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A Lover's Rite
 
   One
 
   Patterns swirled as Onika floated. A deep abyss stretched out before her with purple clouds drifting slowly in the distance. A soothing calm washed over her heart. She had been here before. She was aware enough to know this was a dream but not so aware that she would wake from it. The abyss was becoming her home. Its vastness pushed her mind toward introspection. A life played out of a young elf growing in a loving home. Shadows twisted to show her sister smiling at her and both dancing to their father playing his lute. Mother was calling her young elves to dinner where they dined on rabbit and drank cups of wonderful red wine. 
 
   Onika continued to float, the beat of her heart quickening in her chest. Larger images appeared in the deep darkness, her father going off to war and never returning. Years passing with Onika’s mother living out her nights missing her husband and fading away when her heart could take no more grief. Onika would have wept but the images before her held only a shred of emotion. Wounds heal and eventually scar over. 
 
   Onika drifted in-between worlds lost to the darkness. The memories faded and she was alone in a sea of black. Onika put her arms out and lazily swam, kicking her legs lightly. A small flash touched the edge of her vision. Turning her head, a small globe of light winked. With only purple clouds to judge the distance, it seemed far away. It moved slowly but deliberately toward her. Onika righted herself and watched fascinated as the orb grew bigger and closer. Its shape shifted and melted the closer it came. In a blink it turned into a shrouded figure. As Onika stared, the cloaked figure floated up to her. Its shape was that of a woman. The cloaked figure reached out with a hand. Onika reached out, smiling.
 
   Darkness rained down and Onika opened her eyes. She stared at the wall to her small candle lit room. The smell of cooking meat filled her nose. She laid there for long moments. With a yawn, Onika sat up swinging her legs over her cot. She walked naked to a dresser and dug up some clothes. With a white tunic on and tight black leggings, she looked into the mirror and turned slightly. 
 
      Onika’s smooth dark skin gave off a slight shine in the candle light. Her eyes were white with warm red irises. White hair spilled over her shoulders and Onika gave a slight frown. Her hands swept up with a thin leather band and pulled her thick hair into a pony tail. Her dark elven ears exposed, she smiled and gave herself a small nod of approval. Her high cheekbones, ample breasts, thin waist and curvy hips caused many males to turn their heads. To Onika, most males didn’t have what she was looking for. They can be a playful distraction but that was all they were, a simple distraction. 
 
   After one last look over, Onika was through the door and down the stairs. Several moments later she was in the kitchen. Senna was busy over the iron stove. The large wooden table in the middle had two plates with pheasant eggs, leftover rabbit, potato shavings and some fruit. Onika’s eyes fell on the fruit and licked her dark lips. Her fingers gracefully picked up a strawberry and held it to her nose.
 
   “When did you get fruit?” Onika said as her nose absorbed the aroma.
 
   Senna turned around from the stove and smiled. “A trader was passing through yesterday. He gave me a great deal.”  
 
   Onika took a nibble and savored the berry taste. She hadn’t had fruit in about a year. It was such a rare thing in the abyssal forests where her kind lived. Most travelers try to avoid them at all costs but there are a small number of brave spirits who make their way in. The extra rubies usually make the trip worth their wild.
 
   “Remember, you are tutoring Nessa today. Her mother was sure to stop me while I was purchasing the fruit. She hopes there will be some better progress soon.”
 
   Onika frowned. “If that young lady spent as much time on her magical studies as she does with a bow, she would be a master by now.”
 
   “She seems pretty head strong like someone I know.” Senna smiled at Onika.
 
   “If you weren’t my sister I would throw these eggs at you.” Onika smiled back.
 
   “Then you would have nothing to break your fast with. And you would starve.”
 
   “Then this battle is at a standstill. Watch your back, for next time I will not be so lenient.”
 
   Senna took her apron off. Both sisters took a seat to break their fast. Soon the conversation fell to gossip and fits of laughter.   
 
   ***
 
   Onika sat in a wooden chair. The table before her was empty save for a wooden cup and another empty chair. Candle light flickered making the shadows wave and dance across the small library. Onika was about to leave when a door opened and a dark skinned female elf stepped in. Her cloak was bundled over her shoulder and she gave a nervous smile.
 
   “I apologize mistress Red Leaf. I was held up from another appointment.”
 
    Onika eyed her for a long moment. “I’m not your family. You do not have to lie to me. And next time, hide your bow instead of trying to wrap it in your cloak. I can still see one of the ends sticking out.”
 
   “I apologize…”
 
   “Stop apologizing.” Onika cut her off. “Please sit so we may begin your lesson.”
 
   Nessa bowed her head. She dropped her cloak and took a seat across from Onika. She kept her head bowed until Onika spoke.
 
   “Let us review the basics again. Hold this cup.”
 
   Nessa did as she was told. She reached over and picked up the cup.
 
   “Mana is the life stream of all magic. In order to manipulate it, you have to absorb it. Much like taking a drink, you must fill your cup first.”
 
   Onika reached her hand up and ran slender fingers across a candle flame. With her hand in front of her chest, she snapped her fingers and a flame appeared. It hovered in mid air over her open palm. Nessa had a bored expression but soon perked up when Onika gave her an emotionless stare.
 
   The dancing flame twirled and turned star shaped. “The more mana you absorb, the more you can manipulate it.  But you must always be careful. If you absorb too much mana from an element, it will begin to manipulate you.”
 
   “Do I have to touch it to absorb it?”
 
   “It depends on your skill and what mana you are trying to control. Air has the easiest mana you can control. Create a gust of wind.”
 
   Nessa held her hands up. Her eyes focused. Her eyes glowed slightly and a small breeze passed over them. Onika shook her head and held Nessa’s wrists.”
 
   “You need to fill your cup more than a trickle. Try again.”
 
   Nessa clenched her hands into fists and put them on the table. “I don’t like how it feels. The mana makes me feel weird.”
 
   “You will get used to it.”
 
   Nessa looked down and kept her fists on the table. “I don’t want to get used to it. I don’t know why mother wants me to learn this? We are all wasting each other's time.”
 
   “Nessa, all shadow elves need to learn the warrior and mage disciplines. It will help you survive.” Onika spoke with a soft edge.
 
   “The warrior path is the one I want to follow. There are plenty of others learning the mage path.”
 
   “Your mother simply wants you well rounded. When you leave the nest you will…”
 
   Nessa cut her off. “I am already old enough to leave the nest! I am thirty four!”
 
   Onika lifted up her palms toward Nessa. Most elves were not considered fully grown until thirty five. The fire of youth seemed to burn bright with Nessa. Onika smirked to herself when she yelled at her warrior instructor about being old enough at twenty seven.
 
   “Why are you smiling?” Anger still painted all over Nessa’s face.
 
   “I am not smiling at you. I remember when I felt the same way.”
 
   “You didn’t want to learn magic?”
 
   “No. I was very adept at magic. It was the warrior path I felt I didn’t need.”
 
   “So you know how I feel.” Nessa’s angry expression melted.
 
   “Yes I do.” Onika reached over and took Nessa’s hands into hers. “If you believe you do not need to learn the mage path then I will respect your decision. But your mother did pay for lessons and you know we are all going through hard times.”
 
   “I do not want you to suffer because I don’t wish to learn the mage path.”
 
   “Then let’s come to a compromise. You learn a few spells to appease your mother; I will praise your ability but recommend you spend more time learning the warrior path. If she hears it from me, she may be more inclined to shorten your mage studies, deal?”
 
    “You would do that for me?” Nessa said astonished.
 
   “I sense no need in making others do anything they don’t want to do. Do we have a deal?”
 
   Nessa nodded. Onika smiled and passed her fingers over a candle flame. “Let’s start again.”
 
   ***
 
   Onika left the Opal estate. A guard closed the gate once she was through. The air was cool and still. The dark forest shut out the sky. The urge to see the night sky pressed on her thoughts. She had made plans for this very night but seeing the sky was the cherry on top. Onika hefted her pack onto her shoulder and began walking into the dark forest.
 
   The path twisted and turned through the darkness. Her night vision showed every branch and twig in her way. The deeper she went, the thicker the forest became. The silence was shattered when an animal would howl or growl into the night. Onika kept her calm as she pressed on. She knew this forest like the back of her hand. She avoided the creature dens and continued her march. A nagging thought of Senna disapproving of this late journey filled Onika with annoyance. She loved her sister and knew that would be a small price to pay for a chance to see the sky and the moon.
 
   After a few more twists and turns, a small hop over a tiny stream and stepping around a few huge trees, Onika laid eyes on a small pool in the pitch darkness. She let out a breath of excitement. She quickened her pace and was soon standing about ten feet from the pool. She surveyed the area. Only the sound of crickets filled her pointed ears.
 
   Onika let out a happy sigh as she began shedding her clothes. When every piece of fabric was a puddle at her feet, a thrill inducing shiver bolted through her body. Onika ran her hands over her smooth skin. Goosebumps were raised but not from any chill. Her fingers passed over her nipples and they were as hard as stone. Onika’s eyes fell once again on the glass like pool not far from her.
 
   “I come for worship, Vala.” Onika whispered as she stepped toward the pool.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Two
 
   The pool was smooth as a mirror. It reflected the night sky perfectly. The moon was at Onika’s feet with stars twinkling next to it. The shadow elf looked up at the opening in the forest and let out a long deep breath. Her monthly trek brought a calm she never felt in town. This was her place to hide from her troubles and be one with an ancient goddess.
 
   Onika dipped a toe in the water and the pool rippled from her touch. Her foot slipped in and then another. With each step, the water rose to her ankles and soon her shins. The elf knelt down and cool water surrounded her thighs, womanhood and ass. She dipped her hands, cupping water and splashing it in her face. The thrill made her heart quicken. She felt at home in the water.
 
   With hushed whispers, Onika prayed. Her hands ran down her firm breasts to her stomach. She spoke words to her goddess and let their power wash over her. A heat began to build as the vibration of the words filled her with fire. With eyes closed, her hands dipped below the water line and traced a path to her shaved slit. Energy began to whip around her being. The moon pool glowed a pale white light. The prayer intensified as fingers reached her lips and spread them apart. Onika never stopped speaking as she ran fingers over sensitive pink flesh. When she touched her nub, a shiver filled her. The cool water on her hot flesh only made everything more sensitive. She pressed a finger on her nub as two fingers on her left hand filled her hole. She touched herself and plunged her fingers as deep as they can go. Bliss bloomed in between her legs. She upped the speed, her clit swollen and sensitive. Her prayer shifted from words to moans. Her face pointed skyward. The moon and stars filled her vision until eyes closed and her mouth made a perfect O. She fanned the flames of passion as her body trembled. Her hips making ripples the more intense she moved. Her tits bobbed as louder moans escaped her lips.
 
   The fire in Onika was becoming feverish. She bounced and rubbed to a deep rhythm. The buildup was becoming too much. She could contain the fire no longer. An orgasm filled her being. Eyes opened and pleasure flooded her senses. It was relentless as it pushed Onika to rub and rub and rub until she felt raw. When the tide of pleasure began to subside, Onika lowered her whole body into the moon pool save for her head. A long deep sigh escaped her lips as she lazily rubbed her womanhood, her hand and legs moving gently in the water keeping her afloat.
 
   “Thank you Vala for showing me the path of love.”
 
   “You know if the elders find out you worship Vala, you will be burned at the stake.”
 
   Onika closed her eyes and half smiled. “Then you should turn me in. But before I am burned I will be sure to inform the elders of your insistent need to steal everything not nailed down. I may burn but you will no longer have any hands.” Onika opened one eye and glanced up at a shadow elf sitting on a branch high over her.
 
   “I was merely making an observation. Your secrets are safe with me.” The shadow elf smiled.
 
   “As is yours with me, dear Tullo.” 
 
   The shadow elf easily slid off the branch and landed on his feet. Onika noticed he was clad in black leather, two large daggers hung from each hip. His white hair was short and spiky. His smile showed white teeth that practically glowed in the dark.
 
   “How long have you watched me?” Onika said running her arms through the moon pool water.
 
   “Long enough to feel my own connection to Vala. Maybe I should turn myself in. I have pleasured myself to your image for a long time now. Vala would be proud.”
 
   “Your silver tongue could get you in trouble.”
 
   “Your fine body could get you in trouble.” 
 
   Onika slowly sat up, water dripping from her perfect breasts. She faced Tullo and put her arms to the side of the moon pool. Everything felt hazy as Vala’s blessing warmed her heart and thighs.
 
   “You decided to show yourself for a reason. Otherwise you would continue to pleasure yourself to my image. What brings you out of the dark?”
 
   Tullo’s smile faded. “I’m leaving.”
 
   Onika eyed Tullo for a moment. “When?”
 
   “A night or two from now. I wanted to say my goodbyes and give you a present.”
 
   “Where will you go?”
 
   “The human cities on the crescent ocean hold a lot of treasure. I need to make my fortune and I cannot do it here in Star Fall. When I come back I will be a rich elf and have anyone I desire.”
 
   “I thought you desired only me.” Onika gave a playful wink.
 
   “I will always desire you. But you belong to Vala. I have love and respect for one who would follow a banned goddess from a dead religion.”
 
   “As long as there is love, Vala will always be there.”
 
