consume her. She would happily drink his seed until the end of time. To be a concubine for the Incubus King was the greatest honor a succubus could achieve. Mana flared and flowed, sinking into Ezra’s cock, filling it with mysterious royal power. 
 
    Aznara whined as she sucked harder, wanting his golden seed in her mouth and down her throat, warming her belly. Wet sounds rose up between them as she tried to tease his seed out. A drop of pre-come touched her tongue. The succubus’s moans turned into muffled screams. One drop sent her over the edge, her own orgasm blinding her with a touch of ecstasy, rubbing her throbbing nub harder, the demoness wanted more and more. 
 
    Energy whipped and lashed about into explosions. The succubus pulled from her king’s member and fell onto her back, sliding fingers along her clit, eyes shut and breathing fast. Writhing on the floor, she orgasm again and let out a shrill moan. 
 
    Ezra looked down at the writhing Aznara, bent his knees and scooped her up into his arms. Holding her to his chest, he walked to the staircase to the upper loft section of the penthouse. Aznara laid her head against his chest, fingering herself to heated moans. She had never known bliss like that before. It caused her to move uncontrollably, unable to stop herself. 
 
    The incubus laid the succubus on the vast bed. Crawling in, clawed hands parted thighs. Ezra stared as Aznara furiously rubbed herself, licking his own lips. Mouth parted, a long forked tongue snaked out. The tongue moved like a tentacle, pushing away Aznara’s wet fingers and sliding along her pink line. Pressing along her folds, his tongue grazed her throbbing clit and she cried out, clutching at the bed sheets. 
 
    Tongue slipping back into his mouth, he pressed the side of his head against her inner thigh, “I shall have to give your gift to you slowly.” 
 
    Aznara tried to lift her head but the bliss kept her on her back and writhing, “Please my king…..please….I need you….I need all of you.” 
 
    “My little one, you beg for your king. How could I deny you? But first I must tame your heart.”  
 
    The succubus nodded, hips moving, begging for her king’s tongue to touch her again. Looking down, Ezra let his forked tongue slip out once more. Aznara’s chest heaved upward with harsh moans. She found it difficult to think as he slid his tongue along her pink line. The incubus watched with intense eyes, playing Aznara like a violin during a storm. The succubus’s eyes shot open and liquid squirted from her valley, carrying with it a soulful moan. 
 
    The Incubus king continued his teachings as Aznara orgasmed again and again. Body shaking, Aznara whined and moaned as her king pulled his magnificent tongue from her. Ezra let his tongue wipe Aznara’s juices all over his lips and chin, nose inhaling her scent. Without a word, the king sat on the bed and laid back, arm behind his head. 
 
    Aznara sat up, breathing heavy and a hard stare in her eyes. The Incubus King smirked at the succubus, eyes telling her everything she needed to know. Crawling between his legs, her mouth quickly latched onto his hard member. Taking inches into her mouth and down her throat, she happily sucked his cock. Raised veins brushed against tight lips. The demoness slid fingers over her abused clit, milking pleasure with every bit of movement. 
 
    Ezra’s skin shifted from pale white to a darker shade. Eyes turning into reptile slits, the king watched as the succubus did everything she could to please him. The air glowed with power and the incubus whispered arcane words. 
 
    Aznara bobbed her head, eyes closed. The power radiating off her king was nearly blinding. On her knees in the large bed, sucking on her king, even she wasn’t sure how much longer she could go. The demoness prided herself on her stamina but this was an extreme circumstance. She didn’t know if she could accept his gifts now that her entire body was weakening. 
 
    “You have strength my little one,” The incubus said as if reading her mind. 
 
    Aznara moved her mouth down his shaft. The demon’s cock thickened between her lips. Excitement flared as she teased his tip with her pointed tongue. A single pulse ran along the shaft. Golden come spurted into her waiting mouth. Aznara’s senses went beyond their normal range. The demoness sucked down the first few spurts but more erupted, splashing the back of her throat. Eyes dilating, the demoness drank down her king’s seed. Molten heat slithered down her throat and into her belly, mana and power snaking out in all directions from her warm stomach. Bliss carried her to worlds unknown as she sucked down every drop. 
 
    Pulling away, Aznara flopped up and onto her back. Eyes lost, she barely moved as energy changed her perception of the universe. Speaking in strange arcane words, she could not swim back to her body. An abyssal emptiness touched every cell in her body and her spirit fought the chaos of wanting. 
 
    Ezra was over her, eyes like a creature on the hunt. Skin turning black, scales appeared in patches over his thick shoulders and neck. Horns grew longer, shifting and curling. His chin jutted out into a point and his forked tongue slipped out to slather along her pointed red nipples. 
 
    “You are beautiful,” Aznara whispered with lost eyes. 
 
    “You are lost. I shall bring you back,” The demonic Ezra said with a deep voice. 
 
    Aznara didn’t question her king as scaly hips moved in between her smooth thighs. The tip of his member touched her opening and like a lightning flash, Aznara was back in her body. Wrapping arms and legs around her king, she looked down at the connection between them and cried out.  
 
    The Incubus King pushed at her opening, but it was Aznara who drove her body onto him. Impaling herself, she bit her lip as she pushed her hips onto his throbbing cock. The king slid into her as she slid onto him, they met in the middle. The succubus let out a sigh. Like a key fitting into a lock, the demoness felt the perfect precision of their union. Pushing her sensitive nipples to his chest, she held on as if her entire body would fly apart if they separated. The king moved his hips, sending ripples of pleasure through the demoness. Eyes closing, she buried her face into his neck, unable or unwilling to pull away. 
 
    A growl vibrated from Ezra’s throat. Aznara opened her eyes and white touched the edge of her vision. Mouth open, the demoness bit her king on the shoulder. Clawed fingers dug into his back and he pushed deeper into her tight valley. Blood welled to the surface and the demoness drank it down. The mana pouring from the bloody wound was enough to cause her vision to tilt. Aznara felt her whole body cry out for more as drunkenness took hold.  
 
    The Incubus King thrust thin hips between Aznara’s thighs. There was no grunt of pain, only loving glances as she drank his potent blood and clawed his back. Aznara’s quivering valley squeezed his member, an orgasm soaking her senses. With a deep thrust, the incubus’s cock swelled. 
 
    “My king, I…..I…,” Aznara trailed off to a flood of bliss. 
 
    “You will accept me….all of me,” The incubus commanded. 
 
    Aznara’s eyes widened as Ezra’s cock thickened, spreading her inner walls to their limit. A stream of golden come burst from the black demon cock. Aznara held on, eyes filled with fear and uncontrollable lust. Energy bristled and rippled through her body. A deluge of bliss threatened to rip her very soul apart. The succubus could not bring herself to scream, only clutch to her king silently. Mouth clamped on his shoulder, she sucked like a hungry animal for his blood while her valley overflowed with royal come. 
 
    Muscles shaking, Aznara let go and fell to the bed mere inches away. The incubus pulled his wet member from between her legs. Aznara made involuntary shudders as she didn’t know where she began and the universe ended. The king took hold of her and turned her onto her stomach, eyes tracing over the roundness of her bottom. 
 
    Aznara lay like a broken doll floating in the ocean. She had heard of demon paradise but she didn’t know she could touch it. Staring at Aznara’s lost expression, the Incubus King stayed over her, wet cock between her round cheeks. 
 
    “Soon little one, you will have your gifts,” The demonic Ezra moved the head of his cock between her cheeks. 
 
     The succubus said nothing as black hands spread her behind. The incubus cock pressed at her tight hole, sliding gently to massage her. Aznara was so relaxed; she opened herself up to him. Despite being open, her king was still large. Pushing at her opening, she let out a deep sigh when he plunged through. Tightening around his cock to the point of strangling, moans spilled from her lips. Veiny inches pushed into her asshole until scaly hips touched her bottom. Come spilled from her valley as Ezra moved his hips to liquid motion.  
 
    By now, Aznara’s spirit was in a field of clouds, giggling and laughing. Throbbing pleasure caused her to moan her delight. Vision turning white, her hips moved of their own accord, pressing her ass up as her king sank down into her. Tightening, the incubus hissed his approval and increased the tempo. The sound of scales on skin filled the penthouse. Each thrust strengthened the connection between them.  
 
    “My king…….” Aznara said in the barest whisper. 
 
    King Ezra’s cock thickened once more. A shockwave of a pulse burst from his hips, along the shaft and into the seduced succubus. Aznara’s universe opened and thick golden come burst into her, bliss spiraling through her shaky form. The incubus continued to thrust deep, spurting bursts of come. The succubus helped him along by squeezing along his shaft, wringing every drop from his member. When it was finished, both king and concubine sighed. 
 
    The Incubus King pulled his wet member from her bottom. Aznara stared off, bliss turning into pain. Tendrils of heat and agony glowed from her belly and spread throughout her body. Paradise slipped away and the succubus curled into a ball. Ezra watched as his body shifted and turned back to his human form. Aznara cried out in torment as fire ignited every cell in her body. 
 
    Crawling off the bed, the succubus crashed onto the floor, writhing. With cool eyes, Ezra gazed at the writhing succubus as she thrashed. Aznara was on her hands and knees, mouth open and grunting. Energy pooled into her back, changing the very fabric of her being. 
 
    “My gift to you my little one,” The King said with pride. 
 
    Aznara was on her feet, clawing at her back. Bone crunched and skin split. Aznara turned to her king, eyes wild. Ezra made no move as he sat and watched. The demoness cried out again as two points protruded from her back. Hollow bone sprouted from her back, unfolding and reaching out. Blood dripped as Aznara fell to her knees. Body heaving; bone unfolded and thin flesh-like skin grew, covering bone and fanning out. Long moments of torment caused the succubus to flex her hands, savoring the pain as new nerves lit up. The pain soon ebbed and faded away. 
 
    Aznara stood up and turned to her king, leathery bat like wings outstretched. The king smiled, moving to the edge of the bed and pressing his feet to the floor. 
 
    Aznara looked left and right to her new wings, “We haven’t had wings since the first kingdom.” 
 
    “The world was young again after the struggle. Many envied our abilities when we first pulled our society together after the Mana Cataclysm. To help protect our people, each generation’s wings grew smaller. Within a few generations, they were there for display and soon they were gone altogether. The Queen and I thought it would be for the best but much time has passed. We will bring back the old times and restore our people to their former glory.” 
 
    Ezra stood up and walked to the winged succubus. He put his fingers under her chin and raised her face so their eyes could meet, “This is my gift to you. When I find the Queen, we will come for you to help bring our people together.” 
 
    “Find the Queen?” Aznara said with stars in her eyes. 
 
    “I have been searching for her for a long time. I believe with current events unfolding, we may find each other soon.” 
 
    “I will assist, my king,” Aznara nodded. 
 
    “It is still a delicate time. Please accept my second gift,” Ezra said and whispered an arcane word. 
 
    Aznara felt a sudden change and a shift in perception. Looking back, her wings faded from view. She could still feel them but could not see them. Reaching back, fingers passed through where she thought they were but could not touch them. 
 
    “I have given you an ability to hide your wings. They will be visible if you use them but you can hide them when not in use. No one will be able to touch them unless they are visible. Be wary, once the world sees them, everything will change. For now, keep them as your secret until you are ready,” Ezra said with a fatherly tone. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say. I don’t know what to do,” Aznara said with uncertainty in her voice. 
 
    “The night is still young. Your king could use some comfort during the long night,” King Ezra smiled. 
 
    Aznara grinned and nodded, “Yes, my king. I shall comfort you for the long night.” 
 
    The succubus leaned in and kissed her incubus king. With a warm embrace, they held each other as Aznara’s wings appeared and wrapped around their bodies. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    Morning poured into the penthouse. Aznara felt the light of morning touching her bare skin. Stretching, she let out a long purring yawn. Limbs dropping, she reached over to touch her king. Sitting up, she saw that she was alone. Moving to the edge of the bed, she stood up and looked around. 
 
    At the bottom of the stairs, she checked the kitchen, bathroom and several other rooms in the back. There was no sign of her king. Wondering if she dreamed it all, she mentally called on her wings. Bat-like wings faded into view, flexing in the morning sunlight.  
 
    The succubus smiled as she gave them a mighty flap. She rose an inch off the ground but no more. Bending her knees, she jumped, flapping her wings and guiding herself to the loft bed once again. Landing on the bed, she mentally caused the wings to disappear and she flopped into bed. Grinning, she writhed on the comfortable bed like a cat on its back. 
 
    Thoughts floated to her king. She had a feeling he would not be here when she woke. Thinking about him caused her internal fire to burn. Fingers reached between her legs to help please her urges, a cell phone dinged from the living room. Letting out a small sigh, the succubus was on her feet and leaping over the edge. Landing on the living room floor, she rushed over to her clothes scattered about and pulled her cell phone from her pants. Checking her text messages, she read the latest. 
 
    “Meet me at 3pm. We need to push your training to the next level. –Hart” The text read. 
 
    “I will be there!” Aznara texted back. 
 
    The gloom she felt earlier seemed to fade into the background. Thoughts of Sunara were still there but for the first time, the succubus didn’t feel like she was anyone’s lesser. She would keep her wings secret until the time was right. For now, she would continue her training and try to save her rookery sister from the clutches of Damon Wick. 
 
    The succubus smiled as her heart lifted. Today was the start of her new life and she was ready for anything. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Blue Mage: City of Night 
 
    One 
 
    Trystan fell to one knee, breathing heavy and wiping away a trickle of blood from the corner of his mouth. Professor Hart stood calmly, eyes on the mage. The basement was hot. Sweat poured off Trystan’s brow as he made it back to his feet. A quick hand signal and a water puddle next to him flew up and reformed into a blue staff. Taking it into both hands, he relaxed his shoulders and eyed the professor with coolness under pressure. 
 
    “Maybe we should take a break,” Professor Hart said with an even tone. 
 
    “No, not until we get Nia and Sunara back,” The young mage heaved. 
 
    Professor Hart relaxed his stance, “Pushing yourself beyond your limits won’t help anyone. We are working on a plan to save them.” 
 
    Trystan charged. Professor Hart raised a hand, the air around it hardening but remaining invisible. The young mage made a flurry of attacks but the professor blocked each and every one. With another word, the very air slammed into Trystan, knocking him back. The mage’s staff turned fluid, flying behind him to catch him. With hand signals, the water formed into bolts and blasted forward. The professor knocked each water bolt out of the way but the young mage kept at it, Water bouncing back for another attack. Keeping his calm, he continued to knock them away until he whispered another word. A heart beat thudded and the shock wave blew the water bolts away, throwing Trystan into a wall causing the lights to flicker. 
 
    The young mage slid to the ground and let out a deep exhale. 
 
    Professor Hart eyed him, seeing the haunted dark circles around his student’s eyes. They had been training for weeks since they returned to Stukarr City. College was starting up in just under two weeks but Trystan was training every night. When he wasn’t training, he was studying spells and effects, honing his own skills for the quest ahead of them. 
 
    “Let’s call it a night. We can pick it up again tomorrow night,” Professor Hart said as he walked over and held out his hand. 
 
    “I’m not tired,” Trystan said, standing up, not taking his professor’s hand. 
 
    “You may not be but I am. I’m tired of seeing you fighting to exhaustion. The last thing we need is for you to show up to classes with bruises all over you. I admire your strength but you have to have patience.” 
 
    “This is more important than classes. Once we save them then life can get back to normal. I can’t slow down until then,” Trystan spit out a glob of blood. 
 
    The professor moved in close and put an arm around the young mage’s shoulder. Calmness floated over the mage, pushing down the anguish that clouded his mind. Hart guided the young man to the stairs. The steps creaked as they made their way up and into Professor Hart’s kitchen. Strong hands guided the mage to the kitchen table and sat him down. Turning, he stepped to the refrigerator and pulled out a clear jug of water. Picking up two glasses from the side of the sink, Professor Hart sat down and poured Trystan a glass. 
 
    “Do you think if you keep pushing yourself, you will be able to take on Damon Wick all by yourself?” 
 
    “I don’t have to take him on. I just have to get in, save our friends and get out,” Trystan nearly spat. 
 
    “It is that kind of single-mindlessness that will get yourself killed,” The professor paused for a moment, as if he was picking his words carefully, “I notice you say ‘I’ a lot lately. Have you lost sight of what we are training for?” 
 
    Trystan took hold of the cold glass of water but did not raise it to his lips.  
 
    The professor continued, “I know you are hurting, we all are, but we need to work together.” 
 
    Trystan eyed the professor and his brow formed a hard V, “I have looked at the situation from many different angles. There is no possible way we can enter Fallen York as a force. The numbers are against us. The only way we will be able to succeed is if one person goes alone, infiltrate the enemy and make a quick escape.” 
 
    Professor Hart sat listening to every word before he spoke, “You think that person, is you? What about your friends who are also training for this quest?” 
 
    Trystan looked away, “They will just slow me down.” 
 
    Hart took a quick sip of water before putting the glass down, “We both know that is not true.” 
 
    “It is true. If I went by myself to the Broken Islands, Nia and Sunara would have been here in Stukarr City. I would have witnessed the event and then come back to tell everyone what had happened, no one would have been hurt.” 
 
    “I know it can be tantalizing, looking back on past mistakes and seeing what you could have done different but will never have the chance to change. Everything makes sense in hindsight but those events shouldn’t color what you will decide for the future. We can put together a plan and save all involved.” 
 
    “I haven’t heard a plan. I come here night after night, practicing spells and battle strategies but we haven’t come up with the actual plan to save them. Are we doing it tomorrow, next week or a year from now?” The last word came out a little harsh. 
 
    Professor Hart sat back in his chair and let out a small sigh, “If I tell you the possibilities, it will cloud your mind. It will make it harder to see the solutions through the gloom of possible failures. I’m trying to spare you so we can practice at the task at hand.” 
 
    The young mage tapped at his glass in visible frustration, “I think you are trying to spare my feelings Professor.” 
 
    Hart gave a slight nod and remained quiet. 
 
    Trystan leaned in over the table, eyes on his mentor and friend, “Time has run out and I will not leave my best friend to rot.” 
 
    “I am going to talk to you as a friend and not as your professor. Will you listen to what I have to say?”  
 
    Trystan nodded and kept his eyes on his mentor. 
 
    The older mage remained stoic as he spoke, “You are correct in your analyses. From rumors and what information, I could obtain, Fallen York is a fortress filled with every kind of para-human from all corners of Lurth. Even with a small force, we will not be able to penetrate their defenses undetected.” 
 
    The young mage’s heart twisted in his chest, “Is that why we have been training? You wanted to keep me busy until you broke the news that we can’t hope to save them?” 
 
    Hart shook his head, “No. We need time to overcome these many hurdles. I haven’t given up and neither have you. It will simply take longer than expected.” 
 
    Trystan stood up and eyed his mentor, “I know we took it upon ourselves to rescue Nia and Sunara but maybe we have to branch out and find allies? Maybe we need to bring others into our group to help find a solution?” 
 
    “I’m weighing that option among many. I promise we will get them back.”  
 
    Trystan lowered his gaze to the table, “I’m sorry Professor. I mean no disrespect but I feel we have waited long enough. Trying to spare me is only holding us back from what we need to do. I am not going to go off on my own but I will come up with a plan. I promise to tell you but I’m not looking for your approval.” 
 
    Trystan turned to leave when Hart raised a hand. The young mage stopped in his tracks and turned back to the professor. 
 
    “You are such a young student. You shouldn’t be going through these kinds of trials. You should be learning and exploring the world. I fear my age and experience hold me back sometimes. For that I ask you to forgive me,” Professor Hart’s gaze lowered. 
 
    The blue mage felt an internal pull of sadness. He was about to say something, to remain positive but no words fell from his parted lips. Professor Hart sat for a long moment before looking up to his student. 
 
    “Give me three days. In three days I will be ready to discuss a solid plan with you and the group.” 
 
    Trystan was still for a span of seconds before he nodded, “Three days. I will also spend that time coming up with my own plans. When we get together, we can decide which course of action to take.” 
 
    Hart nodded, “Agreed.” 
 
    “Sleep well Professor. See you in three days,” and with that, Trystan walked through the professor’s home and to the front door. 
 
     Outside, night had claimed the world once again. The mage wished he could enjoy the starry night but a dark fog clouded his thoughts. Feeling restless, Trystan started walking.  
 
    The air was warm and inviting as the mage strolled through the city streets. His phone buzzed in his robe. Taking it out, he looked at the screen and saw Gwen had left a message. The mage shut off the screen and put the cell phone back in his pocket. Walking on, the spire points of the Stukarr Library appeared down a cobbled street. The mage made a beeline for the depository of knowledge. 
 
    The main door closed behind him. There was no one at the front desk so Trystan moved like a ghost, deeper into the library. After a number of halls and countless shelves, the mage stepped into the history section. He knew the books he was looking for. Gazing at the shelf, he picked out a few and piled them on a nearby table. Opening one, he began to read. 
 
    Time spun on. The restlessness he felt earlier began to wane. A bone-weary weakness seeped into the young man. Eyes heavy, the mage tried to fight back the siren song of sleep. It had been days since he had a solid night’s sleep. He had only gotten by with an hour or two here and there. It finally caught up with the mage and he didn’t even notice himself fall into sleep’s warm embrace. 
 
    Shadows licked his mind as the glow of his heart kept them at bay. Anger and frustration turned into twisted creatures, clawing and chasing him through dreamscapes. Nia’s red hair shined brightly and the mage ran with all his might to her. Swords made of water, the mage slashed at any shadow too close. When he was close enough to take in her scent, he reached for her. Red hair turned white. Her young body bent and became haggard. Turning to the mage, decay had taken root and her jaw hung from one side. The mage reached out, arms wide to hold her. When fingers touched her gray skin, Nia turned to dust and slipped through his fingers. 
 
    The mage opened his eyes. A dark powerless feeling washed over him. The mage sat up and leaned back in his chair. From down a hall, footsteps echoed. Ignoring the sound, Trystan leaned forward and went back to reading his book. 
 
    “I knew he was here,” Jenny said. 
 
    Trystan turned his head to see Jenny and Gwen walking down the hall toward him. The Ink Witch eyed him with concern while Jenny looked on, annoyed. Trystan leafed through the open book in front of him but did not get up. 
 
    “He has been doing this ever since we got back. He spends his time looking at history books on the Shadow College or researching spells. I can barely get him to work. Maybe you can talk some sense into him,” Jenny said as if Trystan was not there. 
 
    The Ink Witch stepped closer to the weary looking mage, placing a gentle hand on his shoulder. Trystan looked up for a moment before turning his eyes to the book in front of him. 
 
    “Trystan, come home with me,” Gwen said quietly. 
 
    The young mage shook his head, “I need to keep researching. It is the only way.” 
 
    “He is obsessed,” Jenny sighed. 
 
    Gwen turned her head slightly but did not take her eyes off Trystan, “Jenny, can you give us a moment.” 
 
    The busty librarian threw her hands up, turned and walked back the way she came. Gwen grabbed a nearby seat and dragged it closer. Sitting down, she reached out and touched the mage’s hand. Trystan stopped looking at the book and turned his eyes to the beautiful witch.  
 
    Gwen gave a gentle smile, “Professor Hart told me what happened.” 
 
     Trystan closed the book with one hand and squeezed Gwen’s hand with the other. A silence engulfed the couple as they sat. After a long moment, it was Trystan who stood up first. Gwen was to her feet, eyes drinking in her weakened lover. The mage took hold of the witch and held her close, bodies pressing together. Gwen buried her face in his neck and they held each other. 
 
    “You are working too hard. I trust Professor Hart will have a plan,” Gwen said as she took in Trystan’s scent, savoring it. 
 
    “I know he will too,” Trystan said simply. 
 
    “Come home with me,” Gwen whispered. 
 
    “I don’t think I will be very good company.” 
 
    “You need to rest. We will save them both soon.” 
 
    The mage pulled away, eyes lost, “I need some time. When this is all over, we can be together.” 
 
    “Trystan……” 
 
    Without a word, Trystan pulled away. Leaving the books on the table and not looking back, the mage walked off.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
    Night air drifted into the small room. Nia sat with her hands in her lap and a faraway look in her eyes. The room before her contained a nightstand, a door leading to a small bathroom, a bed she was sitting on and little else. The fire mage took in a deep breath. Lifting her hands up, she tried again to weave a spell. There was no fizzle, only silence. Fingers touched the black collar around her neck, raised runes running along the entire piece of leather. Thinking of a smaller spell, the mage made a hand signal and again, nothing. 
 
    The mage was about to try again when the door to her room opened. A blue haired succubus stepped in and closed the door behind her. Small horns shined in the dim light and an even expression masked her face. Nia looked up with indifference. Turning away from the demoness, the young woman stared at her little nightstand. 
 
    “How are you tonight my beautiful pet?” Sunara smiled. 
 
    “Fine, if you mean captured and held prisoner.” 
 
    Sunara stepped in close and sat on the bed next to the fire mage. Nia moved a few inches away but stayed sitting.  
 
    “You are free to leave this little room and explore the castle.”  
 
    Nia shifted away a little more, “So, I can trade this cell for a larger one. No thanks. I’d rather stay here.” 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re missing. The gardens are beautiful, even at night. Damon has asked about you and wanted to make sure you knew you could leave your room anytime you wish.” 
 
    “I want to leave and go home to Stukarr,” Nia said matter of fact. 
 
    Sunara eyed the red head, “Why do you want to go back? You remember all the times we talked about how monsters have been mistreated.” 
 
    Nia let out a small sarcastic laugh, “I remember those conversations. I talked about change from within, breaking down the old ideals and bridging human and monster together. I was ready to fight that kind of battle. Not this. Damon wants to wipe out humanity and you are following him like he is some sort of god. You want monsters to rise up and claim Lurth but you’re following a human to do just that.” 
 
    “You have been in here for too long. You don’t know what is happening. Come out with me and we can talk about it. It will help you to feel better,” Sunara smiled. 
 
    “No thank you. You finally showed your true colors and you expect us to remain friends? I am your prisoner and until I go free, I will continue to be your prisoner.” 
 
    Sunara put a hand on Nia’s arm, “What about the time we spent together. Did you feel like a prisoner? We spent nights talking about how we were going to change the world. I still believe we will do that, together.” 
 
    Nia pulled her hand away, “I thought we were friends and colleagues. That all went away when you betrayed our friends.” 
 
    Sunara was silent. Nia turned her body away to the small window and looked out at the stars, her mind wondering if Trystan was looking at those same stars. 
 
    “I noticed you haven’t been wearing your eye patch.” 
 
    Nia’s normal and white-eye looked down, “I found it silly to wear it. I have no real reason to hide how I look, especially here.” 
 
    Sunara stared at the fire mage, “Come walk with me,” Sunara said in a breathy sultry tone. 
 
    Nia’s heart pumped blood and warmth washed over her senses. The fire mage’s body relaxed and her vision took on hazy lines. Turning her face to the succubus, breath came out hot through parted lips. The blue haired succubus leaned in and pressed her lips to Nia’s. The fire mage did not fight back. A pointed tongue snaked into her mouth and played with her own. The haze bloomed and Nia found it difficult to think straight. 
 
    Sunara slowly pulled her mouth away and smirked, “You belong to me Nia Stormskyes and as my pet I will discipline you.” 
 
    Nia tried to control her breathing, “Please…..stop….” 
 
    “You tasted my true self. Once you cross that line, your heart will always belong to me.” 
 
    “I…didn’t know…it…would have this effect,” Nia found it harder and harder to concentrate. 
 
    “Most don’t. They think it is a connection like true love. To some degree it is but a demon’s true love is different than a human’s.” 
 
    Sunara stood up and walked to the door, “Come with me. I want to show you Castle Spire.” 
 
    Nia could not help herself as she stood up with her head bowed. The succubus led the way and Nia followed. Together they walked down a large lavish hall. Tapestries hung from the walls and they passed the occasional orc guard. Nia tried to wake herself up from the warm haze but the more she resisted, the more it took hold. Sunara took hold of the fire mage’s hand and led her down a few twists and turns to a large balcony. Looking from the side, she gently pulled Nia next to her. The red head looked out and her eyes drank it all in. 
 
    The isle of Fallen York glowed with thousands and thousands of lights. Buildings of different designs stretched out before them. Cobbled streets stretched in a grid formation, linking everything together. Stone statues stood at many different intersections of monsters in heroic poses. Sunara took in a deep inhale, eyes closed as if savoring it. Nia stared out at the streets. Monsters of all kinds walked and carried on with their evening. The balcony faced south and the fire mage could see to the water with bridges connecting to the mainland. 
 
    “I thought the bridges were long destroyed,” Nia said, caught up in the moment. 
 
    “They were. It took some time but they were rebuilt from old designs discovered deep under the island. The ruins hold a wealth of information. Mages are still cataloging their findings.” 
 
    “I’ve heard about Fallen York all my life. I was taught it was a dangerous ruin and most who travelled here never returned.” 
 
    Sunara curled her hand around Nia’s hip, “It used to be. Damon led an expedition to explore and take it back from the monsters and undead that lurked here. Once the island became safe, he set the gremlins and goblins to rebuilding. They did an amazing job over the last five years.” 
 
    “It took five years,” Nia said astounded. 
 
    “If only humans worked with monsters, then the entire world could reach its former glory and more.” 
 
    Sunara pulled Nia close, “I want you to be part of this. We are entering a new age. I want you by my side as my friend and my lover.” 
 
    Nia resisted her intoxicating touch but only for a moment, “I can’t. I can’t be a part of genocide. Humans have made their mistakes but we are always learning and changing. This is evil. If you continue to follow this mad man then you are no better than the humans you are trying to destroy.” 
 
    Sunara eyed Nia before speaking, “With time you will come to understand. For now, I heard there is a party going on. We should visit so you can let your hair down.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go to a party,” Nia said in a low voice. 
 
    Sunara leaned in to Nia’s ear, “It wasn’t a question. Come with me,” The succubus said in a sultry voice. 
 
    The demoness walked and Nia followed. After a few twists and turns down stone hallways, they arrived at a set of large double doors. One was partially open and moans spilled into the hallway. Sunara smiled as she stepped closer to the door and opened it. Nia followed, unable to break the haunting commands of the demoness. 
 
    Nia walked to Sunara’s side and gazed in. The room was filled with lavish couches, beds and thick rugs. Bodies of many different creatures moved and writhed to primal urges. Undulating forms pressed to each other in many groups. Moans and wails filled the air with dripping lust. Nia noticed orcs, goblins, slimes, lamias, demons and several humans caught in the act of fornication. Some were couples while others were groups from three to even eight. No one turned to the two newcomers at the doorway as they pushed and pulled their bodies to their natural cravings. 
 
    Sunara reached for Nia’s hand but the fire mage pulled back. 
 
    “I will have to be harsher with your training,” Sunara said with a devilish smile.  
 
    The succubus stepped to the wall where all sorts of whips, chains and leather straps hung. Taking hold of a leather leash, the demoness removed the collar and clipped the leash to Nia’s rune covered collar. The fire mage did not resist as it clipped close and Sunara gave a playful tug. 
 
    Pulling again, Sunara led Nia into the sexual fray. The heat in the room was overpowering. Clawed hands of different colors reached out to touch the flesh of the succubus and the human. Sunara ignored them and continued to walk further in. Nia pulled away from grabbing hands but found it more and more difficult to do so. The room had become so crowded, it was impossible to pull away. 
 
    Sunara found a small empty couch and stood before it. Turning her head slightly to look at Nia, she smiled, “Undress me.” 
 
    “Undress yourself,” Nia said in a defiant whisper. 
 
    “Undress me,” Sunara’s voice came out in a deep wet whisper. 
 
    The fire mage’s hands moved on their own accord. Touching and pulling clothes off the blue haired demoness. After a few seconds, Sunara was naked. Turning around, she sat down with her legs crossed. Nia gazed at her body with a deep wanting. Blood pooled in her stomach and wetness bloomed. Sunara gave a tug and Nia’s knees bended. The red head was on her knees, eyes at the demon’s feet. 
 
    “When we are in session, you will call me mistress. Do you understand?” 
 
    Nia was silent. 
 
    “Do you understand?” The succubus repeated. 
 
    “Yes mistress,” Nia whispered. 
 
    Sunara turned her gaze to a few male orcs, demons and a male slime, “My pet needs training. I need a few strong males to show her proper place.” 
 
    Several males broke their passionate embraces with their groups and stood to attention, eyes on the red head on her knees. Sunara looked them over and nodded her approval. 
 
    “Undress yourself my pet,” Sunara commanded. 
 
    Nia’s hand moved to her own clothes, shedding them piece by piece. When she was down to her panties, she trembled and glanced at the males behind her, a hungry look in their eyes. Turning to face Sunara again, the demoness had uncrossed her legs showing a small tuft of blue hair above her wet slit. A terrible wanting caused Nia’s cheeks to glow red.  
 
    The succubus eyed the red head on her knees, “I know what you desire. When I feel you are having a good time, I will reward you,” Sunara glanced up at the male monsters, “Show her what it means to be my pet. Take her at my command.” 
 
    The monsters nodded in agreement. Sunara pointed to one well-hung orc. The green-skinned monster lowered to his knees, big hands taking hold of Nia’s panties. With a clawed finger, he curled it around the fabric at her hip and poked through. With almost practiced skill, the fabric parted. Pulling it off, he threw it aside, hands then gripping Nia’s round bottom and spreading her open.  
 
    The fire mage’s breath quickened as her heart raced. The orc took no time to enjoy the sight of Nia, thick fingers running along her wet line and pressing against her engorged clit. A heated moan escaped Nia’s lips as pleasure washed over. The rubbing continued and Nia’s eyes half closed. Sunara watched with delight as Nia couldn’t control herself, pushing her hips to the orc’s thick fingers. Small moans grew louder, causing all the males close by to become harder. 
 
    Nia took in Sunara’s scent, inches away. Eyes staring, she wanted to taste the succubus’s valley. Leaning forward with lips parted, a pull at her neck stopped her in her tracks. 
 
    “You haven’t had your lesson yet,” Sunara leered. 
 
    “Please Sunara….” 
 
    “Mistress,” Sunara corrected. 
 
    “Mistress, I want a taste,” Nia mentally couldn’t believe the words coming from her own mouth. 
 
     “When I feel it is time to reward you, now take your lesson like a good pet.” 
 
    The orc behind Nia couldn’t contain himself any longer. With his thick spear, he pressed the point to Nia. The fire mage gasped as his tip pressed at her line, opening her up slowly. Gasps turned to a long moan as his member pushed deep. Nia closed her eyes as sensations rolled along her sensitive nerves, curling them in pleasure. The orc was half way in when the red head pushed her hips toward him. Back arched, Nia moved, unable to control her own actions. A demon crowded close, long tongue snaking out and licking her back. A hand caressed her breast and pinched her nipple. They stood to attention and wild lust whipped at her resolve.  
 
    Sunara watched amused as Nia moved her body, pressing her bottom to the orc and squeezing him. Another orc moved close to Nia and fell to his knees. A green hand took hold of Nia’s hair, turning her head to his erect member. Without hesitation, the orc pushed his throbbing orchood to her lips and into her mouth. Muffled moans vibrated along the green cock in her mouth. The orc behind her took hold of her thin waist and controlled the tempo, sliding her down to the base and back to nearly the tip. The demon between them reached down and pressed a finger to her nub, rubbing it in circles as her body moved to the monsters in her. 
 
    The blue haired succubus felt her own ardor rise. Fingers sliding down smooth skin, they touched her glistening line. Spreading herself, she touched her own clit, rubbing it in circles. Nia opened her eyes, looking to her mistress with wanting. Head bobbing, she could not tear her eyes away. Memories of her own face buried between the succubus’s thighs, tasting her magical sex.  
 
    The memories were too much and Nia let out a muffled moan. An orgasm exploded and heat radiated from the fire mage’s body. The orc behind her increased his tempo. Mad desire for release took hold. The sound of skin on skin pushed him faster until his cock thickened. Nia moaned again as he spread her open, orc come spurting into her tight valley.  
 
    The orc withdrew his member as it twitched. The demon stopped rubbing Nia and moved behind her. The orc laid back into pillows and watched as the demon mounted Nia, sliding his cock into her dripping pink line. The demon’s tail caressed her skin as she sunk his member to the hilt. Sunara closed her eyes as an orgasm bloomed. The demoness continued rubbing, ready to coax out another. A red male slime watched Nia, eyes eager for his turn. 
 