   “And that is why I must leave. You found your purpose. I need to find mine. But before I go, a present for the most beautiful shadow elf I have ever seen.” Tullo reached into his leather jacket and pulled out a scroll. He knelt down and held it in front of the naked elf.
 
   Onika hesitated for a breath before reaching out and taking it. Tullo smiled as she held it to her chest but did not open it. Her eyes almost looked away in shyness but she sat in the pool and eyed the young handsome shadow elf.
 
   “May I ask what it is?” 
 
   “A map to one of Vala’s temples, I decided to try my skills by sneaking into the library. I managed to get into the vault of dark knowledge. Most of the books were uninteresting but there is a whole section dedicated to Vala. I looked through a number of scrolls when I found this one. The temple is not far from Star Fall, a night’s journey. I knew I had to steal it for you.”
 
   Onika’s face showed her shock. “If they find out….” 
 
   “I will keep your secrets if you keep mine.” Tullo leered.
 
   Onika stood up in the pool and gracefully stepped onto firm earth. Her arms wrapped around the shadow elf. Tullo hugged her back and smiled as her breasts pressed against his chest. 
 
   “How can I ever repay you?”
 
   “Be happy Onika. Simply be happy. When I return we can talk about a few ways you can repay me.”
 
   Onika leaned forward and pressed her lips to Tullo’s. Her warm moist lips felt like the heavens touching your spirit. Tullo held her shoulders, tongues playfully touching each other. Onika was first to break the kiss. Tullo felt that yearning he always felt when he looked at her. He steadied himself as Onika walked over to her clothes and began dressing.
 
   “See me one more time before you leave. Maybe I can repay you before you go.”
 
   “It will be my pleasure.” Tullo bowed.
 
   ***
 
   Onika woke the moment the sun disappeared behind the horizon. Excitement fueled her as she leaped out of bed and began getting dressed. She put on a new set of clothes but she added a leather jacket and a dagger to her belt. The scroll lay on a nearby shelf. Her fingers curled around it and slowly opened it. She studied the location and committed it to memory. The moon pool was her own personnel shrine but to see an actual shrine to Vala was a dream come true. If Vala was indeed visiting her in her dreams then maybe the shrine will build a better connection. The excitement was so intense, Onika wanted to bounce in joy.
 
   After a few calming breaths, the shadow elf was down the stairs and at the kitchen table. Senna turned around and nearly dropped a plate of food. Onika grinned with wide eyes.
 
   “You are in good spirits. Slept well?”
 
   “Best sleep of my life.” 
 
   Senna placed the plate of food in front of her sister. Onika devoured it in moments. Senna gave a hesitate smile as her sister gobbled down food like wolf after a kill. By the time she sat down to eat her food, Onika was already licking the plate clean. With the plate down, Onika stared at her sister.
 
   “I need to leave town for a night.”
 
   Senna was silent for a moment. “I was hoping you would be around tonight. The Trader from yester night was coming back with more fruit and books for the town library. The trader talked about bringing other traders so there can be a regular route from the human city of Stone Bridge. The whole town is excited at the possibility of a steady trade route.”
 
   Onika smirked at her sister. “I am sure it is very exciting but I cannot put this off. I am sure you will tell me all about it when I return. It will only be for tonight. I should be back before sunrise.” 
 
   “Please be careful. You know I don’t like it when you leave for long periods.”
 
   “I know my dear sister. I wouldn’t do this unless it was important.”
 
   Senna looked away. Onika stood up and went to her sister. She touched her arms and beckoned her up. The two sisters hugged each other for a long time, bodies gently rocking to each other. When Onika pulled away, tears streamed down her sisters cheeks. 
 
   “Please be careful. You are the only family I have left.”
 
   A tear appeared on Onika’s cheek. “The gods themselves could not keep me from you my dear sister.”
 
   ***
 
   Fireflies dotted the night air. Onika kept a steady pace as the torches of Star Fall faded into the darkness. Onika gently reached out her hand as fireflies danced around her. Some landed on her palm for moments before flying again. Their green little lights were a comfort in the gloom of night. The farther she walked, the more the air glowed with their light.
 
   The road turned and twisted. When the shadow elf reached a gnarled tree bent in a weird angle, she knew she was going the right way. She turned left at the tree and headed deep into the forest, leaving the fireflies on the road. 
 
   The brush was thick for several leagues before an overgrown path appeared under her feet. Onika smiled and pressed on. Wild thoughts whipped around her mind as she walked. What will it look like? Will it still hold Vala’s power? Maybe she will find artifacts for building a small shrine at home? Even though it was dangerous to worship Vala, Onika knew despite the risks this was the most important experience of her life.
 
   A fire fly glowed on the path ahead. Onika looked at it and wondered why it glowed blue instead of green? She stepped closer but the insect stayed just out of reach. It hovered for a space of a breath before floating down the path. Onika wondered if this new friend was here to help her.
 
   The night wore on. The shadow elf passed small streams and over small hills. The forest was thick and she couldn’t see the sky except for a rare break here and there. When she did, the stars greeted her with their dim light. If she stood still for too long, the blue fire fly would hover around her. With a smile she continued on with her firefly companion.
 
   The forest grew thick again and Onika pushed through. Branches reached out and cut her smooth skin. This did not deter the shadow elf. She pushed aside branches and when they would not move, she cut them with her dagger. It seemed like the forest was trying to push her back. Onika was not having any of it as she made short work of anything in her path. With one final branch in her way, she pushed it aside and came into a clearing. Her blue firefly danced in the breeze as Onika’s eyes took in the view before her.
 
   Standing a small distance away was a large stone structure covered in overgrown roots. The forest overhead was open to the sky. Moonlight bathed the area in a gentle glow. Shadows played in the light to give the appearance of tentacles moving back and forth over the stone work. A large forbidding entrance lay right in front of the shadow elf. The doors lay on the ground covered in moss and mushrooms.
 
   Onika gave thanks to Vala. The blue firefly floated into the darkness of the entrance and bounced downward until it was out of sight. Onika took a deep breath and drew her dagger. The temple had been abandoned for a long time. One always had to be careful of creatures taking residence in ruins. She silently moved forward and began her descent into darkness.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three
 
   The stairs were overgrown with roots. In some places it was cracked and falling apart. Onika did her best by testing each step to see if it would hold her weight. Her fire fly companion floated before her helping by lighting up the stairs. Onika’s night vision was good but ineffective in total darkness. She quietly thanked her companion for its assistance.
 
   When they reached the bottom, Onika searched the wall. There was an old torch still hanging in a groove. Onika pulled it and laid it on the stone floor. In a small pouch on her hip, she pulled out a flask of oil and sparking stones. She poured a small amount of oil on the torch and clicked the sparking stones over it. Sparks flew and in moments it was lit.
 
   Onika lifted the torch and held it before her. A long hall stretched before her. She began walking slowly, taking it all in. Goosebumps appeared on her dark flesh not from cold but from some unknown energy. She continued walking until she reached the end of the hall, before her stood a statue of a cloaked woman. Part of her face was covered. The exposed half carried a slight smile and a half closed eye. Behind the statue was a painting of the moon and stars around it. At its base were many small statues.
 
   Bubbling excitement filled Onika. She could barely contain herself as she darted around, looking at walls and picking up small statues. Each one was different except they were all male and they all had a grin etched into their faces. Each statue showed a different creature from all across the land of Navarr. Onika spent her time trying to find a small statue of Vala for her home, something to take back. 
 
   You do not need a statue to follow me little one.
 
   Onika was so startled she fell back on her ass and quickly looked around. The hall was dark except for her one lit torch. Even her fire fly companion was gone.
 
   “Who’s there?”
 
   Do not be frightened child. Open yourself. You will know me.
 
   Onika glanced around once more and looked to the statue. “Vala?”
 
   At your service, little one.
 
   Onika made it back to her feet and knelt before the statue of Vala. “It is I who is at your service. I am mortal and must serve you.”
 
   We serve each other. A god cannot exist without their children. And our children cannot exist without their gods.
 
   “It pleases me to speak with you but I am at a loss on what to say.” The shock was too much. 
 
   It is a rare thing for a god or goddess to speak with mortals but we have little time. I have brought you here for a purpose.
 
   “I will do as you ask.” Onika could barely believe this was happening.
 
   When I finish, you will have the choice. But for now, please sit.
 
   Onika sat down and looked to the statue. Fire light flickered around the stone carving. Shadows played with her vision. For a moment, it looked as if the half smile became a half frown.
 
   I have very few temples left in this world. There was a time when there was one in every town and city across Navarr. Now a precious few remain. The death rage was sure to finish the last of my light. You see little one, gods and goddesses don’t die. We merely transform into new entities of light and darkness. But with my light fading, I grow weaker every night.
 
   Onika tried to take everything in. She remembered from her studies of the “Death Rage”. For a time, the rule of Vala covered the land. It was a golden age of love and cooperation. It would have continued but others grew jealous. That jealousy grew into a rage. Wars began. Nearly every temple was destroyed. Priests and priestesses were burned at the stake. When the war ended, the worshipping of Vala was outlawed and time passed. After nine thousand years all the world had left of Vala were stories and half truths.
 
   “I don’t understand what I can do to help you?” 
 
   By seeking me out you have already helped me. Your faith has pushed back my transformation a little longer. Long enough to help stop a growing menace. There is a creature who wishes to steal my energy. If it is to accomplish this feat, it will channel my transformation into its self and become a god. I would be no more and it will set the world into spinning chaos. 
 
   “You need someone with an army, kingdoms with power to help you in your time of need. I only have my sister. I fear I cannot do much my goddess.”
 
   No one believes in me any longer. I have become a fairy tale for children. It is not enough. I need a true believer to assist me.
 
   Onika could feel the sadness drip from every word. Her heart ached listening to Vala speak with such pain in her voice. The goddess was reaching out and Onika could not help but answer her call. 
 
   “I will help you my goddess.”
 
   Silence filled the chamber. Onika stared at the statue, waiting. The stale air was still as the shadow elf felt the universe change everything she had ever known.
 
   Your trials shall begin my Valanori.
 
   Behind Onika was small thud. She turned and noticed a small stone had rolled to a stop. Quickly she drew her dagger and hid in the shadows. She controlled her breathing and her body had become very still. A small light appeared in the stairwell and long shadows bobbed downward. Onika’s red eyes remained motionless as a scaly foot came into view.
 
   “I heard something down there. I can smell it too!” came a guttural voice.
 
   “You is always hearing something. I told ya there is nuttin down there.” spoke another voice.
 
   Onika watched as a muscle bound creature lumbered into the hall. It was followed by another and then one more after that. Even in the dim light she could make out their green scaled skin. Muscles bulged as one of them held a torch out in front of it. Onika looked over and cursed. Her torch was still burning.
 
   “Der must be someone down here. Dar is a torch over there.”
 
   One of the other creatures took the lead and sniffed around. “Did one of you lot leave a torch down here? I’m not feeling like chasing ghosts.”
 
   “No Tark. We only came down here that one time.” said the third.
 
   Onika could see them fully now and she cursed herself again. The tusks from the lower jaw, green scaly skin and a stupid look on their faces only meant one thing, orcs. She tightened her grip around the handle of her dagger. 
 
   “I can smell it. It smells so good.” said an orc next to Tark.
 
     Tark held out his torch. “Come on out! We know you are there. We won’t hurt ya! We had our full of deer!”
 
   Onika stayed where she was. She tried to think of a spell to use. Her other hand touched the stone wall. She reached out and felt the mana in the stone. She drew it in and shaped it into a spell that would protect her skin temporarily from damage. With a whisper the spell was cast. She only had one chance at this.
 
   Tark drew his sword and eyed the darkness. He huffed and grunted as his beady eyes worked hard to see what was there. The darkness moved and he held his sword in front of him. Something slender moved silently toward him. He let out a fearful grunt as Onika quietly came into view with dagger in hand. Tark was only scared for a moment as he slashed outward with his sword. Onika dodged it and stabbed her hand outward into the flame of his torch. The other orcs stood their ground rooted in shock. Onika touched the flame and drew the fire’s mana into her. She shaped it and was ready. Tark slashed again. Onika moved aside and placed a hand on the orc’s scaly hide. With a word there was a fiery explosion. Tark was thrown through the air and hit the stone wall with a loud thud. 
 
   Onika turned on the last two who started to move. They drew their swords and rushed her. The shadow elf knocked a sword aside with her dagger but the other one hit her chest. There was a sound of ringing steel. The sword struck her and slid off. The stone spell made her skin tough enough to take a strike but it was used up now. Onika had to keep moving before they landed another blow.
 
   The elf spun on her heels and slash outward. Both orcs pulled back. She slipped in between them when they hesitated. They roared as they slashed with their swords. Onika nicked one in the arm and the other in the calf. They grunted but kept moving. With a graceful step, her foot landed on an orc chest and the blow was enough to floor the creature. The other one wrapped its huge arms around her. Onika threw her head back as hard as she could. There was a crunch as she connected with the creature’s nose. It let go and Onika was moving. She made it up one step when something hard hit her on the back of her head. Onika spiraled to the ground in a daze.
 