    The fire mage gave up control as another orgasm curled her nerves. Come and wetness spilled from her womanhood as the demon greedily pushed into her. The orc cock in her mouth expanded and there was a groan above her. Spurts of come splashed into her mouth and down her throat. The red head drank it down but the amount was obscene. It seemed he could not stop spurting come. Warmth travelled down Nia’s throat as she tried to contain his seed. From the corner of her mouth, a drop of come dripped down to her chin. 
 
    Sunara’s scent drifted to Nia’s nose and it caused her own body heat to flare in response. Bliss clouded all reason and thought. The orc’s cock pulled from her mouth. Looking back, the demon punished her from behind, his tail under her and caressing her glowing nub. Several more monsters stood behind him, watching the lesson take place, their cocks hard. Some stroked to the sight of the red head as she was used for Sunara’s lesson. 
 
    “Don’t be shy. Spray your seed all over her,” Sunara said in a breathy tone, another orgasm rolling between her legs. 
 
    The demon lifted Nia up and turned her onto her back, never breaking the connection. Nia lay on the thick rug, body bouncing to the demon as he held her legs and his hips thrust into her. Several monsters stood over Nia, cocks in hand and stroking them. The fire mage was lost to another internal explosion and then another. The demon’s cock was slightly curved, and rubbing against her special spot. It was too much as multiple orgasms caused her body to tremble. One cock erupted and then another. Soon a cascading effect of come splashed on her body, dripping down her breasts and stomach. One orc tightened and stroked his veiny cock over Nia’s face. Nia was lost to an ocean of bliss as come fell on her cheek and into her open mouth. Drinking it down, she writhed as the demon grunted and his cock spurted a stream of seed into her already full womanhood. 
 
    The demon withdrew and Nia lay, her limbs moving slowly, lost to ecstasy.  
 
    “Kneel her before me,” Sunara commanded. 
 
    The demon and orc lifted up the dazed mage and put her on her knees before Sunara’s open thighs. The red slime moved in close behind her. The succubus eyed him for a moment before turning her eyes to Nia. 
 
    “We will continue your training until you understand your place. For now, you may taste me,” Sunara looked to the eager red slime, “You may take her. The rest of you, either rest up or find others to take your place. The night is young and she needs to be taught valuable lessons.” 
 
    Nia ignored everything else, her eyes staring between Sunara’s pale thighs. Moving closer, she pressed her lips to the demoness. Sunara looked down and ran her fingers through Nia’s red hair. Tongue slipping out, the fire mage licked at her wetness and terrible bliss passed through her with a shiver. Unable to contain her hateful wanting, she pressed her mouth and tongue pushing into folds and licking Sunara’s clit. The taste changed and Nia took hold like a hungry animal. The blue-haired succubus leaned into the comfortable couch, eyes closing and a playful smile on her lips. 
 
    The red slime moved in close, slime around his hips forming a throbbing member. Gently he pushed into Nia as she stayed on her knees, head buried between the succubus’s thighs. Red gelatin hands moved over Nia, drinking in the come covering her body, its essences melting into his own, feeding and giving pleasure. The slime expanded his member while he pushed into the fire mage. Nia’s moans grew louder as the slime’s cock filled her just right. Transparent hands cupped her breasts, and fingers rubbed nipples. The slime created another cock and bent it like a tentacle, pushing at her asshole. 
 
    Nia continued to lap at Sunara as the second red cock pushed in, spreading her open and filling her. The slime moved his head close to Nia’s ear, body undulating and pushing into her. 
 
    “You are so beautiful. I have never seen such beauty. With your mistress’s approval, I wish to join in on your lessons. My body can form into anything desired,” The slime said in a low voice. 
 
    Sunara opened her eyes halfway, “You have my permission. I’m sure my pet will not mind.” 
 
    Nia blocked out everything as she focused on Sunara’s addictive juices. Sucking and licking, unable to tear herself away, she cursed her weakness. The sounds of raw sex carried on as a new group of male monsters waited their turn with the succubus’s pet. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
    Sunlight poured through the window and a gentle breeze flowed in through the partially open window. Trystan stirred from his dreamscape as something wet closed over his manhood. Blinking, he kept his eyes on the blank ceiling, letting the pleasure wake him up. A body snuggled between his legs and the blanket had been pulled off. The mage turned his head to the right. Sylk lay in bed next to him, wrapped in the warm blanket and her back to him. Putting an arm under his own head, the mage lay as Kira continued her morning ritual. 
 
    Since they returned from Lantern Beach, the familiar could not handle the guilt of failing her master. Trystan tried to reassure her that is was not her fault but the dragon familiar had refused to accept it. Instead, she felt it was her duty to make amends and until she did, she would feed from her master every morning without giving any thought to her own pleasures. 
 
    Trystan was so tired from training and research; he gave up after the third morning. Lying silently, the dragon familiar’s mouth gently sucked his rigid cock, low moans filling the air. Urges pushed at the mage and his body cried for release. The dragon familiar with the shape of a young woman with black wings and scaled limbs bobbed her head, ready for her master. Manhood thickening, Trystan barely made a grunt as his come spurted into the Kira’s mouth. Moaning her approval, she sucked every drop until his cock no longer twitched. Sitting up, she greeted her master with a smile. 
 
    “I will make you coffee, master,” Kira continued to smile as she slipped out of bed and folded her black wings to her shoulders, turning it into a living cape.  
 
    The mage said nothing as he turned over and pressed his body to Sylk. Where Kira had the mornings, Sylk would take the evenings when she could. Kira walked to the door and stepped out, closing it behind her. The siren dozed on as her master moved in close to her naked body under the sheets. 
 
    Arm curling around the siren, Trystan held her close. Sylk moved her webbed hand and held onto his arm, eyes closed. The siren snuggled her back against her master’s chest and stomach, his wet member fitting comfortably between her ass cheeks.  
 
    “How did you sleep?” Trystan asked with a whisper. 
 
    “Okay but these mornings are getting annoying,” The siren whispered back. 
 
    “I may have to chain her up if this continues,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “Please master, let me,” Sylk playfully begged. 
 
    Warm scents rose up from their bodies. Trystan took comfort in it as it helped push away his brooding thoughts. Sylk held onto her master and she wiggled her bottom against him, teasing his cock back to life little by little. 
 
    “I see someone wants wake up sex,” Trystan whispered, holding her close. 
 
    “Why should she have all the fun? I like you rested too,” Sylk said as she teased him more and more. 
 
    The mage could not deny his hardening manhood as it stood to full attention, straining against the siren’s blue bottom, “Maybe one more round.” 
 
    Sylk spread her legs just enough for her master to slide in. Strong fingers gently rubbed blue pointed nipples. A webbed hand let go of her master’s arm and curled around his neck, spreading her legs wider and pushing her hips down to his base. Bodies moved in harmony between master and familiar. 
 
    “I could do that for you too, if you wanted,” Sylk gasped lightly as her master pushed in deep. 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind but you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” Trystan moved in and out of her tightness. 
 
    “I want to make you happy,” Sylk squeezed him. 
 
    “You do make me happy,” Trystan managed to say as he upped the tempo. 
 
    Bodies moved to their primal rhythms, both unable to speak and pleasure blooming. Sylk let out a little whine as her master thickened, her own orgasm closing her eyes, feeling every sensation. The mage could feel his needs rising to the surface. As if reading his mind, the siren pulled from him and quickly pushed at his shoulder. Trystan lay on his back, his member full and throbbing. The siren straddled him, taking hold of his staff and pressing the head to her line. Sliding down, she let out a long moan until she reached the base. 
 
    Riding her master, Sylk bounced on his hips, making sure she took all of him. The mage took hold of her hips and helped controlled the tempo. Soon they were in sync again and bliss pushed at their hearts. On they went until they both felt their bodies react at the same time. Sylk threw her head back while Trystan tightened his hold on her hips. Bodies trembled as the mage spurted into his familiar and the siren squeezed him, taking his mana and sperm into her body alongside her own blinding orgasm. Magical energy turned his seed into pure mana and it seeped into her body, confined and ready to use. The siren collapsed onto her master’s chest, his arms wrapping around her and holding her close.  
 
    After a long moment of breathing heavy, Sylk lifted herself up and looked into her master’s eyes, “I can see it. Your mana pathways are not clear. You haven’t rested enough.” 
 
    “How can I rest when you and Kira can be so demanding?” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Sylk returned the smile with a smirk, “You know what I mean. The stress is taking its toll.” 
 
    “I will rest when we rescue our friends.” 
 
    Sylk maintained eye contact, “You need to rest before we rescue our friends.” 
 
    Trystan stared at his familiar for a few seconds before lifting her up and tossing her into the bed. Swinging legs over, the mage stood up and walked to the door, lifting his robe from the hanging peg. Sylk was already to her webbed feet. Tying the robe closed, the mage opened the door and stepped out into the hallway. Sylk followed. 
 
    Whispering a few words, black fabric appeared over her breasts, around her waist and between her thighs. The young mage stepped out of the hallway into the main room. Sunlight streamed in from wall-sized windows. In the adjacent kitchen, Kira held a coffee mug in her hand, steam rising up from it. The mage took a deep inhale as the smell of coffee filled the area. 
 
    Trystan had a surprising amount of energy. He lifted the cup from Kira’s scaled hands and took a sip before walking to the couch and taking a seat. Sylk remained standing as Kira moved around the kitchen island and stood at her side. The siren kept her stern gaze as her master took another sip and looked to Kira. 
 
    “This is a good cup of coffee. Thank you, Kira,” Trystan said with a half-smile. 
 
    “Thank you master,” Kira bowed her head.  
 
    Sylk rolled her eyes, “Stop being so subservient, we need to talk some sense into him. He is working himself into the ground.” 
 
    Trystan took another sip, “Do you feel the same, Kira?” 
 
    The dragon woman bowed her head again, “I hate to agree but Sylk is right.” 
 
    Trystan put the hot cup of coffee on the coffee table. Leaning back, he looked to his two familiars standing side by side. The mage was about to say something when a knock came from the main doors. Sylk turned and stepped to the door. Opening it, the siren smiled and threw her hands up, hugging the ink witch at the entryway. 
 
    “Gwen!” The siren shouted as she hugged the witch fiercely. 
 
    “Good to see you Sylk,” Gwen said as she hugged her back. 
 
    Trystan was on his feet, eyes on the witch. Sylk let go and stood to the side as Gwen stepped in. She was wearing travelling clothes and a backpack over her shoulders. After last night, the young mage didn’t know what to say. The surprise was plain on his face as Gwen stepped closer. 
 
    “I’m sorry about last night. I was tired and it was late. I didn’t mean…..”  
 
    Gwen put a finger to his lips, “You can make it up to me later. Get dressed and prepare your pack for a few nights. Two horses are waiting for us at the Northern gate and I want to leave before noon.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” The mage asked with uncertainty in his eyes. 
 
    Gwen gave a knowing smile, “Let me worry about that. I expect you ready in the next ten minutes.”  
 
    Trystan eyed the beautiful witch for a moment before walking to his room to gather his things and get dressed. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan gazed on at the rows of tombstones and mausoleums. The northern gate closed shut as horses shuffled uncomfortably. Gwen snapped the reins and her horse started to trot along. Trystan followed, eyes lost to immense cemetery stretching out from either side of the road. 
 
    The mage turned his head in the morning light. He knew the cemetery was big but he never had the chance to take it all in. Rumors and stories poured into his mind about the cemetery. The north gate of Stukarr was closed most of the time due to the undead attacks for centuries. The attacks were not consistent but one was too many. The young mage’s thoughts swam to Vanessa Shroud, the Dead Mother. She had died and was buried in this very place, waking to be one of the undead and spending decades here, roaming among tombstones and gray statutes of angels. Now that she was attending the college, the attacks have ceased. However, that didn’t stop the dreaded fear radiating from the cemetery like a creepy fog. 
 
    “Isn’t it nice and calm?” Gwen asked as she looked on. 
 
    “I can see the beauty in it,” Trystan said in a low voice. 
 
    Gwen trotted along, eyes turning to the mage, “The city continues to surprise me. When we return, we should have a picnic here.” 
 
    Trystan turned his head to the rows of graves. Something with glowing eyes peered around a large tombstone. It pulled its head back out of sight after a moment. A shiver ran up Trystan’s back as he resisted the urge to drive his heels into his steed’s side. 
 
    “They will not attack us. Vanessa and the Lord Mayor have created a peace. The dead love her and either side will not risk any more confrontations,” The Ink Witch said with serenity in her tone. 
 
    Trystan decided to change the subject, “You still haven’t told me where we are going?” 
 
    Gwen looked forward, body moving to the horse’s rhythm, “Just a little place for us to clear our minds. We should be there in little over two hours.” 
 
    Trystan remained silent. He knew he had been difficult lately. He and his friends were training with Professor Hart, Gwen and Jenny that they all had little time to enjoy the rest of the summer. Reeko was gone, spending his time making connections and spending coin for any information he could gather. Aznara trained with Professor Hart and spent a lot of time to herself. Trystan assumed the succubus was working through her pain but he wondered if she was beating herself up for siding with him. 
 
    Thoughts swirled on to Nia. The horrors Trystan conjured up in his mind caused nightmares. With no word on her or her exact whereabouts, the evil torment clawed at his spirit nearly hourly. It was enough to drive anyone mad. The mage let out a sigh as his horse clopped underneath him, dread slicing away at his thin resolve. 
 
    The cemetery passed and the countryside bloomed before them. The father they travelled, the more everything changed from gloom to living greenery. The road had a near mystical vibrancy as they rode on. The young mage looked to the trees and wildlife. It was enough to chase away his dark thoughts, long enough to breath in the fresh air. A little after two hours, Gwen put up her hand and they halted in the middle of nowhere. 
 
    Trystan looked around. All he saw was road and trees. There was nothing else, no lake or river, no town or inn. The mage shifted in his saddle, ass sore from riding. The ink witch scanned the area, eyes taking in every tree and bush. A rabbit hopped out, twitched its nose and hopped back into the brush.  
 
    The mage was about to say something when Gwen turned her head and made three hand signals. By the side of the road, a path appeared, moving deeper into the forest. Gwen flicked her reins and her horse moved to the path. Trystan followed. Riding for another ten minutes, Gwen made another set of hand signals. The trees before them shifted and faded from view. The mage watched with wide eyes as a clearing formed. Wavy lines formed in the hazy air and a moment later, a two story home appeared. 
 
    Trystan looked at the modest home. The wood panels were a little beaten and some of the roof shingles were missing. A weed filled garden sprouted from each side of the small path to the house. Other than that, it looked pretty sturdy. Off to the side was a small horse stable and past that, a small barn.  
 
    “Is this your home?” Trystan asked. 
 
    Gwen dismounted and landed on the dirt path, a burst of dust blooming up around her boots, “It is now. Bertha, the ink witch who I switched shops with, included it in the exchange. She told me it was a great place to get away but it turned into a hard journey for her. She let me have it.” 
 
    Trystan dismounted, “How does it stay hidden?” 
 
    Gwen led the horse to the stables, “It has an illusion stone underneath the foundation. Any creature coming too close will go around it and not even notice. The stone is a rare one and capable of hiding the house and anyone inside from prying eyes.” 
 
    “Truly a place to get away from it all,” The mage smirked. 
 
    “Let’s get the horses settled and get inside. We have a lot to talk about,” Gwen smiled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    Nia sat at a small table with a lush garden surrounding her and the sun beaming high in the clear blue sky. The red head took a deep inhale, her senses awash in flowery scents. Honeybees buzzed from one flower to the next. Birds flew and sang their chirping songs. The hanging gardens bustled with life. If the fire mage lifted her head just a few inches higher, she could see Fallen York stretch out before her. Instead, she remained content to sit back and enjoy the greenery, forgetting where she was for the moment. 
 
    “Beautiful isn’t it?” said a voice from behind. 
 
    Nia didn’t move her head. She continued to look at the gardens as if she hadn’t heard anything. A handsome man in a gray robe stepped to the table, pulling out a chair and sitting across from the red head. Damon Wick leaned into the chair and gazed at the gardens, his eyes soft and full of wonderment. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re out of your room. Life is much too short to spend so much time alone. Are you hungry? I can have one of the servants bring you some food and tea?” 
 
    “Can they remove the collar? It can be uncomfortable at times,” Nia scratched at the black, rune covered collar around her neck. 
 
    Damon shook his head slightly, “I’m afraid that is one of the few things they cannot do. The collar is there for our protection and yours.” 
 
    “My familiar has been silent. I assume because of the collar. I would like very much to speak to him and know he is okay.” 
 
    Damon gave an understanding smile, “He is asleep as long at the collar is on you. He is not in pain and will be fine once it is removed.” 
 
    “It will be removed?” Nia said with distrust in her voice. 
 
    “It can be. I will have it removed if you join the Shadow or Night College. Otherwise, it will be removed when Trystan comes to save you.” 
 
    Nia turned her eyes to the renegade mage, “He will not come for me. He wouldn’t risk people’s lives for one person, even me.” 
 
    Damon smirked, “We both know that is not true. Either the college will rise up and attack or he will try to come alone. He will sneak into the city and find you, liberating your beauty from the clutches of evil. Poetic, really. I may have to chronicle the story when I have the time.” 
 
    “Haven’t you done enough? You brought monsters together to make this beautiful city. How can this go on? How can you want to wipe out humanity?” 
 
    Damon’s eyes took on a hint of sadness, “It is my destiny, something written in the very stars.” 
 
    Nia’s eyes stared hard, “I’m not some fool. It’s not destiny, but cold calculated design. You cannot help yourself or your ego.” 
 
    Damon’s smirk stayed on his lips, “Intelligent, fiery and beautiful, you have the makings of someone truly special. It is refreshing to speak to someone who sees through the veil of dreams, and wishful thinking. That is why I’m here. I must ask something of you and I will not take no for an answer.” 
 
    Before Damon could continue, a figure appeared at the entrance to the gardens. She glided along on purple tentacles, her tall form moving easily on land as it would at sea. With pointed headdress and priestess robes flowing, Theena moved to the table where Damon and Nia sat. To either side of her stood two Scylla guards holding spears pointed to the sky. The purple haired priestess carried a wicked smile as a slender hand reached down and touched Damon’s shoulder. 
 
    “My beloved, I have splendid news,” Theena said, her voice glowing. 
 
    Damon stood up and turned to the seven-foot kraken woman. Head at the same level as her breasts, he looked up and took her hands into his. Tentacles coiled around his legs and waist, tips lovingly stroking along his robe. 
 
    “What news can be greater than seeing you my love?” Damon smiled. 
 
    The kraken’s eyes turned away and a hint of red touched her pale cheeks, “I have communed with Draygon. He has given me an answer to your proposal.” 
 
    “My heart cannot contain itself. Tell me my love.” 
 
    Theena looked down into Damon’s eyes, “He has blessed our union and will allow us to marry for his greater glory!” passion filling her every word. 
 
    Damon’s mouth curved into a happy smile, “This is fantastic news! We will begin preparations immediately. We are truly blessed.” 
 
    The renegade mage raised himself on his toes as Theena bent down. Their lips locked in a passionate kiss. Nia stared with disbelief to what she just witnessed. Tentacles curled around Damon’s neck, arms and waist. When their lips parted, the high priestess looked to the mage with desire in her eyes.  
 
    “We should celebrate. Take me my mage so we can revel in our union,” Theena said with a naughty grin. 
 
    Damon raised her pale hand to his lips and kissed the back of it, “I will my love but first I must speak to Nia a little while longer. Be waiting for me and I will be right there to bask in our love.” 
 
    Theena glanced over at the fire mage, her brow turning into a scowl, “As you wish my love. Do not take long or I may have to start without you.”  
 
    The high priestess uncoiled her tentacles, turned and glided out of the garden, her two guards trailing behind. Damon watched her leave, eyes on her shapely bottom until she was out of sight. Head tilting forward, a happy smile stayed on his lips. The renegade mage sat back down, eyes awash in happy thoughts. 
 
    “You really love her,” Nia said in an even voice. 
 
    “I have dreamed of her for such a long time. I can barely believe she has feelings for me as well. The night of the ritual, I knew I would have to work hard to show her my feelings. Now we are getting married.” 
 
    Nia looked away, “Congratulations,” The mage said flatly. 
 
    “Thank you, even if you don’t mean it,” Damon sat for a moment before speaking again, “I have decided that I want you as one of Theena’s bridesmaids. It will be you with several Scylla but I’m sure it will be fine.” 
 
    Nia turned her head to Damon, shock written into her eyes, “Bridesmaid?” 
 
    “I know it is a great honor but I…..” Damon was cut off. 
 
    “I will not take any part in this! You are insane to even suggest I would help you in your wedding.” 
 
    Damon let the mage finish before he spoke, “I will ignore the fact that you are being rude in my home. I will also ignore your outburst and lack of manners. You will be one of Theena’s bridesmaids and you will accept your role with grace or I will have Trystan ripped apart before your eyes.” The last part came out with hard edge. 
 
    Nia was silent as she stared at the mage across from her, stomach swirling and nauseous. 
 
    Damon’s brow softened, “Trystan will come for you and when he arrives he will be a guest of honor at my wedding and at my table. When the festivities are over, I will have Trystan sacrificed to the Dead Sea God as tribute to his glory. If you do your part, you will be set free and I will make his death as painless as possible. If you resist, I will make sure he suffers until his body gives out. Either way, he will give up his life to Draygon, saving your life and the lives of your friends. Do we understand each other?” 
 
      Nia’s heart clenched in her chest as eyes lowered their gaze to the table. Without looking up, she nodded, a piece of her spirit dying. Damon smiled as he sat back, a whimsical look taking over. 
 
    “Thank you Nia. The invitation to join my colleges is still there if you decide to take it. Enjoy the rest of your day. I must go and be with my beloved. Take all the time you need to understand that this is all for the greater good.” 
 
    Damon stood up, bowed and walked to the garden entrance. When he was gone, Nia stared at the beautiful flowers before her, a dread sinking deep into her heart. Mind working, thoughts once again on escaping to save Trystan and their friends. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Five 
 
    Gwen dropped her bag by the entrance. Trystan closed the door behind them. The ink witch walked in, heading to the back kitchen. The mage looked about, taking in the large living room and fireplace. The furniture appeared a little worn but comfortable. Oil lamps stood on small tables in the corners. Paintings graced the walls while a large rug covered the middle of the living space. A large bookshelf lined one of the walls filled with an assortment of tomes. 
 
    Gwen stepped into the open kitchen in the back. Pulling some glasses from the cupboard, she turned on the sink and filled each one. Walking back, she handed one to the mage as she continued to stand at the entrance, eyes looking out the window. 
 
    “The house is covered in the illusion. No one will find us here unless they have the spell. Have some water and get comfortable.” 
 
    Trystan took the glass of water and walked to the couch. His behind was sore from the long ride and was happy to sit on the soft couch. Drinking his water, he continued to look around. Gwen join him on the couch, sipping her water and bringing her knees under her. 
 
    The witch pulled her glass from her lips, eyes on the mage, “There are solar panels on the roof that feed a battery. The house has some power to recharge cell phones, power the refrigerator and power the heater if necessary but not much else. There is an antenna also on the roof to get a cell service but we can only use it for emergencies incase gremlins follow the signal. Upstairs are several bedrooms and two bathrooms. Plumbing works but the heat gives out fast in the showers. Better to take baths.” 
 
    “This is a great little place out in the middle of nowhere,” Trystan said as he continued to soak it all in. 
 
    “I think so too. I have been here once and only for a night.” 
 
    Trystan had nearly forgotten about everything until the dark thoughts of Nia came rushing back. Lowering his glass, the mage stared off with pain leaking into his brow. 
 
    “Gwen, why are we here?” 
 
    The Ink Witch took a sip of water before speaking, “I think you’ve needed some time away to think. Here we have no distractions so you can regain your strength and have some time to sort everything out.” 
 
    Trystan’s face remained neutral, “I’m fine. I just need time to put together a plan to save our friends.” 
 
    “And you will have it here. Professor Hart has a few days to come up with his plan and you have a few days to come up with yours. The countryside is the best place to clear your mind. I will be here to help you every step of the way.” 
 
    Gwen uncurled her legs and walked to the backpacks by the entrance. Picking up both of them, she walked across the room to the bottom of the stairs.  
 
    “I will put our things in our room and then we can get started with cleaning up the house and putting our plan together,” Gwen said plainly. 
 
    Trystan looked to the raven-haired witch, “I don’t have much of a say in this, do I?” 
 
    “No, you don’t,” Gwen said and began her ascent up the stairs. 
 
    Trystan let out a breath and drank down the rest of his water, his life for now resigned to the witch’s authority. 
 
    *** 
 
    The housework moved quickly between them. Trystan spent his time dusting and cleaning up. Gwen unloaded her backpack with food, wine and toiletries for their stay. Then in the middle of it, Gwen took over dusting and Trystan changed bed sheets in each of the rooms. An hour and a half later, the house was clean enough to live in. 
 
    The mage enjoyed the simple act of cleaning. It occupied his mind and kept the dark thoughts at bay. Sometimes he would have a moment where they crept in too close but turning back to his duties, they would retreat to the back of his mind. The mage walked into the kitchen and poured himself some more water, the silence caressing his already frayed nerves. 
 
    Looking up, Trystan watched as the ink witch walked down the stairs and into the living room with a yoga mat under each arm. Unrolling the mats, she laid them each in the middle of the room. When done, she took off her black steeple hat and gently placed it on the couch. 
 
    Eyes turned to the mage in the kitchen, “Come here. We are going to do some exercises together.” 
 
    Trystan put down his glass and walked over to Gwen. The witch stood on her mat facing the other one. The mage took off his boots and placed them by the foot of the stairs. Stepping over, he took his place on the other mat and faced the witch. 
 
    Gwen closed her eyes, “Your chakras are misaligned and your mana points are flickering. There is no steady stream in your body. We will do some relaxation techniques and clear your mana pathways,” The witch paused before speaking again, “I will need you to have an open mind and do everything I tell you.” 
 
    Trystan eyed the witch, “You are being a little more….ummm…dominating. Is this because I was acting like a jerk?” 
 
    Gwen opened her eyes, “We can talk about you being a jerk another time. Right now I think you need to be healed and I’m going to heal you.” 
 
    Trystan smirked but Gwen kept her face a blank mask. Feeling awkward, the smirk faded and he stood at attention. The witch stood before him for a few silent moments. The mage opened his senses and could see the faint outline of Gwen aligning her pathways and chakra points. Seeing her focusing only brought up a question in his mind. Was she misaligned as well? Was he causing her stress this whole time? 
 
    Gwen’s eyes took on a dim light and then she began to remove her clothing. Trystan watched as the raven-haired beauty took off her top and tossed it on the couch. Her pale hands moved to her pants as she unbuckled and slipped them over her hips. The mage gazed at her perfect form as her panties fell to her ankles, leaving her naked in the sun-drenched room.  
 
    “Undress,” The witch commanded. 
 
    Trystan lost in the moment, hesitated before pulling at his own shirt. With the top off, he removed his pants and tossed his clothes onto the couch.  
 
    “Sit down and cross your legs. Put your hands on your knees and close your eyes,” Gwen said with an even tone. 
 
    The mage knew better than to say anything. Sitting down, he crossed his legs, put his hands on his knees and closed his eyes. With his sight blocked out, he could hear Gwen settle down on her mat. Opening one eye, the mage stared at the witch as she sat like him, eyes closed. Her chest heaved with each calm breath, light brown nipples pointed from heavy breasts. 
 
    “Close your eye,” Gwen said with her eyes closed. 
 
    Trystan closed his eye and didn’t bother wondering how she knew. Remembering his previous training with her, the mage took in deep breaths through his nose, exhaling out his mouth. Gwen did the same and soon both mage and witch were breathing in harmony.  
 
     “Keep breathing. Clear your mind and allow your pathways to realign.” 
 
    Trystan breathed in and out, pushing away the outside world. With his eyes closed, he was centered and better able to cope. The anxiety and pain seemed to drift further back into his heart and mind. Muscles relaxing, the mage felt a cool calmness wash over him. 
 
    “Nia,” Gwen whispered. 
 
    Trystan’s heart thumbed in his chest. The sudden rush of adrenaline spiked his blood pressure. The mage could not keep his brow from furling as his cool demeanor slipped away. Pain and torment came rushing back like a tidal wave. Pathways turned jagged and Trystan lost all control. Eyes opening, he stared as Gwen crawled toward him. 
 
    “Close your eyes and focus,” The witch said as her naked body moved closer, eyes glowing with dreamy light. 
 
    Trystan closed his eyes but could not keep the agony at bay. Fingers dug into his own knees and his lips tightened. Why was she doing this? What could she accomplish by driving him to this point? 
 
    “Nia,” Gwen whispered again, this time in Trystan’s ear. 
 
    “Stop…” Trystan said with an angry edge. 
 
    “Nia,” Gwen whispered again, ignoring him. 
 
    Trystan was about to open his eyes and get up, ready to storm off when fingers touched his manhood. The mage froze with eyes closed, as fingers moved along his member. Angry blood pooled into his manhood, hardening it with each gentle stroke.  
 
    “I’m going to heal you by bringing focus to the chaos in your heart and mind. Do as I say, and remain silent,” Gwen commanded. 
 
    Trystan fought the urge to lash back. Blood boiled, as he didn’t understand what she was trying to do. Muscles tensed and his center was off kilter. Fingers rubbed along his hardening manhood, stroking his shaft until he was fully hard. The caged beast within wanted to break free. It wanted to take the witch and force its way into her, destroying every shred of control the mage may have had. 
 
    The mage’s body twitched when Gwen pressed her lips to his throbbing manhood. The anguish was still there but something bloomed in the distance. Trystan felt his entire body relax as lips wrapped around the tip and gently slid down. The inner darkness grew hot and a dripping bliss spilled over his mind. Hands touching his thighs, energy flowed into his bloodstream. Gwen bobbed her head, pleasing the young mage with every tight stroke of her lips. After long moments, Trystan felt the anger and frustration bleed away. Letting out a sigh, he continued to sit, warmth streaming into his body. 
 
    Gwen pulled her mouth from his member and moved in close. On her knees, she moved onto the sitting Trystan, one leg curling around his waist and then another. The mage could feel her wet slit touch his throbbing tip as she hovered over him. A second later, she allowed gravity to take hold, her body welcoming his staff. Sliding down, inches pushed into her until she sat comfortably in his lap.  
 
    Trystan reached up with a hand to take hold of Gwen’s more than ample bottom. The witch took him by the wrist and planted his hand back on his own knee. Pale arms moved under Trystan’s shoulders and clamped on. Hips moved slightly as she accommodated him. The heat between them was overflowing.  
 
    “Let my energy align you. Let my heat burn away the poisons in your blood. Let my heart beat with yours,” Gwen whispered. 
 
    Energy flooded Trystan’s body. The mage could not believe the power connecting from Gwen’s heart to his. The witch moved her body while clutching to him. Eyes opening, they glowed with white light. Trystan could see the glow even with his eyes closed. Chakra points aligned. Mana pathways opened, clearing away spiritual blockage. The air around them took a on a fuzzy hue. A pressure began to build and the mage felt he could not stop it. 
 
    “Gwen…..I…” Trystan tried to say while her breasts pushed against him. 
 
    “Do not come…..use that energy….heal yourself,” Gwen said as if she was possessed. 
 
    Heat boiled off the anger. The world grew in his heart. Memories floated by with moments he shared with Gwen, Nia, Sylk, Bella, Aznara and Kira. Heart swelling, something broke, allowing his mind to sweep away the darkness and shadows in a blinding light.  
 
    Gwen shuddered as the energy she sent into the mage came flooding back. Between them, drops of nirvana touched the inner lake that was their spirits. Gwen fought back tears as her body reacted, shuddering from an orgasm, followed by another. Trystan’s inner shell fell away and a bright new being stepped in. Deep inside, a piece of him wiggled. Holding back his need to orgasm, tendrils of energy struck at his pleasure center. Mind opening and head tilting back, a moan flowed up his throat as an explosion blanked out his mind. Threads of ecstasy curled around his heart and his mind. Just as he thought he was finishing, another explosion lit up his being. 
 
    Unable to stay sitting, the mage fell back onto the floor. Gwen fell with him, keeping the connection between them as she moaned another orgasm. The witch could not stop her movements as Trystan remained rock hard inside her. The mage’s eyes rolled into his head and his mouth opened, an ocean of bliss crashing down on him. 
 
    The glowing light in Gwen’s eyes faded. Moving her body on Trystan’s rigid cock, she looked to him. The mage’s head turned to the side with eyes unresponsive. Pressing her body along his, she could not stop herself as another orgasm bloomed. Bodies burst in perspiration as this went on for minutes. 
 
    Gwen kissed Trystan as she rode him. The mage’s eyes rolled back into place. Blinking, he looked to Gwen’s smiling face through lust colored eyes.  
 
    “What was that?” Trystan nearly shouted. 
 
    “Tantric soul healing technique,” Gwen said with heavy sultry breaths, “I felt I needed to bring out the big guns.” 
 
    Trystan wrapped his arms around the witch’s waist, “I…..I never…felt something like that before. It was amazing. I came but I don’t think I come.” 
 
    Gwen nodded her head with half-closed eyes, her hips still moving on Trystan’s cock, “When you transcend your physical form……bliss becomes an idea and not something the body must produce,” Gwen managed through heated breaths. 
 
    The mage looked to Gwen with heat and excitement, “You can’t stop yourself can you?” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “I’m not sure. I’ve never performed this technique before. You’re my first,” Gwen said and her body shuddered from another orgasm. 
 
    “I think we should keep going until we are finished healing our souls,” The mage said with a devilish grin. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan sat naked at the kitchen table. Gwen sauntered over with a bowl of grapes and a mischievous smile. Bypassing the empty chair, she sat on Trystan’s lap and began feeding him grapes.  
 
    The air was alive and the mage could not contain his grin. It felt like a weight had lifted off his shoulders, and there was no more pain. With glowing excitement, Trystan gobbled down grape after grape. Gwen could not contain her own glowing feelings. She laughed and giggled as she fed her mage another fruit. Trystan took hold of a stem, broke it and began feeding green grapes to his witch one by one. 
 
    “I never knew connections could run that deep,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “I had an idea but never experience it until now,” Gwen smiled, continuing to feed him. 
 
    “It’s almost like we left our bodies,” Trystan bit down on a juicy grape. 
 
    “How do you feel now?” 
 
    “Clear headed like I can see all the roads ahead of me.” 
 
    Gwen nodded, “How do you feel about Nia?” 
 
    Trystan paused, “I miss her. I love her. I know we have to rescue her but there isn’t that foggy pain, clouding my thoughts.” 
 
    Gwen eyed him with a smile, “The effects we are feeling are not a cure. The technique is to give you clarity without the distraction of pain. It will help for the obstacles ahead of us.” 
 
    “Us?” Trystan raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “I’m coming with you this time. I will not let you out of my sight again, Trystan Song,” Gwen said as she wrapped her arm around his neck. 
 
    “We will march together into a monster city, take back our friends and stop Damon Wick’s nefarious plans. Together we can do anything!” 
 
    The intoxicating bliss infected both mage and witch. Lips touching, hands caressed each other across smooth skin. Gwen gasped as goose bumps rose where Trystan traced his fingers. The mage stared with bright eyes, his member stirring to life once again under the witch. 
 
    “Again?” Gwen asked with a smirk. 
 
    “Again but maybe we should try the bed upstairs?” 
 
    The mage stood up with the witch in his arms. Gwen put the bowl of grapes on the table and curled arms around his neck. Walking over to the stairs, Trystan eyed the beautiful woman as he took each step up, walked down the hall and into the master bedroom. Barely kicking the door closed, the mage tossed Gwen onto the bed. The witch giggled until the mage crawled onto her, his manhood touching her line. With a gasp, they joined and continued their love making well into the night. 
 
    Trystan fell asleep, his mind a calm place. The nightmares did not rise and the pain did not swallow him. A still darkness blanketed his spirit and the tension was gone. The young mage felt the rush of dreamy images coming to play. With rest sinking into his bones, a smile appeared on his lips. It was then when a sickness crawled up from the depths of his mind. Dark thin creatures moved along the happy images. There was no interaction between what the dream was and those horrific creatures moving in the background. White eyes turned with open elongated mouths. Trystan felt their sickly power moving like tendrils across his skin. In the distance, they stood as gaunt, white, foul imitations of people.  
 
    “You cannot snuff out our knowledge.” 
 
    Trystan fell to his knees, trying to block out their foul whispers. 
 
    “You who would glance at the unholy book and try to remove our scripture from your mind.” 
 