   Everything came in flashes. She could see Tark leering at her. He had a burnt mark on his chest but otherwise looked unharmed. The other orcs were up. Rough hands grabbed her legs. Her body was being dragged. She glanced around and could see she was in the middle of the hall. She tried to move but her body wasn’t responding.
 
   “What do we do with her?” said an orc.
 
   “I told ya that I wasn’t hungry, at least for meat.” Tark leered back.
 
   “I never did an elf before.” said one.
 
   “I hear it is as sweet as honey.” said another.
 
   “Let’s find out!” Tark bellowed.
 
   Onika could feel clothes being ripped and pulled from her body. Her eyes fell on the statue of Vala. She stared as the last of her clothes were pulled from her and her naked body lay before them.
 
   You have more power then you know. I will teach but you must open yourself to yourself.
 
   Onika slowly sat up and looked at the three orcs towering over her. A heat began to rise in her heart and in her belly. A dream like state fell over the shadow elf as something pushed to the surface of her spirit. 
 
   “Do you think you three can handle me?” Onika said plainly.
 
   Tark grunted. “I expected you to scream but I am sure you will howl the whole time.”
 
   Onika gave a hard stare. “I asked you a question. Do you think you can handle me?”
 
   Tark glanced away for a second. “No female can handle me!”
 
   “Then show me what you have.” 
 
   Tark gave an indignant huff and dropped his loin cloth. A large green cock dangled in between his thighs like a thick tree branch. It was smooth and veins popped up as she stared at it. It was getting harder the longer she stared. The shadow elf reached out and ran her fingers along the shaft. Her fear faded and pure desire filled her. A wetness dripped in between her thighs as fingers glided the massive cock in her face. 
 
   Tark stood over Onika. He never had a female take to his member. It was always a fight to hold them down and jam it in. But right here was a shadow elf and she was actively touching it. And it felt good, really good. Her delicate little hands touched the end and lifted the tip up. Tark’s sword was still in his hand and he put it to the side of Onika’s throat.
 
   “Try anything funny elf and I will slit that pretty neck of yours.”
 
   Onika was silent as she held the tip to her face. With parted lips she kissed the head of the large green cock. Soon her moist lips parted more and the head slipped into her mouth. Onika moaned as the shaft pushed further into her mouth. She shifted her body so she was on her knees. Hands wrapped around the base. She let inch after inch fill her waiting lips. Tark pulled his sword away and threw it aside. His big clumsy hands grabbed Onika’s pointed ears. His hips thrust lightly as he tugged on her ears. Each vein on his hard shaft passed Onika’s full lips.
 
   Rough hands came from behind and grabbed her tits. They squeezed and ran clawed fingers over her nipples. The shadow elf could feel one of the other orc’s cock pressed against her back. She continued to suck on Tark’s member. Soon the hands stopped and she could feel another large cock slide downward in between her ass cheeks. Onika tasted pre come from Tark’s cock and it made the energy in her buck wildly. Urges to drain him filled her body. The orc turned his head upward and moaned. Onika used her tongue to play with the head while her lips sucked on the head. Her hands pumped the shaft and the orc moved to her rhythm.
 
   “Move aside! I want a go!”
 
   There was some shoving and another set of clawed hands grabbed Onika’s hips. The orc lifted Onika to her knees. With some fumbling, his cock head touched her elven slit. Onika pulled away and gasped at the intensity of the sensation. She had embraced male shadow elves before but the energy coming off the orc cock was too much. She gasped again when the head pushed her pussy lips aside and entered her. 
 
   Tark grabbed the side of Onika’s face and forced his cock back into her mouth. Onika gave a deep throaty moan as one cock slid in her mouth and another slid into her womanhood. Soon the three of them were in sync as their bodies moved to a heated tempo. The third orc was next to Tark, his cock dangling and staring as Onika took Tark’s cock deep in her mouth. Her hand left the base of the Tark’s cock and wrapped around the third orc’s cock. With moans filling the hall, Onika pleasured all three at once.
 
   Wet heat splashed from Onika’s mound. The thick member in here slid back and forth. Its speed quickened with each thrust. Strands of energy flowed through the shadow elf. She could feel the build up as the orc slammed into her ass. The sound of slapping skin only turned her on more. Then she felt it. As pre come slipped into her slit, a drop of mana came with it. Her pussy hungered for more, muscles squeezed trying to pull more and more energy into her. Through the fog of pleasure, Onika felt the mana entwined with sex. Vala smiled. 
 
   “ARRrRRRRrGH!” The orc behind Onika grunted.
 
   The shadow elf gave a long deep moan as jets of come filled her. Globs of liquid filled her tiny slit and dripped out. Onika pushed back the bliss and let the orc’s mana fill her. With each thrust and every drop of come, Onika felt her power grow. As the mana flowed, the orc whimpered. Finally its movements became sluggish and its grip on her hips became looser.
 
   “Out of the way! It’s my turn!”  The orc with its cock in Onika’s hand broke free. He shoved the dizzy orc away and fell to his knees. A moment later he shoved his massive green cock into Onika’s waiting hole. The hall was filled again of slapping skin as the orc punished her ass with hard thrusts. 
 
   Onika looked up and watched as Tark stared back. Her lips still firmly planted around his cock. He watched as she bobbed her head up and down on his member while another orc pushed with everything he had into her.
 
   “I’m next little elf. I will split you in half.”
 
   Tark tried to pull away slightly. Onika held on and sucked on his member harder. She could tell he wanted to come but he was holding back, saving himself for her pussy. Onika took this as a challenge and sucked on his member faster. The orc behind her continued to punish her, she could feel her dark skinned ass glowing. The orc was becoming frantic as his cock bulged wider. Onika felt her pussy stretched to the limit as wetness and come dripped from her. The smell of sex blanketed the area as the orc pushed and pushed and pushed.
 
   Again another grunt emerged from the orc behind her. His cock was bigger than the last one so when it bulged it caused Onika to pull Tark’s cock from her mouth and scream. Jets of come burst forth filling her again, her screams muffled as Tark shoved his massive head back into her mouth. Her moans were consistent as come and mana flowed into her. The energy swirled around her heart and mind. The spark of power she felt before grew into a flame.
 
   The second orc groaned as he slid his massive member in and out. Onika could barely contain herself as bliss roared through her blood. Mana flowed and Onika felt she could manipulate it to whatever she desired. The second orc slipped out of her and fell to the stone floor snoring. Tark growled as his member became as hard as steel. Onika would not be stopped. Her tongue swirled at the head while her lips pressed around the shaft. Tark stopped fighting her and stood as the shadow elf bobbed her head faster and faster. It was too much for the orc warrior as he let out a mighty roar. Jets of come blasted out of his head and filled the elf’s mouth. Onika nearly gagged as rivers of come filled her cheeks and down her throat. She hungrily slurped it down with the mana it came with. Her eyes took on a dim light as they glowed red. The orc held her hair and pushed his cock into the back of her throat. Soon his movements began to slow. As mana filled Onika, she looked up and realized she was not finished.
 
   With one quick touch on Tark’s hip, a burst of red energy flowed. The orc looked down and gasped as his cock became rock hard again.
 
   “What did you do to me elf?”
 
   Onika rose to her feet. “I’m not finished with you.”
 
   Tark growled into a roar. His rough hands grabbed the shadow elf’s slender shoulders. He picked her up and rushed her against the hall. Onika’s back slammed into a wall, the orc’s foul breath filling the air around her. He eyed her with contempt. With his fleshy spear poised, he drove it into her quivering flower. Muscles stretched as his member pushed deep. All Onika could do was gasp. His cock fit very snug in her hole and then she moved her hips. The orc’s breathing quickened as she squirmed. This drove Tark mad as he pushed her hard against the wall, his thick spear thrusting in and out. Onika felt a rush of heat, her legs clamping around the brutes waist. She squeezed with everything she had. Her eyes looked up as a tremendous orgasm filled her body. The energy it created was enough to make her eyes glow a deep seductive red. 
 
   Before Onika could recover, another orgasm screamed to the surface. Her body trembled as Tark continued to stab her love slit. Soon a chain of orgasms assaulted her senses and the shadow elf was speechless. Her body became a rag doll in the orc’s hands as sweet feelings pushed her mind into another world. 
 
   The orc grunted as he continued his mission to come. He slammed into the nearly unconscious elf. He never felt so alive in his entire existence. With one final pump, he pulled his cock and showered jets of come all over Onika. White globs splashed on her tits, stomach and down her thighs. It was obscene the amount of white come the creature produced. The energy on her skin was absorbed into her and she barely stood as the orc took steps back on shaky legs.
 
   Onika felt power ripple through her as she took tender steps toward the heaving orc. Her eyes were seductive and her smirk sharp. She put her arms around the brute and looked deep into his eyes. Ideas floated through her mind. The power in her cried out to be used. The shadow elf, without blinking, channeled the energy into her voice.
 
   “Tark, my love, the two on the ground over there, they will kill you and take me for themselves.”
 
   The orc returned the stare. Without a sound, he pulled away from Onika and went to his belt on the ground. He pulled his dagger and quietly walked over to his two companions. They gave lazy gazes as if they just finished a huge meal. One was about to talk when Tark grabbed his head and slit his throat. The other one made a noises as black blood flood from his companion’s neck. Tark reached over and grabbed him by the knot of his black hair. And just as coldly, slit his throat. Both orcs gurgled and twitched until blood pooled around them, then they became very still.
 
   Tark walked back to Onika still holding the blood soaked dagger. “They will not have you. No one will have you. You belong to me.”
 
   Onika smiled her voice smooth as silk. “Give me the dagger.” 
 
   Tark handed the dagger over without any hesitation. Onika could feel her control over the dumb creature. In her mind, Vala whispered secrets on controlling the mana of sex and passion.
 
   “No one can claim a valanori. We belong to the world.” And with that, the shadow elf slashed Tark’s throat.
 
   The spell was still in effect. The orc merely gazed as a lover would. Blood streamed down his chest. His body grew heavy and Tark fell to his knees. Onika watched as the orc’s head tilted forward and became very still. She could see the warm light of his life drain away and finally wink out.
 
   Onika let the dagger fall from her hand. Her body trembled as her legs gave out and she landed on the stone floor. She hugged her knees to her chest and stared at the three dead orcs in front of her.
 
   The trials will test your body and mind. Do you still wish to be my Valanori?”
 
   Onika looked over at the statue. “Yes my goddess.”
 
   Go to my statue and touch the eye.
 
   Onika stood up and noticed her strength had returned. She strode across the hall to Vala’s statue. She stepped over the small statues and brought herself eye to eye with the stone carving. Her finger touched the eye and it slid in with little resistance. The stone carving shook and turned. Onika stepped back as it turned and revealed an outfit and a small ring on a stone finger.
 
   Onika recognized it from books she had gathered for her private collection on Vala. It was a valanori priestess robe. But to call it a robe was much too generous a title. There is only enough fabric from the metal choker and shoulders to drape downward over her breasts. The cloth from the belt flowed just enough to cover her womanhood and the line of her ass. It was a scarlet red. Onika took the outfit and put it on. Most of her skin was exposed and there was only enough fabric to cover her nipples. 
 
   The glint of the silver ring caught the shadow elf’s eye. She reached down and slipped the ring off the stone finger and onto hers. It fit perfectly on her slender finger, glowing only for a moment.
 
   When you leave the temple, my power will grow weaker. The ring will allow me to communicate with you. Even with the ring, my power will be limited. Use it only in dire circumstances.
 
   “I understand my goddess.” Onika said calmly.
 
   Now hurry to Star Fall. Terrible events are taking place.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Four
 
   The walk back to Star Fall was a gloomy haze. Onika felt like one of the undead as she put one foot in front of another. She had used some of the mana she stored but not all of it. She could tell her eyes still contained a light reddish glow. Occasionally fear stabbed at her senses and she picked up the pace. Despite trying to move as fast as she could, several hours passed before she made it to town. And when she did, chaos filled the air.
 
   Onika walked down main street and she saw shadow elves running, crying and screaming. Several guards lay with bloody wounds. Several homes burned as shadow elves tried to put out the blazes. Onika rushed to her home and let out a soulful cry. The door was shattered to pieces and the top floor was on fire. She rushed in and saw the inside was filling with smoke.
 
   “Senna! Senna!” Onika yelled.
 
   Aside from the crackling fire, the home was silent. Onika ran from room to room and saw no sign of her sister. Soon the smoke had become too much. She ran down to her father’s study. She opened a hollowed out book and pulled out a small sack of rubies. Over her father’s mantle was a mounted short sword, the very sword he used when he went into battle. She pulled it off and attached it to her belt. Quickly she darted into the kitchen, grabbing supplies and stuffing them into a pack. With the pack over her shoulder, she ran out the front door as flames came roaring through the home.
 
   Tears streaked the dark elf’s cheeks. Flames gutted her home. Soon there was a crashing as the top floor creaked and collapsed, fanning the flames higher. Onika stared as her childhood home became no more. When it had become too much, she fell to her knees and sobbed.
 
   “Onika!”
 
   Onika turned and noticed Nessa and Tullo running toward her. She made it to her feet and rushed to them.
 
   “Where’s Senna? Is she still alive?” Onika shouted.
 