    “I….don’t…know…what you are saying,” The mage managed through gritted teeth, madness touching him like a dead hand. 
 
    “Your light cannot destroy us. We are here. We will always be here.” 
 
    “I have not caused you any harm. Leave my mind!” Trystan tried to say but it came out incoherent babble. 
 
    “Your light brought us from the depths. We will return to those depths but not before you atone for your heinous acts of light.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes were shut as he rocked on his knees. Hands clutched at the sides of his head, trying to shut out their horrific voices. Something brushed his cheek. Opening his eyes, robed figures stood around him with long white faces and white eyes. Long fingered hands reached out and stabbed points into his flesh. The mage screamed as the robed figures looked on indifferent, stabbing deeper until they touched bone. 
 
    Trystan sat up with a start. Legs swinging over the side of the bed, he was up and to the door. Glancing back, Gwen was blissfully asleep. Closing the door behind him, the young man made his way to the stairs and descended. 
 
    Panic and foreboding circled his addled mind, where before he felt a new level of bliss, now he felt a poisonous shadow over his very spirit. The house was dark as the mage tried to make his way to a lamp. Hand reaching out, brief moments of terror chilled him as he felt those robed horrors would reach out and take his hand. Thankfully, his fingers touched a lamp. With a hand signal, a tiny spark lit the wick and light glowed to life. 
 
    The flame cast long shadows against the walls. Trystan sank into the couch, happy that there was a light to chase away the primal dark. The wet chill under his skin caused the mage to shudder. Trying to take a breath, the mage stopped short when he noticed something odd. Standing up, he walked across the room to the bookshelf. Peering at the tomes, he felt something was off. 
 
    Fingers ran lightly along book spines. Eyes drinking in each title, fingers stopped at a book lying on top of several other books. Trystan remembered the bookcase was in order, each book in place. So why was this one book on its side? Taking hold, the mage pulled the book from the shelf and held it in his hand. 
 
    A stark terror gripped the mage. The title of the book shifted and turned as if activated by the mage’s touch. Trystan took a step back, unsure what to do as the title solidified in the dim light. 
 
    The words “Libro Nocte” stared back at the shaken mage. Strange impulses ran along hands and fingers, begging to open the black book. The mage was about to open and read its foul contents when the front door opened and something shadowy moved in. Gleaming eyes looked to the startled mage as it slipped into the house, shadows covering its true nature. Trystan tried to bring up a spell but the thing at the doorway rushed him with outstretched arms. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Six 
 
    Trystan made a hand signal but before the spell could take effect, a wet hand closed over his, causing the spell to fizzle. The mage stared with wide eyes as the figure hugged him close, nearly incasing his body in warm ooze. Eyes adjusting to the dim lamp light, Trystan hugged the thing against him with a wide smile. 
 
    “Bella!” the mage said with a loud whisper. 
 
    “Trystan,” the purple slime cooed as transparent arms held the mage tightly. 
 
    “How did you know I was here? How did you find this place?” The mage said as he slipped the book in his hand back onto the shelf. 
 
    Oval eyes peered up to the mage, “Gwen told me after I contacted her.” 
 
    The slime pulled back a little to gaze at her former master, “I see you haven’t changed.” 
 
    Trystan looked down and realized he was completely naked. Not bothering to cover up, he smiled. 
 
    “If I knew you were coming, I would have put something on.” 
 
    Bella eyed him, “No need. I always preferred you this way,” A purple hand moved down and took hold of his manhood. 
 
    Smiling, slime and mage stared at each other, a loving warmth blooming between them. Light flickering, the slime slowly stroked the mage with familiar practice. 
 
    “So happy to see you two reunited.” 
 
    Trystan and Bella turned their heads to see Gwen coming down the stairs in an open robe. When she reached the bottom, she walked over with a smirk on her lips. Bella did not remove her hand from Trystan’s hard cock as she smiled warmly to the ink witch. 
 
    “I’m sorry for coming in the middle of the night,” Bella said, continuing her hold on her former master. 
 
    The young mage felt odd with Gwen looking on and Bella stroking him as if it was the most normal thing in the world. Pulling back, the mage broke from the slime’s grip and looked around for something to wear. Seeing his clothes still on the couch, he began to dress. Bella oozed close to Gwen and hugged her. 
 
    “No need to be sorry. I’m glad your okay from the long journey. Should we sit and talk?” 
 
    Bella nodded, “We should. I have news that may help you.” 
 
    Gwen broke from their hug and walked to the kitchen. Bella followed. Trystan finished putting on his shirt and pants but hesitated on following them. 
 
    “I will be right there,” The mage said as his mind instantly went to the black book on the shelf. 
 
    With backs turned to him, the mage snatched the book from the shelf and held it close as he ran to the stairs. Wild thoughts whipped through his mind as he rushed up the stairs and to his room, clutching the book to his chest. Eyes lowering to his backpack, the young mage stuffed the book inside and closed the flap. Not wanting to make matters even more complicated, he silently kept the knowledge of the book to himself for the time being.  
 
    Standing up, Trystan left the bedroom and headed back downstairs. Turning the corner, he gazed at Gwen and Bella sitting at the kitchen table, talking. It took his breath away to see them together. Bella was once his familiar and circumstances took her away from him. It didn’t sever the bond they had but he felt it had grown weaker and distant. Seeing her again only made the nightmares from before melt into the background. The witch and slime carried on their conversation as the mage walked into the kitchen and sat in an empty chair. 
 
    “I’m sorry again for coming so late but the information the Queen received made it a priority to get here as soon as possible,” Bella said with urgency. 
 
    “News? What kind of news?” Trystan asked. 
 
    Bella turned soulful eyes to her once and former master, “News that will affect all of us, and your plan to save Nia.” 
 
    “I don’t understand? I didn’t know you were involved with the rescue quest?” Trystan turned his eyes to Gwen, “You knew she was coming here to help.” 
 
    Gwen nodded her head, eyes a little distant, “I was going to tell you in the morning, after we had spent our time healing.” 
 
    Bella reached over and took Trystan’s hand into hers, “Do not be angry with Gwen. This was a recent development. I would have been here in the morning but new events have moved many things into motion. I couldn’t wait any longer……and I wanted to see you again,” Bella looked away with a shy glance. 
 
    Trystan smiled, “I’m not angry. Far from it. I just want to be in the loop so we can work together.” 
 
    The witch reached out and took Trystan’s hand while Bella reached out and took his other one. All three held onto each other, a loving expression written into each of their eyes. The mage gave their hands a squeeze before all three let go.   
 
    “No secrets?” Trystan smiled. 
 
    “No secrets,” Gwen and Bella said in unison. 
 
    The purple slime readjusted herself in her chair as if readying for what was coming next, “The Queen has received information that Damon Wick is having a wedding. He is going to marry the high priestess of Draygon in front of all creatures in Fallen York. He has made Nia one of the bridesmaids for the ceremony.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes widened, “Nia’s okay!” 
 
    Bella nodded, “She is for now. Sunara has been keeping her as a pet. They have a special collar around her neck to suppress her spells and keep her familiar in torpor.” 
 
    “How did the Queen find out?” Trystan asked, eager for more information. 
 
    “The Queen is connected to all slimes across Lurth, including those in Fallen York. She can see through their eyes or they can mentally send her information. It is taxing, however, and she can only do it for periods at a time. When I told her about you and how good you were to me, she insisted on assisting.” 
 
    “You spoke to your queen about me?” Trystan wasn’t sure why that would come up. 
 
    Bella smiled, “I am a purple slime. I am royalty and born from the queen herself. Gwen went to her and asked for some essence for her shop. That is how my essence became ink for Gwen. The Queen has high regard for Gwen and you. She witnessed your actions during the battle of slimes. She saw how you did everything you could to save me. You have earned her respect and gratitude.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” Trystan eyed the slime and looked away. 
 
    “Don’t say anything. You have earned a friend and she wants to help you just as I do.” 
 
    Gwen leaned back in her chair, “Did they set a date for the wedding?” 
 
    Bella shook her gelatin head, “Not yet. Preparations are being made but no date has been chosen.” 
 
    Trystan rubbed his chin, “It seems like he is baiting us. He is putting Nia in the wedding party and wants us to save her.”  
 
     Gwen kept her eyes cool as she spoke, “Or he wants us there so he can take us prisoner. After what happened in the Broken Islands, he knows he has no leverage except for Nia. This all could be part of his plan to start the war.” 
 
    Shadows covered Bella’s eyes, “A war the world is not ready for. Monsters outnumber humans. The Queen informed me that elves to the west will not join either side but many other monster tribes are pledging to Damon’s banner. They agree with him on the end of humanity.” 
 
    Trystan’s hands curled into fists, “We have to save her but it may start a war we cannot win.” 
 
    The room grew silent as the mage, witch and slime contemplated the dark possibilities. Trystan’s thoughts floated to the black book hidden in his backpack. Mind working, a small smirk appeared at the corner of his lips.  
 
    Trystan sat up straighter, brow forming a determined V, “I believe we can get Nia back and stop Damon.” 
 
    Trystan looked to Bella, “There are slimes in Fallen York, yes?” 
 
    The purple slime nodded, “There are forty-seven slimes in the city.” 
 
    “I just want to be sure. Is the Queen against the war?” 
 
    Bella nodded again. 
 
    Trystan felt the mental gears working, “There may not be many slimes but I’m sure they can get into places and gather information. Do you think they can get us layouts and diagrams of Fallen York? A working map? Something so we are not walking in there blind?” 
 
    Bella smiled, “They are already gathering that information but our kind does not use paper, pencil or electronics. We store everything in our collective memory. I see where you are going with this but we lack the skills to translate it to you.” 
 
    Gwen looked to Bella, “I can connect our minds and draw out the maps we need. It will take a little time but I believe we can do it.” 
 
    Trystan gave Gwen and Bella a bright smile, “If the Queen is willing to help then we have our insiders. The slimes in Fallen York can be our eyes and ears. We will need their help for what’s next.” 
 
    “Next?” Bella blinked. 
 
    Trystan nodded, “I have been reading a lot on Fallen York. Before the Mana Cataclysm, there was a large and extensive network of tunnels underneath the city. The ruins lasted close to ten thousand years so some of those tunnels may still be there. We will need the slimes to see if any of them can still be used.” 
 
    “I can ask but if there are any leading into the city, they are sealed or guarded by now,” Bella said. 
 
    Trystan nodded, “I agree but I’m thinking more of using them for our escape. Reeko’s earth magic is strong and Professor Hart is a master of elements. Together they may be able to extend a tunnel while closing it off behind us, preventing a pursuit.” 
 
    Bella grinned, “I will have them investigate so we can add the tunnels to the maps.” 
 
    Trystan looked to Gwen, “I think we….” The mage was cut off. 
 
    A stream of mist flowed from Trystan’s right arm, pooling onto the kitchen floor and rising up. Sylk burst into view, arms outstretched. Bella was to her feet. Siren and slime hugged each other fiercely. 
 
    “I’m sorry master. I couldn’t wait any longer,” Sylk said as her cheek sank into Bella’s cheek. 
 
    “Sylk, how I missed you!” Bella laughed. 
 
    Trystan watched with solemn eyes as his familiars were reunited. Sylk instantly began chatting up the purple slime. The mage stood up and watched the happy reunion. Stepping over to Gwen, his hand took hers and lifted her to her feet.  
 
    “How about you two sit and talk for bit while I speak with Gwen,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Sylk and Bella glanced over and nodded before going back to catching up. Gwen smiled as Trystan lead her away from the kitchen to the staircase. At the top of the stairs, Trystan continued to tug Gwen along, down the hall until they reached their room door. Opening it, the mage and witch stepped in, closing the door behind them. 
 
    “I have something to show you,” Trystan said as he stepped over to the backpack. 
 
    Gwen was silent as the mage kneeled down, hands opening his pack and rummaging through. A moment later, he pulled out a black book and stood up. The witch eyed her lover but crossed her arms under her breasts as if a chill ran through her. Glancing at the book in his hand, the witch’s mouth curved in dismay. 
 
    “Is that the book?” Gwen said visibly upset. 
 
    Trystan nodded, “It appeared in the bookcase downstairs. I think it arrived because of the healing spell.” 
 
    The mage told the witch about the strange dreams and what the beings said. Gwen listened while her eyes glanced at the foul tome in her lover’s hand. 
 
    “Even now I can hear whispers. The book wants me to open it and read. It wants to infect me with horrific knowledge and madness.” 
 
    Gwen stepped closer and took hold of Trystan’s wrist, making sure not to touch the book, “We should bury it. Hide until it moves on. The soul cleansing technique may have stirred its dark infection in you but you have barely glanced at its pages. You can still resist.” 
 
    Trystan gazed into Gwen’s blue eyes and smiled, “We cannot bury it. What does Damon treasure more than power? Knowledge. We are taking a big risk going into Fallen York. If we take the book with us then we will have some leverage.” 
 
    Gwen shook her head, “Damon will simply take the book. We shouldn’t risk it.” 
 
    Trystan put the black book down on a nearby dresser. Hands taking hold of Gwen, he held her close. Embracing each other, a trembling worry filled the corners of Gwen’s eyes. 
 
    “I don’t want us to have any secrets. It would not have felt right keeping it from you. However, we must keep the book a secret between us.”  
 
    Gwen was quite as she let Trystan’s body heat warm her, “The Libro Nocte has destroyed many lives. It has twisted my ex-husband into a monster. The longer we have it, the greater the chance it will tempt you. I don’t feel good having it in our possession but I understand what you mean.” 
 
    Gwen let out a heavy sigh before looking into her lover’s eyes, “I will do this for you. I will keep this secret but only if you promise not to read it. If you read from the book, I will have to tell the others.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “I promise to not read from the book. I know its power and will not take a chance becoming like Damon, not with so many lives at stake. You have my word.” 
 
    Gwen nodded with concern her eyes. Trystan picked up the book and placed it in his backpack. Relief washed over the witch the moment the flap closed and the book was out of sight.  
 
    “Let’s get back downstairs to Bella and Sylk. I do believe we still have much to talk about,” Trystan said while putting his arm around Gwen’s slender shoulders. 
 
    The witch nodded and hugged Trystan close before they stepped out of their room. The sound of Sylk’s laughter filled the house as the couple made their way downstairs to their friends. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seven 
 
     Sunlight filtered in through parted curtains. Trystan stirred from his slumber. Turning his head from side to side, the mage smiled. Gwen was fast asleep to one side of him while Sylk slept on the other side. The mage crawled out of the bed careful not to wake either of them. Putting on pants, he gazed at the witch and siren, his heart beating with warmth. Quietly the mage slipped out of the bedroom and made his way downstairs. 
 
    Coming down the stairs, the mage saw Bella on the couch, staring at nothing. The purple slime blinked before turning her head to Trystan and smiling. 
 
    “Good Morning,” Bella said brightly. 
 
    “Good Morning. Did you sleep?” 
 
    “Not really. I spent my time communicating with the Queen and other slimes,” Bella’s eyes lowered and her entire demeanor pulled in on its self, “Trystan, I missed you.” 
 
    The young mage walked over and sat down next to her on the couch, “I missed you too. It hasn’t been the same.” 
 
    Bella looked to the shirtless mage, eyes drinking in the scars on his left arm. Glancing to his chest, she noticed the tattoo of a dragon woman. Trystan looked down and gave an uncomfortable smile.  
 
    “A new familiar?” Bella asked with a touch of shyness. 
 
    “Yes. Her name is Kira and it’s a long story.” 
 
    Bella nodded and folded her hands on her lap, “I think about you all the time. I was born a familiar but now I’m a separate being. I have the connections to other slimes but it simply isn’t the same. We shared so much of ourselves that I am finding it difficult being away from you.” 
 
    Trystan placed a hand on Bella’s hands, “It has been hard knowing you were out in the world. I sometimes wish you were back on my skin so I knew you were safe.” 
 
    Bella’s eyes watered, “I do too. Even now, I want to call you master but I stop myself every time. You cared for me and took me as your familiar. I…..I…” Bella trailed off. 
 
    “I love you,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    The slime turned her head to the mage. Arms flying up, she hugged and pressed her body against the wide-eyed Trystan. The young mage hugged her back. They sat in each other’s arms for a long quite moment, familiar warm feelings cascading over their hearts. 
 
    “I want to be with you,” Bella whispered into Trystan’s ear. 
 
    The mage held the slime close but did not say anything. 
 
    Bella snuggled her face into his neck, “I know this isn’t the right time but I want you to know that when we have time, I want to share my life with yours again. Not as master and familiar but as two equals. I thought I could live my life without you but seeing you again only showed me I was wrong.” 
 
    “Bella….I….” Trystan tried to speak but the slime held him tighter. 
 
    “You don’t have to say anything. When the time is right, I will show you how much you mean to me,” Bella whispered. 
 
    The mage gave the barest of nods when a knock at the front door broke the spell between them. Looking to the door, a pointy green-eared goblin stared back from a side window. A horned red head stared in from the other window, licking her lips and winking at the startled mage and slime. 
 
    “Open up! We want breakfast!” Reeko grinned as he knocked on the door again. 
 
    “And we want to watch you two have sex!” Aznara shouted with a smile. 
 
    Trystan stood up, cheeks red as he walked to the front door and opened it. A busty blonde stood at the door entrance with her arms crossed under her breasts and her eyes closed. 
 
    “It’s about time,” Jenny huffed as she stepped inside. 
 
    “How long were you out there?” Trystan asked embarrassed. 
 
    “Long enough to see you two getting all cozy,” Aznara said as she walked in next, running a finger under Trystan’s chin. 
 
    “We didn’t mean to interrupt but we weren’t going to stay out there if you two were going to become intimate,” Reeko said as he came in last. 
 
    “I would have stayed out there to watch,” Aznara said with a devilish smile. 
 
    Jenny’s brow creased and a vein throbbed, “I’m just glad we are here. Travelling with these two was a nightmare.” 
 
    The succubus stepped close to the busty librarian, her pointed tail moving up and caressing one of Jenny’s breasts, “We couldn’t help that your tits were the topic of discussion. I mean look at your chest. It’s hard to not talk about them.” 
 
    Reeko nodded, “I have to agree. It’s like they have their own gravity.” 
 
    Jenny gritted her teeth before turning to Trystan. When she faced the mage, her brow softened but her eyes were still closed, “As stimulating as it is in the company of perverts, we are starving. Where is breakfast?” 
 
    “Um…Gwen told me you were coming but I didn’t ask when. If we knew it was this early we would have had breakfast ready.”  
 
    “We left before sun up so we could make good time,” Jenny said with hungry annoyance, and turned to Reeko and Aznara, “You two make breakfast and I will forget how you behaved this morning.” 
 
    The succubus and goblin stared at the librarian for a second before bursting out into laughter. Jenny’s shoulders tightened as shadows covered her eyes and lightning arced along her body. Reeko and Aznara slowly stopped laughing as the energy arcs grew brighter. Trystan and Bella slowly stepped back as Jenny’s long blonde hair started to rise. 
 
    “I SAID MAKE BREAKFAST…..NOW!” Jenny shouted with the voice straight from the deepest parts of Hell. 
 
    The goblin and succubus stopped laughing, eyes wide and transfixed on the power glowing from the librarian. A moment later, they were quickly walking past her and straight for the kitchen. Hands opening cabinets, Reeko grabbed pans while the succubus raided the refrigerator. 
 
    The power emanating from the librarian quickly died down. Her hair returned to normal and a genuine smile appeared on her lips. Walking over to Trystan and Bella, she reached out and took the slime’s hands into hers. 
 
    “Good to see you Bella. Your color may have changed but you still look the same. Gwen explained what happened on the day of slimes so don’t worry. We know it wasn’t your fault,” Jenny said with a polite tone. 
 
    “Um…thank you,” Bella said confused and a little scared. 
 
    The smell of cooking eggs filled the air. Jenny took in the scent and let out a relaxed exhale. 
 
    “Shall we sit and have breakfast?” The librarian smiled.  
 
    *** 
 
    The kitchen was alive with smells of food and conversation. Behind the kitchen was a dining room, which Sylk and Aznara began to set up. Bella helped alongside Reeko while Trystan, Gwen and Jenny talked. The goblin made a loud whistle as he lifted the pan piled with steaming eggs. Trystan and Gwen grabbed serving plates and held them out as Reeko heaped eggs onto them.  
 
    All burners on the stove were firing as bacon sizzled and potato slices fried. Everyone joined in by heaping food onto serving plates and bringing them into the dining room for a hearty breakfast. Once the meal was placed along the table, everyone settled down into their seats and attacked the food. 
 
    Trystan didn’t realize how hungry he was. All the energy he spent with Gwen taxed him considerably. Looking over, the mage smiled as the blue-eyed witch practically shoveled food into her mouth. All talking ceased as forks and knives cut into meat and eggs. 
 
       Thirty minutes later, the massacre slowed, bellies filled and many leaned back in their chairs with content in their eyes. Aznara glanced over to Trystan numerous times, eyes wide and eager. The mage would often catch her gaze and return it with a smile. Bella and Gwen talked about how they were going to connect their minds and draw out the maps to Fallen York. Jenny and Reeko stood up and began clearing off the table. For a long moment, Trystan felt like the world was normal again. He pictured Nia walking through the doors, taking a seat, and smiling. The thought sent a warmth through the mage’s heart. He was happy she was alive and now they had to put together a plan to bring her back. 
 
    Trystan cleared his throat and all eyes turned to the mage, “I know we are all here so we can save our friends. Let’s meet in the living room and begin discussing possible plans.” 
 
    Heads nodded and everyone stood up to help clear off the table. Within a minute, the table was clear and dishes stacked in the sink. The group of friends moved into the living room, taking some chairs with them. The couch was full with Gwen, Bella and Jenny. Aznara and Reeko took a seat in the chairs they brought from the small dining room.  
 
    Trystan stood and looked to his comrades, “Let’s not waste any more time. Our friends need us and we need to come up with a plan. Let’s start.” 
 
    The group nodded in unison, and Trystan began his outline. 
 
    *** 
 
    The hours ticked away as idea after idea was discussed and quickly picked apart. Trystan rubbed his eyes, keeping the frustration at bay. The group seemed a little frayed and the sun had moved from the morning to the middle of the afternoon. 
 
    Aznara shook her head, “Nia managed to make a phantom potion and we were able to cross half of Stukarr city without getting caught. I think we can do it again but we have to make some tweaks to the potion.” 
 
    “I keep saying it but I don’t think anyone is listening,” The goblin said through gritted teeth, “Some of the contractors I have spoken with have actually worked in the city. It is a fortress with a wall surrounding the entire city and a few entrances. The walls have rune markings, preventing anyone from using magic to get through.” 
 
    The goblin was on his feet and pacing, “They have sentries similar to magistrates. If the walls don’t stop us then they will.” 
 
    The mage put his hands up to stop the back and forth, “Let’s focus on what we know. It will take about four to five days of hard riding to get to Fallen York. Nia and Sunara are staying in the main castle, what was it called again?” 
 
    “Castle Spire,” Reeko said with weariness in his eyes.  
 
    “The castle is in the middle of the island. The city has three large entrances, two bridges leading over the water and one at the docks for ships,” Bella added. 
 
    Trystan continued, “With luck, the slimes in the city will be able to pinpoint exactly where Nia is in the castle.” 
 
    “Bella and I will start drawing out the maps,” Gwen nodded. 
 
    Trystan turned to the beautiful witch and the slime, “I think you should start putting together the maps as soon as possible. I think it will help everyone focus.” 
 
    Gwen nodded and stood up. Bella was on her transparent feet and followed the witch to the stairs. 
 
    “The escape plan is to use old tunnels? Do we have enough mana to do that? My calculations indicate that we will run out of mana by the time we reach the water and that is with Professor Hart doing most of the heavy lifting. I think we need an alternate plan for our escape,” Jenny said as her head rolled back onto the couch. 
 
    “How is your earth magic?” Trystan asked the tired librarian. 
 
    Jenny picked up her head, “I’m a master of elements just like Professor Hart but I have already allocated mana to combat and survival quotas. We have no idea what we are going to run into on the way there. If everything said is true, Damon Wick will not let us go without a fight. His familiar alone was enough to stop me and Hart’s familiar. I will not let that fallen angel get the best of me again.” 
 
      Trystan’s shoulders sagged, “I think we all need a break. Let’s take an hour to clear our heads.” 
 
    Jenny let her body fall onto the couch and closed her eyes. Reeko moved to the kitchen, opening a cabinet and pulling out a bottle of wine. Trystan stood as his mind swirled. Everyone had a point on the difficulty but the mage was confident that with the black book he could sway the odds in their favor. The mage was so engrossed in his own thoughts that he didn’t notice the red-haired succubus taking his hand into hers. 
 
    “Let’s get some air,” Aznara smiled and pulled the mage with her. 
 
    The back door swung open to a small yard. The succubus and mage stepped down a few steps and began walking. The sun dipped lower and lower in the sky. Trystan felt they were close to coming up with a solid plan but the stress was taking its toll on the group. Taking deep breaths, the mage cleared his mind. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Trystan asked as they walked. 
 
    Aznara gave the mage a mischievous grin, “Just far enough so we can talk in private.” 
 
    Trystan looked back and could see the top of the house past the trees. The air was crisp and the sun cast a yellow glow on the leaves. Turning back to his friend, the succubus was nearly skipping. Trystan remained silent as they stopped and the succubus turned to him. 
 
    “I have missed you, Trystan Song.” Aznara said shyly. 
 
    Trystan smiled, “I missed you too. Are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m better than okay,” Brightness shined in her red irises. 
 
    The succubus stepped away, letting her hand slip from Trystan’s fingers. Keeping her back to him, she turned her head, lips curving into a smirk. 
 
    “When we returned from the Broken Islands, I had to sort out my feelings. I spent a night with one of my kind and he helped me to understand what I was going through. He told me some things that help put everything in perspective but I had to keep it a secret for now.” 
 
    Trystan was unsure what to say so he said nothing. 
 
    Aznara continued, “You are becoming one of my dearest friends and it means the world to me. That is why I want to share this secret with you and only you. Promise me you will keep this between us until I’m ready to show the world.” 
 
    Trystan eyed the demoness as she turned to face him, “I promise to keep your secret,” The mage said with small smile. 
 
    The succubus closed her eyes and took in a deep breath. Trystan looked to his friend, unsure what this was all about until the air shimmered around the demoness. Black leathery wings appeared out of thin air, folding outward. Aznara continued to smirk as her eyes opened and bat-like wings flexed from her back. 
 
    Trystan stood like a statue, marveling at the wings as they lazily flexed back and forth, “You have wings?” Trystan managed with a soft voice. 
 
    The succubus nodded.  
 
    “I don’t understand. You had wings this entire time?” Trystan asked confused. 
 
    Aznara gave a playful smile, “My kind lost their wings thousands of years ago, not long after the Mana Cataclysm. I met someone who held the secret to bring them back. He asked me to keep it from the world until the time was right but I had to tell someone. I had to show them off.” 
 
    “I’m honored that you chose me,” Trystan said astonished, “Was the person you met an elder of some kind? I don’t know much about your people’s history.” 
 
    Aznara stepped closer, seductive eyes on the mage, “He is. I will tell you the full story when we finish rescuing Nia and Sunara,” The demoness put a clawed hand on the mage’s waist. 
 
    Trystan looked down and back to Aznara’s red eyes, “I’m very happy for you. I’m sorry we haven’t been together to help through our pain. We are friends and I should have been there for you.” 
 
    “You have nothing to be sorry for. I should have come to you sooner but I knew the pain you were going through. It makes me happy to see you coming out of it.” 
 
    “It will be better once we save our friends and family,” Trystan smiled. 
 
    Aznara’s tail moved along Trystan’s leg, stroking it lightly, “I have come to understand many things, even my feelings for you.” 
 
    The mage remained silent as Aznara eyed him like a delicate morsel. 
 
    The succubus curled her wings around the mage and placed her other hand on his waist, “You are special to me Trystan. You have become more than just a friend in my eyes. I am making my intentions clear. When this is all over, I will win your heart.” 
 
    Trystan was about to say something when the succubus pressed her body and lips to his. The heat between them glowed as mouths parted and tongues touched. The mage grew feverish as the demoness held him close. Unsure if it was the moment, the wings or Aznara’s confidence but the mage fought to pull away. Hands on her shoulders, Trystan broke their embrace and stumbled back a few steps. 
 
    Aznara’s eyes were wide as she took hold of the mage again to help steady him, “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help myself. I have been thinking about you so much that I….” 
 
    Trystan put up a hand, “It’s okay. I know how you feel,” The mage smiled.  
 
    Aznara let go and looked with soulful eyes, “You are special to me. I sometimes have to remind myself that you are human. In my eyes, you are more than human. You are more than anything I have ever known.” 
 
    Trystan gave a reassuring smile, “We have a lot to do and…..and we can talk about it when we finish rescuing our friends. Let’s head back to the house.” 
 
    Aznara nodded. The succubus’s wings faded from view and the two friends walked back to the house. The sun had dipped lower, turning the sky from afternoon to early evening. A breeze rustled leaves, signaling a cool night. 
 
    Inside, Jenny remained lying on the couch but by this time she had a nearly empty wine glass on the floor next to her. Reeko sat on the small amount of space left on the couch, a glass of wine in his green hand and an open wine bottle on the coffee table. 
 
    “Have some wine. It will help let the ideas flow,” Reeko said with a faraway look. 
 
    Several wine glasses stood next to the bottle. Trystan reached down and picked one up and the bottle. As he poured himself a drink, the front door clicked and opened. Eyes turned to the entrance as an older man in a gray robe entered. The gray at his temples and kind expression caused everyone in the room to relax instantly. 
 
    Professor Hart stepped in. Behind him, a short green haired woman followed and behind her a large male orc with a single long braid of black hair over his shoulder. A female orc with black pigtails came in last, closing the door and eyeing the mage with intense black eyes. 
 
    Trystan put down the bottle and wine glass. Stepping forward, the mage and his mentor clasped hands in a hearty shake. 
 
    “I know I had three days but things moved faster than expected,” Professor Hart smiled. 
 
    Trystan was at a loss for words. He had forgotten all about the three-day time frame and was simply happy to see the Professor and friends. Turning to the green haired woman, the mage hugged her fiercely. When he pulled away, he turned to the orcs. The orc with the braid held out his arms and bear hugged the mage. 
 
    “I believe formal introductions are in order. Lori Leaf Haven is a druid and here to help assist on our rescue quest. The handsome orc is Captain Sord and the beautiful orc with him is his daughter, Shyla,” Professor Hart said with a gentle smile. 
 
    Jenny and Reeko shook hands with the orcs while Aznara wrapped her arms around Lori, lifting her up and spinning her around. The druid let out a playful yelp as the succubus twirled on. After the introductions, Professor Hart began pouring wine into each glass. 
 
    “Where is Gwen?” The professor asked as he handed a wine glass to each person. 
 
    “She is upstairs with Bella. They are trying to draw out a map of Fallen York.” Trystan said. 
 
    “Excellent,” The Professor sat on the couch with a kind smile on lips, “Now that we have everyone here, let’s put our plans together and save Nia and Sunara.” 
 
    With glasses raised, everyone toasted with a click, and taking deep sips. The mood lifted as they settled in for the evening. Trystan sat down, eyes on everyone as they began going over details. Frustration and stress bled from his shoulders as the little light of hope grew brighter in his heart. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eight 
 
    Nia walked slowly down the immense corridor, eyes searching for any means of escape. When she would come across a guard, eyes would turn to the floor and her shoulders sagged. She played off being depressed and beaten but she was anything but. Her walks were scouting missions. With the castle preparing for the wedding, the young mage figured this would be her only time to find and exploit a weakness. 
 
    Turning a corner, she mentally went over the times for the changing of the guards. They would change roughly every six hours. Next, she went over the guards themselves. She looked for the ones disinterested in their jobs and memorized their names. Keeping a careful eye, she studied the guards who took their job very seriously. To her comfort, there weren’t too many of those and they tended to stay on the floors of Damon and Theena’s quarters.  
 
    The thought of the mage and kraken caused Nia’s heart to clench. Their unholy union was going to bring about a new dark age and she was going to be there, front and center. The rehearsals were brutal as Theena’s scylla guards had no qualms with slamming the blunt end of their spears into her back and legs. While everyone else was happily drinking and talking about the wedding, Nia spent her time standing straight, looking forward and holding her flowers. Often times she would have to stand like a statue as they laughed and poured wine on her. The only real relief was when Damon showed up. The kraken and her guards would swoon in his presence. The renegade mage had a silver tongue and a sensual touch, as he would whirl his way in, charming their tentacles into shuddering tendrils. The mage would walk over to Nia, taking her hand and guiding her to a seat with them. He would pour her a glass of wine and encourage her to drink with tentacle women. It was only then Theena would entertain her husband to be. The moment he left the room, a tentacle would snatch the glass from Nia’s hand and she would be ordered to stand at attention as they laughed. 
 
    Nia tried to not thinking about it as she walked. The castle and prison was not short on tortures. Sunara had spent nearly every other night bringing Nia to her room and inviting male and female monsters to help break the human mage in. The fire mage was often passed around or forced to please Sunara’s guests. When she resisted, the succubus would punish her with withholding her addictive juices or have the guests spit on her. The mere thought of being between Sunara’s legs caused a slight tremble in Nia’s body. The addiction was too much and she often found herself wanting to please just so she could bury her face between the demon’s thighs. Each session grew more pleasurable and that worried the fire mage. She knew if it continued then she would become a slave to Sunara, unable to function without her. Nia knew she had to do something and soon or she would forever remain a prisoner. 
 
    Thoughts of Trystan floated into her mind. Warmth filled her cheeks as she remembered his smile. Memories were all she had to keep her sane. When the male monsters would take her, she thought of her handsome friend. The image of how they last saw each other burned into her mind, Nia confessing her love for him. Now she held onto those words like a blanket, keeping her warm in a wintery storm of evil. 
 
    The mage turned a corner and slowly walked to her room. Sunara did not beckon her last night so Nia dreaded the evening. Looking to an open window, the sun set in the distance, casting an ember glow along the tops of buildings. When the red head reached her room, she clasped the door handle. The dread in her heart grew as Sunara sat on her bed, turning blank eyes to her. 
 
    “I hope you didn’t tire yourself out walking the castle? I have a special night in store for you.”  
 
    Nia sighed, “Please Sunara, can we not?” 
 
    The succubus’s mouth curved into a leer, “I wouldn’t be a good master if you keep denying me now would I? The simple fact that you are asking me not to indicates you need further training.”   
 
    “I…I didn’t mean…I…” The fire mage stammered. 
 
    Sunara stood up and crossed the little room in three steps. She put a hand to Nia’s cheek and gazed into her worried eyes, “One night it will all make sense to you. You will have your place at my feet. You will address me not by my name but by my title. It will be perfect and you will get to live out your whole life while the rest of the world is cleansed of humans.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be your pet. I don’t want to live if the rest of humanity is gone,” Nia said, eyes watering. 
 
    Sunara made a tut tut sound, “You won’t be the only human. The human students at the Shadow and Night colleges will be the chosen few to live out their lives to the end.” 
 
    Nia looked away with shadows covering her eyes, “I heard that discussion in the gardens. Some of the human shadow mages talked about it. How they are sterilized so they could not produce offspring. I can only assume the same will happen to me.” 
 
    The succubus smiled, “When the time is right, you will be one of the final groups of humans on Lurth. It is truly an honor to be the last of your species.” 
 
    Nia turned her dark eyes to the succubus, “I will die long before that, by your hand or mine.” 
 
    Sunara kept her gaze steady, “I think it is time for another lesson. Come with me and we will spend some time teaching you to heel.” 
 
    A burst of rage filled the fire mage and she had to speak her mind, “I thought you were misguided at first. Now I’m finally starting to see who you really are. You are a weak female. You have been kicked around so much that now you want to be the one kicking back. Why? Why do this? You do it because life was too hard for you and in your mind humans have it easy. All races had to claw their way from the cataclysm but you don’t see that. All you see are people standing in your way and you want some petty revenge on a people you don’t even fully understand,” Nia seethed. 
 
    Sunara walked past her pet and beckoned with a finger. 
 
    Nia continued, “I remember when you told me how hard you had it. How hard your people had it. How they prostituted themselves after your great first kingdom was destroyed. A scattered people with only the beds of strangers to call home. How many cocks did you take to stay alive? How much sperm did you and your family drink to stay fed? I know you can eat food to stay alive but to truly live your kind needs to drink and suck on the sex of others. You’re no better than leeches, the only difference between them and you….I respect them.” 
 
    The blue-haired succubus stopped beckoning with her finger. Moving her hand, she lifted her dress and ran her fingers over plump lips between her legs. When they came away wet, she let the dress drop and held out her hand slightly. Nia’s eyes riveted to her hand, the scent rising up like perfume mixed with unnatural attraction. Without realizing, she reached out to touch Sunara’s hand but the succubus pulled it away. 
 
    “Kneel,” Sunara commanded. 
 
    Nia’s hands tightened into fists. Biting her lip, she tried to tear her eyes away but the glistening wetness on her fingers sang like a harp, calling to her. The red head tried to resist but she found it impossible to take her eyes away. The succubus stayed, like a statue in an old cemetery, frozen and unmoving. Nia pulled at her collar. She wanted to rip the damn thing off and cast a flurry of fire spells at the smug demoness whom she once called friend. 
 
    “Kneel,” Sunara said with a hint of demonic power. 
 
    Nia’s fingers dug into her palm. Trembling, she fell to her knees, eyes on the wet fingers before her. Sunara smiled as the fire mage leaned forward and licked the delicate liquid from each finger in turn. When she was done, Nia stayed on her knees, disgust filling her like a bag of worms. 
 
    “Training will help temper that fiery spirit. Now on your feet, we have another party to attend.” 
 
    The succubus turned and started walking. Nia was on her feet and following, head hanging in shame. Terrible thoughts rushed into her mind as a calm bliss relaxed her shoulders. Moving her tongue around in her mouth, she savored the sweet taste of the succubus while mentally berating herself for being so weak. Minutes later, they stood in front of a thick door, no guard in sight. 
 
    “I thought you could use a girl’s night and a few females accepted the invitation. As the party goes on, we may have a few males drop by but for right now, its ladies night,” Sunara smiled and opened the door. 
 
    The succubus and her pet walked into the room. The door closed shut and Sunara locked it. Inside was the normal set up Nia has come to see with each of her lessons. Racks of toys, chains, whips and bondage gear hung from the walls. Couches and beds lined the room with pillows all over the thick carpet. The only difference this time were the three women sitting with drinks in their hands. All eyes turned to Sunara and her pet. Smiles appeared like predators before a kill. 
 
    Freya was first to stand, “I was wondering when the party would start?” 
 
    A woman with dark skin and dreadlocks laughed while an albino guzzled her drink down. Freya walked toward Nia, swirling her drink and eyeing the red head with venom in her smile. 
 
    Freya stepped close, looking Nia in the eyes, “Hello Nia. I see the men haven’t damaged you yet. The white eye looks good on you. It messes with that perfect face I hated for so long.” 
 
    “Hello Freya. You look fat,” Nia said with a cold dead stare. 
 
    The albino let out a drunken giggle before covering her mouth, shoulders shaking. Freya turned to her with a glare and the albino did everything she could to stop, failing miserably. 
 
    Freya turned her head back to Nia, “You are right Sunara; she does need to be broken in further,” Freya moved in closer and gazed into Nia’s eyes, “You have no idea how happy I am that we can play with you tonight.” 
 
    The dark-skinned woman stood up from the couch and walked to a wall, pulling a large dildo from a shelf. The albino was on her feet, shedding her clothes to reveal powder white skin and blood pink nipples. Freya stepped back as the two other woman moved in closer, eyes on the fire mage.  
 
    “Devva and Paula are going to have their first go with you while I explain a few things. Try to pay attention,” Freya said amused. 
 
    Hands took hold of Nia’s arms and dragged her forward. Shoving the red head to her knees, they took hold of her clothes and roughly pulled them off. Nia’s shirt was tossed aside with a flick of the wrist while toes helped pull down her pants from the waist. Nia finished removing the pants and they were kicked away. She was naked except for her collar. Nia stopped wearing underwear since every male seemed to pull them off, hurting and cutting her. Sunara stared silently as Devva and Paula sank to their knees, hands caressing and fondling the exposed pet. 
 
    Freya stood with eyes half closed and a smirk on her lips, “How much do you know about shadow magic? Don’t bother to answer because you will be wrong. Shadow magic is like an element onto itself. It can be shaped and molded into almost anything but it will always be black like the abyss. We can make armor, swords, anything we need for war……or love.” 
 
    Nia said nothing until a gasp escaped from her lips. Devva spent her time rubbing Nia’s pert nipples. She handed the dildo in her hand to the albino. Paula took the phallus with a crazy smile. Reaching down, she pressed the rubbery end against Nia’s opening, being sure to touch her sensitive spot. Nia’s hands clenched as she took control and grew silent again. Sunara shed her dress, running her own hand along her inner thigh and touching her own wet line. Smearing fingers across Nia’s lips, the fire mage’s eyes rolled into her head and let out a long deep moan. 
 
     Freya continued, “We can create something out of shadows and let our own mana connect and feel. That is how we can displace ourselves through the darkness. We feel everything in the shadow realm. Our college is the only college that has come close to teleportation. But I’m getting off track.” 
 
    The shadow mage took two steps toward Nia as she moaned in pleasure, “There are ways to feel more then what you are meant to feel. Let me show you.” 
 
    Freya made a few quick hand signals. Tiny shadows leaped from dark corners and swirled before the petite mage. Freya made another hand signal and whispered an arcane word. The shadows formed a blob and then elongated. Nia’s eyes rolled back into place, breathing heavy as hands caressed her flesh and hard rubber pushed against her clit. The black elongated blob moved toward Freya who began shedding her skirt and top. Standing naked, the blob connected against her shaven mound.  
 
    Nia watched with intensity as something crawled into her white eye. It was an itch at first, alien and strange. The more Nia stared, the more her injured eye seemed to blink to life. Odd sensations welled up as she noticed the strange new images entering her blind eye.  
 
     Lines of mana stretched out to connect from the thick blob to Freya’s nerve endings. The shadow mage let out a shudder as the blob connected and fused with her body and spirit. Energy spun into knots and the blob turned into a hanging pitch-black cock. Nia stared not because of what it turned into but because she could see more than she ever could before. Colored auras surrounded Freya with moving and shifting light.  
 
    The fire mage turned her head from side to side, her blind eye taking in new information. The women to either side of her had glowing aura’s shifting in color and sizes. The more they fondled Nia, the brighter their auras grew. The fire mage looked deeper and she could see holes in each aura. The holes would appear and disappear from place to place but the mage could tell their mana didn’t surround them, not completely. 
 
    Freya stepped closer, black cock bobbing between her legs and her breasts moving, bouncing to each step, “I was saving something like this for Trystan but since he is not here yet, I’m willing to try it out on you.” 
 
    Nia heaved with her mouth open, staring at the mana swirling and covering every living person in the room. Lost to the images pouring into her white eye, she didn’t move as Freya put her hand on her head and pressed the end of her cock into Nia’s mouth. The fire mage tried to push it out with her tongue but Freya pushed harder, inches sinking in. Sunara smeared her wetness along the black smooth shaft. Nia switched from fighting to sucking. She could not stop herself as thick inches slid in and out. Freya’s own breath quickened as new sensations flooded her own nerves. Shadow mage and fire mage locked in a maelstrom of new vibrations. 
 
    “This feels so gooooood…,” Freya breathed and shuddered. 
 
    “I want to try,” Devva whined as she made hand signals and spoke an arcane word.  
 
    Shadows leaped to her brown thighs and a black cock emerged and connected. Paula was on her feet, mimicking the hand signals and smiling as a black cock formed between her white thighs. Each woman took hold of their own members and stroked them. 
 
    “It’s feels like it’s connected to my clit. I can’t stop stroking it,” The albino said in a sultry tone. 
 
    “We should have done this sooner,” Devva said as she bit her lip. 
 
    Freya looked to Sunara who stood watching, “You should join us.” 
 
    The succubus smiled, “I will. I just want to watch for now.” 
 
    Freya looked down over her own pointed nipples to Nia’s face as she sucked on her magical cock, “You are my bitch tonight.”  
 
    Nia moaned as the thick cock slid in and out of her tight mouth. The fire mage could not stop herself as Sunara’s juices whipped her into frenzy. Eyes open, she stared with astonishment at the swirling colors and mana lines connecting the universe together. Paula was stroking her cock faster and faster. Breasts bouncing to her own movements and eyes closing shut, she let out a deep groan. The end of her cock spat out globs of wet darkness. They splashed against Nia’s neck and streamed down over her ample breasts. 
 
    “I….I think I just came!” the albino said with wide eyes, continuing to stroke her cock. 
 
    “I always knew if you were a man you wouldn’t have any stamina,” Devva smiled. 
 
    Freya gazed at Nia on her knees, sucking her cock as though she was thirsty and the only water she could get was from Freya’s magical member. Grabbing a fistful of hair, Freya pulled Nia’s hungry mouth from her cock. Roughly, she threw the red head to the floor. Nia hit the floor, eyes dizzy and confused. Freya stalked over and fell to her knees. She took hold of her magical cock in one hand and tried to grab Nia’s hair with the other. Nia knocked Freya’s hand away and clumsily took the black cock into her mouth, inches sinking in until the head touched the back of her throat. Nia gagged but could not stop bobbing her head, trying to accommodate the dark cock. 
 
    “All the guys talk how tight she is. I want to feel it,” Devva said as she moved to her knees behind Nia. 
 
    A hand took hold of Nia’s hip while another guided to the red head’s wet valley. Pressing the head to her quivering lips, Devva pushed her thick member into Nia’s thin line. Pleasure caused a muffled moan from the fire mage as she was double penetrated. Nerves curled as magical cocks pushed in and out. Nia could feel her inner walls stretch to hold Devva’s member in. 
 
    Freya cupped her own breasts, fingers rubbing pointed nipples. Eyes closed, she moved her hips, ecstasy flooding her body, “That’s a good bitch. Suck my cock you fucking whore. This will teach you to steal my man.” 
 
    “I think I’m going to come again,” Paula groaned as she stroked her cock faster and faster.  
 
    Groaning again, black mana come spurted onto Nia’s back. The red headed pet rocked her body back and forth, warm magical come dripping down her sides. Nia couldn’t think as her entire body became sensitive. Nerves curled tightly until they were bursting. The young woman let out a long-muffled moan as her own orgasm caused her body to shudder.  
 
    Sunara took a seat on a couch, her dress off and fingers massaging herself. Watching the spectacle stirred her desires and she was indeed enjoying the show. On and on it went until Devva clutched Nia’s waist. Eyes rolling back into her head, her magical cock thickened and molten black come spurted into Nia’s tight valley.  
 
    The fire mage tried to swim back to the surface of her mind but she was dragged under, reality slipping away. Freya stared down as Nia hungrily sucked on her cock. Devva’s cock slipped out and the albino shoved her aside. 
 
    “I want to try!” Paula laughed as she took hold of her cock and pushed into Nia’s dripping slit. 
 
    Freya looked down, feeling Nia’s tongue press along the shaft while her lips were tight close to the base, “We are going to be close friends from now on but first I have to help with your training,” Freya leered. 
 
    Nia could feel another orgasm pressing, fighting to break the surface of her being. Paula rammed her thick cock into Nia over and over. The fire mage’s body trembled with each slap against her bottom. The albino raked her fingernails across Nia’s back and she cried out in pain. Freya watched with amused eyes as Nia’s mouth sucked down to the hilt of her magical cock. The bliss roared from deep within. Nia’s cheeks and chest glowed red as another orgasm exploded. Freya raised a hand next to Nia’s face and snapped her fingers. 
 
    The sudden ping of sound caused Nia’s eyes to widen. Paula continued her relentless assault, her cock snug in Nia’s tight hole. The fire mage could not believe her body reacting to a dull vibrating song threatening to send her over the edge again. Freya watched with intensity as Nia moaned louder, another orgasm bursting through her. The shadow mage put her fingers to Nia’s ear and snapped them again. A second later, her cock bulged. 
 
    Nia’s mouth clamped over Freya’s black cock, a muffled scream barely heard through the room. Molten black globs of come spurted down Nia’s throat. She drank it down but more pumped along the cock and to the back of her throat. The amount was obscene as mana come filled her mouth and dripped down from the corners of her lips. 
 
    “It’s going to be a long night. I bet we have you trained by the morning.” Freya cackled as she kept the cock hard and pushing deep into Nia’s already full mouth. 
 
    A raging fire bloomed from within Nia’s heart as pleasure soothed her. The world had taken on shades of paradise as the fire mage and shadow mages moaned on, hope shined deep in her heart as she committed to teaching this foul shadow mage a lesson with the first possible chance. Brow forming into a hard V, she stared at Freya’s shifting aura as another orgasm bloomed and fingers snapped by her ear. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Nine 
 
    The living room was packed with bodies. Chairs were brought in from the dining room and kitchen. Those who did not have a chair sat on the floor as Trystan and Professor Hart stood. Gwen and Bella had come down the stairs. They brought with them sheets of paper with intricate drawings. Placing them on the coffee table, the group of companions went over every drawing with a fine toothed comb. They had been at it for hours and the weariness showed in their sagging eyes. 
 
    “We should go over the plan again,” Trystan said while rubbing his own eyes. 
 
    The companions gave an exhausted nod. The orc Shyla twirled one of her pigtails as she eyed the mage. Gwen looked like she was on the verge of passing out. Jenny was slumped in the couch, eyes barely open. Reeko clutched a bottle of wine to his chest in his chair. Bella’s body was literally sagging. Lori sat with dark circles under her eyes. Captain Sord leaned against a wall, hand to chin as if in deep thought. Even the normally bright Professor Hart was a bit wilted. Aznara sat on the floor with her legs crossed, bright eyed and smiling. 
 
    Lori let out a yawn before she spoke, “I have brought enough ingredients to make shape shifting potions for everyone here to become orcs. First thing in the morning, I’m going to brew the potions so we have enough for the journey to Fallen York. I must remind everyone that the potion immediately wears off if you use any spells, but your familiars will be fine if they appear. This is important because we will only have a limited supply of potions.” 
 
    Aznara eyed the druid, “I still don’t understand why we need to be orcs? We could be demons or any other creature. They are accepting all monsters into the city.” 
 
    Captain Sord stood up from the wall, “That is where we come in. Fallen York has a sizeable orc population. I know many of the warriors in the city. When we show up, it will be more convincing why we are there when I bring a group of orcs and my daughter through the gate. They will be suspicious without the family bonds. Shyla is fully grown and a capable warrior. She will be an asset.” 
 
    The female orc smiled, “Someone needs to keep an eye on all of you.” 
 
    Sord’s eyes looked to his daughter with fatherly love, “We will all look out for each other. Try not to be too much like your mother.” 
 
    “You mean strong and independent. I can’t make that promise,” Shyla smirked. 
 
    “I mean crazy,” Sord sighed. 
 
    “I can’t keep that promise either,” The orc grinned. 
 
    Trystan gave a polite smile, “Once we are in the city, we will need to set up lodgings. One of our informants will reach out to us when they have a better idea where Nia and Sunara are in Castle Spire.” 
 
    Bella nodded, “Several slimes are trying to pinpoint their rooms while a few others are attempting to explore under the city.” 
 
    Professor Hart stepped forward, “This is the tricky part of the plan. Make no mistake; we have to be fully on our toes and watching our every step. I brought with me chaos potions, one for each of us. Once the seal is broken, each potion will create an illusion of several robed figures. The illusions will run off and attempt to hide or get away. They cannot hurt anyone and will disappear once any damage is inflicted on them.” 
 
    Shyla tilted her head, “Why is called a chaos potion?” 
 
    Professor Hart nodded, “The illusions will make fancy firework spells as they run. The fireworks do no damage. They will do other things that will make themselves noticeable like knocking on doors, windows and running from groups. Their whole purpose is to give off the impression of attack and misdirection. They are not very good at hiding but how they behave will compel the guards to chase them. These potions were used hundreds of years ago at the Battle of Bellun when marauders attacked the town. Invented by Christopher Invict, a young mage, he confused the invaders long enough for the town’s people to regroup and press them back over their walls.” 
 
    Reeko put the wine bottle down and looked up with bleary eyes, “That is where my team comes in. Aznara, Shyla, Sord and I will spread out into the city and when the signal is sent, we will use the chaos potions.” 
 
    Gwen looked to Trystan and smiled, “I will tether myself to Trystan’s mind. When they have Nia and Sunara, I will send up a mana burst. After that, Lori and I will head for the tunnels.” 
 
    Professor Hart knelt down and ran a finger along the drawn map, “Trystan and I, with our familiars, will enter the main keep and rescue Nia and Sunara. With Trystan tethered to Gwen and our familiars, we should be a small, but strong enough force to get them out of the castle and to our escape route.” 
 
     “I don’t understand why I have escape tunnel duty. I should be on the rescue team. You will need every bit of mana in case there is trouble,” Jenny huffed. 
 
    “You have enough mana strength to get the team out in one piece. Trystan and I will be using everything we have to move Nia and keep Sunara contained,” Professor Hart said with understanding eyes. 
 
    Lori turned her attention to Gwen, “Can you mentally tether to everyone so we can all speak to each other?” 
 
    Gwen shook her head slightly, “The spirit tether only works with two people who have a deep connection. If I tried to connect to even one more person, I could lose the connection completely.” 
 
    Professor Hart continued, “Once the chaos potions are in effect and our friend’s rescued, we make our way to the rendezvous point here, close to the west wall. Once the slimes get us a map of the tunnels, we use those tunnels to escape. Jenny, Reeko and I will use our earth spells to push away any obstacles. Once we are beyond the city, we cannot rest. The entire city will be scouring the countryside looking for us. The Shadow College is in between us and freedom.” 
 
    Sord nodded his head, “I know a small orc village to the west. We can use it only for our escape and stay one night. There could be spies so we will avoid the village going to Fallen York but we will have a better chance once we make our way back.” 
 
    “How can we be sure no one will turn us in?” Trystan asked. 
 
    Sord eyed the mage and smirked, “I know the captain of the guard. I trained him when he was young. He can be trusted.” 
 
    Professor Hart looked to the group and shadows covered his eyes, “It is a good plan but let us be clear going forward. We are only there to rescue Nia and Sunara. We are not there to start a war. This quest must be a zero-casualty mission for us and any para-humans we come across.” 
 
    “They won’t show us the same kindness,” Aznara sneered. 
 
    “True but I have to agree with Professor Hart. If we go in and kill anyone, even in self-defense, we will only be driving the point in further that we are the enemy. We rescue them and get out,” Trystan said calm strength in his eyes. 
 
    Most of the group nodded except for Aznara and Reeko. 
 
    Reeko spoke next, “What if they capture us? I have talked with my family’s connections. If one of us is captured, they will not be kind. The propaganda is everywhere. Even sympathizers will be executed.” 
 
    The room took a gloomy vibe as everyone mulled over Reeko’s words.  
 
    “We have to make sure no one is caught,” Sord smiled and continued, “There are already sympathizers in the city. Damon Wick announced that the Night College will have mandatory classes on Draygon’s teachings. Many who have been looking forward to learning magic have turned uneasy with this new information. The Dead Sea God requires your soul for service and many monsters are unwilling to pay that price.” 
 
    Lori looked to the orc, “We may have more friends than we think inside?” 
 
    Sord nodded, “There are possibilities if one or more of us are captured but I’m sure we rather not take it that far.” 
 
    “Let’s not get to that point. Besides, I have trained many of you and you all have shown improvement. Let’s stick to the plan and we should get out of this unharmed.” Professor Hart said in an even tone. 
 
    Trystan thought to the black book in his backpack, mulling over his bargaining chip. Shadowy tendrils caressed the inner recesses of his mind. Light urges pushed at him to walk upstairs and open its pages. 
 
    Professor Hart’s shoulders sagged a little, “It has been a long evening. We will depart in two days. In the meantime, I still have some training to impart and we will go over the plan again tomorrow.” 
 
    Aznara raised a clawed hand, “What about college? It starts in a few days. If we don’t show up, someone may notice.” 
 
    Professor Hart gave a weak smile, “I spoke with the Headmaster and Headmistress. We are on a research quest to find some magical artifacts. Unsure how long it will take before we return.” 
 
    “Did they believe you?” Trystan asked with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    Professor Hart let out a tired laugh, “They didn’t ask any further questions. They simply wished me and my students good luck and to return safely.”   
 
    The room grew quiet, minds processing the task before them. 
 
    “Everyone, get some rest. We will need all of our strength for the road ahead. Trystan, stay behind. I need to speak with you,” Professor Hart said and turned to the kitchen. 
 
    Trystan followed the professor as they walked to the back-screen door, opened it and stepped out into the dark backyard. With only the lights from the house illuminating the yard, strange shadows moved with each small breeze. The professor walked until they were far away enough from the house to be out of earshot. 
 
    The professor turned to the young mage and gave a fatherly smile, “I feel the plan is a good one but a good mage always has an ace up their sleeve. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    Trystan nodded as his mind went back to the black book. 
 
    Professor Hart was silent for a moment before he spoke, “Do you remember the slime attack?” 
 
    “I could never forget it, Professor.” 
 
    “Do you remember when I mana merged with Lana?” 
 
    Trystan’s mind floated back to the very day of the slime attack. Professor Hart and his familiar fused their bodies to become one entity. The young mage remembered seeing their mana lines converge to become a powerful creature, a mixture of master and familiar.   
 
    Hart continued, “When a mage and their familiar share the same vibration, they can merge their bodies into a new body called a chimera. There are actual chimeras on Lurth but the name is used for the merging of master and familiar. Not many mages can achieve this form because they have difficulty understanding the vibrations and mana chakra lines. Your training with Gwen to focus your mana has improved by leaps and bounds. When you connected with Bella during the battle, it showed you understand what it means to fuse your being with another. I have thought long and hard about this….” 
 
    Professor Hart became silent, eyes moving to thoughts as if he was crossing a line he wasn’t sure he was ready to cross, “I wish to teach you how to achieve your chimera form with Sylk.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyes widened, “Professor, I would welcome such knowledge. I saw how you used it to slow down the giant slime Belle. If I can be a further asset on the quest then we should take advantage of it.” 
 
    Professor Hart’s expression turned grim, “I believe so too but there are a few things you must understand first. Becoming a chimera combines everything about you with your familiar. Since you are young, you may only be able to hold your chimera form for roughly a minute. It will last longer as you become more experienced but there is something else you must always keep in your mind when you take this form.” 
 
    “What is that, Professor?” 
 
    “The chimera form is seductive in its power. You will not wish to separate if you merge too many times. The longer you are merged, the less control you will have. If you stay in your chimera form, you both will become mad and a danger to yourselves and others. Eventually you both will burn out from the power and seek to drain it from any living thing, whether it is friend or foe. Do you understand? This power can save or destroy. I feel your kind heart will use it as a force of good.” 
 
    Trystan looked to the professor, mind filling with questions, “Why Sylk? Can I use it with Kira or any other familiar?” 
 
    Professor Hart’s lips curved into a small smile, “We all see the love you and the siren have for each other. That bond will ensure you two can merge. Perhaps in the future you may be able to achieve chimera with Kira but for now, let’s focus on you and Sylk.” 
 
    Trystan bowed his head, “I am honored, Professor. I won’t let you down.” 
 
    Hart nodded, “I know good mage. Get some sleep and we will begin your training tomorrow.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ten 
 
    Gwen and Lori stirred several smoking cauldrons in the kitchen. The ink witch and druid mixed ingredients and watched the clock. They were hard at work as everyone else stood at the bay windows, noses practically pressed against the glass, watching with wide eyes. 
 
    In the backyard, Professor Hart stood facing Trystan and Sylk. The mage and siren made hand signals and whispered arcane words. Trystan made a hand signal too quickly and the audible fizzle filled the air. Professor Hart mouthed the words “Try again” and the mage and siren resumed their stance and began the process all over. 
 
    “They have been at it for hours. What are they doing?” The female orc asked as her eyes wandered to Trystan’s hands. 
 
    “Special training, I think. I’m not sure,” Reeko shook his head, green ears bobbing. 
 
    Jenny let out an annoyed sigh, “Professor Hart is training Trystan to achieve a chimera form. It is a rare form of magic that allows you to merge with your familiar.” 
 
    “Why isn’t he teaching all of us?” Aznara whispered, “We saw how powerful it made Professor Hart. We could storm Fallen York and put an end to war before it starts.” 
 
    Jenny watched Professor Hart and Trystan, eyes half closed, “Not anyone can do it. The best key I can come up with is you need to have a special connection to your familiar. Even I have tried and haven’t been successful at it. It’s not just knowing the ritual and words. You have to have a deeper understanding of mana. The professor might think Trystan has this understanding and is trying to see if it works.”   
 
    “Seems unfair, Vossa and I are a great team. We should be out there learning with him.” 
 
    Gwen turned her head to the group as they gawked, “I think you all have been looking long enough. Come here and help with the potions. We will need all of them finished by tonight.” 
 
    The group all turned and spread out into the kitchen, helping the witch and the druid with the stirring of cauldrons and preparing the potion bottles. The orc Shyla stayed at the window, black eyes on the young mage as he performed the motions again. 
 
    Another fizzle filled the air. Trystan let his arms drop and huffed his frustration. Sylk let out her own tired sigh. The sun shined high in the sky, shafts of light filtering through the trees. 
 
    Professor Hart looked to them, “I would say let’s take a break but I already know what you’re going to say.” 
 
    “Sorry Professor,” Trystan said simply. 
 
     Professor Hart smiled, “The good news is you both have the ritual and spell words memorized. The not so terrible news is that you two need to sync your emotions a little better. I can tell Sylk is worried about you and I can see you are trying too hard.” 
 
    Trystan and Sylk nodded silently.  
 
    The good professor continued, “We have a number of days to reach Fallen York. In that time, spend a part of your day practicing. I would also suggest you two spend a little more time being intimate. It will help.” 
 
    “If we achieve chimera form, it will dispel the orc potion,” Trystan reminded the Professor. 
 
    “Glad you are taking that into account. A simple solution is to perform the ritual but do not invoke the last word. When and if the time comes, you will have practiced enough so when you need to, you both will be ready.” 
 
    The mage and siren nodded again. 
 
    “Now, let’s take it from the top.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The day turned into a blur. Everyone involved prepared supplies, practiced spells and went over strategies. When the companions sat for meals, they spoke endlessly about possible outcomes and brainstormed on dealing with shadow mages. Trystan and Sylk came in only for meals, their arms hanging from their shoulders and legs shaky from performing the ritual repeatedly. Silently they would eat while everyone talked and glanced at them with concern. Once they finished eating, they would leave and continue their practice. 
 
    Night fell over the land and the companions finished their preparation assignments for the day. Trystan walked back into the house, Sylk already curled up on his right arm. Walking into the living room, Gwen and Bella stood at the front door. The purple slime had a sadness in her eyes even though she smiled when she saw Trystan. 
 
    “Bella?” Trystan asked with a weary tone. 
 
    “Trystan, I am returning to the queen.”  
 
    “I thought you were coming with us?”  
 
    Bella shook her head, hands clasping together before her, “The queen has asked me to return. She does not wish to risk having a royal slime in Fallen York. It may send the wrong message if your rescue quest should run into trouble.” 
 
    Trystan walked over and hugged the purple slime close. Bella’s eyes watered and she hugged the mage. Gwen watched, her heart feeling the sad pull from each of them. 
 
    “When will we see you again?” Trystan asked as he pulled away keeping his hands on her waist. 
 
    “Someday soon,” The purple slime pulled away completely, “The slimes in Fallen York will assist any way they can. Some have already investigated the tunnels under the city. Gwen and I worked together to have it drawn out for your quest. It should help for your escape.” 
 
    “When this is all over…….” Trystan trailed off. 
 
    Bella reached up and touched his cheek, “We will see each other again. Maybe you can visit the slime caverns. I’m sure you will be an honored guest.” 
 
    Trystan smiled, “I would like that.” 
 
    Bella pulled away, “Safe journey dear Trystan and Gwen, I look forward to seeing you both again.” 
 
    The purple slime turned to the door and walked out on transparent legs. The mage and ink witch watched as Bella continued to walk the path away from the house. The slime melted into the dark night and she was gone. 
 
    Gwen closed the door. Trystan put an arm around her shoulder. Taking hold of his waist, the witch helped the weary mage to the stairs and up to the second floor. Inside their room, Gwen eased the mage onto their bed. Mist rolled off Trystan’s chest, forming into Kira. The dragon woman stood silently, eyes to Gwen and filled with sadness. 
 
    “May I help undress him?” Kira asked Gwen. 
 
    Trystan looked up confused.  
 
    “Since we have been here I have spent no time with you master. I don’t wish to be rude and intrude on your time with Gwen. I simply want to help and I will return to your chest,” Kira said, her voice dripping with sadness.  
 
    Trystan had never seen Kira so sad before. She seemed like she was fighting back tears and it was enough to cause concern but not enough to address at this moment. An ache throbbed from tired muscles. 
 
    Gwen gave a kind smile, “I don’t see why not.” 
 
    Kira’s mouth curved into a sad smile. Black scaled hands reached down and undid Trystan’s clothes. Gwen shed her own clothes until she was naked. Kira finished undressing her master and placed his clothes on a nearby chair. Trystan could barely keep his eyes open as Gwen slipped into bed and pressed her nude body against his.   
 
    Kira stared lovingly at her master as she turned to mist and flowed back onto his skin. Gwen pressed her hands against the mage. A glowing light appeared under the blankets as the witch soothed the mage’s exhausted muscles. The healing energy comforted the mage as he fell fast asleep to Gwen’s loving touch. 
 
    Creepy tendrils snaked up from dark places. Trystan smiled as things slithered and coiled around his body. The monsters in his mind walked out of the shadows with grins and open arms. The mage felt the tentacles around him shift and pulse. Looking around, the mage watched as the black and green tentacles formed a throne underneath him. Monsters bent a knee as more appeared from the darkness behind them. The mage’s mouth turned into a mad grin as tentacles rose up into the air, forming walls and furniture. They changed colors but the foul vibrations they gave off sickened and delighted the mage. 
 
    In the newly formed throne room, undead walked in single file. Monsters moved aside as the line of undead stopped in front of the tentacle throne. On command, the undead soldiers stepped aside to form two lines. From the entrance, an undead corpse in a mage robe walked with a black book in his hands.  
 
    Trystan beckoned the undead servant closer, fingers wanting to touch the cursed tome. Stepping to the throne, the servant knelt down and presented the book, head bowed. Trystan greedily took it, opening the tome and reading the pages. Knowledge inserted into his mind, rooting to his soul. With each page, new and wonderful terrors dug deeper. Trystan’s eyes widened in madness and he giggled to himself. The universe opened before him and there was nothing he could not do. A voice cried out in the distance. The mage now turned king ignored it. The voice cried out again but Trystan’s eyes locked onto the pages, consuming every bit of information he could. White light touched his spirit and the world erupted into shards of reality. 
 
      The mage blinked, realizing he was not lying down. Eyes turning, Gwen held him, her hands glowing with golden energy at his arms. In his hand was the Libro Nocte. Trystan nearly balked but did not let go of the black book. Gwen’s eyes held fear mixed with horror. She shook the mage, trying to wake him from his trance. 
 
    “Let go of it! Let go!” The witch pleaded with heated words. 
 
    Trystan’s first instinct was to drop the book but his hand did not respond. Fear rising up and clouding his thoughts, he could not understand why he couldn’t let go. Gwen took hold of his wrist and shook it, pleading over and over again. The mage wanted to say something. He wanted to comfort her but no words formed. An icky sliver of darkness coiled in his mind like a snake ready to strike. 
 
    “Trystan!” Gwen said as she reared back a hand and slapped him across the face. 
 
    The shock blasted away the darkness. Trystan let go and the book fell to the floor.  
 
    Gwen pulled Trystan close, eyes wet, “You weren’t there. Your body sat up and you walked over to your pack. I tried to stop you as you reached in and pulled out the book.” 
 
    Trystan hugged the witch, “I was dreaming. I was dreaming until you woke me.” 
 
    Gwen tore away from Trystan’s arms. Making hand signals and speaking arcane words, reality shifted over the black book. With one final word, the book disappeared. 
 
    “I was afraid this would happen. I sent the book away. Only I know where it is and it will stay there until it moves on,” Gwen sobbed. 
 
    The mage stood silently as tears ran down the witch’s cheeks. Gwen threw her arms around Trystan’s neck and sobbed into his chest, her body trembling. 
 
    “I knew it would tempt you. I knew it would try to worm its way into your mind. I believed we could use it to help Nia and Sunara but I was being foolish. The book destroyed Damon and I will not let it take you away from me!” 
 
      Trystan curled his arms around Gwen, leaning his head close to hers, “I…I didn’t know it could do that. I didn’t know it would…..” 
 
    Gwen looked up, as did Trystan. Their eyes met with sadness welling up between them. 
 
    “Promise me, if you see that book again you will tell me. Promise me,” Gwen said as she stared into her lover’s eyes. 
 
    Trystan stared into her worried eyes and nodded, “I will tell you. I thought we could use it but now, I’m not so sure.” 
 
    Gwen pressed her face into his chest again, “We will save our friends without the book. I have faith in us.” 
 
    Trystan ran his fingers through her hair while looking away, “I have faith in us too,” The mage whispered as his mind conjured up images of the black book, a deep dark yearning clawing at his spirit while Gwen held him close. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eleven 
 
    The green haired druid handed a potion vial to each outstretched hand. Fingers curled around each vial and held it close. The morning was bright as the companions stood in front of Gwen’s home away from home. The sky was clear and birds chirped in the background, happy a new day had come. 
 
    Standing in a circle, fingers opened the tops of the vials but did not drink yet. Horses stood off about twenty feet away, shuffling with packs tied to saddles. Two orcs held the reins and watched as the mages made their final preparation before they started their journey into darkness. 
 
    “I have a few spare potions but not enough for everyone,” Lori said as she held her own potion, “No spells unless you are ready to stop the potion’s effects. Everything about you will change to that of an orc. You may even think like one but do not worry, it is all part of the shifter potion. The moment you cast one spell, you will have a few moments of your body changing back so be aware of that.” 
 
    Trystan took a step forward, “I know we are going into the center of the maelstrom. I couldn’t ask for a finer group of friends for this dangerous quest. Let’s start our journey and get our friends back home.”  
 
    Trystan put the vial to his mouth and drank. The rest of the group held up their vials and drank down their potions. When every last drop disappeared down their throats, Lori reached out and took each vial in turn. At first nothing happened. Trystan knew from experience with potions that you often had to wait a moment before it kicked in. A second later his stomach twisted. 
 
    Lori collected the vials and put them away in her pack when she turned. The druid smiled as she watched her potions take effect. Bodies heaved and skin vibrated. Trystan stumbled forward but remained standing as muscles bulged and skin took on an earthy green color. Teeth shifted and tusks rose up from his bottom jaw, protruding slightly from behind his bottom lip. The mage turned to see the same happening to his friends. Bodies contorted and twisted as cells changed and moved to a new design. The agony was all-consuming until the pain simply vanished. 
 
    Eyes turned to each other, astonished. Where a group of para-human’s once stood, now stood a war party of orcs. Trystan turned to the one orc with a witch’s hat on. The female orc looked to the mage and grinned. Even in her orc form, Gwen’s body retained her sensual curves and more than ample chest. Her hair remained black against green skin and black eyes. Taking her hat off, she walked up to Trystan and ran a clawed finger along his jaw. 
 
    “Pretty handsome my orc lover,” The orc witch smiled. 
 
    Trystan stood awkwardly and turned his eyes to the rest of his companions. Aznara was squeezing Jenny’s now oversized green breasts. The blonde orc had her arms crossed underneath her breasts and a vein throbbing along her forehead. 
 
    “I thought your breasts would change but they are still big,” Aznara said while continuing to squeeze them. 
 
    “Stop it or I’m going to use my new bigger fists to beat you into the ground,” Jenny hissed. 
 
    Aznara stopped squeezing and pulled away, not before her tail whipped around and caressed a large green breast. Trystan stared as the demon orc with the red Mohawk took off with Jenny raising her fists and taking chase. Reeko stood looking at himself, disappointment furling his brow. 
 
    “I thought the potion would make me taller,” The goblin turned orc sighed. 
 
    Lori walked over, her hair a light green while her body moved with sensual grace, “It changes appearance but not size. Your muscles are bigger,” The druid said while trying to sound upbeat. 
 
    Reeko let out another sigh, “Great. I’m still short but with bigger muscles. Can I look any more like a raspberry?”  
 