   Nessa gave her a sad expression. “The traders, they came in and pretended to be friends. Once they were in the middle of town, they pulled out swords and began cutting everyone down. We tried to fight them back.”
 
   “Where’s Senna?” Onika repeated.
 
   “They took her. One of them had an amulet. He threw it on the ground. There was a big green flash and they disappeared with Senna.” Tullo finished.
 
   “They killed my mother and my father. I have no one.” Nessa sobbed.
 
   Onika shut her eyes and closed her hand over the hand with Vala’s ring. “Goddess, is Senna alive?”
 
   Yes.
 
   “Where is she?”
 
   North to the Burning Lands, the great evil has her.
 
   “Thank you. May the lover guide my hand.” Onika whispered.
 
   Tullo had his arm around Nessa’s shoulder as she wept. Soldiers continued to try and put out fires. The air was thick with black smoke.
 
   “Tullo, take care of Nessa, I’m going to get Senna back.”
 
   Tullo’s eyes were wide in disbelief. “Not alone you can’t. I will go with you. I was planning to leave anyway and you will need the help.”
 
   “This isn’t a discussion.” Onika shot back.
 
   “I am coming and you can’t stop me! I am here for you Onika. You and Senna are the closest thing to family I have.”
 
   Onika glared at Tullo. When he kept his gaze and didn’t back down, Onika nodded her head in approval.
 
   “I’m coming too!”
 
   Onika and Tullo looked over at the young dark elf. Tears flowed down her dark skin but her face showed unwavering determination. She pushed Tullo away and stood up to Onika.
 
   “I have nothing left here. I will murder those who took my parents!”
 
   Onika looked at her and knew she would not change her mind. With the fire burning behind her, she reached over and hugged the two shadow elves. Tears flowed from all three. Onika broke the embrace and looked at her two companions.
 
   “Gather what supplies you can. We leave this very night.”
 
   Tullo and Nessa nodded in agreement and ran off. Onika turned and stared at the burning remains of her home. The crackling fire reached up, touching the branches of the tall trees. As fire consumed leaves and branches, the sky began to open up. Shafts of moon light fell through the openings in the smoke and burning trees. Onika stared at the moon as it appeared.
 
   “I promise Senna, I will save you. I swear it to Vala!”
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

A Lover's Tide
 
   One
 
   The sun hung low in the sky, its brilliance dimming with the approaching evening. Two cloaked shadow elves walked to the main gate where a pair of guards stared off indifferently. As they approached, a guard yawned, keeping his back against the stone wall. The two elves walked through the open gate without so much as a second glance. The younger one glanced back and let out a sigh of relief when no one looked back. 
 
   The port town of Black Thorn stretched before Onika and Nessa. To call it a town was being generous. The shadow elves were quick to notice the dilapidated homes, unwashed poor and two dogs fighting over what looked like a human hand. Nessa reached out to touch Onika’s arm. The shadow elf reached over and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. 
 
   On they walked, keeping their eyes sharp. Onika’s red cloak wrapped around her body as a hood covered her white hair and elven features. Nessa followed in a black cloak. Her bow was strung over her shoulder and chest, with her hand hovering close to a dagger hilt.
 
   “Why did Tullo want to meet here? This human city reeks of filth.” Nessa said watching a man argue with another man.
 
   “We will need a ship to get across the Crescent Sea. It will take weeks to travel along the coast. It’s three nights by ship.”
 
   “I still don’t agree with this plan. We were not meant to be on the ocean.”
 
   Onika eyed her young companion. Nessa had spent her whole life in Star Fall. To be this far from home and to be around humans was testing her patience. She clearly distrusted any human since a group of them killed her parents. Onika looked closer and could see the burning scar over her heart. Nessa was still in pain and her spirit sobbed. Onika gave her credit for staying strong despite losing everything.
 
   The sun touched the horizon and colors flashed across the sky. Blues turned into yellows and reds. Onika stopped and gazed with unblinking eyes. The sky took her breath away. Light touched roof tops as the sun continued its descent. Shadows grew longer as night slowly swallowed the world.
 
   Nessa tugged at Onika’s cloak waking her from her trance. They moved on only glancing back when one of the arguing men pulled out a dagger and stabbed the other in the gut. He screamed as the one with the dagger rifled through his meager clothes taking what he could. The screams were silenced when he finished searching and slit the fallen man’s throat.
 
   “We are in a dark place. Stay close.” Onika whispered.
 
   The two shadow elves turned down cobbled streets and made their way to the docks. A bent man went about lighting the street lamps. He held a pole with small torch on the end. With practiced movements, he unlatched the metal covering and lit the pool of oil inside. Dark figures emerged from the shadows travelling in different directions. Onika took it in as the evening seemed to bring Black Thorn's citizens out of their homes. The air was alive with activity and a sliver hint of rum.
 
   The docks were filled with all manner of ships from galleys to pirate vessels. Men moved to load or unload crates and items. Scantily clad women whistled and laughed along the street, their fingers and eyes beckoning sailors for a good time.
 
     “What is that smell? It gets stronger the farther in we walk.” Nessa wrinkled her dark skinned nose.
 
   “Rum.” Onika said plainly.
 
   “Rum? How do you know?”
 
   “My father would bring some home from his travels. He would even let me have a taste. Once you smell it you never forget.” Onika put her hand on the hilt of her father’s short sword.
 
   “It reminds me of moon drink.”
 
   Onika smiled. “Rum has more of a kick when compared to moon drink.” She looked up for a moment. “We are here.”
 
   Nessa looked up at a swinging sign. It read “Stone Serpent Inn” in common tongue. Below it had a painted serpent coiled around pointed stones with ocean waves in the background. The rest of the place looked weathered and decaying. 
 
   “This is the place?” Nessa frowned.
 
   “Be mindful. We don’t need to cause a stir.” Onika turned the knob and stepped inside.
 
   The main room was dotted with a few tables. A bar lined against a wall. The lighting was dim and the place smelled of sea water. Wood creaked with every step from the two shadow elves. Patrons looked up from their mugs and stared at the newcomers with bleary eyes and angry expressions. Nessa tried not to look but found herself taking glances. One old man glared at the elf and gave a toothless smile. Nessa was quick to turn away. Onika approached the bar and a woman shaped like a small bear and just as hairy greeted her.
 
   “What can I do for you, Red?”
 
   “We need food and lodgings for the night.” Onika smiled.
 
   The hairy woman peered under Onika’s hood and spit. “Shadow elf eh? You should wear a black cloak instead of that red one. You stick out like a pair of tits on a bull. I have some cloaks I can sell you. I can give you a good price since you’re not from around here.”
 
   “A room and food for the night will suffice.” Onika said politely.
 
   “Most of my rooms are booked. I have only one left but it’s expensive. It has only one bed but it should be big enough for the two of you.”
 
   Onika put three small rubies on the counter. The bear woman’s eyes widened. Her hand reached over and snapped up all three in one swipe. Her face broke into a dirty grin.
 
   “My name is Bertha. The room is upstairs and down the hall. I will get the cook to serve some of the finest meat in Black Thorn. Have a seat in the corner and I will get you set up.”
 
   “Make sure there is a flagon of rum.” Nessa added.
 
   Onika gave a startled look but Bertha smiled. “Sure thing elfling, anything you ladies need, just ask me.”
 
   Bertha went to a door by the bar, opened it and screamed at the cook. Onika and Nessa made their way to the corner table and sat down. Bertha appeared with a flagon and two large cups. She placed them on the table and walked away. Nessa reached out and poured into the two cups. Onika gave a knowing smirk as they raised their drinks, held them out and put them to their lips. Onika took a sip while Nessa took a gulp. Onika watched as Nessa’s eyes went wide and she coughed like she was drowning. 
 
   “Better then moon drink?” Onika took another sip.
 
   Even with her dark skin, Nessa’s cheeks glowed. She took another gulp and had a second round of coughing. 
 
   “Much better then moon drink” the elf managed through tearful eyes.
 
   The two shadow elves held up their cups and took another swig.
 
   ***
 
   Onika helped Nessa up the stairs. The meal was a little over cooked but the rum seemed to help keep it down. Bertha had been sure to check on them with every annoying chance she had. Nessa ended up drinking more than half of the flagon which in turn caused her to talk more than Onika has even known her to talk. Onika had to fight back the laughter as Nessa slurred her speech and talked about how much better rum was to moon drink.
 
   The two elves made their way down the hall to the last door. The door swung open and they stumbled inside. Onika helped Nessa to the large bed. The young elf fell on her stomach and buried her face into the furs. Onika shut the door and closed the latch. In a blink of an eye, Nessa was stretched out across the bed sideways, her cloak wrapped around her like a blanket.
 
   The shadow elf removed her cloak and hung it on a peg by the door. With a turn, her hands moved to her hair tie. A simple motion and her white hair fell past her shoulders. After a long journey, spending the night in an actual inn would soothe away all the aches and pains. Onika undid the top latch to her metal shoulder armor. She placed it on a small dresser and then undid the top of her barely covering priestess top. As the fabric fell to her waist, she went to her belt when she noticed eyes on her.
 
   “You are beautiful.” Nessa said as she stared from the bed.
 
   “Thank you. I take that as a generous compliment.” Onika smiled.
 
   Nessa was quiet as Onika removed the rest of her Valanori garb. Her eyes travelled up and down the shadow elf’s near perfect body. Onika walked to the edge of the bed and sat down.
 
   “Are you going to sleep in your travelling clothes?”
 
   Nessa clumsily undid her cloak and tried to work the straps of her leather jacket. Onika reached over and helped her. As she undressed the young elf, her eyes pierced her mortal shell. A dark worm of hate crawled around the young elf’s heart. It burned and scarred her fragile spirit. Nessa’s spirit wept as the hate slowly ate away at her youth. Nessa was soon only in her small clothes.
 
   “Do you want to talk about it?” Onika said softly. 
 
   Nessa rolled over and sat up. “Talking doesn’t help.” Her eyes looked down at nothing.
 
   “If you open your heart to Vala, it can help with the pain.”
 
   Nessa looked away. “I know you are a Valanori now but I don’t know how a dying goddess will help me with the death of my parents.”
 
   Onika crawled into bed sat next to Nessa. “If you let me, I can help with the pain.”
 
   Nessa looked into Onika’s eyes. “You are already doing too much. You take care of me and look out for me. I have learned so much as we travelled together. I could never ask for anything more. Even when we save Senna, I will always be indebted to you.”
 
   Onika touched Nessa’s pointed ear. “I thank you for helping me to save Senna but your pain needs attention. I cannot cure it but I can ease it so it takes less of a toll on you.”
 
   Nessa remained quiet for moments. Just as Onika was pulling her hand from her ear, Nessa gave the barest nod. Onika let her hand drop to the young elf’s shoulder and ran a finger down her arm. With liquid motion, Onika touched her lips to Nessa’s. The young shadow elf could feel her eye brows move up. Warm breath mingled as Onika pulled her lips away and dark delicate hands touched her thighs.
 
   “Onika, I have never been….” Onika kissed the young elf again.
 
   Vala whispered into Onika’s mind as her hands moved gracefully over Nessa’s dark skin. A finger curled around Nessa’s top while another untied from behind. Fabric fell away exposing Nessa’s small perky breasts. Her dark nipples pointed despite the growing heat between them. The young shadow elf tried to pull away but she was snared by Onika’s power. Her mouth let out a deep sigh. Onika pressed her lips to the elf’s tender neck. Mana sparked and glowed as Onika explored with her mouth.
 
   The Valanori touched with her hands and lips. Her movements went beyond desire. She was searching for her mana points so she could harness its collective power. Knowledge from Vala poured into Onika as she used her new skills to heal. She removed the last of Nessa’s small clothes and laid her down on the bed. Her body was young and nubile. In between her legs was a small slit covered in a small amount of white hair. Running her hand along the young elf’s inner thigh made her gasp in pleasure. When she touched her mound, mana and wetness covered her fingers.
 
   Heat spread like dragon wings around the two elves. Nessa closed her eyes as her heart beat quickened. Onika pulled on mana strings throughout Nessa’s body. Her mouth found a nipple and she drew in Nessa’s sexual energy. A finger touched her clit and red mana flowed like a river. Nessa writhed in pleasure as Onika drew in her mana. Wet fingers played with her quivering lips. Her tongue slowly traced along Nessa’s tiny nipples, red energy arcing into her mouth. Onika could feel her own nipples harden in response. A growing heat bloomed inside her and it ached for Nessa’s mana.
 
   With small motions, Onika drew Nessa close. Their bodies touched and energy spiked. Onika pressed her nipples against Nessa’s. Her fingers pressed from her clit to her slit. One finger slid in and Nessa moaned in delight.
 
   “You feel so good mistress. Please mistress, don’t stop.” Nessa moaned.
 
   The shadow elf slid her finger in and out while her thumb pressed on her clit. The young elf’s thighs shuddered. A river of mana poured out and was sucked up into Onika’s hand. The Valanori quickened the tempo. Nessa’s moans grew louder. More mana poured out of the elf. Onika felt her own body responding. An orgasm started to build and she felt it was directly connected to Nessa’s orgasm. The young elf reached out and grabbed Onika’s wrist. She tried to slow it down as her moans and cries filled the room. Onika deftly grabbed Nessa’s wrists, interlocking them in one hand and held it over her head against the bed. Nessa struggled but Onika overpowered her. Her body bucked as Onika resumed her pace on the young elf’s wet slit.
 