    Lori laughed and touched his shoulder before moving on. Professor Hart looked at his hands, a grin plastered across his big mouth. The professor had the most profound change out of all of them. His body was a hulking forest green. Long braids with black and white hair hung down over his shoulders. Trystan stared as he pictured the good professor ripping trees out of the ground and using them as clubs. 
 
    “A good looking group, maybe I can talk you all into staying in those new bodies,” Sord laughed. 
 
    The group of orcs turned to each other and smiled. Aznara leaped into her saddle and took the reins, “Are we doing this?” 
 
    Green heads nodded and everyone moved to their horses. When Trystan saddled up, Shyla walked to him, eyes drinking in his new body. 
 
    “As we travel, I will be giving you some private lessons on how to be a real orc,” Shyla said directly to the young mage. 
 
    Trystan’s eyebrow raised but before he could say anything, the orc strode off to her horse. Gwen’s horse clopped over next to Trystan’s and the shapely female orc smirked. 
 
    “You are going to have trouble with that one. When orc females set their sights on a male, they never give up until they have them,” Gwen whispered. 
 
    Trystan’s thick brow widened, “I don’t want to give off the wrong impression.” 
 
    Gwen nodded and smiled, “I think it’s too late. Orcs only respect bonds of marriage. Until you’re married, in her society, she has free reign to try and court you.” 
 
    “What should I do?” Trystan’s orc face huffed. 
 
    Gwen made a clicking sound and snapped the reins. Her horse trotted forward alongside Jenny’s horse. Trystan gazed with big eyes, a small smirk appearing in the corner of his mouth. With a flick of the reins, his horse galloped forward. Big green hand up, he smacked Gwen on the ass as he rode past her. The witch orc looked to him and smiled as Trystan took the lead. 
 
    Trystan reared back on his horse, causing the horse to stand on its two back legs and kicking out its front legs.  
 
    “Let’s save our friends!” Trystan shouted. 
 
    With his horse down, the mage galloped forward along the path while the rest of the group trotted along.  
 
    Aznara moved her horse along Reeko’s, “Why did he do that? We know where we are going?” 
 
    The stocky orc simply shook his head, “I don’t know. He still confuses me sometimes. Just nod and smile.” 
 
    Aznara let out a laugh as they trotted along. The house behind them grew smaller. When they were far enough, the house shimmered and faded from view while the forest sang on in the morning’s glory. 
 
    *** 
 
    The day wore on as the band of orcs followed dirt roads to the East. Captain Sord took point, leading the group of orcs through the forest. With the enthusiasm from the beginning of the journey all but gone, the orcs looked out in all directions as they marched single file through the wilderness. They had pushed the horses into hard riding for several hours and now they searched for a stream so their steeds could cool off with a drink. The horses continued the slow march, salvia dripping from their mouths and a soapy lather foaming along their necks from over excretion. 
 
    Gwen patted her horse as they rode. She wanted to heal the tired creature but knew if she did then she would shift back to her human form. Instead, she whispered encouraging words and the horse bobbed its head as if it understood. 
 
    Aznara stared at nothing, body swaying to the movements of her steed. Jenny and Lori kept their gazes on the forest, watching for any hint of movement. The librarian and druid knew all too well the dangers of traveling in the open wilderness and didn’t let their guard down. Reeko dug into his pack and pulled out a flask, twisting the top, he put it to his lips and drank down a few gulps.  
 
    Trystan rode alongside the stocky orc, “Water?” 
 
    Reeko kept his gaze forward, “White wine,” The orc said and held it to the mage. 
 
    Trystan took the flask and drank down a few gulps before handing it back.  
 
    Shyla rode behind her father, black eyes scanning the road ahead and to the right and left of her. The forest was quiet with the occasional caw breaking the silence. Time slowed as the group continued on their journey. In the distance was a faint wash of sound like white noise. Sord flicked his reins and galloped forward. The rest of the group followed. After a few minutes, they came across a large flowing river. 
 
    “We will walk the horses across and let them drink their fill. Then we will move further into the forest. By nightfall we will set up camp,” Sord said as he dismounted. 
 
    The group dismounted. The river flowed as Sord stepped into the rushing water. It was about knee deep as he led his horse across. Single file, everyone followed one by one. When across, the horses lined up against the river and began to drink. The group mulled around. Reeko took another swig from his flask and handed it to Aznara. The red-haired orc took several gulps before handing it back. Hart spoke with Sord and pointed in the direction they were travelling. Shyla stared at the river, eyes scanning the water. 
 
    Trystan looked to the orc in pigtails as she turned from the water and stepped to her horse. She opened her pack and pulled out a short rounded mace and then another one. Holding one in each hand, she walked to the river once more and stood like a statue. 
 
    Sord glanced at his daughter and turned his attention to Professor Hart, his own hand on his short spear across his back, “I brought weapons. We should arm the group before we continue.” 
 
    “I thought we were travelling as a peaceful band,” Professor Hart said with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “We can discard the weapons when we get to the city but for now we must….” The orc stopped short when a mighty crash thundered under their feet.  
 
    Eyes turned and horses bolted. Water from the river surged upward as something large and thin reared up. Trystan turned just to see his horse come at him. Diving to the side, his face slammed into the mud as his horse cried out and galloped away. Sitting up and clearing the mud away, water spray washed over him as the thing launched forward and struck a horse. Fangs buried deep as a scaly serpent twisted its body. The serpent was the size of three horses’ single file. Eyes stared with gruesome power as it sank its fangs deep into the horses hide. The steed cried out as blood began pouring from the wounds, kicking out as it was slowly dragged toward the water. 
 
    Trystan made a hand signal and stopped himself. If he cast any spell he would shift back to human. Unable to sit and watch, the orc was on his feet and barreling forward toward the serpent beast. Before his shoulder made contact, a shadow loomed over him. The young orc hit the serpent and the creature growled its annoyance. Stepping back, Trystan watched Shyla soar over him with maces in each hand. Legs curled around the creature, clamping onto the creature’s serpent body. Maces rained down as the orc struck with brutal precision.  
 
    The serpent kept its mouth clamped onto the shrieking horse. A tail swiftly rose up from the water and coiled around Shyla’s waist. The orc entwined her powerful legs as the serpent tried to pull her off. Trystan stood helplessly as the orc continued with blow after blow. One strike hit the serpent hard enough for it to let go. Turning its head, it tried to shake and pull the orc off. The horse collapsed and Lori rushed to its side.  
 
    Shyla glanced at Trystan and threw one of her maces to him. Spinning, the mage caught the mace and bashed it across the serpent’s midsection. The creature turned its attention on Trystan as he reared back. Just then, a spear stabbed into the serpent’s throat. The creature hissed as Shyla slammed her mace into its head three more times. The water serpent, having enough, threw its body back into the river. Shyla was knocked off and in the water as the creature slithered away upstream. The mage splashed into the water and took hold of the orc, helping her to her feet. Both dripping wet, the orc with pigtails grinned at the heaving mage. 
 
    “Not bad for a spell user.” 
 
    Trystan heaved and smiled. Turning to the edge of the river, Lori was on her knees before her horse, the light gone from its eyes. The druid pressed her hand against the wide eyes and closed them, whispering to the forest spirits to guide the horse spirit to the next life. 
 
    Sord grimaced when he saw all the other horses mulling about in the forest. Whistling, his horse came right back to him. Trystan and Shyla stepped out of the river and onto dry land, water dripping from their travelling clothes. Reeko put a green hand on Lori’s shoulder as she silently continued to pray to the forest. 
 
    Sord opened his backpack of holding and began pulling short spear after short spear, tossing each one on the grassy floor. When nine spears cluttered the ground, the captain picked up the whole batch and started handing one off to each person in their party. 
 
    “I know some of you have experience but I’m going to say what I’m going to say so we are all on the same level. The wilderness is a dangerous place. Let this be an example that we cannot let our guard down for a moment. You have spent much of your time behind walls but out here, everything and I do mean everything is trying to kill and eat you. I don’t care if you are comfortable or not with the use of force but out here, you will use these weapons to protect yourself and everyone else. Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    Silently everyone nodded with the images of the serpent fresh in their minds. 
 
    “Let’s gather the horses and continue on. We still have a long way to go. Lori, double up with one of your companions.” 
 
    The druid stood up, tears streaking down from understanding eyes. Reeko put his hand on her shoulder again and she took hold of his, squeezing his fingers. The group spread out to gather their horses, the reality of their quest sinking in further. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Twelve 
 
     A chill whispered into bones. The travelling band of orcs halted their advance. The sun touched the horizon again, ready for its nightly slumber. Haggard green bodies dismounted and began setting up camp. A wolf howled in the distance. 
 
    Trystan moved mechanically, eyes and hands pulling out his tent equipment and setting it up. They had been travelling for four days and the strain was beginning to show. No one spoke as tents were erected. With night falling, senses were dialed to eleven. Every night in the wilderness, they heard strange beasts moving about. It was maddening when the companions tried to sleep only to be awoken by something moving in the brush.  
 
    The young mage had moved beyond fear to tired vigilance. He started to see why monsters all over Lurth were against humanity. The wilderness was truly a horrid place, filled with fear and death. Spending a few nights in it caused the mage to think back to the walls, helping him feel safe. The mage had spent time in the wilderness before but he never travelled this far north. The air was crisper, colder. The nights seemed to last longer. 
 
    “Trystan, you have first shift,” Sord grunted. 
 
    The mage now turned orc nodded his head. With camp set up, the group sat in the dirt, eyes and shoulders wilted. Shyla came from the forest, thick branches in her powerful arms. Placing them in the fire pit, she knelt down, pulled her dagger and a piece of flint from a belt pouch. The chill seeped in further until sparks flew and the kindling caught. Relief washed over the band of orcs as they huddled a little closer to the flame, the last rays of sunlight fading from the sky. 
 
    After a short meal and small cups of wine, the orcs retired to their tents. Sord sat against a tree and whittled away at a branch with a sharp knife. Trystan stood up and walked to the edge of camp. Mist flowed from his arm. Sylk burst into view, her oval eyes watching her haggard master. 
 
    Trystan said nothing as he took a familiar stance. The siren moved to her master’s side and they began practicing the chimera ritual. Time flowed on as master and familiar performed the hand signals and the words, stopping short of the last word to complete the spell. The mage had no idea if it would work but they had to stay ready.  
 
    Pain flared into tired muscles and the young mage fell to one knee. The siren’s webbed hands took hold of her master’s shoulders and helped him to his feet. Even with her magical body, Sylk could not keep her arms and legs from shaking. Trystan eyed Sord. The orc captain nodded his head as he took over Trystan’s shift. 
 
    Slipping into his tent, Trystan crumpled into his sleeping bag. The siren set about removing her master’s clothes. Hunger gnawing at her body, she closed her blue lips around her master’s now green member. Gentle sucking sounds filled the tent as the familiar bobbed her head, tongue helping his manhood to rise. Trystan didn’t even pick up his head as Sylk teased his come and mana to the surface. A short moment later, the mage’s cock thickened and hot jets of come spurted into the siren’s throat. The siren greedily drank it down, mana filling her weary body. 
 
    Sylk moved to her master’s side and lay, pressing her body to his. The warmth between them was enough to send the mage into deep dreams, far away from the cold reality of their journey. A final image of red hair flared in his mind before the weight of darkness closed in. 
 
    The night grew eerily quiet. Trystan opened his eyes and stared at the side of the tent. Shadows moved against the fabric like twisted hands, clawing to get in. The mage blinked a few times, a frosty mist billowing from his lips. Why was it so cold in the tent? Sylk lay against him, her body warmth enough to keep the chill at bay. The mage slowly sat up, untangling the familiars scaled arms from him. Looking around, the dim light from the campfire outside his only light source, the mage moved his hand toward ripples of cold. Reaching out, he took hold of his backpack and pulled it closer. The cold seemed to spill from the open flap of his own pack. 
 
    A muscled hand reached in, the chill creeping up his arm. Taking hold of something flat, the mage pulled out a black book. Eyes wide, Trystan stared at the Libro Nocte in his very hands. It pulsed with alien power as whispers licked his mind to open it and read.  
 
    Sylk opened her eyes and turned her head to Trystan, “Master?” She asked with sleep in her eyes. 
 
    “Sylk……I ……” The orc stammered. 
 
    The siren looked to his hands and immediately was on her knees, fear stabbing into eyes, “Master…..the book…”  
 
    “Sylk….please….take the book from me, take it into the forest and bury it,” Trystan said with wide eyes. 
 
    “Master….I….” the siren remained frozen. 
 
    “If you do not take the book from me, I will read it. I don’t know what it will do to me but we cannot chance it. Please my familiar, take it and bury it so I cannot find it. No matter how much I ask, beg or command, do not tell me where it is.” 
 
    Sylk reached out with a webbed hand, the book filling the tent with whispers and dark power. Trystan’s senses were open, dark knowledge calling out with its seductive power. The mage knew if Sylk didn’t take it soon, he was going to open it and read. Their quest would end with him going mad. 
 
    The siren pushed away her fear and grabbed the book. Trystan at first didn’t let go. Webbed fingers uncurled his fingers from the black tome. When it was free, the siren crawled out of the tent. Sord watched as the blue siren ran naked into the forest, holding something in her hands. 
 
    Sylk breathed heavy as she ran into the dark and foreboding forest. Branches lashed her skin as she pressed on, not sure how far she was going. Eyes wide and terror pushing her legs faster, she ran until she reached a patch of dirt, glowing in the moonlight. Falling to her knees, she began to dig. The book lay by her leg, calling out to her, telling her to return to her master with the book in her hands. The siren ignored it, knowing full well if she thought about it, she would return to her master with the book.  
 
    Hole dug, the siren took a fallen branch and moved the book with it. The black book tumbled into the small hole. Webbed hands worked feverishly to push dirt onto it. When it was covered, a wave of relief flowed over the siren. The hole covered, Sylk was back on her feet and running through the forest, back to her master. 
 
    Crawling into the tent, Sylk gazed at her master as he sat with his knees to his chest. 
 
    “Is it buried?” Trystan asked with fear in his tone. 
 
    “It is, master,” The siren nodded. 
 
    “The book found its way to me again. It has some new dark design and I seem to be its centerpiece.” 
 
    “Then I will continue to bury it until it cannot find you again,” The siren said with conviction. 
 
    The orc looked to the siren, patches of dirt covering her light blue skin. Sylk moved in close and they held each other. Trystan stroked her hair as the siren pressed her face to his chest. 
 
    “Should we tell Gwen?” Sylk said as the warmth of her master comforted her. 
 
    Trystan was silent for a long moment before speaking, “The book destroyed her relationship with Damon. The mere mention of it causes her so much pain. I don’t want her distracted since we are so close. I will tell her but we will have to keep it between us for now.” 
 
    Sylk’s eyes stared off, “I understand, master.” 
 
    “I know how you feel. Once we save Nia and Sunara, things can go back to normal.” 
 
    The siren snuggled in closer, “I don’t think things will go back to how they were. We have endured so much. I worry that we are travelling to our doom. I will follow you into the pits of Hell but I’m scared for you, for us.” 
 
    Trystan continued to stroke her lustrous blue hair, “I’m scared for us as well but we will make it. We have fought undead armies, giant slimes, shadow mages and managed to make it through. We will overcome and be better for it.” 
 
    The siren’s lips curved into a slight smile before it faded, “I noticed you haven’t been writing your poetry. I worry your creative spirit is being snuffed out.” 
 
    Trystan held his familiar close for a long moment before he spoke, “We should get some sleep. We have two days of riding before we are at Fallen York. We need to be rested.” 
 
    Sylk let out a deep breath, “Yes master,” The siren said simply. 
 
    Master and familiar lay down and cover themselves. With the chill in the tent gone, the body heat between them chased away the cold in their bones. Eyes closing, master and familiar fell into troubled sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thirteen 
 
    Forest turned to roads. The overcast afternoon cast a gray light across the landscape. Trystan shifted in his saddle, eyes moving side to side as monsters walked and rode next to their band of orcs. Goblins, succubi, incubi, trolls, orcs and various other creatures the mage did not recognize streamed alongside, eyes looking off in the distance to the biggest stone bridge ever built since the cataclysm. Fortress walls lined the water’s edge to Fallen York with buildings and structures rising just beyond them. It would have astounded Trystan if paranoia didn’t creep into him, waiting for the moment a monster realized that he was not like them. 
 
    “You appear nervous. Talk to me so we don’t bring any attention to us,” Shyla whispered as she rode along the mage. 
 
    Trystan glanced at the female orc and attempted to play off his nervous eyes, “I had no idea so many creatures were coming to the city. You hear the stories but to actually see it is another matter entirely.” 
 
    Shyla nodded, “Damon has promised a safe place for all monster kind. Like a moth to the flame, even monsters seek a safe place to call their own.” 
 
    A troll hunkered by and looked to the orc in pigtails, “Damon has come to deliver us from the darkness. There is food, warm lodgings and safety. We will learn magic and take back the world once again,” The troll said with fevered reverence. 
 
    Shyla scowled, “You act like you never lived in a monster town. Tell me troll, did you live in a cave before coming here?” 
 
    The troll’s gaze remained bright as she spoke, “It is not just the lodgings and warm meals. Damon and Theena will unite all of our people for a greater glory. We will rebuild like the ancient legends, into a paradise.” 
 
    Shyla stuck out her chin, “I will believe it when I see it. Keep moving, troll.” 
 
    The troll bowed his head and quickened his pace. Trystan turned to Shyla, unsure what to say. The orc gave a manic grin to the quiet mage. 
 
    “Most walking into the city only want a safe place to lay their head or drink from Damon’s table. I find it hard to believe there are more like that troll in the city,” Shyla said as they trotted along. 
 
    Trystan leaned in closer and spoke in a hushed whisper, “I grew up knowing that outside the walls, the world was a dangerous place. Monsters were the ones attacking and pillaging any place without a wall.” 
 
    The orc stared forward as she rode, “It’s not the monsters walking along us anyone has to fear. It is the larger beasts that lurk in the wild. The lack of sufficient magical training makes living in the wild that much harder. Without magical protections and walls, larger monsters can freely attack any settlement. Most of the human towns and cities have enough magic users to repel any monster attack but humble little towns can be wiped out in a single night. What Damon has done is provide a safe haven, greater than even the mighty city of Stukarr. You can see why he attracts so many.” 
 
    “I wish we could all live together, without the threat of war,” Trystan sighed. 
 
    Shyla looked to him and laughed, “You are a dreamer. My father spoke highly of you but I didn’t believe him. Now I can see why he thinks well of you.” 
 
    Trystan smiled. The crowds grew thicker the closer to the bridge they were. The sky seemed to darken as bodies moved, packed tightly along the road. Trystan would look to Gwen. The female orc would turn and wink back. It stabbed at his heart that he kept his recent experience with the Libro Nocte to himself. Part of him wanted to ride up and tell her what happened. Another part didn’t want her hurt or feeling betrayed. He would spill his guts when it was over but now they had to focus on saving their friends. 
 
    The road narrowed until the group of orcs trotted their horses onto the bridge. Trystan looked around at the size of it. Cables and stone rose up around them, holding the mighty bridge together. The engineering that went into it must have been staggering. Looking over to the green river below, the mage made a mental note that he had to find out how deep the river went. When they make their escape, they will have to be sure not to tunnel into it, or the mage will have to do some fancy spells to keep that much water at bay. 
 
    A wall in the middle of the bridge separated the newcomers to the city. Orc and troll guards worked the checkpoint as robed figures moved among them. Trystan peered at the robed figures and noticed small tentacles moving out from their darken hoods. The mage snapped his reins and moved closer to Hart and Sord as they led the group. 
 
    “The robed figures,” Trystan said simply. 
 
    Professor Hart nodded his older looking orc head, “We see them. They are Mind Drinkers, a reclusive race with psychic abilities. I’m sure they are looking into each creature’s mind as they pass through.” 
 
    “If they can read minds, we may be stopped,” Trystan shook his head. 
 
    “With this many creatures coming into the city, I’m sure it must be taxing on their abilities. They may make only cursory glances at our minds and ask a question or two. Pull back and warn everyone to keep their mind focused and blank, the quicker we are through, the better chance of us not being probed any deeper.” 
 
       Trystan nodded and pulled back. He moved to each member of their group, telling them what Professor Hart told him. When he reached Gwen, the orc female stared with wide eyes at the robed figures. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Trystan asked with concern. 
 
    Gwen lowered her eyes, “I may have compromised our quest. I see those are mind drinkers. My magic is not just spell based; I use psychic abilities as well. It is trained to each ink witch and warlock to use magic and the powers of the mind. They are going to sense I’m psychic.” 
 
    “Is there a way to hide it?” Trystan reached over and put his green hand over hers. 
 
    “If I had more time, maybe,” Gwen looked to Trystan, “Tell Professor Hart I cannot continue. I have to turn back and find another way into the city.” 
 
    “We don’t have time to find another way. We need you in the city with us,” Trystan squeezed her hand.  
 
    “Psychics are drawn to each other. They will know I’m no ordinary orc. They will stop and question me. I have to turn back now.” 
 
    “We have been in each other’s mind. I know you’re strong enough to block them out. We need you.”  
 
    Gwen grew silent for a long moment before she pulled on her reins. Trystan reached out and took hold of those reins, keeping her horse from turning. The witch looked to Trystan with uncertainty in her eyes. The young mage looked forward, not giving her a chance to change his mind. 
 
    “It’s too late anyway,” Trystan whispered as they moved up to the checkpoint.  
 
    Sord was first to dismount, everyone else followed. Gwen was last, movements slow and unsure. Lining up, they moved to the checkpoint. The mind drinkers didn’t move close by as Hart and Sord walked through first. Aznara sauntered through the checkpoint and stood wide eyed when an orc stopped her and asked a few questions. Trystan stared as the orc guard seemed to carry a conversation with the succubus disguised as an orc. After a few long moments, Aznara stepped past him and through the open gate. The orc slapped her ass just as she made it to the other side. Aznara blew him a kiss and continued walking through, her horse right behind. Lori stepped through without a second glance. Reeko was next. The orc that slapped Aznara’s ass halted the small orc and eyed him with contempt. Reeko returned the stare with his own angry gaze. It was obvious the orc was testing him and may even have a problem with short orcs. Reeko gave no quarter and glared. The orc guard raised a meaty finger and pressed it against Reeko’s shoulder. The guard smiled and pushed him. Not too hard but hard enough for Reeko to take a step back. The smaller orc’s hands turned into meaty fists. Reeko was about to pounce when a troll walked over and pulled the guard away. After a brief and heated discussion, the orc guard moved along the line to the next entryway. 
 
    The troll stood in front of Reeko and smiled, “Sorry for the inconvenience. Please come through.” 
 
    Reeko nodded and made his way through. Jenny walked up and several guards looked at her. The busty orc made sure to skip through the checkpoint, her breasts bouncing. No one stopped her. Instead, they stared with slack jaws. There was no questioning or even a hand wave to stop her. Jenny continued on, making sure she bounced as much as she could until she reached the others. Shyla walked through without a second glance. Trystan and Gwen were the last to enter. 
 
    Trystan walked first to the checkpoint. The troll looked him over and waved him past. The mage stayed at the checkpoint entrance as Gwen moved up next. A robed figure stepped closer as the troll asked Gwen why she had come to Fallen York. 
 
    “I want to start a family and a new life here in Fallen York,” The female orc grinned. 
 
    The troll nodded and was about to wave her through when a mind drinker moved closer and held up an odd hand. Trystan stared at what looked like tentacles instead of fingers. The robed creature stared at Gwen, glimmering pinpoints for eyes burrowing into her mind. Gwen’s grin melted and she took on a stoic expression. Dread sank into Trystan’s heart. The thought of her being pulled away played over and over in his mind. Unable to contain himself, the orc stomped back next to the mind drinker.  
 
    The troll put up a meaty hand to stop the orc, “Stand back. She has been chosen to be probed.” 
 
    Dread and fear whipped into frenzy as Trystan took a step closer and glared into the troll’s big eyes, “That is my mate! We are building a family here in Fallen York. Let her through now!” 
 
    The troll kept his calm composure, “It will only take a moment.” 
 
    “Let her through and tell that fucking mind drinker to step away. I know those things can mess with your mind. I will not risk my mate to those foul fucking creatures! Let her through or I will make this difficult for everyone today,” Trystan growled. 
 
    The troll folded his rough green arms and peered down at the smaller orc. Gwen’s eyes moved and gazed to the left as the mind drinker stared. The young mage opened his mouth when the troll put up a hand and tapped the mind drinker on the shoulder. The robed figure turned, an alien squid like face peered at the troll, then to Trystan and back to the troll. 
 
    “Let her pass.” 
 
    The mind drinker stared at the troll for a long moment before bowing its head and moving away. Gwen stepped through and Trystan put his arms around her. The witch trembled slightly in his arms.  
 
    The troll guard smiled, “I know it’s hard to believe but once you live here for a while, you will see the old prejudices are not as important as they once were.”  
 
    Trystan nodded, “I hope that is true. Thank you.”     
 
     The troll nodded and pulled out a card. He handed it to Trystan, “We have gatherings for new comers to help assimilate to city life. You and your mate should stop by and introduce yourselves.” 
 
    Trystan took the card and placed it in his jacket, “Once we settle down, we will make every attempt.” 
 
    “May Draygon bring you fortune,” The troll said and turned back to the line. 
 
    Trystan hurried Gwen pass the gate and to their group waiting on the other side. To not arouse suspicion, the band of orcs continued down the other half of the bridge to the waiting city. Trystan kept his arm around Gwen as they walked until they were sure no one else was listening. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    Gwen shook her head slightly, “I don’t know. The mind drinker touched my mind. He may have caught a glimpse but I’m not sure. They may come looking for us.” 
 
    Trystan glanced up as they walked toward the main city entrance. His eyes caught posters lining the walls as they stepped into the city. Cupping Gwen’s chin, he raised her eyes to see what he was seeing. The witch read the posters and her eyes widened. 
 
    “Let them come. The wedding is tomorrow evening. It looks like we have to rescue Nia and Sunara and leave tonight,” Trystan said with grim eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fourteen 
 
    The door closed and relief fell over the group. The small room barely contained the group of orcs. A single bed took up a corner with a nightstand next to it. A bathroom door was against one wall and that was it. Cramped, the orcs stood awkwardly with the exception of Gwen and Lori who sat on the bed. Sord stood by the door and looked to everyone. The sun was setting outside, orange light glowing against the drawn curtains. 
 
    Sord spoke in a hushed tone, “We have all the rooms here on the top floor. The building caretaker is an old friend and left me a copy of the key to the roof.” 
 
    The orc captain stepped into the crowded room, pulled the key from a waist pouch and handed it to Gwen. The orc witch took the key and put it in her jacket pocket.  
 
    “Since the timetable has moved up, we will need to put the plan into motion. Does everyone know their part to play?” Hart asked. 
 
    Green heads nodded in unison. 
 
    Hart continued, “An hour after sunset, Trystan and I will make our way to the castle. Gwen, send up a red flare once we have Nia and Sunara. If we are captured, send up a blue flare. In case of capture, the mission will be a failure and you all must retreat to the meeting point outside of the city and make your way home.” 
 
    The orcs gave each other nervous glances. 
 
    Professor Hart looked to the group, “It is a possibility but one we cannot ignore. We cannot risk all of us being captured. Sord, Gwen, make sure everyone leaves in the event of capture.” 
 
    The orc and witch nodded their heads. Lori sat on the bed, her eyes drifting to the floor. Something large and furry skittered in, climbed up the druid’s leg and sniffed at her face. Aznara turned to see a rather large rat licking the druid’s chin and she threw herself into Trystan’s arms. Confused black eyes turned to the druid as she scratched under the rat’s chin and made small cooing squeaks. 
 
    Aznara turned and buried her head into Trystan’s neck. The mage stared as did everyone else. 
 
    “Get it away!” The succubus said with a frightened whisper. 
 
    Lori smiled as the rat continued to sniff at her neck, “He is a new friend. The rats under the city are willing to help us.” 
 
    Trystan held Aznara but looked to the druid, “Our slime informant hasn’t arrived yet. Can the rats tell us anything about the tunnels?” 
 
    Lori looked into the rat’s eyes and it squeaked a few times, “She tells me that there are tunnels that lead under the river and to the other side but there a few creatures still living in those tunnels,” Lori’s eyes widened a little as the rat continued to squeak, “Behemoth worms? Are you sure?” 
 
    The rat continued to squeak before settling down on her lap.  
 
    Hart rubbed his green jaw, “That may be a problem. Behemoth worms are hardy creatures and highly magic resistant. Damon might have them there as added protection.” 
 
    “I can speak with them, see if they can let us pass but that means I have to visit them now. I will not be able to stay and guard Gwen as she connects with Trystan,” Lori said as she pet the rat. 
 
    “I will stay and guard Gwen. It will be up to Reeko, Aznara and Shyla to continue with the distraction,” Sord said with his brow sharp. 
 
    Hart nodded, “Lori and Jenny will go to the tunnels and ensure our escape route is secure.” 
 
    “What happens if the worms do not cooperate?” Trystan asked the green haired orc. 
 
    Lori smiled, “I doubt any of them have spoken to a druid in a long time. I’m sure I can convince them to let us pass.” 
 
     A knock at the door caused everyone in the room to reach for their short spears. Eyes wide, something red pushed under the door. Red liquid oozed in, becoming bigger and bigger. Trystan was first to raise a hand and everyone moved their hands away from their spears. The red ooze firmed up into a large mound and took the shape of a male slime. Kind eyes looked to the band of orcs and he smiled. 
 
    “Hello, my name is Dulk. The queen informed me you would be here,” The slime walked on gelatin legs. 
 
    “Welcome Dulk,” Hart nodded. 
 
    “I have spent time with Nia and Sunara over the last number of weeks. I understand you are to rescue them.” 
 
    Trystan pulled himself away from the frighten succubus. Staring at the rat still in Lori’s lap, the succubus clutched to Reeko immediately. The short orc held her and whispered soothing words of encouragement. 
 
    “Can you tell us where they are?” Trystan asked with hopeful eyes. 
 
    The slime nodded, “They are on the same floor of the main keep on opposite ends. Nia is on the south side while the succubus is on the north side.” 
 
    Gwen pulled out the map and unfurled it on her lap. The slime moved closer and pointed at two locations with a see through red finger. The orcs crowded around, memorizing the locations. 
 
    “The east side will be our first stop. We can climb into the gardens and make our way to her room,” Trystan said as he eyed the map. 
 
    “Once we have Nia, Trystan will bring her to the escape tunnel. I will continue on to gather Sunara.” 
 
    Trystan turned to his mentor, “By yourself?” 
 
    Hart nodded, “There is a greater chance Sunara will raise the alarm. I can contain her but if she manages to alert the guards then we will have to make a hasty exit. I trust you will be able to get Nia to the tunnel. With the distraction in place, most of the city will be focusing on our illusions.”  
 
    Sord pointed a green finger at a small east gate, “There will be two orcs at the gate. When you arrive, they will take a break and leave the gate unlocked. They will also leave two packs with guard armor in them. Climb to the gardens and put the armor on. It will help you move about in the keep.” 
 
    “How did you arrange this?” Trystan wondered. 
 
    “Once we entered the city, I spoke with a few orc brothers. The captain owes me a life debt and he is now repaying it. We are now even. If the alarm is raised, he will have no choice but to hunt you down,” Sord said with an even tone. 
 
    “Let us hope it doesn’t come to that,” Jenny said with crossed arms. 
 
    Sord eyed the busty librarian, “I have called in every favor for this quest. This will be our only chance to save your friends. Make sure the tunnel is clear and ready.” 
 
    The light faded from the curtain, night casting her shroud over the city. Hearts beat with nervous energy as they knew this was it. A feeling of foreboding caressed the group’s spirits as they tried to remain positive. 
 
     Hart looked to everyone in turn, “Ready yourselves. With luck, we will be out in a matter of hours.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Two orcs walked the cobbled streets side by side. Trystan glanced at the tall buildings, drinking in their inspiring towers. Gargoyles covered corners, peering down onto the streets. The mage tried to take as many mental pictures as he could of the amazing architecture. Stukarr paled in comparison to Fallen York. The buildings were twice as large and held a mixture of many different designs. They were similar to images from relic pictures he had seen in school when he was young boy. Part of the mage wished they could stay longer just to further explore the city. 
 
    The streets were filled with small groups of monsters walking along. Restaurants glowed as patrons sat for meals. Trystan had a hard time wrapping his brain around seeing monsters acting like normal people. Even after all this time, it amazed him that they wanted to lead normal lives like everyone else. 
 
    Turning a corner, the two orcs moved down a deserted street along the east wall. Castle Spire stood like a pointed beacon in the night. The very top had lights shining in all four directions like a lighthouse on the rocks. The young mage marveled at their illumination, as they seemed to almost call out with a welcoming shine. 
 
    “Pretty amazing isn’t it,” Hart said with a smirk. 
 
    “I wish we could stay longer and really get to know the city,” Trystan whispered. 
 
    “Me too. I heard the odd rumor that the city was built within just a few years. Imagine what could be built if there was peace.” 
 
    Trystan nodded and his expression turned sullen, “I wish there was peace.” 
 
    Hart smiled, “I believe one day we will reach that state but tonight let’s focus and getting everyone, we love out of here.” 
 
    The young mage nodded. Down the street the two orcs crept until they stood about fifty feet from an iron gate. The gate was closed, and an orc stood at the bars, eyes glancing around. Hart moved out into the street, to let the lamp light touch his legs. The orc’s eyes noticed the dark figure and nodded. Turning away, the sound of grunting could be heard. Hart and Trystan moved closer, watching two figures walk away and the gate was open just an inch. 
 
    Stepping to the gate, Hart glanced in. The area was empty except for two large sacks in the deserted guard station. Hart slipped in first and Trystan followed. Green hands gently picked up the sacks. Trystan closed the gate behind them. Handing a sack to the young mage, both orcs hurried off to the shadows. Moving along the wall, Trystan peered up to plants and vines hanging over the stone balconies.  
 
    Placing the sacks on the ground, the clinking metal inside caused the mages to stop and look around. The area was dead silent. Opening the sacks, they pulled out armor plating and began strapping them to their limbs. When they were done, Trystan reached into the sack and pulled out a grappling hook connected to a rope. Hart took the hook and let it hang from the rope as Trystan put his back to the wall and kept lookout. 
 
    The older orc swung the hook around a few times before launching it upward. The grappling hook soared until it just made it over and clamped onto the stone wall. Hart tested the rope and it held fast. Grunting, the older mage began his ascent. Trystan eyed him and continued to scan the area. 
 
    Professor Hart climbed over the side and nearly crashed into the ground. He couldn’t remember the last time he had to climb a rope. Huffing, he tried to steady his pulse. Standing up on shaky legs, he signaled for the young mage to climb up. 
 
    Trystan took hold, his mind open and muscles straining. The warmth of Gwen’s mind touched his. They could see through each other’s eyes. Trystan could see that Gwen was sitting on the bed, Sord in the room pulling out two metal gauntlets and putting one onto each hand. 
 
    Sord looked to the witch as he put on a trench coat next, “Gifts from Professor Hart,” The orc smiled. 
 
    Gwen stared as Trystan strained pulling himself up. The feeling of his muscles bled into her senses. She continued to maintain contact but the annoying pain was distracting to say the least. When the mage was over, relief filled both of their bodies. 
 
    Fixing themselves up, Hart and Trystan started walking through the garden and into the keep. Warm lanterns lit the halls. Fine tapestries hung and the corridor was eerily quiet. There were no guards posted in sight.  
 
    “This feels like a trap,” Trystan whispered. 
 
    Hart nodded, “He may know we are here. Until he makes his move, there is little we can do but continue.” 
 
    “Gwen told me the mind drinker touched her mind. She felt they might come for us. Damon could already know.” 
 
    Hart shot Trystan an impish grin, “Trust in our abilities. Save Nia and flee. I will make sure we succeed.” 
 
    Trystan felt Gwen’s heart twinge. With both mage and witch connected, thoughts spilled into each other’s minds. Stark realization flowed from Gwen into Trystan. The young mage turned to the older orc with shock etched into his face. 
 
    “You don’t plan on returning with us,” Trystan said in a harsh whisper. 
 
    Hart continued to scan the corridor as they walked, “You know the odds on our success. I have prepared myself for this fight and I am committed to it. The escape tunnel is too far away for us to get there undetected. The chaos potions will help but not long enough to fool everyone for long. I am the only one strong enough to keep Damon and his minions at bay.” 
 
    Trystan stopped walking, “You can’t do this. We will get out of here together.” 
 