   The room became hazy. Onika and Nessa moaned. The young shadow elf’s eyes rolled into the back of her head, only the sound of heavy breathing could be heard. The Valanori could feel a dam begin to crack. She whipped out her mana and slashed across the dam. It exploded and both shadow elves let out cries of bliss. Their bodies moved without their consent as wave after wave pulsed through them. Mana raged like a river and Onika absorbed the current. Nessa continued to moan as another orgasm gushed forth. Onika could feel her own touch driving the onslaught of pleasure. To be a Valanori was to know you had the ability to drown another in pleasure.
 
   Onika took her wet hand and placed it in between Nessa’s perky tits. She moved it slightly so she could feel Nessa’s heart beat. Her eyes glowed as she took the mana she absorbed and drove it into Nessa’s heart. The heat and energy blazed through her shell and struck her heart with healing energy. The black sliver of hate took the brunt of the spell. It writhed in pain and kept its hooks in place. Its body began to shrivel and bend. Onika knew Nessa’s hate was strong yet she continued pumping all her love and power into her companion.
 
   The worm of hate grew smaller and smaller. Soon it became the thickness of a hair. Onika felt the last of her mana drain away. With one last cry, she pulled away and fell back on the bed. The pleasure had turned to pain. The Valanori took deep breaths as she tried to regain her composure. Coolness flowed over her body as she turned her head to Nessa. The young elf had fallen asleep, her body laid out and prone. Onika crawled over, pulling furs over them. Her eyes stared deep into her companion. The worm of hate was a thin shell of what it was. What normally would have taken years to wear down, Onika did in moments. Nessa will always feel a deep pain for the loss of her parents but now it won’t be all consuming. 
 
   Onika thanked Vala and hugged the young shadow elf close. “Sleep well. Tomorrow we strike out for the Burning Lands. May Vala guide us.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Two
 
   A figure moved stealthy down the dark hall. Each foot moved with practiced grace until they stood at the last door. Fingers reached out and tried the knob but it was securely locked. The figure smiled as they pulled out a lock pick. In two motions, the door made a metal click. The door slowly opened and a foot stepped into the room. There was rustle of leather and a thud of metal on wood by the figure's head.
 
   Tullo looked over and saw the throwing dagger inches away from his eyes. His teeth glowed white in the dark as he turned to see Nessa sitting up in bed. She clutched a blanket to her naked flesh with one hand and her other hand held another throwing dagger. Her eyes burned with annoyance but she still kept her dagger ready.
 
   “You should have knocked.” Nessa said.
 
   Tullo gave a knowing smirk as he closed the door behind him. “And let anyone listening know I am here, no thank you. You two are already the talk of the town.”
 
   “What do you mean?” Nessa whispered as she put the dagger down and covered up Onika. The shadow elf slept like the dead.
 
   “Word is two hot shadow elves are in town and carrying around a kingdoms worth of rubies.” Tullo moved to their packs, picked them up and put them on the bed.
 
   The rustling woke Onika. Her smooth arms rose up as she stretched like a feline from a nap. Her eyes fluttered open to Tullo’s smiling face. She smiled back and moved to lie on her side.
 
   “Tullo my dear, come to bed with us. It’s still several hours to morning.”
 
   Tullo eyed Onika and then looked to Nessa. “Why does she sound drunk? I thought you both would be awake considering this is our natural time to be awake?”
 
   Nessa glanced away. “It was an exciting evening. We were both tired from travelling.”
 
   “Well get dressed, we need to get to pier 8. I talked us into an introduction to a captain who will take us north to the Burning Lands. We better get there before sunrise. He was very specific that he doesn’t like his time wasted.”
 
   “We are leaving today?” Nessa grabbed her small clothes and began putting them on.
 
   Tullo’s eyes wandered from Nessa to Onika. The shadow elf heard everything that was said but her movements were slow and clumsy. She reached for her Valanori garb but was slow to put it on. Her breasts bounced with each movement and Tullo stood like an elf entranced. Nessa looked over and frowned.
 
   “Tullo!” Nessa yelled.
 
   He turned away almost confused. “Sorry. Yes we are leaving today. If we stay here any longer then we might not make it out.”
 
   “What does that mean?” Nessa put on her leather jacket and picked up her bow.
 
   “Word of you two has already spread. There are rumors that you are to be detained or captured. I’m not sure. It depends on who is looking for us.” Tullo turned once again to Onika. “Are you alright?”
 
   Onika finished putting on her priestess garment and wrapped her red cloak around her shoulders. “Yes I’m fine; it’s a blessing from Vala for performing a good deed. She fills you with bliss for a short time. I am getting used to it.”
 
   “I hope so. I heard the captain isn’t too impressed with rubies. I’m hoping your charm can win him over. Are we ready?”
 
   Onika finished putting her leather belt on with a short sword hanging from her hip. Nessa pulled her pack over her shoulder, walked over and pulled the throwing dagger from the door frame. With that, they nodded and all three left the room silently.
 
   The trip to the dock was quiet. Not a soul walked the streets as the shadow elves moved in a hurried pace. Onika felt the bliss slide away as she walked. Soon she was in full control of her senses and taking in the early morning twilight. The air was still with the occasional creaking of ships bobbing in the water.
 
   The three soon made it to pier 8. At the end stood a giant of a human dressed only in leggings, boots and a cutlass on his hip. His body was covered in scars and tattoos. He held out his hand when they were within ten feet of him.
 
   “None shall pass. We have the pier until sunrise.” Said the giant dark skinned man.
 
   “We are here to see Captain Relis of the Banshee. We have an appointment.”
 
   The giant eyed them for a moment. “The captain is very busy. It may be difficult to pull him away from his duties.”
 
   Tullo spit. “I’m not paying you. I already paid one of your cohorts. Get us captain Relis!”
 
   The giant gave a smug smile. “You see the captain when you pay to see the captain, not a moment sooner.”
 
   Onika stepped forward and let her cloak spill open. The giant’s eyes fell on her curves immediately. He couldn’t keep them off her warm luscious cleavage. He stood with his arms crossed but Onika could see his leggings growing a little tighter.
 
   “We need to see the captain. Please bring us to him and I will reward you with a kiss.” Onika’s hand touched his muscled arm.
 
   The giant’s eyes softened. “Right this way my lady.”  
 
   The giant man led the shadow elves down the pier to the gang plank. A man with blonde dreadlocks and bandana was directing men. His voice was hard as he yelled at men to pick up the speed. There were only a few crates on the dock but the men moved like their lives depended on it.
 
   “Captain Relis!” Tullo said eagerly.
 
   Captain Relis turned around. Onika’s eyes drank in the captain’s appearance. He wore a loose white shirt with thin leather straps crossing his chest. His bandana was black and dreadlocks framed his face. His eyes were a piercing blue. He wore a well kept thin mustache and small goatish beard. His cheek bones were high and skin a dark tan. From his belt hung a cutlass and tucked into the waist band was a strange tube connected to a wooden handle. His boots were black, made from supple leather. Onika never saw such a beautiful human before.
 
   “Kregar, I said no visitors!”
 
   “Captain, I couldn’t say no to them. They needed to speak with you.”
 
   Captain Relis locked eyes on Tullo and his hand went to his cutlass hilt. “What did you do to him? If you used some shadow elf black magic, they will be pulling your bodies from the water in an hour!”
 
   Onika stepped forward. “My apologies Captain, we knew time was off the essence and we had to meet you. My name is Onika Red Leaf. This is Tullo Night Spear and Nessa Opal. We need a ship to cross the Crescent Sea. My companion informed me you would be the person we needed to speak with.”
 
   The captain eyed Onika for a moment. “Aye, I heard about your request from one of my men, something about going to the Burning Lands. Sorry to disappoint but we are not going there. The port town of Verness burnt to the ground several weeks ago. Nobody travels to the top of the Crescent Sea anymore.”
 
   “Your man said you still travel there.” Tullo said with an edge to his voice.
 
   “Aye, did he now? Did he tell you that before you paid him? Old Jabber will sing you a sweet tune for a single ruby if you’re gullible enough to hand it over. Next time boy, pay half first and the rest upon delivery.”
 
   Tullo looked away disgusted. Onika gave a disarming smile. 
 
   “Please Captain, we have few options. Can we still book passage to the top of the Crescent? We don’t have to go to the port town but anywhere along the beach will be fine. I have enough to make the trip worth it.”
 
   “As much as I would hate to turn down a beautiful creature like yourself, the answer is no. Imperial soldiers are on their way from the capital. It’s not worth the rubies.”
 
   “Imperial soldiers! Are they after us?” Nessa looked to Onika.
 
   Relis fingered his hilt. “Aye, news of you shadow elves have been circulating for a few days now. It seems that someone at the capital wants to speak with you. I would hand you over but I have a schedule to keep.”
 
   “Captain, please let us book passage.” Onika said with a pleading edge.
 
   “My answer is still no.”
 
   Onika opened her senses. Captain Relis’s spirit glowed like the sun. She could feel he was a good man. Something was keeping him from accepting their offer. Onika’s eyes fell onto his heart and it beat covered in scars. A worm of pain wrapped around it. He had carried it for a long time for it was fat and deeply entwined to his spirit. She pushed through and touched his mind. An image floated past and Onika felt a tear roll down her cheek.
 
   “I can help you with your pain.” Onika said wiping the tear away.
 
   Captain Relis turned his head to the shadow elf. “What are you talking about?” He growled.
 
   “You lost someone dear to you. I can help.”
 
   “You best be on your way, elf! Before I cut off that tongue of yours.”
 
   “I know the pain keeps you up at night. It eats away at you every time you have a quiet moment. Let us book passage with you and not only will we pay you for the trip, I will heal you of your pain.”
 
   Relis griped his cutlass. “Watch yourself! Are you a witch? Many healers have made that claim and none have come through. I have half a mind to cut you down for such a boast.”
 
   Onika was calm as a summer pond. “No boast Captain. I am a Valanori of Vala. She will guide me to end your pain.”
 
   Relis gave a sarcastic laugh. “Vala? No one worships her anymore. She is a myth written from a lie. There was no great peace or loving world ten thousand years ago. That was written to cow the world into submission.”
 
   “Vala is real just like the other gods. Take us as passengers and I will show you her power. Please Captain.”
 
   The sky began to brighten. The sun was beginning its ascent, pushing away the last tendrils of night. The air was broken by the sounds of horns. At first there was one but then they were soon followed by two, then three. The town of Black Thorn was soon alive with the sounds of horns.
 
   “What’s happening? Nessa said she unhooked her bow from her shoulder.
 
   Relis looked to the town. “It seems the imperials are here. You’re out of time shadow elf.”
 
   “Not if you take us and we leave now. I will make good on my promise.” Onika said matter of fact.
 
   Captain Relis looked into her deep red eyes. He growled in frustration. “Alright men, we are taking on passengers! Look lively, we are leaving now!”
 
   The crew scrambled onboard. The Captain pointed to the gang plank. Onika wrapped an arm around Nessa as they made their way up with Tullo close behind. The horns continued as the crew moved on deck. To the shadow elves, it looked like controlled chaos. The sails came down. Men pulled ropes and tied crates down. Several men rotated a switch to bring the anchor up. The Captain climbed some stairs and went to the wheel. Others went to the side and cast off the lines. The ship bobbed for moments until the sails caught the wind. The ship lurched and Nessa fell on her rump. They were moving as Onika and Tullo helped Nessa back to her feet.
 
     The sun peered from the horizon. Rays of light caused night to retreat and a yellow glow filled the sky. Onika went to the edge of the deck and looked out as clouds dotted the brightening skyline. The horns could still be heard as the ship drifted away. A moment later they stopped.
 
   Onika craned her neck out and stared at the docks. Captain Relis directed one of his men to take the wheel. He pulled out a spy glass and surveyed the town. The wind picked up and they drifted further out. The crew gave each other nervous glances. The captain remained steady as he watched the docks.
 
   From the streets, a column of soldiers appeared. They moved with military precision to the pier and stopped. From the side, three figures cloaked in white made their way in front of the soldiers. Onika could barely make out white leather armor under their cloaks. Hoods and masks covered their heads. She made her way up the small stairs and stood next to Captain Relis. He put his spy glass away and spit over the side.
 
   “Those are imperial soldiers.” Onika said with a slender hand on the hilt of her short sword.
 
   “The white cloaks are clerics of Drogoss. They are either after me or most likely after you.” 
 
   Onika studied Relis’s blue eyes. “What are your intentions, Captain?” 
 
   Relis gave a knowing smirk. “I accepted the contract. You are under my protection. Don’t worry dark beauty, they are not boarding this ship.” Relis turned to one of the crew. “Arm one of the rear cannons and retrieve my rifle.”
 
   A man scurried off. Onika turned her gaze to the docks. The soldiers stood unmoving as did the clerics. Relis put out his hand and a crew member ran up and placed a long cylinder connected to a wood piece in the captain’s hand. Onika noticed it was a longer version of the item in his belt.
 
   “What are you doing, Captain?” Onika felt nervous energy all around her except from Relis.
 