    Hart stopped and lowered his head, shadows covering his eyes, “We will do our best.” 
 
    Trystan took hold of the older orc’s armor and pulled him close, “No. We will get out of this together. I will not leave your side. We all go home or none of us do!” 
 
    “Trystan…we will be noticed….” 
 
    The young mage glared at his professor, “We all go home or none of us do,” Trystan said with a growl. 
 
    The older mage stared at the young one for seconds before bowing his head. Trystan let go, an angry flame in his heart. Nervous energy spiked with hot rage. Determination filled the young mage and spilled into Gwen. The ink witch smiled as she felt Trystan’s strength connect with her own. Sord turned his back to her and faced the door, armored hands flexing. 
 
    The two orcs turned a corner and looked down a long corridor. Large wooden doors lined both sides. Senses dialed to eleven, the orcs walked down the corridor, ready for any attack. When they reached Nia’s door, Trystan took hold of the handle while Hart looked from side to side. 
 
    With a deep breath, the mage slowly opened the door and stepped in. Nia sat on her bed in the small room, eyes staring at nothing and head bowed. Hearing the door open, she turned her head to see an orc step into her room. Looking back down to the floor, she began to pull her shirt off. 
 
    “Nia….its Trystan,” The orc whispered. 
 
    The fire mage turned again to the orc, disbelief filling her vision. The orc stepped in as an older orc filled the doorway. 
 
    “What?” Nia said with a cloud of confusion hovering over her. 
 
    “It’s me and Professor Hart. We are here to save you,” The orc smiled with wet eyes. 
 
    Realization spilling over her like a waterfall, the redhead was on her feet, lip quivering and eyes wide. Nia ran forward, arms out and tears streaming down her cheeks. Trystan’s heart leapt in his chest. Pure happy bliss rained down as he opened his arms, ready to catch his dear friend. The young woman turned and slipped past Trystan, arms wrapping around Hart’s neck. The stunned professor felt a sharp pain across the side of his throat.  
 
    With an arcane word, the professor placed a palm against Nia’s chest and unleashed a mana bolt. The energy surged and sent off a mini shockwave as Nia flew back, her body striking the opposite wall. The red headed mage slid to her feet but remained standing, mouth twisting into a sardonic grin. 
 
    “Fools,” Nia hissed and her entire body shifted and changed.  
 
    Trystan stood horrified as Nia’s body warped and shifted. Gray scales emerged along her forearms, hands, down her knees and into clawed feet. Gray wings appeared and flexed as gray horns emerged from her forehead. A tail spooled out and whipped around as Nia’s face melted into another woman’s face. 
 
    Hart touched a hand to his throat as his orc body shifted and changed back to his normal form, “Slumber dragon.” 
 
    The gray dragon woman nodded her head, “In moments you will be fast asleep. Master is already rounding up the others. You fools are done!” 
 
    Hart grabbed hold of Trystan and pulled him into the hallway. The gray dragon woman stalked forward with seductive power. Doors opened around them as Hart and Trystan put their backs to each other. A black angel with a blindfold stepped out of one room. Feathered wings flexing, her long tongue licked her lips as the red triangle with an eye drawn on the blindfold glowed. From another doorway, a black dragon woman stepped out, green fire smoking from her mouth and slitted eyes on the professor. 
 
    “Trystan, get down!” Hart shouted. 
 
    The young mage threw himself down to the ground. The fallen angel, black and gray dragon women stepped closer. Hart whispered an arcane word. The professor’s heart slowed for a moment, building up mana energy. When it pumped, the shockwave burst in all directions. The fallen angel and dragon women went spiraling outwards from the blast. Wooden doors exploded and stone walls cracked. Even Trystan who was lying flat spun away from the professor, sliding along the floor as it cracked.  
 
    Dazed, Trystan was back on his feet. Turning his head, he muttered incantations while he watched in horror. Professor Hart was a whirlwind of magical energy arcing from his body. Blunted air bolts struck out in all directions. The dragon women parried each one with scaled fists and contorted their bodies to avoid others. The angel with black ash skin glowed with a protective aura. Air bolts slammed and bounced off into walls, cracking them further. Mist flared from the professor and the fox kitsune Lana joined the fray.  
 
    Hart controlled the air with determination in his eyes. Flicking his hand, stone broke off to form a stone elemental while Lana created short white swords out of the very air. The hallway was not big enough to contain the fighting. The black angel rushed the stone elemental, driving her fist into its gut. Stone shattered but the stone elemental managed to backhand the fallen angel into a wall before crumbling to the ground. Lana dodged the slumber dragon as she slashed outward. White swords pressed back the attack forcing the gray dragon woman to defend. White swords struck hardened, scaled forearms and shins. The black dragon spit green fire at Hart. The professor pulled up a mana barrier as the green flames surged against it. Poison bled into his mana barrier as he tried to keep her at bay. With a hand signal, an air bolt struck the black dragon in the stomach, causing her to bend forward. The green fire ceased as she tried to regain her breath. 
 
    With no water in sight, Trystan pulled up an air bolt spell he learned from the professor during their training. The white bolt blasted forward. The black angel leered as she saw the bolt from the corner of her eye coming toward her. With a hiss, time slowed down to a crawl. 
 
    Hart’s mind was active and unimpeded by the slowing of time. Weakness crawled up his limbs as he tried to keep it at bay. The black dragon woman’s mouth slowly opened, green fire spilling out. The gray dragon woman’s body moved slowly as her fist connected with Lana’s chin, sending the kitsune falling back in the air. The fallen angel moved normally while time slowed for everyone else. Hart watched as she came at him, black fingers touching him and draining mana. The professor mentally prepared a spell as mana continued to drain and weakness flowed into his body. The slow time effect ended and the professor unleashed his heartbeat spell once again. 
 
    The black angel was thrown through the air just as Trystan’s air bolt struck her in the back. The effect from both forces caused the angel to spiral through the air and slam into a nearby wall. The gray dragon woman latched her arms onto Lana just as the shockwave hit them. A stream of mist bellowed from her mouth, striking the fox woman in the face. Eyes rolling into her head, Lana fell to the floor with a thud and unmoving. The slumber dragon slammed into another wall, grunting in pain as she too slid to the floor. Trystan braced himself as the wave hit him and threw him twenty feet further away. The black dragon woman’s green fire breath hit the wave and flashed back into her face before she was thrown down the hall in the opposite direction. 
 
    Hart stumbled forward and fell to his knees. Limbs shaking, he fought with every ounce of his being to stay awake. Vision turned hazy as he tried to prepare another spell. Clumsy fingers caused the spell to fizzle. Trying again, another spell fizzled as Hart tried to blink the haze away. 
 
    Trystan slowly stood up, his body turning to his human form. Mist rolled off his arm and his chest. Sylk and Kira burst into view, hands helping him to his feet then taking a battle stance. Together they all watched as Hart sunk further to the ground. The slumber dragon woman stood over the professor. Without a word, she hissed a gray stream of mist at his head. Professor Hart looked through the mist, his eyes connecting with Trystan’s and mouthing the word “Run”. 
 
    Watching his mentor as the gray dragon woman poured sleeping mist on him caused the young mage’s heart to swell and burn. Sylk and Kira sensed their master’s power and knew they would not be retreating. Trystan stalked forward casting water spells. Water burst from pipes and snaked through doors to the mage’s calling. Sylk began to sing, an aura covering her body as she moved alongside her master. Kira launched herself through the air over them, spitting green fire at the three winged women. 
 
    The gray dragon woman poured on her sleeping breath as the fallen angel and the black dragon stood in front of her. A red aura appeared around the angel while a dragon woman launched herself at Kira. Both black dragon women clashed above the high corridor. Scaled hands locked, they spit fire into each other’s faces. Kira drove her foot into the other dragon’s gut while she pulled her hand away and punched Kira in the cheek. Claws flashed as they slashed at each other, green flames obscuring their vision.  
 
    Sylk and the fallen angel burst into a run toward each other. Auras blazing bright, they met and clashed. Mana sparks flew as they punched at each other only to get glancing blows off their auras. Sylk flipped back, letting her shield song end and she screamed a focused sonic blast. The angel grinned as the stream of sonic waves hit her aura but did not penetrate. Water pooled underneath the black angel. She looked down to see the water turn into spikes and like a hungry mouth, engulf the lower part of her aura. Eyes wide, the fallen angel tried to break away as the spikes drilled into her aura, depleting her mana. Trystan poured mana into the spell, forcing the angel to try to break free. Sylk took the moment to focus her voice into a thin wavelength. The scream struck the aura from above, blazing against the glowing aura and causing it to crack. The angel, feeling her aura beginning to collapsed, let it drop and launched herself into the air. The water spikes clamped down on nothing. Sylk’s scream hit the flying angel sending her to the stone floor.  
 
    The siren landed on the floor, opening her mouth for another blast when gray mist struck her. Sylk choked on the mist, her eyes rolling into her head, and collapsing to the ground. Water tentacles rose up to wrap around the gray dragon’s head and mouth. A slash of claws made the tentacle burst into water. Trystan fought to control the falling water and reform it. 
 
    Kira and the dragon woman continued blow after blow to knock the other one down. They were on the cracked stone floor, unleashing everything they had. Wings flashed out and clipped each other while green flame smoked from their bodies. The dragon woman backhanded Kira into a wall. Slitted eyes turned to Trystan as he moved his hands to regain control of his spell. With an open mouth, a bout of green flame burst forth toward the mage. Kira launched herself from the wall taking the blast of fire to the chest. Spinning, she crashed to the ground with a moan. 
 
    The slumber dragon spit gray smoke from her mouth. With a flap of her bat-like wings, she forced the cloud down the corridor. Trystan and Kira coughed as the sleeping mist entered their lungs. Hands shaking, the mage could not regain control of the water pooling in the hallway. Kira moaned as she tried to get up only to fall down, eyes closing. 
 
    The young mage looked to the three monster women. Hart lay face down on the floor with Lana not too far away. Sylk and Kira didn’t move. The gray dragon woman stepped over his fallen friends with the black angel and black dragon behind her. 
 
    “Damon happily invites you to his wedding. He is glad you were able to attend,” The gray dragon woman smiled. 
 
    Trystan tried to call up another spell, any spell. Eyes grew heavy and he sank further to the ground. The last thing he saw was the slumber dragon running her scaled hand through his hair with a wicked grin on her lips. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fifteen 
 
    Gwen’s eyes watered as Trystan’s mind went dark. Fingers curling, she fought her fearful urges and slowly stood up. Putting on her witch hat, she tipped the brim as she mentally prepared for what was next. 
 
    Sord stood facing the doorway in the small room. Armored fingers flexed as he maintained eye contact on the door, “They are captured,” The orc said flatly. 
 
    “They know we are here. We have to give the signal to retreat,” Gwen said as she moved to the orc’s side. 
 
    “We must get to the roof. I will do everything I can to keep them at bay,” Sord said, calm as a frozen lake. 
 
    “Thank you Sord but we will do this together,” Gwen said and took in a deep breath. 
 
    The orc moved forward, taking hold of the doorknob. Opening the door, Sord and Gwen stepped into the darken hallway. Shadows lengthened as the air turned cooler. The ink witch wasted no time as she took lead, Sord right behind her. Gwen kept her eyes on the end of the corridor, the door to the stairs in sight.  
 
    The light in the hall dimmed. Shadows snaked out and bulged. Black hands crawled out and leering smiles appeared. The witch whispered a few arcane words. Before she uttered the final word of power, she stopped walking. 
 
    “Sord, close your eyes,” The witch said and spoke the final word to the spell. 
 
    Sord moved to the side as Gwen turned and pointed her hand. A ball of light appeared and flashed down the hall. Robed figures emerged fully from the shadows, the corridor quickly filling with bodies. The orb reached the midway point of the hall, flared and exploded. The light blasted away all darkness as if the sun was in the very hallway. Hands clutched at eyes and spells fizzled. The flash of light flared out and darkness swooped in. Black robed mages threw their backs to the walls, trying to blink away the flashes in their vision. Sord opened his eyes and grinned. 
 
    Gauntlets curling into fists, the orc launched himself into the hallway filled with blind shadow mages. Armored hands hit each mage across the face. With each contact, a surge of lightning blasted their senses causing muscles to involuntarily contract. Bodies stiffened and fell to the floor as they tried to regain their senses. Sord crashed through a group of shadow mages spinning and landing each blow with expert precision. In mere seconds, every shadow mage in the corridor was subdued. 
 
    The orc turned to Gwen down the hall. The witch stood by the stairway entrance, waiting for him to join him when shadows spread around her. Black tentacles whipped out and coiled around Gwen’s arms and legs. The witch pulled with all her might, hands making signals. A shadow mage’s head appeared from the darkness, smiling at the struggling witch. A tentacle wrapped around a hand, causing the spell to fizzle. 
 
    “No spell for you,” The shadow mage grinned. 
 
    Gwen pointed her other hand at his face, “I was casting the same spell in each hand,” She whispered the word of power. 
 
    The shadow mage’s face tightened as pain flared along his nerves. The agony doubled and tripled, sending his body into convulsions. Shaking uncontrollably, the mages fell out of the darkness and thrashed on the floor. Tentacles and shadows disappeared in a wink and the witch was free.  
 
    “Don’t stop! Get to the roof!” Sord shouted as he ran down the hall. 
 
    In between Sord and Gwen, darkness opened up. Freya melted into the dim hallway light with a dark skinned woman with dreads and an albino. All three formed a triangle, facing outward. Freya stared at Gwen while Devva and Paula faced the orc. Without a word, the three shadow mages raced toward their opponents. 
 
    Sord took a stance as the mages rushed him. When they were within striking distance, each shadow mage whispered arcane words and stopped their advance. Sord glanced to his left and right. Black spikes stabbed outward. The orc spun away barely dodging from being impaled. Spikes pulled back as the orc turned to see black spears in each of the shadow mage’s hands. Laughing, they threw each spear while darkness pooled in their open hands and another spear appeared. The orc ducked left and right as each black spear whizzed past him. Sord took a step forward and a spear stabbed into the floor halting his advance.  
 
    Paula stopped throwing spears and moved her hands for another spell. A black bow melted into her hands with an arrow notched. The albino pulled back and held the arrow for a second before loosening it. Devva moved her hands, casting another spell. 
 
    Sord watched as the black arrow split in midair into hundreds of pointed darts. The darts filled the entire hallway. The orc grimaced as he reached down and picked up a dazed shadow mage. Using him as a shield, the darts stabbed into the mage’s back. Inhuman screams filled the tight hallway. Sord rushed forward, the mage in his hands screaming in pain. With a heave, he threw the screaming mage at the two mages blocking his path. Devva finished her spell, shadows circling her body. Black armor appeared, covering her head to toe. The armored Devva caught the mage and tossed him aside. 
 
    Sord threw himself at Devva, energy arcing from his gauntlets. The shadow mage caught him by the waist. The orc bashed his gauntlets into her armored head. Energy flared with each strike as he tried to break through. Devva grabbed the orc’s arm mid-swing and held it. The orc opened his free hand and clamped it onto Devva’s black helmet. Mana sparked and lightning clashed with black armor. Devva winced as the gauntlets surged, sending sparks into the black helmet. The shadow mage let go and reared back an arm into a fist.  
 
    War lust filled the orc’s eyes as he clamped both gauntlets onto Devva’s black helmet. Fingers penetrating shadows, he growled as he managed a finger hold and pulled. With the orc’s strength and the gauntlets blasting lightning, the armored helmet ripped in half, turning to shadows and fading away. Devva’s armored fist formed a spike at the knuckle. With a mighty punch, she drove the black spike into Sord’s shoulder. The orc didn’t even grunt as he reared back and punched the shadow mage across the face, sending thousands of volts into her skull. 
 
    Devva screamed as she let go, stumbled back and fell to the floor with a crash. The shadow mage moaned as her hair smoked and her black armor faded away. Sord was on his feet, blood streaming from his shoulder wound. The orc looked to Paula and stalked toward her, fingers flexing. The albino finished her spell and smiled. 
 
    Shadow men leapt from the darkness. Hands sharpening into points, they stabbed from all directions. The orc grunted as black points penetrated green flesh. Sord whipped out his hands, smashing them into shadow man after shadow man. Paula smiled as she incanted the spell over and over. For every shadow man that fell, two more took their place. Weakness crawled into Sord’s muscles as he fought his losing battle. Glancing down the hall, he noticed Gwen and Freya locked in battle. The witch and shadow mage exchanged blows but Freya landed a blow of her hammer, knocking Gwen into the stairwell. The orc pressed forward, black blades stabbing deep.  
 
    Paula’s smile faded away as the wounded orc pressed through black bodies, getting closer. Her hands and words moved faster, creating more shadow men. Sord turned his gaze on the albino, rage contorting his brow. Paula’s hands shook as he was within ten feet, eight feet, six feet, three feet. The shadow mage yelped as the orc punched a shadow man into nonexistence. Standing before the albino, Paula tried to flee. Sord reached out and took hold of her robe. Pulling her back to him, the shadow mage screamed. The orc lifted up a gauntlet and slapped the albino across the head. Lightning blasted Paul’s senses as she went limp in his hand.  
 
    Sord fell to his knees, Paula slumping to the floor. The orc fell forward onto his hands, crawling forward so he could help the ink witch. Blood dripped from his many wounds, streaking the floor behind him as he made his way to the stairs. 
 
    Gwen backed up on the stairs as Freya swung her black hammer down. Sound of it hitting the stairs rang out. The witch pooled her mana into a white shield just as Freya reared back and slammed it down once again. Gwen stumbled up a few steps from the shock of the blow. Freya grinned as she followed, eyeing the witch like prey. 
 
    “Master Damon wants you alive but he didn’t say I couldn’t break your bones,” Freya leered. 
 
    Gwen backed up a few more steps, her shield fading from sight. The witch knew she couldn’t maintain her shield for long. Keeping a healthy distance, she eyed the short shadow mage. 
 
    “Damon told me to be careful around you but I don’t see why? Ink witches don’t study the elements. Your magic is mostly body manipulation. I bet that shield was sapping your mana. Your familiar is too big to fit in the stairwell. You don’t have the magical training to take me on,” Freya sneered. 
 
    Gwen took a few more steps backwards, “I have a few tricks left.” 
 
    Freya eyed the witch and took a menacing step up, “I think your all talk.” 
 
    The witch formed an orb in her hand, “I doubt I can reason with you.” 
 
    Freya shook her head but never took her eyes off the witch.  
 
    Gwen knew she was running out of options. The shadow mage was correct on her assumptions but the witch didn’t let on. Mentally going over her spells, she knew she would have to do something drastic. If not, her friends would all be captured. Gwen mentally called up an ability she never wanted to use. Knowing she could only do it once, it was often saved for dire circumstances. However, if she didn’t send up that flare then the quest would be lost.  
 
    “I know all about you and Trystan. When this is over, you will never see him again. I promise,” Freya laughed. 
 
    Gwen’s eyes turned into thin slits. Whispering a word, the witch turned and ran up the stairs. Freya gave chase, smiling evilly and readying her own spells when mist flowed from her inner thighs. Glancing down, the mist rolled to her sides. Loc the dark elf and Cyn the busty ghost appeared at their mistress’s sides.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Freya shouted as she still gave chase. 
 
    Loc moved with wide eyes, his whip unfurling in his hand. Cyn reached over and touched Freya’s shoulder, stopping her advance. The dark elf snapped his whip around Freya’s neck and pulled. Cyn pushed hard into her mistress. Freya bended her legs and launched herself backwards onto the floor landing. Loc pulled with his whip to keep her off balance while Cyn floated down the stairs. 
 
    “We cannot control ourselves!” Loc grunted as if he was trying to stop himself. 
 
    “We must protect our creator,” Cyn said sadly, as she blocked Freya’s path. 
 
    Freya’s brow turned furious as she spun, loosening the whip around her neck. Hammer spinning out, it struck Cyn in the arm. The hammer made of shadows caused the ghost to fly into a wall and disappear through it. Loc leaped into the air, coming down attempting to strike his mistress. Freya growled as she swung her hammer into his leg, knocking him off his feet and to the floor. 
 
    Gwen reached the top and burst through the roof door. The orb still in her hand turned blue. Running out onto the roof, the witch reached the middle of it. With hand pointed to the sky, the orb blasted upwards. The orb grew bigger and bigger until it was high up. Exploding into blue fireworks, the witch stared as the night sky lit up. 
 
    The roof door slammed open and Freya stalked out. Gwen turned to the shadow mage as she stepped closer, hefting the black oversized hammer in her hands. 
 
    “Nice trick. Too bad my own familiars were never strong enough to take me on,” Glancing up at the blue fireworks, Freya turned her eyes back to Gwen, “All that just to get here and warn your friends? Pathetic. You should have flown off while you had the chance.” 
 
    Gwen tipped her hat and smiled, “I’m not leaving and neither are you. Not yet.” 
 
    Freya’s eyes narrowed, “What do you mea….,” Freya screamed as thousands of volts surged through her body. 
 
    Body smoking, the shadow mage’s shoulders slumped and she fell to the roof floor. Sord barely stood behind her, eyes weak but a small smirk on his lips. A second later, he fell next to the unconscious shadow mage. 
 
    Gwen rushed to his side. Falling to her knees, she put glowing hands to his body. Blood stopped flowing and wounds started to close. The orc let out a sigh of relief as energy returned to his muscles. 
 
    “The others are warned. We have to get out of here,” Sord said as he tried to sit up. 
 
    Gwen shook her head, “You can go. I’m not leaving Trystan and Hart behind.” 
 
    Sord smirked again, “You are honorable. You would have made a fine orc. I will not leave your side until they are safe.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Gwen smiled. 
 
    The witch looked up at the fading fireworks and hoped everyone saw the message. Helping Sord to his feet, the orc and the witch moved to the side of the roof. Shadows moved and lengthened from dark corners. Gwen and Sord turned to see a dozen shadow mages appear out of the inky darkness. Gwen prepared light spells while Sord raised his armored fists. They gave each other a reassuring glance as the mages moved in, whispering arcane words and hands pointed. 
 
    *** 
 
    Reeko looked up from the street as a blue light lit up the night sky. Dark thoughts flooded his mind. The goblin disguised as an orc took his hand off the chaos potion in his coat. Looking back and forth, he moved through the streets of Fallen York. Spotting Aznara, he moved to her just as she moved toward him. Reeko stepped into an alley and the red haired orc followed. 
 
    “That was the flare. Trystan and Hart were captured,” Aznara said in a hushed tone. 
 
    “If Hart could be taken down then they knew we were coming,” Reeko whispered as his gaze met Aznara’s’, “I’m not going to leave them.” 
 
    Aznara looked to the short orc, “Neither am I.” 
 
    “That makes three of us,” Shyla said as she entered the alley. 
 
    The short orc shuffled his feet, “We need a plan C. We are probably being hunted as we speak.” 
 
    “We better think of it fast. I can hear guards down the street coming in our direction,” Aznara grimaced. 
 
    Reeko looked to the stone buildings surrounding them, “I have an idea but you guys might not like it.” 
 
    “Tell us!” Aznara said impatiently. 
 
    “The walls are thick enough that I could make three compartments. They will be like standing coffins, one for each of us. I could seal us up in the walls so we will not be seen. I will create an air hole but even with that, the air will get stale and difficult to breath, not to mention that we will be standing for a long time. If I try to make a sealed room for us, I think they may find us. This way, we will be in the walls until the coast is clear.” 
 
    “And if they find us anyway?” Shyla looked to the short orc. 
 
    Reeko gave a faint smile, “Then we fight our way to the castle.” 
 
    “I’m in,” Aznara grinned. 
 
    Shyla was silent for a moment before nodding her head. 
 
    Reeko made several hand signals, his orc appearance shifting to his true goblin form. The stone wall next to them twisted and moved to form three square alcoves. Each of the three companions stepped in. With their heads out and a final nod, Reeko cast a second spell. The stone shifted around them, encasing and smoothing along the stone wall.  
 
    Guards and shadow mages poured through the streets. Several guards looked down the empty alleyway, scanning for a long moment before moving on down the streets. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jenny looked up at the fading blue flare and let out a tired sigh. The green haired Lori stood next to her in a dark alley, an open manhole cover not far from them. The blonde busty orc rubbed her eyes before looking to the druid. 
 
    “The others will be coming this way but I’m pretty sure Damon’s people already know where we are,” Jenny’s shoulders sank lower. 
 
    “The behemoth worms are resisting. They don’t wish to speak with me. Damon could be interfering somehow,” Lori said with a downward glance. 
 
    “I will not abandon them,” Jenny said softly. 
 
    “Neither will I,” Lori agreed. 
 
    Jenny stood up straighter, “We will hide in the tunnels. If you cannot convince the worms to help us then I will.” 
 
    Lori’s eyes widened, “What are you going to do?” 
 
    Jenny crossed her arms under her breasts and shut her eyes, “Logic would dictate that every living thing has a weak spot to exploit. If you can translate, I’m sure I can find their weak spot.” 
 
    Lori eyed the blonde orc, “I’m not sure I like where this is going.” 
 
    “Desperate times…..” Jenny trailed off. 
 
    The sounds of clanging armor rang out in the distance.  
 
    Lori let out a deep sigh, “As long as you don’t hurt them, they are living creatures.” 
 
    Jenny kept her eyes shut, “I promise to try and not hurt them.” 
 
    The sounds of guards echoed closer. 
 
    “Let’s talk further in the tunnels,” Lori said and walked over to the open manhole. 
 
    The green haired orc jumped down. Jenny walked over, looking up at the night sky one last time. Shadows in the alleyway began to move. The librarian whispered a word and stepped into the manhole, the cover sliding into place behind her. 
 
     Mages appeared and stared at the manhole. Converging, they surrounded the round piece of thick metal. One mage bent down to take hold when something glowed. Purple runes appeared along the surface, forming into words. The mage gazed as the letters finished forming. Fear stabbed into the mage’s heart as the runes exploded. An invisible shockwave threw every shadow mage in the alley against the walls and into the street. Bodies slid to the ground, moaning and groaning as guards rushed to their location. 
 
    Jenny and Lori made their way down a dark tunnel. The librarian smiled as she activated magic rune after magic rune against tunnels walls. Jenny went over the probabilities in her head. She was sure she had an 86% percent chance of making every single mage chasing them lose the will to continue said chase. With that, they moved further into the darken tunnels, with a glimmer of hope in their hearts. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sixteen 
 
    Darkness swirled as Trystan slowly blinked. Water dripped in the cold cell. Chains clamped around his wrists, midsection and legs held him flat against the unforgiving dungeon wall. A faint candlelight glowed outside of the cell and down a tunnel leading to it. The mage moved his arms and legs but the restraints held him in place. A leather collar was fastened to his neck, the faint glow of runes barely keeping the darkness at bay. 
 
    The mage mentally checked himself. He could feel Sylk and Kira on his skin but that was all. He tried to speak to them but they did not stir. It was like a great chasm separated master and familiars. The mage turned his head to the dripping water. Moving his hands and whispering arcane words, he tried to control the water so it would break the chains. With the incantation finished, Trystan waited for the unmistakable connection of mage to element. Instead, nothing happened.  
 
    Trystan let out a sigh, a throbbing pain blooming in his head. With no spells and no familiars to call upon, the mage hung from the chilly stone wall, defeat quickly clouding his mind. 
 
    “I am such a fool,” Trystan said aloud to no one.  
 
    The mage had no idea what time of day or night it was. He could have been out for hours or days. Setting his mind to escape, he took in his surroundings as best he could in the dim light. The cell was barren except for the chains holding him to the wall. Iron bars stabbed into the cell entrance stone. Water continued to drip but the sound echoed off walls, he couldn’t pinpoint the source. Flexing fingers, he tried to cast another spell. There wasn’t even a fizzle after each incantation. 
 
    Firming up, he pulled at the chains. The metal links clanked but held fast. Relaxing, the young mage leaned his head against the wall and pondered. Despair floated into his mind as he tried to keep it together. Alone and in the dark, he wondered about his short career as a mage. Thoughts turned to Nia, Gwen and all of his friends. Trystan let out a sigh, knowing he let them down. 
 
    Uneven time passed. Trystan listened to the dripping water and each drop seemed to get louder and louder. Despair turned into angry rage. The mage rattled and pulled at the chains, making as big as a ruckus as he could. No one came to his thrashing. The mage slumped in his chains, rethinking his captivity. Losing his head was no longer an option. The mage listened intently while moving his arms, testing the chains further. He noticed he could just barely reach the collar on his neck. Taking that as a good sign, he contorted his body and craned his neck to his chained hand. Fingers touching the collar, he ran them over the runes along the leather. When his fingers managed to curl over the edge, he pulled at the collar. Pain bloomed slightly. The more he pulled, the greater the pain. The mage let out a torturous grunt as the pain grew thicker and he let go. 
 
    Panting, he reached over and tried again. Tugging at the collar, pain welled up. Trystan braced himself and pulled as hard as he could. The collar did not give way. The pain spiked to levels the mage never felt before. He let go and huffed. The buckle to the collar was at the back of his neck. The mage thought that maybe he could work through the pain as he tried to unbuckle it. It would require him to contort his body and work the buckle while enduring incredible pain but it was the only plan he had at the moment. 
 
    Taking in a deep breath, the mage went over his mental exercises he learned from Gwen. Thoughts of her helped focus his mind as he prepared himself. When his heartbeat was even, the mage took in another relaxing breath before moving his body. He did not touch the collar but instead contorted his body so his fingers were close to the buckle. When he was in position, fingers took hold of the buckle but he did not attempt to open it yet. Muscles straining, the mage held himself in the odd position for a few moments, readying his mind for the mountain of pain to come. 
 
    With a mental calm, the mage grasped at the buckle and began pulling at it. Pain surged into Trystan like a tsunami. Jaw clenching, the mage tried to push the pain into its own little box as his fingers pulled at the strap and tried to work the metal prong. Torturous pain rose higher and higher the more Trystan worked to move the prong out. The struggle and torment was blinding. The mage made a singular purpose to remove the collar at all costs. Ignoring the mountain of anguish pressing down on him, the young mage continued to pull at the strap with fingers while trying to slip the prong out with his thumb.  
 
    Trystan grunted and soon that turned into screams. The pain blinded his logic as he tried to funnel it into one place and reach his objective. Nothing else mattered, not even his life as he pushed beyond his limits to remove the magical collar from his neck. Vision tilted as his movements stuttered and began to fail. Body reacting to the pain, it eased away from the odd position, anything to stop the torment. Trystan pushed on, ignoring his body and pain. With one final soul-crushing scream, the prong slipped out and the collar uncoiled. 
 
    The mage managed one insane moment of laughter as the collar fell from his neck and he passed out into darkness. 
 
    *** 
 
    A dull ache caused Trystan’s eyes to flutter. Groaning, he lifted his head and looked down. In the dim light, the collar lay on the cell floor, runes glowing slightly. The pain fogged his senses as he tried to blink it away. The light down the hall grew brighter. The mage looked beyond his cell to see a robed figure with a lantern in his hand walking toward him. Panic gripped the mage as he tried to cast a water spell. Hands moving, the spell fizzled when he made a trembling hand signal. Calming his heart, he tried again. Mist rolled off his arm and chest. Sylk and Kira appeared but immediately fell to their knees, eyes weak and confused. 
 
    “Master…..” Sylk managed as if she woke from a long dream. 
 
    “Sylk, free me. Kira stop him!” Trystan commanded. 
 
    The robed figure reached the cell. With a wave of its hand, the cell unlocked and the door opened. Kira tried to stand up but her legs trembled and she stumbled forward. Sylk was on her feet and moving to her master. The robed figure stepped into the cell and reached out with one finger. Kira was about to spit green fire when the finger touched her forehead. Eyes crossing, the dragon woman slumped forward onto the stone floor. Sylk took hold of a chain and searched for the lock.  
 
    “Behind you!” Trystan shouted. 
 
    The robed figure touched Sylk’s head. The siren’s eyes rolled into her head and she slumped to the floor. Trystan cast a water spell. From the darkness, a water bolt shot forward. The lone figure waved their hand and the water bolt flashed into a fine mist. Trystan moved his hands again to cast another spell. Sylk and Kira turned to mist and flowed back to their master’s skin. The figure scooped up the collar and before Trystan could get off another spell, the collar wrapped around his neck and buckled closed. 
 
    Trystan let out a defeated moan as his spell fizzled. He stared at the robed figure as it took hold of its hood and pulled it back. The mage looked to the man before him. He didn’t recognize the face. The man seemed normal with short black hair and pale skin. He had no features that popped out. If he was in a group of people, he would easily be lost to the crowd.  
 
    The figure gave a warm smile, “Hello Trystan Song.” 
 
    Trystan remained silent with a seething rage in his gaze. 
 
    “I apologize for stopping your escape. I actually wouldn’t be here if not for certain events.” 
 
    “Then free me. I will be on my way and you can be on yours,” Trystan growled. 
 
    “Normally I would do just that but I am here in an official capacity,” The man reached into his robes and pulled out a black book. 
 
    Trystan’s eyes widened in terror, “Keep that book away from me!” 
 
    The man continued with his warm smile, “Your name has come up recently within the Order. Tickle me astounded when the book appeared in my library, whispering for me to bring it to you. I knew you were captured but I had no idea the book wanted to be brought to you.” 
 
    Trystan turned his head but kept his eyes on the man, “Who are you? What is the Order?” 
 
    The man kept eye contact, “You’re going to learn about us sooner or later so I might as well tell you. My cohorts and I belong to the ancient Order of Nyght. We pledge ourselves to the teaching of the Libro Nocte. As for my name, I will tell you when next we meet.” 
 
    “I don’t want anything to do with your order or that book. Leave me to my fate.” 
 
    The man’s eyes narrowed, “But it is your fate we very much want to be a part of. Recently we have had dreams of you. With the book appearing to us, there is a grander design in store for you. Damon Wick must be stopped and the book has chosen you to be its avatar.” 
 
    Trystan turned his face to the robed man, “Avatar? You speak madness.” 
 
    The man chuckled softly, “You have glanced at the Libro Nocte. You have had a taste of madness. Damon Wick is a threat not just to humanity but all of Lurth. Our order is not above death but we have deeper dealings in corruption. You cannot corrupt what is already dead.” 
 
    “I will not help you, your order or that book,” Trystan spat. 
 
    The man smiled, “My dear boy, you don’t have a choice in the matter.”  
 
    Fingers moved across the book, taking hold of the black cover and opening it. Trystan turned away and shut his eyes tight. He knew he had to resist with everything he had. Dark whispers entered his mind with soothing words. Foul temptation strung along his curious mental strings. The young mage remembered his mental cleansing exercises, trying to focus and keep the tendrils from his mind. Chanting in his mind over and over, he looked away from the dreaded darkness, using his soul to light the way. 
 
    “You cannot fight them. It is only a matter of time. Open your eyes and gaze upon terrible truths,” The man’s words echoed through the cell and Trystan’s spirit. 
 
    The mage gritted his teeth, his calm turning into a storm. He thought of Nia and the darkness grew. He thought of Gwen and the darkness shrank back but only slightly. Calling on his love for the ink witch, he wielded it like a flaming sword. Mentally saying her name, he slashed at the maddening shadows trying to claim him. Just as he thought the darkness was retreating, it surged around him, blocking out everything. Trystan’s love turned cold and his mind went numb. The whispers started to make sense. The darkness wrapped around his shoulders like an old friend. The mage wondered why he was fighting so hard. The dark whispers told him such wonderful things. They couldn’t be as bad as they seemed. The mad truth was the real truth. Why was Trystan running from such important knowledge? He couldn’t remember. Why couldn’t he remember? 
 
    Head turning, the young mage felt his eyelids loosen. Opening them slowly, he stared at pulsating black words and forbidden knowledge. The man gave a gentle smile as he turned the pages one by one. Trystan’s eyes opened wider, drinking in each page as they flipped, incredible knowledge spilling into his hungry mind. With each page came more and more. Trystan understood. He understood it all. 
 
    “I look forward to our next meeting,” The man said with a genuine smile, turning page after page to Trystan’s wide and unblinking eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seventeen 
 
    The sun hung low in the clear sky. Light changed from bright blue to orange embers. The city of Fallen York was abuzz with excitement. Monsters of all kinds moved through the streets, making the magnificent city breath like a living thing. Creatures adorned their finest clothing and chatted endlessly of the fable wedding between Damon Wick and Theena of Draygon. Their union would herald a new era for all monster races and everyone wanted to be there at the momentous occasion. 
 