   “Slowing them down.”
 
   As soon as the captain finished speaking, a cleric burst forward running down the rest of the dock. With a leap, the clerics hit the water and continued running across it! Onika watched with fascination as the cleric pumped his legs, running with all his might and stepping across the ocean surface like inch deep snow.
 
   “Call your young elfling up here. I will need her assistance.” Relis said as he hoisted up his rifle and pointed it at the running cleric.
 
   Onika beckoned Nessa. The young shadow elf made her way up the stairs and stood by Captain Relis’s side. The cleric was getting closer and closer. He would be on them in moments.
 
   “Are you any good with that bow?”
 
   “The best.” Nessa scowled.
 
   “Nock your bow and don’t fire until I give the command.”
 
   Nessa made an expression in protest but Onika shook her head slightly. She then pulled her bow over her head and notched an arrow. The Banshee was moving steady through the water and picking up speed. But the cleric was proving to be faster. Relis stared down his rifle.
 
   “Fire!” The captain shouted.
 
   There was a sizzle and a mighty “BOOM!” Onika opened her senses and she could see time slow down. The cannon ball streaked through the air, bending it. The cleric did not slow down as it raced toward him. Almost like a dancer, he jumped and twisted in the air. The cannonball passed alongside the cleric in slow motion, his body mere inches away. Even his cloak flapped just as it was about to touch it.
 
   Captain Relis aimed his rifle and fired. Moments ticked away and he shouted “Loose!”
 
   Nessa released the bow string. The cleric’s body was still twisting in mid air. Onika could see the tiny ball of metal streak toward the cleric. It was like a tiny cannon ball but she knew it was lethal if it made contact. The cleric’s hands glowed white as he reached forward and covered his face with his hand, palm out. The little metal ball struck his palm. There was a quick flash and the metal ball bounced away. Onika watched mesmerized on the graceful arc of the cleric’s body, the complete control of his movements. After his body finished turning, he was falling feet first for the water. Before his white boots touched the wavy ocean surface, Nessa’s arrow was aiming for his heart. In a split moment, his hand curled around the arrow and stopped it. Onika could see his momentum was disturbed and his aura shifted. Too many actions were taking place in a short span of time. The white cloaked cleric hit the water and sank down with a splash.
 
   The crew cheered. Relis lowered the rifle and handed it to one of his crew. Nessa stared in disbelief. The Banshee’s speed increased when a sudden gust of wind filled its sails. The cleric of Drogoss treaded water, staring in their direction for moments before turning and swimming back to the docks.
 
   “How did you know that would stop him?” Nessa said as she put her bow over her shoulder.
 
   Relis smirked. “One thing I know about magic users, all those fancy tricks use up a lot of energy. More energy than they are getting back. Sometimes you have to keep hitting them until they falter.”
 
   Onika smiled. “Impressive Captain.”
 
    “Don’t kiss me yet. It will be a long three days before we reach the top of the crescent. I will have the crew prepare your quarters. When you are settled, we will dine in my quarters this evening.”
 
   Relis turned to the crew. “Well what are you gawking at! To your stations!”
 
   As the crew moved with a purpose, Onika looked back at Black Thorn. The coastal town became smaller and smaller as the morning wore on. Her mind drifted in a sea of questions. Why would the followers of Drogoss chase after them? Has her presence caused this turn of events? What will be waiting for them when they reach the Burning Lands? Is Senna okay? Will they be strong enough to take on this great evil poised to steal Vala’s power?
 
   Onika felt dizzy as her mind stormed with more questions. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Her mind quieted and she took in another long breath. 
 
   “Vala, are we on the right path?” Onika whispered.
 
   A gentle breeze caressed the shadow elf’s neck. Onika opened her eyes and smiled.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three
 
   The ship gently rocked back and forth. Onika had to hold onto the wooden walls as she made her way down a short corridor. She had never been on the ocean and the constant bobbing took a little getting used to. The day at sea was a wondrous experience none the less. The feel of the sea spray on her face, the crashing of waves, it was exhilarating. Tullo on the other hand was not fairing so well. He found himself sick and hanging his head over the side of the ship. Nessa seemed to take to the ocean better then she thought. Her hand patted Tullo’s back every time he heaved but otherwise suffering from no ill effects.
 
   Onika continued to step lightly toward the big oak door. When she reached the handle, it turned easily in her hand. She cracked it and looked in. Captain Relis was studying a scroll. Without looking up, his hand went up and beckoned Onika inside. With fluid grace she stepped in and closed the door behind her.
 
   The captain’s quarters were quite lavish. Lanterns hung from the ceiling over a big sturdy table. The table its self was covered with dishes of finely cooked meat and an assortment of fruits, cheeses and breads. Behind the captain was a large bed covered in furs and silk pillows. Next to it was a desk with scrolls piled about.
 
   “Please have a seat. Enjoy the feast.” The Captain said as he put the scroll away. 
 
   “Thank you.” Onika said as she sat down and began picking at the fruit.
 
   “Are your companions well?”
 
   “They are faring well. Our kind are not used to being on oceans.” Onika smiled.
 
    “Aye, such a strange thing, as the legends have it all elven kind came from the seas. I’m sure the merfolk would welcome you back.” Relis gave a half smile.
 
   Onika put the strawberry in her hand down on her plate. “I know this situation is not the most ideal, Captain, but you will be rewarded for your efforts.”
 
   Relis looked to the stain glass window of his quarters. “You would be right about that. This little quest is taking me off course for a few days. I am half a mind of dropping you at the closest port and being on my way.”
 
   “You could do that.” Onika tried to remain diplomatic but even she grew annoyed at the Captain’s rudeness.
 
   Relis looked over the shadow elf and gave a hearty smile. He stood up and went to a small cabinet, pulled a bottle of wine and two glasses. He poured red wine into both and handed one to Onika. She took it graciously but did not drink.
 
   “You are calmer then the sea at midnight. Please drink and enjoy your time here. I accepted the contract and we will take you to the top of the crescent. Then you and your companions can be on your merry way.”
 
   “Thank you Captain.” Onika took a sip while the captain took a gulp.
 
   “Please eat your fill. I was just going over some reports and maps. They are a bit dated but I should let you know how much trouble you are in for toward the north.”
 
   “I am aware of the risks.”
 
   Relis widened an eye. “Do you? The Burning Lands are covered in orcs and blood drinkers. More people are moving away from those lands and heading for south. Why do three shadow elves want to go toward the danger?”
 
   Onika held her glass for a moment. “It’s personal.”
 
   “Aye, I can see that. Normally I would respect your need for discretion but as you witnessed at the docks, myself and my crew are now directly involved.”
 
   “I don’t know why the clerics were there.”
 
   Relis put his glass on the table. “Yes you do. A priestess of Vala shows up and the imperial city sends three clerics and a small army to Black Thorn. I have my past but I doubt they were coming for me.”
 
   “Why would they come for you, Captain?”
 
   Relis took a gulp of wine and put the empty glass down. “I killed a cleric. Now before you start asking all those annoying questions, he had it coming. You said I have trouble with sleeping and pain, well that is because one of those damn clerics killed my wife.”
 
   Onika was silent. Her eyes drifted downward. “I am sorry for your loss.”
 
   Relis filled his glass. “I thought you should know since you seemed ready to ease my pain. Something drink, fighting and murder cannot seem to slack.”
 
   Onika’s gaze met the captain’s eyes. “I can help you. I can ease the pain.” 
 
   “Aye and that is the only reason you are here and not in imperial hands.” The Captain took a gulp and was silent for a moment. “I have searched Navarr looking for a witch, mage or healer with this pain. I have taken potions and let mages weave spells to my body with piss poor results. It eats away at me with every waking moment. The cleric I killed didn’t help. Nothing has worked to ease this burden.”
 
   Onika could feel his desperation. It radiated from him like a damaged pulse. His movements and speech indicated this was the hardest thing he could ever do, telling her what the pain has done to him. The shadow elf wanted to reach out and soothe the pain away. Wrap it up and toss it into the ocean where it would sink like a stone.
 
   Relis noticed Onika was staring at him, her eyes filled with worry. His body language changed as he sat up and speared a piece of meat with a fork. “Don’t mind my talk. Please, eat. We have two more days at sea and I’m sure we can find the time to discuss how a priestess of Vala will help with my burdens.” 
 
   The last sentence came off sarcastic but Onika remained quiet. She reached for a strawberry and bit into it.
 
   ***
 
   The wine made Onika’s head spin. She never had so much in one sitting. She walked down a short corridor and out onto the main deck. The cool night air flowed over her body as she stepped to the edge to collect her thoughts. The sky was clear and the stars sparkled. Onika’s red eyes took it in. She had never seen so many stars in her life. It was truly an awe inspiring sight.
 
   Waves crashed against the ship’s hull. The shadow elf’s gaze lingered high up before her sights fell to the water. The ocean was black as pitch with white foam appearing from small cresting waves. She inhaled the smell of sea spray and let out a deep relaxing breath. 
 
   Something moved in the water. Onika felt her mind clear as she tried to focus. There was something in the water but she couldn’t quite make it out. It moved along the ship and was getting closer to the hull. She leaned over for a better look. The waves crested up slightly and a face appeared.
 
   Onika gasped. Her sister Senna was staring straight at her. Onika was frozen as her sister’s hands grabbed the side of the ship and held on. 
 
   “Please sister, save me!” Senna cried.
 
   Onika looked for a rope or something to throw down to her. Then she stopped herself and looked again overboard. Senna still held onto the side of the ship and looked up with pleading eyes. Onika pushed away the wine fog. Why was her sister in the middle of the ocean? 
 
   “Throw me a rope!” Senna called out.
 
   Onika bit her lip. “You are not my sister.” She whispered.
 
   Senna’s face melted from helplessness and twisted into rage. “You don’t want to help your loving sister? You are a cruel creature.” Then Senna laughed.
 
   Onika remained frozen as the thing that looked like her sister continued. “My master sends his regards and an invitation. Your sister will continue to warm his bed until you arrive but you should hurry. We doubt her body will be able to handle much more. We would hate for her to pass on before you two are reunited.”
 
   Anger bubbled up in Onika as her frozen expression turned to a hateful stare. “You tell your master I am coming for her and if she is harmed, he will not survive the encounter. Tell him every word!”
 
   The thing on the side of the ship leered. “Xoll will be expecting you, should you survive tomorrow night. Sleep well Valanori.” And with that, the thing let go and sunk below the waves.
 
   Onika stared into the black water, her mind a storm of worry and anxiety. Something masquerading as her sister made the trip just to give a terrible message. The weight of rescuing Senna just became heavier in her mind.
 
   The shadow elf backed away from the edge of the deck and headed inside. After a few turns, she was standing in front of the door to her quarters. The ship gently rocked as she opened the door and stepped inside. Her eyes fell on her bed. Nessa was sound asleep. Her upper body exposed with a fur blanket covering her lower half. Onika would have smiled but thoughts of her sister helpless dragged her spirit down. The shadow elf paced in her room, trying to figure out what her next move was.
 
   “Vala, what should I do?” Onika whispered.
 
   Patience my Valanori, time will reveal the tools you will need.
 
   “What if I am out of time?” 
 
   “Who are you talking to, Mistress?” came a sleepy voice from the bed.
 
   Onika turned to see Nessa sitting up and rubbing her eyes, perky breasts bouncing to her movements. The Valanori moved across the small room and sat on the edge of the bed. Nessa laid her head on Onika’s lap.
 
   “I feel I may have put us all in great danger.” Onika said smoothing the young shadow elf’s white hair.
 
   “We know the risks, Mistress. I have faith in you.”
 
   Onika’s hands trembled a little. Tears welled up and she looked away. Nessa took Onika’s hand and held it to her chest. There was a long silence. Onika blinked and a single tear rolled down her cheek. From her lap, Nessa buried her face in her mistress’s stomach, taking in her scent.
 
   “You have done so much for us. For me. Let me help you with your pain.”
 
   Onika looked down and Nessa gave a slight smile. The young shadow elf moved her hand and unhooked some of the fabric to Onika’s Valanori garment. There wasn’t much covering the shadow elf so it was easy to pull it aside and see her dark mound. Onika stared as Nessa’s tongue reached out and licked her thin slit. Soon it wiggled up and down until it fell on her nub. The end traced and circled her clit. Nessa tasted Onika’s growing wetness. The Valanori shuddered as Nessa’s wet tongue passed over her clit. Warm thoughts filled her as her body grew warmer. Onika felt she needed to heal others and it never occurred to her that others would want to help her, heal her.
 
   “Thank you Nessa. Thank you Vala.” Onika whispered as her hips moved to a steady rhythm.
 
   Like a hungry animal, Nessa buried her face deeper into Onika’s pussy. The shadow elf leaned her head back and let her mouth open with a moan. Soon though the position grew frustrating, Onika broke the small embrace and stood up. Nessa watched as her companion and mistress shed her priestess garment and let it puddle to the floor. Nessa moved aside as Onika lay with her, their bodies touching. Nessa crawled down Onika’s toned dark body and resumed her place, her mouth on her mistress’s sweet slit. Onika shudder again and her body grew hot. Pulses of heat radiated from in between her hips as the young shadow elf licked her nub. Soon her tongue penetrated her lips and licked deeply inside. 
 