    Castle Spire stood with mighty orbs of light hanging in the sky. As dusk approached, the massive orbs of light glowed brighter, a spectrum of colored lights illuminating the city. Classical music played from song stones erected at street intersections. At the southern side of the enormous castle, a large castle square stood, letting the denizens flood in. Stairs rose up to a second square where mighty flaming braziers lit and warmed the air. Light orbs floated as the main gates remained closed. With the entire city turning out, Spire Square filled from shoulder to shoulder. 
 
    Long walls lined the east and west of the square, guards walking along with eyes on the crowds. Some of the larger monsters stayed to the back while more humanoid ones crowded in to get a better view. A small fence lined the bottom of the stairs so the crowds would not spill onto the wedding party themselves. An altar stood with a lone scylla maiden peering into the crowd. Colorful tapestries hung to either side of the main gate with an image of Damon to one side and an image of Theena on the other. The sides of their faces were turned to the crowd and staring at each other. A large side door lined the walls at either side of the elevated square. 
 
    Music played on as the sun sank halfway down to the west, light painting the walls with an orange glow. Older monsters were lead through the crowd to a roped off seating area so they could sit and enjoy the wedding. The younger ones lined the small fence, teeth and smiles showing their excitement.  
 
    The music blanketing the city ceased and the murmur of the crowd grew louder. The main gate opened and eyes of all shapes turned to it. A lone figure walked in in an ornamental robe with the hood up. Monsters chanted “Damon! Damon! Damon!” over and over again.  
 
    The figure took center stage as the crowd continued to chant. Letting their voices wash over, the figure lifted his head but did not remove the hood. The crowd increased their chant, saying “Damon” faster and louder. Clawed hands clapped as their chorus grew deafening. Just as the crowd continued their enamored chant to the tip of frenzy, the figure grasped the edges of its hood and pulled back. 
 
    The crowd let out a fantastic cheer, their screams bouncing off the walls and into the dimming sky. Damon Wick looked out to the crowd with a happy grin. Creatures of all kinds raised their hands and fists to the man that had delivered them from the darkness and into the magical light. The mage stared out into the crowd for long moments before he bowed to their screams. 
 
    Seeing Damon bow caused all monsters to cheer louder. Several monsters fainted while others climbed onto the fence, wanting to rush the handsome mage. Guards rushed out along the fence, grabbing at monsters and pushing them back into the crowd. The city was on the edge of exploding and Damon stood up with kind eyes, raising his hands, the crowd quieted down, ears ready for his honeyed words. 
 
    Damon made a quick hand signal and cleared his throat, “I hear there is a wedding tonight,” Damon’s voice boomed across the vast Square. 
 
    Monsters let out a massive cheering roar. Damon’s name was shouted to the heavens. 
 
    Damon put his hands up again and the crowd died down, “I want to thank you all for coming. It means everything to me for all of you to be here for such a special occasion. Before we begin, I wanted to give some great news. The Night College is finished. Starting tomorrow, every monster will be able to enroll for magical studies!” 
 
    Another roar filled the Square and city beyond. 
 
    Damon continued to their cheers, “No more will the human colleges tell the world how it will be run. For the first time, every monster and creature will be able to learn and study the magical arts. You all will become masters of your own fate. The humans hide in their walled cities but we will move beyond our magnificent city and bring order to the chaos.” 
 
    Damon moved forward, making eye contact with the crowd, “No more fear. No more hunger. No more cold. Your children will have a safe place to learn. Your elderly will have a safe place to live out their days and give treasured advice. Every monster will have a purpose, not to simply survive but to thrive.” 
 
    Goblins, orcs, trolls, nagas, demons, gremlins, dragon kind, arachnix, slimes and harpies cheered with many more monsters as Damon paced along the raised platform. 
 
    “I cannot promise the world will welcome us. I can only promise that Lurth will know our power! The world will turn to us and see what we have to say!” Damon paused before speaking again, “Has anyone heard of Stukarr?” 
 
    The crowd booed. 
 
    “Mighty Stukarr, the greatest city built since the Mana Cataclysm,” Damon looked around and turned his head to the crowd, “Is it safe for me to say that Fallen York is now the greatest city on Lurth?”  
 
    The crowd broke into fevered screaming and chanting. The fence bowed as the frenzy bled into their spirits. Guards struggled to keep the masses at bay.  
 
    Damon smirked, “From this very point in our lives and generations to come, know that this is where it all started. You will be part of a change that will sweep the entire planet and worlds beyond!” 
 
    Damon raised his hands as the entire city exploded into unimaginable cheer. After a few long moments, the mage lowered his hands and stared solemnly into the crowd.  
 
    “I know some have whispered I should lead us to the new era. As beautiful as that sounds, I am still human. I grew up behind the walls and never truly knew the pain you have known.” 
 
    Clawed hands reached out while tears filled many monsters’ eyes. 
 
    Damon tilted his head, shadows covering his eyes, “I do not deserve such an honorable title. I do not wish to be the hypocrite in your golden era. Tonight is not just a wedding. Theena is a beautiful creature and more fitting for the role then I. She can lead you all to greatness. As her husband, I can advise but she will be your queen. Can you accept her as your queen and mother?” 
 
    The crowd chanted “Theena! Theena! Theena!” with clawed fists in the air. 
 
    Damon looked up, “We live to serve you beautiful monsters. But the sun has nearly set and we have a wedding to begin!” 
 
    The masses cheered on as a door to the right of the Square opened and eight monsters in traditional robes walked out in single file, smiles on their monstrous faces. 
 
    “Everyone, the generals and politicians that will help run Fallen York!” Damon pointed a hand to the eight. 
 
    The noise didn’t die down as the eight took their spots to the right of the altar. The door to the left of the square opened and seven scylla wearing purple dresses glided out on tentacles, bouquets in their hands. A lone red headed human was behind them in the same style of dress, wearing a collar and bouquet in her hands. The crowd turned menacing as they shouted and hollered at Nia. The fire mage kept her eyes to the tentacles in front of her, not wanting to make eyes contact with the creatures screaming for her death. The seven scylla and one human took their places along the left side of the alter, turned and faced the crowd. While the scylla looked into adoring eyes, Nia kept her eyes to the stone floor. 
 
    Among the line of guards keeping the crowd back, Sunara, Freya, Devva and Paula looked on to the wedding party. The blue haired succubus stared at Nia while Freya adored Damon by shouting his name. In the crowd, shadow mages moved in, taking their place to see the grand event. 
 
    Damon turned his back to the crowd and moved to the right side of the altar. The main gate opened again and music played. From the darkness, a seven-foot kraken appeared. With a white flowing dress and bolero covering her shoulders, Theena glided out, tentacles moving while the waist up remained as still as calm waters. A tiara adorned her head and purple hair flowed down behind her shoulders. Gold metal bands coiled around her arms as her hands held a bouquet of blood red roses wrapped in trailing seaweed. The kraken stood to the left of the altar, turning to face her beloved with stars in her eyes. Damon gazed at her beauty, giving her a playful wink. 
 
    The scylla priestess raised her hands and began speaking. The crowd grew silent as all eyes watched and ears listened. The priestess spoke of the union to be while pledging their souls to each other and the Dead Sea God, Draygon. Damon and Theena stood before each other, holding each other’s hands. When the priestess finished, she turned her head and arms to Damon. 
 
    “Do you, Damon Wick, take Theena of Draygon to be your wedded wife and queen? Will you serve her for this lifetime and many more to come?” 
 
    Damon squeezed Theena’s hands, “I do.” 
 
    The priestess turned to Theena with arms out, “Do you, Theena of Draygon, take Damon Wick to be your husband? Will you guide him, protect him and listen to his counsel for this lifetime and many more to come?” 
 
    Theena’s eyes shined with deep purple velvet, “I do.” 
 
     “Then by the might and will of the Dead Sea God, you are joined. May your union bring tears to Draygon’s eyes.” 
 
     Damon took hold of the kraken’s waist and pulled her closer. The seven-foot high priestess knelt down, tentacles wrapping around the smaller man. Lips touched and tongues swirled. The Square went wild as all manner of monsters cheered as loud as they could. Tears were shed and monsters clapped. The crowd pulsed like one giant living thing happy for their union. 
 
    Damon pulled back, breaking their loving embrace. He squeezed Theena’s hand once more before turning to the crowd. 
 
    “Before we begin the festivities, we must address a great evil that has penetrated our own sacred walls,” Damon turned to the right door and nodded to the guards. 
 
    The guards nodded back and opened the side door. Several orc guards pulled a lone man in chained manacles. The figure moved with his head down and a blank face. Nia looked over and her heart thudded in her chest. She watched as Trystan was led to the center of the raised Square and turned to face the crowd. From the door, another figure was led out in chains. Nia’s eyes watered as she watched a haggard Professor Hart walk out with a collar around his neck and a haunted look in his eyes. 
 
    Damon moved to Trystan and put his arm around the young mage, “These intruders entered our safe place. They wanted to sneak their way on and assassinate me and my beloved wife!” 
 
    The crowd’s demeanor changed from thrilled to charged menace.  
 
    Damon’s face turned grave, “For our union, the Dead Sea God has demanded a sacrifice. I can think of nothing better than a human mage from Stukarr. Do you not agree?” 
 
    The crowd raised their fists in the air and pointed their thumbs down. Eyes stared at the mage with rage and bloodlust. 
 
    Damon glanced at Trystan and grinned, “With his death, fates will be sealed. The human monsters will come for us. They will want revenge. They will try to wipe us out. But I do not fear that outcome. We have grown strong. Our city is splendor incarnate. We will push back their evil and reclaim what is rightfully yours! We will become the new masters of a remade world! Are we in agreement?” Damon shouted to the crowd. 
 
    The crowd pumped fists into the air and let out a roar! Damon smiled as the legions of monsters screamed their approval. The renegade mage reached into his robe and pulled out a wicked dagger from its sheath. The light gleamed off the gold metal as the mage turned it in his hands. It was then when the young mage before him started to tremble. 
 
    Damon looked down at Trystan’s tilted head, “Don’t worry Trystan. With your death, your friends will go free to spread the word of what happened here. I will be sure to end your pain quickly. Perhaps we will meet again in another life. I look forward to it.” 
 
    Trystan’s shoulders continued to tremble, lips twisting into a mad smile and a chuckle rising up his throat, “A perfect plan, too bad the rules of the game have changed.” 
 
    Damon raised an eyebrow, “Trystan?” 
 
    “We are so much more than Trystan,” The young mage’s shoulder continued to shudder. 
 
    Damon peered at the mage as giggling spilled from his lips. The young mage stepped forward to the crowd, shadows covering his eyes but not his manic smile. 
 
      “Damon Wick is a fool!” Trystan’s voice boomed. 
 
    The crowd at the fence surged back as if hurt by his very voice. 
 
    The young mage swayed in his chains as he addressed the crowd, “Genocide is for the weak. It is a tactic used by lesser beings without the power to change destiny. You mewling sheep follow a man deemed unworthy because he has misinterpreted what true power is.” 
 
    Damon gripped the dagger but his eyes remained cool, staring at the swaying mage. 
 
    Trystan raised his face to the light. Gasps rang out as the young man stared with black veins running along from his neck into his face. The twisted smile remained as darkness pulsed under pale skin. Tendrils of inky darkness bled into the white of his eyes as they nearly bulged in their sockets. 
 
    Hart looked to mad mage and pulled at his own chains, “Trystan!” 
 
    Trystan held up his chains. Metal screeched and snapped, thick metal pooling at his feet. The rune collar at his neck pulsed before bulging and snapping off. The leather fell onto the chains and the magic glow faded. 
 
    “I challenge this fool! I challenge his very existence! Why destroy when you can corrupt. You have lost your way Damon Wick,” Trystan’s voice came out deep. 
 
    “Trystan you cannot……” Damon’s entire body was struck by black lightning. 
 
    Trystan laughed as Damon went hurdling back into the twisted altar, cracking the stone and falling to his knee. The renegade mage looked up, thankful he had his protective aura up. Moving to his feet, he glanced to Theena and the guards. The kraken eyed her husband with a hint of fear. 
 
    “Get inside!” Damon commanded. 
 
    “I will not leave your side my husband!” Theena said as she moved to him. 
 
    “Get to safety! Something unexpected has happened. I need you safe.” 
 
    Theena was about to protest when scylla and orc guards took hold of her, pulling her to the main gate, the kraken thrashed to be free and at her husband’s side.  
 
    Trystan looked to Damon with demonic eyes, “You perverted the true teachings of the Libro Nocte. The book has chosen me to be its avatar. I am here to punish you for your transgression.” 
 
    Nia pulled back to one of the flaming braziers as her fellow bridesmaids ran to Theena’s side. The fire mage pulled at her collar only to be met with a surge of pain. She watched helplessly as Trystan took a step toward the stunned Damon. 
 
    The renegade mage’s eyes widened as Trystan held out a hand. Darkness flamed up and faded from view, a black book now in his hand.  
 
    “Trystan, I know you’re in there. Give me the book and you may go free. Everyone will go free,” Damon said with eyes locked on the Libro Nocte. 
 
    Trystan slowly shook his head from side to side, “No. You will never gaze on the sacred knowledge ever again,” The dark mage laughed. 
 
    Mist streamed from Damon’s robe. Several figures appeared in a burst of smoke, a gray dragon woman, a black dragon woman, a fallen angel and a four-armed blue-skinned woman with flowing black hair. 
 
     “What should we do master?” The gray slumber dragon woman asked. 
 
     “Serenity, you and Dalia retrieve the book from his hands. Xolly and Kali, stay by my side and defend your master,” Damon said and began weaving hand signals. 
 
    Serenity and Dalia stepped forward. Mist and green fire spilled from each of their mouths as they stared at Trystan with determination. Dark Trystan stepped forward, hands at his sides and a maddening grin on his lips. The slumber and poison dragon spit sleeping mist and green fire. Dark Trystan raised his arms, letting their streams curl into his hands, the black book tucked into his robe. The dragon women stopped their assault and took a step back when Trystan held a ball of gray mist in one hand and a ball of green fire in the other. Crossing his arms, he blasted each orb at each dragon. Serenity screeched as green fire struck her dead on, sending her body flying backwards. The gray orb struck Dalia, causing her eyes to roll into her head and falling to the stone floor of the square. 
 
    A dark hole appeared next to Damon. Reaching, his hand disappeared and reappeared next to Trystan’s chest, inches from the book. Dark Trystan grabbed Damon’s wrist right before he touched the leather cover. Black energy arced, stabbing into Damon’s hand. The renegade mage tried to pull back but Trystan held him in place, energy arcing. 
 
    “Tell me Damon, can you pull away before you lose your concentration and the displacement portal closes? If you cannot, I will keep your hand as a trophy.” 
 
    Damon grunted as he whispered arcane words. His hand opened, palm pointing at Dark Trystan’s face. A fireball appeared, blasted forward and exploded. Damon pulled his hand just as the displacement portal closed. Clutching at his burned hand, he eyed Trystan as he stepped closer. 
 
    “Trystan, the book is using you. I know your good heart can fight it off. Give me the book and I will never darken your life again!” Damon shouted as he backed off with Xolly and Kali. 
 
    “Darken my life? You have taken my friends. You have tried to destroy innocents. You threaten with genocide and you have murdered in the name of twisted justice. You will not die this day Damon Wick. Your eyes will burn out of your skull. Your ears will bleed into silence. Your tongue will rot in your mouth but you will not die. You will live on as a shattered soul, never to touch greatness ever again.” 
 
    Shadows curled into Damon’s hand, forming into a black sword, “Then I have no choice but to cut you down.” 
 
    Dark Trystan pulled the book from his robe and held it, “You see nothing. I see everything.” 
 
    Damon flashed forward, black sword striking down. Mana sparks flew as Trystan parried with the Libro Nocte. Arms trembled as they imposed their strength on each other. Damon grunted while Trystan smiled, showing teeth. Breaking away, the renegade mage swung and sliced with his sword. Dark Trystan parried each blow with ease. The fallen angel and four-armed woman rushed to their master’s side. Swords appearing in their hands, all four clashed. Dark Trystan laughed on as swords rained down. He parried and pivoted from each blow, moving with blurring speed. The black book took each strike but there was not so much as a scratch on the cover. 
 
    The crowd gazed with amazement as the deadly dance continued. Guards moved closer with spears. Shadow mages moved to the bottom of the steps, watching for a chance to aid their master. Damon broke away while Kali moved like a whirlwind of flashing swords. Trystan blocked each strike before slamming the spine of the Libro Nocte into each of her four wrists. Swords clattered before fading from sight as the blue skinned familiar backed off. Xolly hissed and time slowed down. Dark Trystan turned his eyes to the fallen angel as she aimed her blade for his heart. 
 
    “Time holds no power over us,” Trystan said as he side-stepped Xolly’s blade. 
 
    The fallen angel turned her blind folded eyes to the dark mage as he slapped her with the black book. The black angel spun through the air, landing on the stone floor with a “Thud”. 
 
    Damon’s hands blurred. Stone shifted and rose up, lighting arcing off its massive form. Fire leapt from the flaming braziers and encircled large stone fists. Damon moved feverishly as he combined elementals into one powerful form. Dark Trystan waited for the mage to complete his spell. Red eyes peered down from a hulking construct at the dark mage. It lifted a flaming fist. Trystan stepped forward with no fear in his dark eyes. He reached up and touched the powerful elemental. 
 
    The hulking construct’s eyes widened and it dropped its fist to its side. Turning, the elemental charged. 
 
    “Your creation is now my creation,” Trystan said with a grin. 
 
    Spears and crossbow bolts struck the hulking elemental as it rushed Damon. The renegade mage made several hand signals and pointed his hands. White mana blasted forward, hitting the elemental construct and shattering it to dust. Damon prepared another spell when a black lightning bolt struck his aura. The mage went flying twenty feet before hitting stone floor and rolling. 
 
    Nia watched and her white eye began to glow. She could see that Damon’s aura began to show holes. Staring, his mana fluctuated and then his aura strengthened. Despite the aura shining, the holes were smaller but they were still there.   
 
    “I will deal out your punishment,” Dark Trystan said and raised his hand. 
 
    The golden dagger in Damon’s robes flew out and into Trystan’s hand. Damon eyed the mage with concern as he stalked forward. Xolly landed in between Trystan and her master, arms outstretched and red aura glowing. Dark Trystan took another step forward, driving the dagger point at the shield. The familiar screamed as the golden dagger shattered her aura and the blade sunk into her gut. Pulling at her blindfold, she ripped it off and opened her eyes. 
 
    A stream of white light stabbed out from her eyes, striking Dark Trystan. The explosion caused everyone to shield their eyes from the bright light. Trystan’s form was thrown back through the air, body smoking, he landed in the crowd of monsters with a booming crash. The crowd moving away or thrown from the explosion.  
 
    From a smoking crater Dark Trystan stood, black aura surrounding his body and eyes locked on Damon and Xolly. 
 
    Damon reached out and took the fallen angel into his arms. Her eyes closed, she smiled as she touched her master’s cheek.  
 
    “I’m sorry Xolly. The dagger is poisoned,” Damon said with darkness in his eyes. 
 
    The fallen angel nodded. Cracks formed along her ashen skin, the familiar’s hand dropped. With glowing energy seeping up from the cracks in her magical flesh, the fallen angel turned to dust and blew away. 
 
    Trystan stood in the smoking crater. Monsters surrounded him but none made a move. An eerie silence filled the plaza square. Bodies moved away, leaving a path between Trystan and Damon. The renegade mage held gray dust in his hands before he clenched them into fists. Standing up, the two mages eyed each other with all of Fallen York watching. 
 
    “I will cut the book from your very fingers,” Damon growled. 
 
    “I will shatter your soul,” Dark Trystan hissed. 
 
    With mana surging, pebbles and stones rose up around Trystan. Damon’s aura grew brighter. The two mages stared as their mana pooled to their commands. The monsters around Trystan backed off while guards and mages moved to Damon’s side. The air took on a prickly charge as a light wind whisked through the Square.  
 
     “Enough!” boomed a voice from high above. 
 
      Eyes turned skyward. A large winged serpent hovered high in the sky. Glowing orbs shined their light on blue scales as the serpent peered down, feathered wings beating. A witch sat on its back, looking down with a hard gaze. 
 
    “I’m coming for you my love!” Gwen shouted with determination in her eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eighteen 
 
    Damon looked up to Gwen and the winged serpent, his eyes narrowing, “I am so close. I cannot let her take control of my familiars.” 
 
    The renegade mage turned to the guards and mages at his side, “Stop her at all costs!” 
 
    Heads nodded and bodies spread out. Hands moved to arcane knowledge and words of power fell from parted lips. Gwen eyed the mages and guards as they took positions. Glancing over, she could see more guards moving along the top of the walls overlooking the Plaza Square. Orbs of light shined on as they hovered in the now dark night sky. Gwen patted Quintin’s neck as she directed him with a squeeze of her legs. The winged serpent roared as wings stopped flapping. Turning his serpentine head, the winged serpent dived down toward the smoking crater, Dark Trystan staring up. 
 
     The witch took hold of her familiar’s neck and brought her feet up. With a quick bending of the knees, Gwen launched herself off Quintin’s back and dived toward the middle of the Square. Dark Trystan stared as mana spilled from the witch’s back and formed angel wings. With a steady gaze, she dived, wings spreading out to catch the air and slow her decent. 
 
    The entire plaza square erupted into chaotic bedlam. Hands pointed as shadows moved into dagger points and shot up into the sky. The crowd of monsters that could not project an attack turned on the dark mage and charged. Crossbow bolts, spears and arrows rained upward as Gwen brought her wings close and spun away from the attacks. The witch spread out her senses, feeling each magical spell or psychical projectile before it could reach her. Letting her senses guide the way, she turned and spiraled.  
 
    Monsters converged on Dark Trystan as he kept his gaze on Gwen. When they were in arms reach, the mage dripping with power raised a single foot and brought it down hard. The shockwave knocked down not only the monsters around him but also most of the creatures in the plaza. Bodies flew back and hit the ground as power rolled through them, stunning everyone’s senses. 
 
    Reeko and Aznara stood on the other side of the eastern wall, the sounds of chaos rising into the air. 
 
    “We have to get in there!” Aznara said looking up. 
 
    Reeko moved his hands and whispered arcane words. Stone from the wall shifted and pushed out to form a platform. Stepping onto it, the goblin took hold of the succubus. With both aboard, the platform of stone moved up with liquid speed. When they reached the top of the wall, guards had their backs to them shooting arrow after arrow over the side toward Trystan. The succubus smiled as she threw herself into the back of one guard and sent him over the edge. The orc guard fell to the plaza square below with a crash and loud moan. Reeko stepped onto the rampart as guards turned on the demoness and goblin. With arcane hand signals, the goblin shifted the stone into walls on either side of him and the succubus, pushing the guards back. The sound of orc guards grunting as stone walls forced them to retreat made the goblin smile. 
 
    “Start the counter attack!” Reeko said as he concentrated on his spells. 
 
    Aznara looked over the side to see Gwen and her winged serpent dive down to Trystan. The succubus could see the dark power spilling from her friend, as he stood motionless. Taking out two chaos potions, the demoness threw them down to her right and left. With the guards pushed back, the top of the eastern wall was clear. Mist sprang up and formed hooded figures. 
 
    “Aim at the crowd and open fire!” Aznara commanded with a shout. 
 
    The robed figures turned to the edge, pointed their hands and cast a string of spells. Fireworks rained down on the crowd. Magical light burst forth and exploded when it reached ground level. The explosions had no physical effect but the perceived threat of being under attack sent many monsters into trying to find cover. Aznara stared down with a large grin as monsters and shadow mages scattered for any place to hide from the harmless magical explosions. 
 
    With the attacks off her, Gwen dived. Spreading her wings, she stopped her descent and landed feet from Dark Trystan. The witch rose up from one knee as the winged serpent landed and coiled his massive body, forming a protective circle around Trystan and Gwen. Quintin roared and blasted out his blue lightning breath. Craters formed from the lightning, sending shards of stone up and driving any monster near them further back. 
 
     Trystan smiled with twisted lips and insane eyes, “You are the witch who tried to drive us from Trystan’s body. You will be punished.” 
 
    Gwen stepped closer, eyes half closed and mana surging, “You took my husband from me. You will not take my lover!” 
 
    Dark Trystan raised a hand but Gwen was already on him. Hand raised, she smacked Trystan hard across the cheek. Trystan’s eyes bulged as the shock ran along his skin, muscles and nerve endings. Turning to the witch, the dark veins crisscrossing his face melted back slightly. 
 
    “Gwen……They will not let go of me……They will never let go…” Trystan said weakly as the dark veins moved back into place. 
 
    “I love you Trystan. What I will do next will hurt,” Gwen said with an even tone. 
 
    The ink witch grabbed at the sides of Trystan’s head. Hands glowing, energy poured forth, sinking into the young mage’s skull. Trystan’s eyes turned white and his mouth formed a perfect O. Tears formed as Gwen gritted her teeth and sent a large wave of her mana into her lover’s mind.  
 
    Damon watched and smiled. With Gwen and Trystan distracted, it was time to retake the battle, “Subdue the serpent and capture the mage and witch. I want them alive.” 
 
    Damon turned to the eastern wall as robed figures fired down on the crowd. The explosions were impressive but the renegade mage saw through the ruse, “They are using chaos potions. Their spells will have no effect. Return fire.” 
 
    Word spread quickly and guards moved into the magical explosions. With bows up and arrows locked, they readied themselves to return fire.  
 
    A manhole cover in the square shifted and moved aside. A blonde haired woman poked her head out to see monsters caught in a chaotic battle. Colored explosions lit up the entire area as a row of orcs readied a volley. Looking up, the librarian noticed Reeko and Aznara directing their illusion army. Jenny pulled her head back down the hole, bended her knees and launched herself into the sky. The leap was incredible as she flew up above the walls. Mist rolled off her body, her manticore, Jaka, spreading his wings and hands talking hold of his mistress. With a mighty flap, he soared through the sky toward the goblin and succubus. 
 
    Mist rolled off Aznara as her familiar took form on the walkway. Aznara was about to direct Vossa to form a thick mist when arrows shot up. Several illusions were struck and faded away. Vossa grabbed at her mistress and turned her around, shielding her body. The vampire grunted as two arrows stabbed into her pale skin. 
 
    Aznara watched with wide eyes as the vampire moved her hand behind and plucked each arrow out, throwing them on the floor. Undeterred, the vampire let mist flow off her body shrouding them from the enemy. Two figures appeared from the sky. Jenny landed with Jaka close behind. 
 
    “We will need better cover. Keep the monsters busy,” Jenny commanded as her hands moved with blurry motions. 
 
    Mana touched the water surrounding Fallen York. With hard commands, the water heated and changed. Mist rose up in a manner of seconds. Several seconds later, the mist turned into a thick fog. Jenny’s brow formed a V as she spread her mana out as far as she could. Pushing her limits, the fog rose up into a whirling tornado. The top of the spinning funnel craned over like a sea serpent’s head. Eyes of all shapes looked up in horror as the thick tornado came crashing down, blasting the entire lower city in thick gray fog.  
 
    Vision was reduced to inches as everyone lost sight of each other. The librarian moved through the mist and touched Reeko and Aznara’s shoulders. With a small flash, the goblin and succubus could see through the fog as if it was midday. 
 
    “This should buy us some time,” Jenny said as she turned to the wall and looked down. 
 
    “Good. Our orc on the ground needed the cover,” The goblin smiled. 
 
    Professor Hart stayed on his knees. Unable to break his chains, he observed the battle as best he could. The sudden fog blocked out his vision except for the two orc guards at his side. Shadows moved as muted magical explosions lit up the area. A figure moved through the thick fog. The guard had his spear in hand, as he tried to peer through the thick smoke. Something heavy flew through the fog, slamming into the orc’s face and sending him backwards. The other orc guard spun his spear at anything that moved. Another figure moved through the fog and touched the orc in the middle of a wide swing. Lightning arced, sending the orc to the stone floor with a high-pitched grunt. 
 
    Professor Hart smiled as Shyla and Sord stepped into view. The daughter moved behind the professor and unbuckled his collar. Sord turned to the fog, watching if anything moved to close. The collar slid off the professor’s neck and struck the ground. Hart spoke a word and his chains melted off him and reformed into a thin metal elemental. 
 
    “Assist my friends,” Hart said to the metal elemental. 
 
    The metal being nodded. Sord gave Hart a nod and flexed his gauntlets. Shyla spun her two maces. The two orcs and metal elemental charged into the fog. Professor Hart cast another spell, his vision seeing past the thick smoke. Eyes on Damon, the professor stalked forward. 
 
    Damon moved his hands with expert ease. A bubble formed and pushed outward, driving the fog back. Jenny felt Damon’s power and instantly took control of the fog. She pressed her mana control against Damon’s and they locked into a stalemate. The fog had cleared around the raised part of the Square but Jenny held her control everywhere else. The librarian gritted her teeth as she pushed. Damon smiled as he gathered his mana. 
 
    From the edge of the fog, Professor Hart stepped into view. From behind, Lana appeared with her lips curved into a sly smile. 
 
    “Release Nia and Sunara and we will leave immediately. No blood will be spilled if you return the students,” Hart said in a calm tone. 
 
    Damon eyed the professor and smirked, “Sunara chose to be here. I have plans for Nia.” 
 
    “You are forcing me to do something I will regret,” Hart said with a downward glance. 
 
    Damon’s eyes turned cold and his smirk faded, “Me too.” 
 
    Damon moved a finger and light flashed. Hart raised his left hand, mana forming a shield. A thin bolt of mana, the size of a pencil, struck Hart’s hand, penetrating his aura shield. The professor’s eyes widened as the thin bolt stabbed through his hand and came out the other side. No pain registered as Hart turned, the world moving in slow motion. The thin bolt continued on its path, stabbing through the side of Lana’s exposed neck and exiting out the other side. 
 
    Time sped up into reality. Hart’s hands moved to his kitsune as she stared wide-eyed. The hole on her neck remained empty for a second before magical blood spurted out and down her white kimono. Hart was nearly to her when a knee slammed into his back, sending him past her and to the floor. Hart rolled and was to his feet just as a mana charged fist struck his jaw. Damon’s body grew bigger as mana pumped into all of his muscles. White energy glowed over meaty fists as he pounded and pummeled the professor. 
 
    “They talked so highly of you! How you had no real equal! I’m disappointed you didn’t see my attack coming!” Damon growled as he continued his assault. 
 
    Hart’s head moved to each punch. As Damon pulled back, Hart let the mana in his heart explode. The shockwave knocked Damon back a few feet, his aura glowing. The professor launched himself at the renegade mage. Arms circling his waist and mana charging muscles, the professor lifted up the stunned mage and threw him. Damon went flying into a wall, cracking it in all directions. Sliding off, he landed on his feet, rubble falling and bouncing off his larger than normal shoulders. 
 
    “Did you really think I would let you have a chance to mana merge with your familiar? I know your secrets! When Vanessa was under my control, I was able to pull from her everything about you. I know you have slowed down and I know every time you use your Heart Beat spell that it shaves down another sliver of your life force that you will never get back.” 
 
    Lana’s limbs trembled as she fell to her knees. Hart moved to her, falling to his knees. The kitsune fell into his open arms. The older mage held her close, a glowing hand on her neck wound. 
 
    Damon stalked forward, “I did more than poke a hole in her. Residue from my mana is purposely keeping the wound open. You are healing her right now but it’s not working is it? You are only keeping it at bay. If you move that hand, she will bleed out. I haven’t come this far to not be prepared for Stukarr’s favored professor.” 
 
    Damon stood over the professor and his familiar, “Even your wounded hand will not heal. Only Gwen will be able to heal you. Your blood loss is slower but with your weakened heart, I give you twenty minutes, tops.” 
 
    Damon turned to the chaos raging on, “Soon I will have the Libro Nocte and the war will begin. Thank you, professor, for helping my dreams come true.” 
 
    From an open manhole, a green haired woman looked out to the chaos. Lori couldn’t see much but the insects sent her a steady stream of information from all sides of the battle. The druid looked down in the darkness below her and called out. 
 
    “Come my friends! We have to stop a great evil,” Lori shouted into the darkness below her. 
 
    The shaft began to move. Furry creatures the size of cats flooded out of the hole and cracks in the nearby buildings. An army of rats spread out like a raging river. Furry bodies leaped onto unsuspecting monsters in droves. Claws and teeth bit into thick hides as screams echoed out. Lori stepped from the manhole a rat on her shoulder. Calmly she moved through chaos as all manner of beasts struck out with weapons and claws against furry attackers. 
 
    Quintin continued to roar and blast blue lightning at anything that moved too close. Gwen held onto Trystan’s head, mana and power surging between them. The witch’s mind clawed her way in, past the dark barriers and deeper into Trystan’s soul. Dark Trystan breathed, caught between the powers of dark and light. Gripping the black book, the young mage growled. 
 
    Gwen felt time slipping away. She pressed deeper in, looking for any hint where the dark power was hiding. The further she went, the more it seemed to run. Dreamscapes and memories rose and fell like the tides. Happiness, fear, regret, pain, bliss swirled like a maelstrom. Gwen stopped her descent into Trystan’s mind, fear speaking to her of the damage she may cause. 
 
    “We will not let him go. He belongs to the book,” A creepy voice hissed. 
 
    Gwen’s heart weakened at the thought of losing Trystan forever, “He is not strong enough. Take me.” 
 
    Silence filled the dreamscape. 
 
    “You would freely give yourself to the Libro Nocte?” 
 
    Gwen shed a tear, “I do.” 
 
    Darkness and knowledge roared through Trystan’s mind and collided with Gwen’s spirit. Trystan’s eyes and mouth shot open, streams of inky black liquid pouring forth and splashing against Gwen’s face. The witch opened her eyes and mouth, letting the depraved darkness flow from her lover into herself. On it went as a terrible shadow cloaked the witch’s spirit, her light turning into a pinpoint in the vast abyss. 
 
    Gwen let go and Trystan stumbled back into Quintin’s massive body. Eyes clearing and black veins fading, the mage looked to Gwen as she stood, horror written in her expression. Lurching forward, he hugged the witch close, pouring his mana into hers, the black book falling from his hand. Opening his senses, he could see her mana points dimming with each passing moment. 
 
    “Gwen! Take my life! Fight the darkness! I am here for you!” Trystan shouted. 
 
    The ink witch turned her wide eyes and mouth skyward. Her chakra points glowed, taking Trystan’s mana and pushing away at the darkness. Black tendrils hung onto her life, stretched and trembling. 
 
    “You….you…gave yourself to us!”  The darkness in Gwen hissed. 
 
    Gwen felt her true self return as the darkness was pushed further away, “I let you in but I never said you could stay.” 
 
    With one final surge, corrupt power exploded from the witch’s eyes and mouth, streaming into the darken sky. Gwen screamed as dark power exited from her body and disappeared into the night sky. With a whimper, the witch fell into Trystan’s arms. 
 
    The young mage looked to the beautiful witch in his arms, “You saved me.” 
 
    “I saved us,” Gwen said with a weak smirk. 
 
    Quintin uncoiled around them and continued to keep the enemy at bay. Mist rolled off Trystan’s arm and chest. The mage smiled as Sylk and Kira appeared. 
 
    “Master, this party is getting out of control!” The siren said as she readied herself. 
 
    Trystan held Gwen with one arm around her waist. His other hand moved, forming arcane symbols. The fog around them solidified into streams of flowing water. The streams circled them in a protective coil. The mage felt good, really good. It was almost like a weight was lifted off his shoulders and he was free for the first time in his entire life. 
 
    “We are all going home! Kira, air support!” Trystan commanded. 
 
    “Yes master!” The black dragon woman smiled and launched herself into the air. 
 
    “Sylk, stay close. We are storming the stage!” 
 
    “Yes master,” The siren nodded. 
 
    Gwen put a weak hand to Trystan’s cheek, “Leave me. I…. will only slow…. you down.” 
 
    Trystan held her close to him, arm around her waist, “No way. You are staying with me to the end.” 
 
    Gwen wrapped her arms around the young mage’s neck, leaning her body against his while he held her up. Slowly they moved forward through the thick fog. Monsters rushed from the gloom, claws and swords flashing. Trystan moved his free hand while smiling. The thick water coil surrounding them formed into blunted spikes. Water bolts blasted off in quick succession. Monsters were struck dead on, sending their bodies back into the gloom. In between the water coils, Sylk screamed thin sonic waves. Each scream took down one monster after another. Kira flapped her wings overhead. Mouth open and spitting green fire balls into the fog. The mage held Gwen close as they shuffled their feet forward toward the raised Square. 
 
    Damon let the mana in his muscles bleed off, his body returning back to normal. With a wave of his hand, the fog melted away back to the surrounding water. Turning his eyes to Jenny on the wall, he pointed a hand. A giant fireball formed and burst forth, streaking toward the eastern wall. Jenny tried to counter but the fireball moved with unnatural speed. Jaka took hold of his mistress. With wide eyes, the manticore threw her down the walkway. Aznara turned to see Jenny flying toward her. The librarian’s body struck the succubus and they both tumbled another ten feet away. Jenny managed to sit up just as Jaka raced to her and was engulfed in a ball of fire. The wall exploded, hurtling the flaming manticore to Jenny’s feet. Aznara pulled Jenny close and shielded her from the raining debris with her own body. 
 
    Reeko was on the other side of the explosion. The goblin raised a piece of the stone floor up to shield himself. The flaming debris crashed into his protection and cracked it. The goblin scooted away as more debris rained down, destroying his makeshift barrier. The goblin turned his head to see a large chunk of the eastern wall had been destroyed. Jenny, Aznara, Vossa, and Jaka were on the other side while Reeko was by his lonesome. The goblin stood up and an arrow struck his thigh. 
 
    “Fuck!” The goblin grunted as he fell to his knees.  
 
    A green hand curled around the arrow shaft. Looking down, he saw the arrowhead sticking out the other side of his leg. Taking hold of the arrowhead, he broke it off and pulled the other half out. Slumping his back against the charred battlements, the goblin breathed heavy as blood poured from his wound. Eyes half closed, the goblin could feel his life draining away. 
 
    “Don’t move,” said a beautiful voice. 
 
    Reeko turned to see Lori kneeling down next to him. Her little hands moved over his wound and she called out life spirits to send her some of their energy. The goblin watched as the wound closed up between the druid’s fingers. Weakness turned to strength and the goblin with slicked back hair eyed the druid and smiled. 
 
    “How did you get up here?” The goblin asked with half closed eyes. 
 
    “I’m a great climber and I had a little help from my furry friends,” The druid smiled. 
 
    The goblin smirked, “I have been meaning to ask……” Reeko trailed off. 
 
    “Yes, I would love to go on a date,” The green haired druid smiled, “But let’s survive this first.” 
 
    Reeko nodded. Both goblin and druid turned their eyes back to the battle raging below. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Nineteen 
 
    Trystan pushed on, water bolts blasting out and slamming into monsters. Rats jumped on creatures while a winged serpent billowed out lightning bolt after lightning bolt. Kira flew through the air, spitting out green fire while Sylk pressed on at her master’s side. Gwen held onto Trystan, trying to walk with the mage, her legs occasionally giving out. The young mage held her close and pressed on with a smile on his lips and determination blazing from his heart. 
 
    Damon stared as his familiars gathered around him. Hart stayed on the ground, holding Lana in his arms and keeping her mana from leaking from her neck. Shadow mages fired sharp black bolts at the oncoming blue mage. Trystan used the streaming water to block each bolt by turning sections to ice and deflecting the bolts away. Then the ice would melt back into water until another volley made contact. Adrenalin pumped as the mage kept complete control. He was going to reach the raised square in moments. 
 
    From the broken fence, Freya and Sunara stepped forward, blocking his path. The dark haired woman held an oversized black hammer while the blue haired succubus held a white short sword in each hand. 
 
    Trystan looked to Sunara, “We are taking you home.” 
 
    Sunara laughed, “I am home you fool! Go back to your college before it’s a smoking crater.” 
 
    Freya stepped forward, “It’s over Trystan. You cannot fight us. Surrender and take your place as my pet. This will be your last chance.” 
 
    Trystan turned his eyes to Freya and gave an amused smirk, “I don’t know why I was afraid of you. You’re a pathetic weak person. You snared me with sex and tried to keep me with fear. You messed with my life because you could never own up to your own. I feel sorry for you but I won’t dwell on it for too long. Your dead to me, dust on the wind.” 
 
    Trystan held Gwen tightly to him, “I know what true love is. Something your twisted black heart will never know.” 
 
    Freya’s brow twitched, “You loser! You fucking piece of garbage! I will make you eat every one of those words. I will make you scream every night as I have you beaten to within an inch of your life. You are property and I own you,” Freya hissed. 
 
    “Leave master alone!” A voice screamed from above. 
 
     Freya turned her eyes to see Kira land feet from her with scaled fists raised, “Master is not yours! He is his own man! How could I ever have called you mother!” 
 
    Freya gave a wicked grin, “Put your hands down.” 
 
    Kira’s arms shook and she put her hands. Eyes filled with tears, she looked to Freya with weak disdain. 
 
    “I can still control you, daughter. I don’t know what nonsense he has put into that pretty head of yours but that will stop soon enough. You…,” Freya’s eyes widened. 
 
    Behind Kira, Quintin reared up with a lightning charge in his open maw. The shadow mage pulled every shadow around her until it formed a protective ball. The winged serpent roared as a lightning bolt streaked forth and slammed into Freya’s shadow barrier. Blue lighting split the barrier in half and sent the short shadow mage into the stone steps. 
 
    Freya growled as steam rose from her body. Black wings spread out before her. Before the shadow mage could utter a word, a scaled fist punched her in the jaw. Kira was on top of her, punching and crying, keeping Freya from recovering to counter attack. 
 
    “You evil woman! I won’t let you hurt my master!” Kira shouted through tears as she pummeled the shadow mage. 
 
    Freya managed a word of power, blasting the dragon woman off her. Quintin slithered up next to Kira as she moved to her feet. The winged serpent and dragon woman eyed the shadow mage as she stood up, blood trickling from her lip. 
 
    “You can’t take both of us on,” Kira said with a sardonic grin. 
 
    “I created you and now I must destroy you,” Freya said with madness in her eyes. 
 
    The shadow mage bolted forward while Kira and Quintin launched themselves at her. Magical energies exploded as the three went at each other like starving wolves, wanting their pound of flesh. 
 
    Trystan took a step forward when Sunara pointed her blades. 
 
    “Far enough,” The succubus said with a blank expression. 
 
    Trystan looked to the succubus with kindness, “You are still my friend. I will do anything I can to save you.” 
 
    “I don’t need saving. I’m right where I want to be,” Sunara sneered. 
 
    “You want to commit genocide? You want to follow this evil path?” Trystan took another step forward. 
 
    “You will not sway me from the true path. Humans are a disease. You will not change my mind,” The succubus said coldly. 
 
    Trystan took another step, “When the time comes, will you cut off my head? Will you be the last person I see before I die?” 
 
    Sunara’s eyes looked to the side and then back to Trystan, “If I must.” 
 
    Trystan shook his head, “You never killed anyone in your life. How can you think that following that mad man up there will give you the courage to kill any human? Come home with us.” 
 
    Sunara’s arms trembled as she pointed her swords, “I will do right by my people. I will save them and bring them back to the ways of the first kingdom. We will no longer be your sex slaves!” 
 
    Trystan gazed into Sunara’s eyes, “If you hate humanity so much then there is nothing I can do to change your mind, but you will have to kill me first and I won’t go down without a fight.” 
 
    Shadows covered Sunara’s eyes, “Then so be it. Your death with be first of many in the coming war.” 
 
    The succubus bended her knees and launched herself at Trystan. The mage moved the water streaming around him to meet with the succubus. White swords clashed on cold ice, mana sparks flying. 
 
    Aznara moved away from Jenny. The librarian reached out with shaky hands to her familiar. Jaka’s chest moved but his skin was blackened and burned. The librarian pulled him close, cradling him in her arms. The manticore managed a small purr as his breathing labored.  
 
    The succubus looked to Jenny and her familiar. Vossa stepped in close as arrows whizzed overhead. Aznara turned to her own familiar with sad eyes and then looked over the side of the cracked wall. Sunara slashed out with white swords, clashing against Trystan’s ice barriers. 
 
    “Vossa, stay with Jenny and protect them. I have to save my sister,” Aznara said as she stood up. 
 
    Aznara stood up and gazed at the battles below. With a thought, red wings appeared and folded outward. With wings spread, the succubus knelt down and jumped into the air. Gliding, she controlled her descent, eyes on her rookery sister. Sunara never heard the silent succubus until she was close. Turning with wide eyes, Aznara slammed her shoulder into the blue haired succubus and sent her crashing to the floor. 
 
    “You are coming home with us!” Aznara shouted at her fallen sister. 
 
    Sunara stared up with wide confused eyes, “Wings? How did you get wings? We haven’t had wings in thousands of years.” 
 
    Aznara smiled, “Times are changing.” 
 
    An orc pointed a crossbow at Aznara’s back. A nearby incubus grabbed at the crossbow and forced it down. The orc gave the demon a sideways glance but the demon already started walking. Demons in the crowd stopped fighting the rats and turned to the succubus with wings.  
 
    “She has wings!” One incubus said. 
 
    “She is from the first kingdom!” A succubus shouted. 
 
    “The king and queen are returning to their children!” Another succubus cried out. 
 
    “We will be saved!” an incubus hissed with delight. 
 
    Sunara glared at her rookery sister, rage exploding, “YOU CANNOT BE THE ONE WHO UNITES US! I WILL SAVE OUR PEOPLE!” 
 
    Fire poured from Aznara’s hands and formed a red blade just as Sunara was on her feet and slashing upward. White and red swords clashed and rang out. Aznara moved with skill, parrying and dodging her sister’s attacks. Sunara’s face twisted in rage as she hacked and slashed with all her might. Aznara remained calm, blocking each blow as her blue haired sister screeched. When swords clashed, Sunara moved her face in close. 
 
    “I will cut those wings off and mend them to me! I will be the demoness who restores the First Kingdom!” Sunara screamed. 
 
    Aznara pushed away Sunara’s blade. Letting her fingers uncurl, her red blade flew into the air and turned to smoke. A foot planted in Sunara’s stomach and the succubus’s air was forced out her lungs. Aznara brought her foot back and slammed her heel into her sister’s chest, sending her spiraling to the floor. 
 
    Sunara looked up with shock painted all over her face. Aznara stood with wings flexing, a playful smirk on her lips. 
 
    “No sister. You will not restore our people to glory,” Aznara glanced to Trystan and then back to Sunara, “You can be by my side when we unite our people, together.” 
 
    Sunara was stunned. No words rose from open lips. The demoness gazed at her rookery sister, awe washing over her senses. 
 
    “Protect her! Protect our winged beauty!” A succubus bellowed. 
 
    Demons dispersed through the crowd turning on their fellow monsters. Fists were thrown and bodies clashed. The battle against the rats had turned inward. Monsters backed off as demons went at them with unholy fury. 
 
    Trystan stepped closer to Aznara, “You have this?” 
 
    Aznara nodded, never taking her eyes off Sunara, “I have this.”  
 
    Trystan moved to the stairs and began taking each step in turn. Gwen let go and slipped from his grasp. The mage turned to pick her up but the witch shook her head. Silently they looked to each other, unspoken words passing between them. The young mage smiled and continued up, Sylk at his side. 
 
    Damon smiled warmly as Trystan and Sylk stepped up onto the raised Square. Hart was on his knees, holding Lana. Monsters and familiars flanked each side of the renegade mage. Trystan eyed them all and then centered on Damon. 
 
    “I’m quite impressed. I never expected the Libro Nocte to bond with you. If you still had its power then you could easily take me but I don’t see the book.”    
 
    “I don’t need the book. Give me Nia and we will be on our way,” Trystan commanded. 
 
    An orc stepped from the shadows with Nia, her arms bound behind her and a blade lay against her throat. Damon glanced at Nia and then back to Trystan. 
 
    “If you had the book then we could perform some kind of trade. Since you lost it, I see no reason to hand her over,” Damon smiled. 
 
     “Trystan, leave me….” Nia sobbed. 
 
    The mage smiled with warm eyes, “No. We leave together.” 
 
    “I admire your spirit but the battle is almost over. The demons are outnumbered and soon will be rounded up. Professor Hart cannot leave his familiar’s side or she will die. Freya looks like she is holding her own against you and Gwen’s familiars. All I have to do is cast a few spells and it all ends. Without the book, you do not have the power, skill or experience to take me on. Surrender and become tribute to the Dead Sea God. Only then will I let your friends leave unharmed.” 
 
    Shadows covered Trystan’s eyes, “I’m ready to give my life for my friends. Are you willing to give your life for your cause?” 
 
    Damon eyed the young mage before glancing downward, “I am. I will.” 
 
    The orc holding Nia moved close to the fire mage’s ear, “I’m a friend.” 
 
    Nia turned her head just as the blade sliced at the rune covered collar. Mana bloomed as Nia’s arms were free. Quickly she made had signals, a massive stream of fire from the braziers moved like a beast. Shyla pulled back her stolen hood and threw the blade in her hand. A shadow mage made a hand signal but before he could get the spell off, the blade point sunk into his forearm. Screaming, chaos erupted. 
 
    Shadow mages and guards turned on the orc and fire mage. Damon stepped forward to close the distance between him and Trystan. The young mage started casting and his familiar echoed his movements. Words spilled from their lips as they moved and hands synced to perfect rhythm. Damon whispered arcane words until his eyes widened and his spell fizzled. 
 
    The siren moved behind her master, her form growing taller. Trystan stepped back with knowing eyes. Mana flared and encircled mage and familiar. With a final word spoken, Trystan merged with Sylk and Sylk merged with Trystan.  
 
    “Chimera…..” Damon whispered. 
 
    The chimera stood, one body a mixture of Trystan and Sylk. Ears pointed from blue and black striped hair. Ovals eyes stared with swirling green and blue irises. Small breasts swelled behind a strip of cloth covered in runes. A bulge appeared from between feminine thighs. The combination of Trystan and Sylk formed an athletic but sensual body. Standing at six foot three, the being moved with powerful grace toward the stunned renegade mage. 
 
    Damon recovered and moved his hands into a blur of arcane symbols. Mana flaring, white hot energy pooled into his muscles once again. The renegade mage grew bigger and thicker. White mana filled his eyes as large hands clenched into boulder-sized fists. 
 
    “You are not the only one who can achieve a higher form. My now perfect body is more than a match for your merged form!” Damon shouted as he charged. 
 
    Nia poured on bouts of fire to keep the monsters at bay. Eyes glancing over, she witnessed the spectacle, as did most as the oversized Damon charged the magical chimera. With square fist raised, the chimera side stepped as it came crashing down. Stone cracked and shards flew into the air. The blue chimera spun gracefully, snatching shards of stone from the air with overwhelming speed. With a collection of stones cradled in one arm, the chimera’s other hand moved like lightning, throwing each one like an ancient bullet. Blunted stones struck and bounced off Damon’s muscled body. The renegade mage laughed until one stone struck him dead center between the eyes. As he stumbled back, the blue chimera bent its knees and launched. 
 
    Damon reached out and grabbed the blue chimera in both giant hands, “Ha!” 
 
    The chimera silently picked up their feet and repeatedly slammed them into Damon’s chin, neck and face. The movement was so fast that no one around could keep up. Blue graceful hands glowed with power as Damon let go and stumbled back, clutching at his broken chin. Sweeping forward, the chimera made exact punches to pressure points in rapid succession. Trystan’s knowledge of chakra points and Sylk’s speed made them ruthlessly accurate. Mana streams were disrupted and Damon’s form took a haphazard appearance. Mana fueled muscles shrank and the renegade mage threw himself back to get away from the chimera’s attacks.  
 
    Flipping away, Damon landed on his feet and massaged his smaller muscles, “Impressive but I don’t have to beat you. I just have to outlast you. You cannot keep that form forever!” 
 
    The chimera hovered a few inches off the stone floor and sped toward the renegade mage. Damon blasted away the blocks on his mana lines and power raced back to his muscles. Body reforming, he swung large fists. The chimera moved and dodged like a dancer. Blue hands moving, water leapt from the rivers surrounding Fallen York. Streams hardened into staffs as they rained down from the sky. Damon felt one and then another strike him on the shoulders. Another one hit him on the top of his head. When the mage looked up, he spun away as hundreds of blue staffs came raining down. Thick hands moved as white mana blasts shot up, disintegrating whole volleys of staffs. 
 
    It was a long enough distraction for the chimera to slam a foot into Damon’s gut. The renegade mage’s eyes bulged as he bent nearly in half. The chimera grabbed a staff falling from the sky and unleashed a storm of attacks. Damon could not recover as he was pushed back. Large arms up, they took the brunt of the attacks until the end of the blue staff slipped through and hit his throat.  
 
    Damon coughed and a spurt of blood flew through the air and landed at the chimera’s webbed feet. The whole city watched as the combined form of Trystan and Sylk stalked forward, victory in their swirling eyes. Damon fell to his knees, clutching at his neck. The chimera raised its staff, ready to bring down a final blow when its entire form shifted. Damon’s brow formed a V as he reared back a thick fist. The chimera tried to bring its arms down but it moved a second too slow. Damon’s fist hit it directly in the chest, sending the mana merged creature flying back to the stone floor. The chimera let out a gasp as it was engulfed in light. There was a flash and eyes turned back to see Trystan and Sylk lying next to each other on the floor. Both mage and familiar were heaving with confused eyes. 
 
    Damon stopped choking and grimaced. Fixing his jaw with one hand and pointing his other hand, mana blasted at the prone mage. Sylk started to sing her shield song, mana bolts striking and bouncing off. The renegade mage stepped closer, his body returning back to normal. One hand continued to fire while another made arcane symbols. Sylk threw herself on her master, singing with every bit of mana she carried. Damon did not let up as bolt after bolt struck her shield, draining more and more of her mana.  
 
    Freya slammed her black hammer into Kira, sending the dragon familiar into Quintin. The winged serpent caught her in his coils and helped her to the ground. Freya took the chance to turn and see Damon blasting at Trystan and Sylk. 
 
    “Yes Master! Make them pay!” The shadow mage screamed. 
 
    A fireball streaked across the square. Freya turned her eyes, looking past it to see Nia’s stony gaze. The shadow mage brought her hammer up but a blue lightning bolt struck her in the back. Freya screamed as thousands of volt arced over her body. The fireball slammed into her chest and exploded. The shadow mage went flying to the ground hair burnt and body smoking. She groaned as she attempted to move. Kira walked over and put a clawed foot on the steaming shadow mage’s chest. 
 
    “You have done enough, mother,” Kira smiled as she kept Freya under foot. 
 
    Sylk’s voice started to give out. Suddenly turning hoarse, the siren’s song stopped and she looked up at Damon with weak eyes. Trystan’s arms went up and held his familiar close. 
 
    “Well done. Twice you nearly bested me. They will sing tales of the young mage who challenged me and lost. You have secured yourself into legend,” Damon grinned. 
 
    Fire streamed around the renegade mage as he stood over Trystan and Sylk. The renegade mage looked up bemused as the streams of fire formed into a dozen red spears. Sharp points gleamed in the light as they encircled the renegade mage. Nia stepped forward, hands up and ready to let loose her magical spears. Red Fang stood by her side, ready to protect his mistress. 
 
    Damon eyed the spears and laughed, “Do you really think your pitiful magic will penetrate my aura?” 
 
    Nia took a few steps forward, her white eye seeing the small holes in his blazing aura, “I can stop you. I can kill you!” 
 
    Damon shook his head, “No, you cannot. I’m going to slice open Trystan’s neck. You could throw a hundred of your spears at me and they will simply bounce off.” 
 
    Nia eyed the mage, the holes moving and changing in sizes. The fire mage moved the spears around so they lined up with the holes.  
 
    Trystan turned his head to his friend, “Nia, slow him down and we can escape.” 
 
    Nia’s eyes began to water, “No Trystan. This monster needs to be stopped once and for all!” 
 
    The blue mage could see the intent in her eyes. She knew something Damon didn’t know. From feet away, he could feel that she was going to kill him. 
 
    “Nia, he’s not worth it. Let’s go home,” Trystan said in a soothing voice. 
 
    “You stopped me from killing Freya…..you will not stop me from killing him!” 
 
    Damon looked to Nia with sheepish eyes, a dagger made of mana formed in his hand, “Back away dear Nia. You do not want to see this.” 
 
    Damon raised his mana dagger up while energy snaked from his body, striking each red spear and dispelling them. Nia threw herself at the renegade mage, fire flowing to her hands forming another spear, with tears in her eyes. Sylk put up a webbed hand as Damon lifted the dagger over his head. Trystan formed a spell and pointed his hand up at the renegade mage. Nia’s spear point aimed for a hole in his aura. With a mad gleam, Damon brought his dagger down.  
 
    Freya looked over from the stone floor, her eyes wide in horror. The entire plaza square stopped fighting and gazed at the two bodies close together. Nia grunted as the mana dagger was half buried in her shoulder. Damon gazed at the red head, her red spear impaled in his chest. Blood trickled along the shaft and fell to the gray stone floor.  
 
    Damon tried to speak but instead coughed up globs of blood. The dagger in his hand faded away and he clutched at Nia’s wounded shoulder. Mana spread out from his hand and healed her wound. His other hand moved in close and caressed her cheek. 
 
    “Nia…….Thank you…..for….ending….my ….humanity….” Damon said with blood dripping from his mouth. 
 
    The fire mage stared with hard eyes. Twisting the spear, Damon fell to his knees. Shoulder healed, the fire mage stepped back, a dark shadow muting her once bright spirit. Trystan and Sylk sat up, eyes on Damon as he stayed on his knees, hands at his sides and blood staining his fine robe. 
 
    “I….was…never…going….to…hurt you….Trystan.” The mage coughed up more blood. 
 
    Nia’s hard stare softened as she realized what he was saying. Trystan gazed at Damon with incredulous eyes. The crowded square stared at their savior and some wept. Gwen stepped up to the small staircase, eyes wet as she looked to her ex-husband. 
 
    Damon kept his eyes on Trystan, “Take care…of…our…Gwen…….” 
 
    Head slumping forward, Damon’s eyes closed and lips curved into a slight grin. Trystan was on his feet as Damon’s life slipped away. Damon’s familiars fell to their knees, eyes lost. Bodies fading, they looked on. Without their master, they could not keep their bodies together. With one last loving stare at their master, bodies turned to dust and ash, mana steaming from them. A few seconds later, they crumbled to the stone floor in three heaps before being whisked away by a small breeze. 
 
    The world was silent for a long moment. Trystan turned to Nia. The red head threw her arms around him and sobbed. The blue mage held her close; happy she was in his arms once again. 
 
    “Master, I think the city wants a word with us,” Sylk said as she moved close to them. 
 
    The companions all turned to see the monster horde eyeing them with hate and rage. Gwen moved to Professor Hart, glowing hands healing him and Lana. The professor was on his feet with the kitsune in his arms. The group of friends gathered close. Shyla walked backwards with her maces in hand. Trystan, Sylk, Nia, Gwen and Professor Hart banded together as monsters moved with spears all around them. 
 
    Lori looked from the wall, “Time to retreat,” The druid said and let out a long vibrant whistle. 
 
    The ground began to shake and tremble. Hateful eyes looked around as the Square began to crack and finally exploded. Waves of monsters were pushed or thrown back as two behemoth worms rose from the ground. The druid smiled as she put Reeko’s arm around her shoulder. The goblin made quick hand signals. A stone platform oozed from the wall. The two stepped on and let the platform travel down, sideways and back up to their friends. Jenny pulled Jaka onto the platform while Vossa also stepped on. Once aboard, the team began their descent to the bottom of the wall. 
 
    Aznara grabbed Sunara and lifted her to her feet. The blue haired succubus was compliant with her head down and her fingers entwined. Trystan nodded his head to the hole the worms made and everyone moved together. Sord emerged from the crowd and waited by the jagged hole as the worms sank back down into the depths. Quintin and Kira returned to their master and mistresses’ sides. Hobbling and half running, the groups of friends met up by Aznara and Sunara. 
 
    Sunara looked to Nia as she walked with blood on her hands, “Nia…I…,” The succubus never had a chance to finish. 
 
    Nia pulled back her fist and slammed it into the Sunara’s jaw. The succubus fell to the ground, out cold. Aznara smiled as she reached down and hoisted up her rookery sister onto her shoulder.  
 
    Arrows and spears filled the sky, raining down on the companions. Lori and Hart moved their hands into arcane signals. Arrows shifted away in the air while spears ripped into kindling. 
 
    “How did you get the worms to cooperate?” Aznara asked Lori as they reached the side of the hole. 
 
    “Jenny was the one to do that part. She had me translate to them that if they didn’t help then she would release an acid cloud through the tunnels and melt their eggs,” Lori smiled. 
 
    Several pairs of eyes turned to Jenny. 
 
    “I wasn’t really going to do it. I just wanted to motivate them to help us,” Jenny smirked. 
 
    “Mages, we are leaving!” Trystan shouted as he jumped into the hole. 
 
    Others followed until they were all out of sight. One worm tunneled on while the other stayed behind. When they were safely on the move, the other worm thrashed its tail against the walls, sealing the outside world behind them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Twenty 
 
    Sunara sat in a cell. She moved her hands over her grey uniform, eyes cast to the gray stone floor with indifference. Beams of sunlight came through the barred windows and moved across the floor as time ticked away. The blue haired succubus made no sound and sat, mind lost to her fate. 
 
    Down the stone corridor, a metal door opened and then slammed shut. The succubus looked up and waited. A shadow fell across the floor in front of her cell. Sunara turned her gaze back to the floor as a figure walked in front of the iron bars and turned to her. Silence filled the area for a long moment. The figure moved back and pulled out a fold out chair. Opening it and setting it down in front of the bars, Aznara sat down. 
 
    “I hear they are treating you well,” The red headed succubus smiled. 
 
    Sunara remained silent. 
 
    “The warden informed me they are moving you further up north, to Blackburn Prison. The name is kind of scary but I hear it has the best rehabilitation programs.”  
 
    Sunara turned her head away. 
 
    Aznara’s smile faded, “I know you are hurting. Eight years is not that long of a time. I promise to come up every week for a visit. No train goes to Blackburn but I can ride there. It’s about ten hours on horseback but I can use the time get away to see you.” 
 
    Sunara’s eyes turned to her rookery sister with a blank expression, “Our people?” She asked simply. 
 
    Aznara’s eyes moved to the side and she shifted in her seat, “We should talk about our visits.” 
 
    “Our people?” Sunara repeated. 
 
    Aznara looked through the bars to her sister, “They deserted Fallen York after the battle. They have been appearing in large groups at the city gates. The Lord Mayor has allowed our people to stay in the newly rebuilt sections of the city. Stukarr citizens are having a difficult time with the change but the college backs the decision to let them in.” 
 
    The corners of Sunara’s lips frowned, shadows covering her eyes, “They come for you. They come to be close to the winged succubus.” 
 
    Aznara’s tail coiled around her own leg, “I didn’t expect our people to have such a reaction. I…..” Sunara cut her off. 
 
    “I was supposed to lead our people into a new golden age. Instead, my sister, who can barely control herself, is rewarded gifts from our ancestors. I should reach through the bars and strangle you,” Sunara sneered. 
 
    Aznara’s head tilted forward, “I know it still hurts. We will have plenty of time to talk and work through it. I mean it, I promise to visit every week.” 
 
    “I will not see you. Stay with your new people. I will wait for news when you fail at your tasks,” Sunara said calmly. 
 
    Aznara leaned in, trying to make eye contact, “Please sister, you are my family. I will not abandon you.” 
 
    The blue haired succubus kept her eyes averted, “I have already abandoned you.” 
 
    Aznara gazed at her sister for a long moment. Slowly standing up, she kept her eyes on her thin sister, “They are going to move you in a few days. I will be at Blackburn next week. I hope with time; our bond will heal. I cannot live my life without you.” 
 
    Aznara turned, folded the chair and placed it against the wall. She gave one last look to Sunara before walking down the hall to the thick metal door. 
 
    Sunara waited until the door slammed and locked shut. Standing up, she moved to the bars and drank in her rookery sister’s scent. With face between the bars, she savored the smell and lingered, eyes closed. 
 
    “I hope your right,” Sunara whispered to herself. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trystan sat in the café, stirring his coffee and staring out the glass window. The air was growing chilly and the mage was happy to be inside with a warm cup to soothe his spirits. Images of Nia floated into his mind and his fingers trembled in excitement. They hadn’t seen each other in the two weeks since they got back. The mage was looking forward to seeing her. Taking hold of the cup, he took a gulp of the light brown liquid and set it back on the table. 
 
    Nia appeared around a corner. Trystan eyed her and lifted his hand and waved. The red head caught sight of him, smiled and began walking toward the café. The mage watched her as she moved. He likened it to a moving painting with flares of reds and whites. Nia stepped through the main door and cut through to Trystan’s table. Sitting down, she eyed him with a gentle smile. 
 
    “I missed you,” Trystan said immediately. 
 
    “I missed you too,” Nia said with a soft tone. 
 
    Trystan eyed her with wide eyes, “I was so excited to see you that I don’t even know what to talk about.” 
 
    Nia reached over and patted his hand, “Then perhaps I should start.” 
 
    Trystan felt a shadow fall over his spirit. The way she said it made all the happy feelings pull back, the mage knew her well enough to know she was about to give him some bad news. 
 
    Nia sat back, pulling her hand away but leaving it on the table, “We have grown up so much in the last year. It is so different since we left Sapphire Cove.” 
 
    Trystan’s smile faded for a moment before coming back into his cheeks, “I know what you are going to say. You don’t have to say it. I knew for a long time what was coming our way.” 
 
    Nia’s eyes lowered and she stared at the table, “I feel like one or both of us should say it.” 
 
    Trystan continued to smile, “We have been friends most of our lives. That will never change. I am just happy that you are safe.” 
 
    Nia tried to smile but her lips could not do it, “You were right…..about death. I understand now what it means to take a life. It changes you. I should have listened but I couldn’t stop myself.” 
 
    Trystan reached over and took her hand into his, “You were protecting me. If I was in your position, I might have made the same choice.” 
 
    Nia let out a sigh, “Damon wanted to die and he orchestrated everything so he would have the most public death imaginable. He used us to make that happen. I have spent the last few weeks trying to understand it but I just can’t.” 
 
    Trystan squeezed her hand, “He was mad. In his mind, it made perfect sense. Maybe he couldn’t live with himself. Maybe he knew it would come to this eventually. I’m not sure anyone will truly understand him but now that he is gone, the world can breathe a little easier.” 
 
    Nia gave a light nod, “Now that he is gone, I hear that Fallen York is divided on how they will rule. The incubi and succubi are coming here to Stukarr to follow Aznara. Professor Hart told me that Stukarr might send envoys to broker a peace.” 
 
    The young mage held onto Nia’s hand and looked to the edge of darkness under her eyes, “How are you managing?” 
 
    Nia’s lip curved downward, “I am managing every day. My addiction to Sunara will take a long time to beat,” Nia hesitated before speaking again, “I am going to have special training, away from the city.” 
 
    Trystan raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Nia continued, “Because I can see weak points in auras, the Headmaster and Headmistress feel I would be better suited for some special mage training. They want me to go to a college better suited for my new ability.” 
 
    Trystan’s eyebrow softened, “When do you leave?” 
 
    “Tonight.” 
 
    “Is this what you want?” 
 
    Nia looked away, “It is what I need.” 
 
    Trystan became silent. 
 
    Nia continued, “I really had a wonderful time….our time together. You are an amazing man. You fought your way to rescue me. It hurts to talk to you. It hurts that I am leaving you.” 
 
    Trystan looked up into Nia’s wet eyes and gave a bright smile, “This is all temporary. We will not stop being friends. We will see each other again.” 
 
    Nia pressed the palm of her hand to Trystan’s cheek, “I know but it still hurts.” 
 
    “Can I see you at the station, before you go?” 
 
    Nia pulled her hand away slowly, letting it rest on the table, “I think it’s better if we say our goodbyes now. If I see you at the station…..I may not leave.” 
 
    Trystan was on his feet and around the small café table. Bringing Nia to her feet, they gazed into each other’s eyes. Lips touched but only for a moment. It was Trystan who pulled away but held her close in his arms. Together they stood in their favorite café, saying goodbye. 
 
    Without a word, Nia broke away. Turning her eyes away from her dear friend, the fire mage walked to the entrance, opened the door and stepped out into the great big city. Trystan stared at her as she walked on. When she disappeared around a corner, the mage’s shoulders sagged. Mist flowed off his arm and a beautiful blue siren appeared next to her master. 
 
    Trystan reached down and took her webbed hand into his. Together they left the café and began walking down another street. Sylk glanced over to her master every few seconds, her heart bleeding for him. The young mage’s eyes were hollow but his heart beat with warm memories. 
 
    “She will come back to us,” Sylk said in a low voice. 
 
    Trystan nodded. 
 
    “Master, what can I do to help you feel better?” 
 
    “You’re already doing it,” Trystan half smiled.  
 
    Sylk squeezed his hand as they continued to walk. After fifteen minutes of walking, Trystan and Sylk stood in front of Gwen’s Ink Shop. The air carried a wondrous crispness, the breeze gentle, caressing the mage’s cheek like an old friend.  
 
    Sylk looked through the shop window to see Gwen fixing up a shelf, “I will never leave you, master. I love you. All of us love you.” 
 
    Trystan turned to the siren, “And I love you. I love all of our friends.” 
 
    Mist flared up from Trystan’s chest. Kira appeared in a flash, scaly arms out, she hugged Trystan close. The mage struggled to breath from the vice-like embrace. 
 
    “I love you master!” Kira nearly whined. 
 
    Trystan stroked her hair, “I love you too my strong familiar.” Thinking back to how she fought against Freya’s control, the mage hugged the dragon woman closer, “I’m proud of you. I will always be proud of you.” 
 
    Kira looked up with wide wet eyes, “Thank you master!” 
 
    Sylk rolled her eyes and took hold of the dragon woman, “Come on. Let’s go for a walk and give master some alone time.” 
 
    Reluctantly, Kira let go. The siren pulled the dragon woman away while gritting her teeth. Kira went along but looked back to see her master step into the shop. 
 
    Gwen put a large book on the shelf when the bell at the front door dinged. Turning her head, her heart quickened as a young blue mage stepped in and closed the door behind him. Without a word, she stepped from behind the counter but did not go to him. Twenty feet apart, the witch prepared herself for the news. She knew he was going to see Nia and her mind swirled with doubt. They were childhood sweethearts and the witch felt she could not hold a candle to it. 
 
    Trystan smiled as he stepped forward. Each footstep caused the witch to swell with fear, anxiety and loving heat. When the young man stopped in front of her, nervous eyes gazed into his. Warmth bloomed between them. Seconds ticked away but their eyes remained in a trance. The blue mage reached out and gently took her arm. Gwen was powerless as he pulled her close to him. Bodies pressed, the witch wanted to surrender herself but only if he truly loved her. 
 
    The blue mage leaned in, hand on the small of her back. Holding her close, lips met with fiery passion. Arms around the mage’s neck, lips locked and tongues danced. Gwen’s witch hat slid off her head and onto the wooden floor. A couple walked by the front of the shop and spied in to see the lover’s embrace. They smiled and held each other’s hand before moving on. 
 
    When they pulled apart, Gwen kept her hand on his chest as Trystan kept his hands on her hips. 
 
    “I thought…….” Gwen trailed off. 
 
    Trystan shook his head lightly, “Nia and I’s adventure is over,” The mage looked deeply into the witch’s blue eyes, “Our adventure is just beginning.” 
 
    Gwen’s lips turned into a loving grin, “It sounds like we should celebrate.” 
 
    Trystan nodded, “We can decide later when we’re done.” 
 
    The Ink Witch felt a wanting chill run up her spine. Breaking away, she held onto the mage’s hand. Gently pulling him along, they walked through the beaded curtains to the back and up the stairs. 
 
    Trystan admired Gwen’s curves as he took each step behind her. Images and memories of the past year spilled into the mage’s mind. Gwen led him to the bedroom on the second floor. The Ink Witch began shedding her clothes as the blue mage continued to admire her. He didn’t know where this new adventure would take them but he was happy to be with an amazing woman like Gwen. 
 
    Gwen stood before the mage, naked and free. Trystan shed his clothes. For a span of seconds, they stared with wanting eyes. The mage embraced the ink witch, bodies pressed together and arms held fiercely, they kissed as their spirits burned bright. With happy giggles, they fell into bed never letting each other go. Laughter turned to gasps and bodies joined in a primal dance. The world spun on as their glow lit up their private paradise with a blissful symphony of love. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~
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