   Onika’s breathing quickened as her hand held Nessa’s head in between her thighs. Nessa wiggled her face into Onika’s mound. Onika let out a gasp as a finger pushed inside and then another. Anxiety and worry melted away as a growing orgasm climbed to the surface. Onika smiled and bit her lip when she thought how quick of a learner Nessa was. Nessa continued to lick and play. Onika’s moans grew louder and louder.
 
   A hand reached up and grabbed one of Onika’s firm tits. The Valanori moaned louder. Fingers pinched her nipple and they stood to attention. Nessa lashed her tongue out across her nub with almost practiced precision. As the tempo increased, Onika’s breathing quickened. Time seemed to slow as Onika could feel Nessa’s tongue slide up and down. The downward motion caused Onika to bend her head back and let out an orgasmic cry. The room filled with hot whimpers and slurping sounds. Onika continued to bite her lip as she milked all the bliss from her orgasm. To her surprise, another began to build, quicker and more powerful.
 
   “Don’t stop.” Onika said with a harsh whisper.
 
   Nessa continued her fevered pace. It was almost too much. Her tongue lapped away with measured strokes, focusing on her engorged nub. Onika looked down and pushed her hips back and forth to the young elf’s face. Nessa looked up with beautiful bright eyes as her tongue worked Onika into frenzy. Onika whimpered her delight but did not take her red eyes off Nessa’s. She held the young elf’s face as another orgasm blasted through her senses. Then another smaller one burst forth to Onika’s delight.
 
   With a gentle motion, Onika pulled Nessa from between her legs. Their lips touched. Onika could taste her juices all over Nessa’s lips, cheek and chin. She let her own tongue slip out and lick their warmth into her own mouth. The day’s exhaustion started to seep into the shadow elf’s muscles. She lay back, bringing Nessa with her. Soon the kissing slowed and then stops. Nessa looked with sleepy eyes as Onika had fallen fast asleep. Her mouth made its way down to her erect nipples. She lazily licked at them as her fingers made their way to Onika’s wet lips. With one motion her wet hand touched her own wet pussy and she rubbed her nub while sucking on her mistress’s perfect dark nipples.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Four
 
   Nessa paced the deck with her bow in her hand. She had a quiver filled with arrows and a belt across her chest filled with throwing daggers. The sun had just set and the sky blazed a ruby red. The young shadow elf looked to the upper deck. Onika stood by the captain. Relis was manning the wheel. Next to him were three of those things he called “rifles” and two smaller ones in his belt called “pistols”. Nessa couldn’t understand how they worked even after one of the crew explained what they were. Nessa was just happy to have her bow ready for any trouble. A bullet is no match for an arrow when it came to how Nessa felt about it. 
 
   The crew moved around the deck nervously. Onika watched as the crashing of the waves startled them. They walked with swords on their hips and more than once the crew would grab the hilt from the tension. Captain Relis appeared calm as he steered the ship silently. He didn’t seem terribly surpassed when Onika gave him the dark news that they would be attacked tonight. He informed his first mate to arm the men and get his rifles ready. With the sun going down, the real waiting began.
 
   Onika glanced down to her father’s short sword hanging from her hip. She wore her Valanori priestess garment and nothing else. Her toned dark body almost shined in the dying sunlight. She could see some of the men glancing at her but only for moments. It seemed fear was outweighing desire in this space of time. Onika felt she was a capable fighter but in truth, she was more of a lover and spell caster. A metal brazier filled with burning wood was not too far from her. She knew she needed it close so she could pull its mana and use it against whomever or whatever was going to attack.
 
   Tullo on the other hand was below deck. Some of the crew was playing Dead Man’s Dice. A game Tullo very much enjoyed. With one large six sided dice and two smaller six sided dice, the point of the game was to roll all three dice. The two smaller dice had to be greater than the number on the big dice. The big dice had one to six on it while each smaller dice had one to three carved in it with a skull painted on the other three spots. If you rolled a skull and lost, you lose double your bet. Tullo smiled when he asked why they call it dead man’s dice. The crew informed him that the dice had to come from the knuckle bones of a fallen comrade.
 
   “The shadow elf is cheating! He’s using magic.” Said a salty old crew member.
 
   Tullo smiled. “Now now Jabber, don’t get mad because I’m taking all of your rubies.”
 
   Jabber spat. “Getting back at me are you. I did inform the Captain. It was his choice if he wanted to see you or not.”
 
   “A deal is a deal but you didn’t have to bet in the game. Are you going to keep complaining or try to win your rubies back?”
 
   The other crew mates smiled and laughed as Jabber put his dice in a cup and began shaking it, staring intently at the smirking shadow elf. Once the dice hit the wooden floor, the entire ship shifted and lurched. Tullo was up and running, daggers out, while the crew snatched at the rubies on the floor and tried to fill their pockets.
 
   Nessa had notched her bow the moment the ship moved underneath her. Crew members drew their swords and rushed to the sides. The dying sunlight disappeared and stars began twinkling in the clear night sky. The ship lurched again and two men hit the deck. Nessa moved with incredible agility as she moved to the edge while keeping her balance. 
 
   “Whatever it is, it’s underneath the ship.” Relis said calmly as a crew member put a rifle in his hand.
 
   The ship violently keeled to the side. Onika held onto the railing as people rolled across the deck. One of the crew held onto the edge for dear life. When the ship rolled and regained its balance, the crew member stood on shaky legs.
 
   The crew member looked over the side. “I think I see….” Was all he managed to say.
 
   Something dark and slimy rose up from the side and wrapped around his neck. He never had a chance to scream as the thing tightened and pulled him off. There was a splash as his body hit the water. More slimy things curled over the side of the railing. Onika watched as tentacles wrapped around the edge and something heavy was pulling its self up.
 
   “Watch yourselves mates! It’s a spawn of Thulu!” Relis shouted as he aimed his rifle.
 
   Onika watched in horror as a hulking black and green creature pulled its self up the side of the deck. A foul stench filled the air as the spawn made it over the edge and stood on tree trunks for legs. Its body was slimy and dripping. Tentacles unfurled from its arms. Three long tentacles hung between its legs and moved of their own accord. Its face held large black spider like eyes. Small tentacles hung over its round suction like mouth.
 
   The spawn surveyed the frighten crew. Nessa kept an arrow pointed at the creature’s eyes, ready to fire. Onika drew her short sword. Tullo made it to the deck with blades in hand. The spawn quietly looked up to Onika. It pointed a massive tentacle hand at the Valanori and gurgled.
 
   “I think it just wants you.” Relis said keeping his rifle pointed at the hulking monster.
 
   “I don’t want anyone getting hurt but I cannot go with the creature.” 
 
   “Aye, don’t worry your pretty face. A contract is a contract. I die before I break my word.”
 
   The creature seemed to understand what the captain was saying because it stomped across the deck toward them. An arrow struck the creature’s neck followed by another one. It gurgled a roar as it continued forward. Several men rushed to meet the creature. Swords slashed outward and across. The spawn whipped out its tentacles and struck the men so hard that blood spurted upward. One man lost his head while two others fell to the deck lifeless with huge gashes across their chests. The creature didn’t slow down when a bullet struck it in the chest. Another rifle appeared in the captain’s hands. He pulled the trigger and the tip of the rifle flashed with smoke and fire. Another bullet hit the monster's forehead. The spawn was stunned as its massive head rolled back. It snapped forward a moment later and another bullet struck the same spot on its head. The creature roared as it crashed forward, each step cracking the deck and sending small shards of wood in the air. More arrows appeared in the creatures back. Nessa started using two arrows at a time. The spawn seemed to ignore everything as it stood below the command deck.
 
   Captain Relis pulled his two pistols and aimed them at the spawn. His first mate and another crew member had swords on the ready. Onika backed off as tentacles reached up, wiggling and crawling for her legs. The creature roared and pulled back. Tullo was on the creature’s back and driving his daggers deep into the creatures flesh. As the spawn flailed, Tullo stabbed and stabbed and stabbed.
 
   “TULLO, GET OFF IT!” Nessa yelled as she tried to get a clear shot. 
 
   The shadow elf ignored her and kept stabbing. Nessa aimed downward and let an arrow loose. The arrow point struck behind the creature’s knee. Any normal creature would have crumpled but the spawn kept standing. Tullo could feel tentacles beginning to curl around him. In the last moment, he leaped off but the creature was quick. It caught him in mid air. Tullo cried out as the creature flung him into the side of the deck hard.
 
   “NO!” Onika and Nessa screamed.
 
   Three arrows feathered the back of the creature’s head. Onika was on the edge of the command deck staring down at the tentacle creature. Crew member’s backed off while Relis moved forward with both pistols pointed at the spawn. Time slowed down as Onika gracefully leapt off the railing.
 
   “Vala guide me.” Onika prayed.
 
   Let my power guide your movements my Valanori.
 
   Onika hit the deck as Relis fired. Two bullets struck the creature’s face. It roared as Onika moved forward with liquid grace. Her body glowed with the light of Vala as she moved with determination. Her body twisted and bent as tentacles lashed out, each one missing her by a hair. Nessa and Relis watched as Onika sliced like a blade master and moved like a dancer through the chaos. The spawn lashed out in all directions and missed each time. Her blade bit into tentacles but could not sever them. Time moved slowly as she watched each wound she inflicted begin to heal. She drove her attacks to the creature’s chest but every cut she inflicted, the spawn again began to heal.
 
   Relis pulled his cutlass when a massive tentacle came down hard. It shattered part of the command deck and sent splintered wood flying. The force was so strong, the captain was knocked back from the blow and shards of wood penetrated his body. Nessa saw that Tullo was not moving, blood pouring from a wound. Her eyes welled up as she let loose arrow after arrow into the creature’s back. Another tentacle lashed out splintering wood and catching Nessa across the leg. Her body spun as she crashed into the deck and went limp.
 
   Onika could see everything. Vala pushed Onika’s body to the limit as she moved like the wind and cut like a razor. The creature continued its relentless assault. Despite Vala’s powerful influence to guide her body, a tentacle managed to glance off her wrist, sending her father’s blade flying. The short sword’s point stabbed into the wood next to Tullo’s unmoving body.
 
   Onika tried to side step and flip away only for a tentacle to wrap around her leg and hoist her into the air. She struggled with everything she had as more tentacles wrapped around her. The spawn drew her in close and raised her head so they could see each other eye to eye. Onika could feel her limbs stretched. She was spread eagle in the air with tentacles wrapped around her arms, legs and neck. The spawn’s black eyes stared as Onika tried to break free. Her eyes looked down and the three long tentacles between its legs moved like snakes. They reached up and began exploring her body. One caressed her leg and made its way to her thigh. Another passed across her tits roughly, causing them to bounce. The third undid the clasp of her garment. With one swift motion, Onika’s Valanori garment slipped off and puddle on the deck.
 
   Onika gritted her teeth for she knew what was coming next. Legend spoke of the spawn of Thulu. They did more than kill. They drained creatures of their mana. The more they drained, the more they would drive a creature insane. Most preferred death but there were many who were not so lucky. A slimy tentacle travelled up the shadow elf’s leg. It moved almost tenderly as it passed over Onika’s slit. Another reached for a nipple. The tentacle felt smooth moving and wrapping around Onika’s tits. The shadow elf let out a sigh as her nipples stood erect, her naked body prone to the creature, sending chills up and down her spine.
 
   Do not let this abomination overwhelm you. You are stronger.
 
   A tentacle slid across Onika’s tight slit. Shockwaves of pleasure filled her body as she felt herself become wet. Onika stared as the creature further explored her. She gasped as a tentacle squeezed her tit. Another one stroked her cheek moving closer to her mouth. 
 
   “Leave now Spawn of Thulu and I will not destroy you.” Onika said with a cold stare.
 
   The creature was still for a space of a breath. Then it shoved a tentacle deep into the Valanori’s mouth. Onika felt her mouth fill as the tentacle flowed down her throat. Another tentacle snaked its way between her pussy lips and filled her wet hole. Her body bucked from the bliss. The tentacle pushed in, opening herself wide as inch after inch filled her. Soon it became rhythmic, pushing in and out. Onika would have moaned if her mouth wasn’t filled with the creatures other tentacle. It watched uncaring as each tentacle moved in and out of the shadow elf. Her legs strained trying to close around the huge tentacle member inside her. The black and green tentacles around her arms loosened. Onika slipped out her hands and grabbed the tentacle in her mouth. Instead of trying to pull it out, she held so she could control the tempo. The spawn didn’t seem to mind.
 
   A wave of confusion filled Onika. She could feel her mana being drawn away from her. The creature was stealing not only her mana but her life force. The quicker it pushed into her, the more it drained. The shadow elf’s movements grew weaker as tentacles pushed in and out. The third tentacle from in between the spawn’s legs slid in between her ass cheeks. Onika’s eyes grew wide as it forced its way into her ass. She moaned and clutched the tentacle for dear life. She felt all of herself open up. The slick tentacle slipping in and out with no regard to how much her body could take.
 
   Mana slipped away and Onika’s eyes became heavy. As more mana drained away, a fire in her sparked, setting her primal self into motion. Onika could feel her lust begin to rise. Her movements changed. She allowed the creature to have its way with her. The more it penetrated her, the more powerful she felt. Onika’s hands went from the tentacle in her mouth to the larger one between her legs. Her hips gyrated to the creature’s movements. An orgasm began to build as she moaned in delight. The creature stared with cold eyes as the shadow elf pumped her hips on the creature’s tentacle. Blood rushed to her hips as she pumped harder and harder. The orgasm clawed its way up. Onika’s large tits bounced with each movement. She quietly moaned more and more. An orgasm touched the edge of the shadow elf’s soul and burst forth like bursting a melon. She gave a muffled scream as heat filled her body. A tentacle wrapped around her thin waist and pushed her body like a living doll onto the thick tentacle. The spawn increased the tempo, trying to steal all of the elf’s mana. Onika’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and pleasure pumped into her body. She went limp as tentacles pushed into her. Her nub touched the shaft as it pushed in. Orgasm after orgasm filled her body. Her body jerked and bucked from the intensity. Mana flowing out changed course and began flowing back in. The spawn’s eyes widened as it's mana was drawn in as well. Onika stared as her body exploded with a chain of orgasms. 
 
   The spawn’s legs began to shake. Power welled up and Onika’s eyes glowed a deep, seductive red. Her clit was engorged. Her dark hands held onto the thick tentacle and used it to help push her body onto it. Her lips spread almost to the breaking point. The tentacle in her mouth started to pull out. Onika sucked hard trying to keep it in her mouth, her tongue playing along the shaft. She could feel it trying to pull back. Her teeth clamped down but continued to suck. The hulking brute’s black eyes widened but could not pull away. Onika’s lips pressed along the shaft, sucking and teasing with her tongue. The shaft thickened and trembled. All the tentacles around her tightened slightly. She gave a seductive wink with her glowing red eyes.
 
   The hulking spawn gurgled a roar as the tentacle in Onika’s mouth bulged. The shadow elf felt hot jets of liquid explode in her mouth. She drank it down greedily as the tentacle pushed in and out spitting more hot liquid. Onika was surprised on how sweet it tasted. The tentacle withdrew and Onika let out a loud moan. Come dripped from the side of her mouth. She licked it with her tongue but continued pumping her body on the monster’s thick tentacle cock. Each thrust stole more mana from the creature but it couldn’t stop invading her wet hole and ass. 
 
   With renewed vigor, Onika tightened her pussy muscles around the thick tentacle, gyrating her hips with all her might. The tentacle in her ass began to bulge and the shadow elf let out a breathy moan. The spawn watched as the elf held onto tentacles like ropes and thrust her body up and down. Light wisps of energy blinked into existence. Onika flexed her ass in deep long strokes, letting inch after inch slide in and out. Orgasms bloomed and the shadow elf cried out over and over. The tentacle in her ass bulged and vibrated. The end was deep in her and felt an explosion of come. Mana poured in and Onika harvested it. Power and mana heightened all her senses and each orgasm drove her to new levels of ecstasy.
 
   The tentacle in her ass slid out. It made wet sloppy sounds causing Onika to giggle. The spawn had one last tentacle in her tight pussy. Onika was drinking in so much mana, the creature fell to one knee. It couldn’t stop its self as it pumped a thick tentacle into her swollen lips. Come from her ass leaked out and made everything hot and sticky. She moved like she was possessed, in and out like a hungry beast. The spawn of Thulu stood up again and tried to regain control. It tentacles tightened. Onika let out a gasp of pain. The pain drove her lust beyond her limits and another chain of orgasms exploded. Mana crackled and sparked around the shadow elf. She could hear whispers from her goddess filling her mind.  
 
   The spawn curled around arms and legs once again. It pulled causing Onika to be spread eagle in the air. The thick tentacle pushed in her sopping wet hole. Onika was speaking but it came out gibberish. Red energy flowed down her arms, to her hands. They opened and light whirled. Onika turned her blank expression into a knowing stare as the tentacle between her legs started to bulge. From her palms, red light flowed, shifted and changed into long daggers of pure mana. Her fingers closed around the glowing hilts. Her mouth twisted into a sneer as she stared hard at the brute before her.
 
   The spawn gurgled. The tentacle in Onika bulged and a stream of hot liquid filled her belly. It pushed and pumped. The amount in her was obscene as it streamed out in small rivers, down her thighs and the creature’s member. Onika let the sweet feeling pass over her body. Her spirit was still and her mind clear.
 
   The shadow elf twisted her body. Her arms strained against the creatures diminishing strength. Her mana daggers flashed with red light, several tentacles disconnected from their master.  The spawn of Thulu made shrieking noises. Onika continued her relentless assault. Red daggers flashed through the night, slicing and cutting with little resistance. They cut the creature like it was make of paper. It tried to back off. What few tentacles still held Onika quickly let go. The Valanori pressed on, moving like a dancer as she sliced and cut the creature to ribbons.
 
   With a grunt, she drove both mana daggers into the creature’s chest. It cried out as she twisted them. It stumbled off to the edge. It made one last effort to smack the shadow elf away. The tentacle was sliced clean off and flopped on the deck. The spawn whimpered and fell over the side into the black water waiting below. There was a splash and then it was gone.
 
   Onika stood at the edge, naked and heaving. Her eyes glowed the same intense red of her mana daggers. With a thought the daggers faded away. The shadow elf turned and raced over to her fallen companions. Tullo was silent as he lay in a pool of his own blood. Onika turned him over and saw an open wound on his thigh. Her hands shimmered red as she placed them on his leg. Her body was still filled with the spawn’s mana. She let the energy flow, her red eyes locked on the wound.  
 
   Tullo let out a small moan as the gash began to close. Onika concentrated and the wound closed faster until it was nothing more than a thin scar. Tullo’s eyes fluttered open. When he saw Onika bent over him, he smiled.
 
   “Did we win?” Tullo asked sheepishly.
 
   Onika smirked but was soon up and stepped toward Nessa. The young shadow elf was already sitting up with a small wound on the side of her head. She waved off Onika like it was nothing. The Valanori ignored her, bent down and kissed her. Healing energy flowed between their lips. The head wound closed and Nessa smiled. Onika let her fingers run through Nessa’s hair for a moment before getting up.
 
   The deck was damaged and a few pirates lay dead, too late for Vala’s healing touch. Onika heard a grunt from the command deck. She made her way to the stairs and jumped several steps at a time. When she reached the top, she saw the deck was partially destroyed. Captain Relis was leaning against the wheel, one pistol in hand and shards of wood sticking out of his shoulder. Blood stained his white shirt as he tried to move. 
 
   “It would seem you survived. Or we are all dead and you’ve come to spirit me away to your elf Hell.” Relis coughed up blood.
 
   “Shut up you fool.” Onika said almost lovingly.
 
   Her dark hands touched the fallen captain as her lips touched his. Healing energy poured forth. The wood in his shoulder eased out and fell to the deck with a small clatter. Wounds closed but Onika and the Captain continued to kiss, the sound of waves filling in the warm silence between them.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Five
 
   The morning after was truly a strange day. The crew treated Onika like a holy figure as they rushed food to her and her companions. When they walked around the ship, crew members would bow and step out of their way without a word. Some of the men reached out to touch Onika, eyes wide with hope. The shadow elf could tell that her display of Vala's power rekindled their childhood stories of a goddess with the power of love. There would be no denying it and all their lives would be different from this point on. Onika on the other hand was weary. The fight took a lot out of her. With her body still brimming with mana, she was able to heal her body but her mind felt heavy with responsibility. Tullo and Nessa pleaded with their mistress to stay in her room and rest. Onika knew she had one final promise she had to keep. 
 
   Onika opened the door to the captain’s chambers. Relis sat in his lavish bed holding a book. He was bare-chested and covered in a fur blanket from the waist down. It was the third day of the journey and they would make landfall in a number of hours. The shadow elf glided in and closed the door behind her. Relis said nothing as he put the book down, his blonde dreadlocks swaying with his body.
 
   Without a sound, Onika stepped across the room to the side of his bed. Her eyes shined red as she undid her garment and let it fall to her feet. Relis stared at her nearly perfect form, the sweet curve of her neck, her breasts slightly bouncing with each breath, her shaven womanhood wet between toned dark thighs. Onika sat on the edge and let her hand glide over the Relis’s covered legs. The shadow elf’s eyes taking in his muscular chest and handsome face, his blue eyes on her with slow wanting blinks.
 
   Onika lifted up the fur blanket and slipped under, her body pressing against his. He was warm to her touch and it sent a shiver down her spin. Small bits of mana played off his skin to her hands.
 
   Relis ran a finger from her shoulder down her dark arm. He raised his hand and touched her pointed ears with warm curiosity. Onika let him as her hand ran along his thigh and grazed his member. She stayed on his thigh for a number of breaths, her knuckles sneaking touches of his cock. Relis let his hand drop and fingers glided along her firm tits and ending at her nipples. They stood erect and hard as his thumb playful rubbed across them.
 
   Onika smiled as her hand touched his member. Relis was semi hard and getting harder by the moment. His body stiffened as if a memory played across his mind. His hand went to Onika’s wrist to stop her, his face turning away.
 
   “I will not dishonor her memory. I am here to help heal you of your pain, nothing more.” Onika whispered.
 
   Onika put her hand under his chin and made him look at her. Relis remained silent but nodded his agreement. The shadow elf let her hand drift down underneath the blankets and found his hardening member in her hand again. She could feel veins raised and heat expanding. She gently stroked his cock as he gazed at the elf in his bed. She snuggled close, pressing her firm tits against him, her body begging to be touched. Relis put a rough hand on her waist, pulling her close to him.
 
   Relis’s cock was rock hard. Onika pushed off the bed sheet to expose it. His member was impressive, nestled in a small bush of blonde curly hair. The head was thicker then the shaft and shaped like the blunt end of a spear. Onika moved her head over it. Salvia dripped from her mouth onto the end. Soon his cock and her fingers were wet. The shadow elf stroked and a small moan left the captain’s lips. She gave long slow strokes and this made his cock solid as steel. Mana leaped up to touch the Valanori’s hand and she let the power soak into her.
 
   Relis watched as Onika moved her head over his mighty spear. Her lips parted and bent down, slipping over his cock head. The shadow elf ran her tongue along the meaty ridge of his cock, pressing her lips tight. Relis felt his hips move of their own accord as he gently pushed. Onika felt inch after inch press pass her warm lips. She turned her body and kneeled between his thighs without breaking her strokes. Her red eyes looking up, sucking and keeping eye contact with the pirate captain. His face was stoic but his eyes filled with pleasure. Onika let her tongue run along the underside of his cock and a gasp escaped the captain’s lips.
 
   Mana filled her mouth as she sucked. Energy filled her body and she upped the tempo. The Captain pushed his hips and Onika sucked in more mana and a drop of pre come. Relis put a hand on the side of Onika’s head to slow her down. The elf pulled away with a string of salvia dripping away. She moved on all fours till her hips hovered over his meaty spear. He was so large she could feel the head pressed against her stomach. 
 
   The captain grabbed his cock and tried to push it into Onika’s dripping slit. She smacked his hand away and took hold of it herself. Energy played off their bodies like wild fire. She pressed the mighty head to her wet lips. She moved slowly as her juices covered the end of his cock. A drop of her juices slid down the shaft and down her delicate fingers. Relis bent his head back and the shadow elf tortured him, his hands holding her hips and trying to push himself into her.
 
    Onika had full control until a moan escaped her lips, his cock head rubbing her nub. The captain took advantage and thrust his meaty spear into her. It was only a few inches but it was enough for Onika to gasp in delighted surprise. She lowered herself inch by inch, her pussy lips spreading to accommodate the captain’s cock. When she reached the hilt, she let out a long deep moan. Relis moved as did Onika, their bodies entwined in a lustful embrace. The room filled with skin on skin and gentle little wet sounds.  Mana welled up and filled the Valanori as she thrust her hips down on his large member.
 
   The Valanori put her hands to the Captain’s chest. Wisps of red energy whirled around their joined bodies. Her eyes drank in his naked form and she could see the worm of despair coiled around his heart. It seemed to know what was happening for it tightened at her stare. Onika could feel the Captain’s cock soften slightly in response. His eyes darted around as a memory clawed its way into his mind.
 
   Onika squeezed with her pussy muscles and gave kind eyes to the Captain. His cock responded by getting rock hard again. The Valanori gathered the mana flowing into her body. It flowed down her arms into her hands. They warmed in response. Onika gave one long, lovingly gaze before pushing everything she had. Energy blasted forth, drowning the Captain’s heart in healing mana. The worm twisted and bent but did not budge.
 
   Onika upped the tempo, her hips thrusting hard on the Captain. Pleasure spiked and both were caught in the throes of passion. He grabbed her hips and forced her light elven body onto his monster member. Onika half moaned and half screamed as she blasted mana, an orgasm beginning to build. Their bodies pounded into each other as wetness covered their thighs and hips. Both moaned with pleasure as the worm of torture began to shrink. Onika thrust with all her might as his cock pushed in and out of her. Her breathing quickened and moans grew more frequent. There was a bloom of heat as an orgasm exploded through her senses. The mana from her own orgasm travelled down her arms, through her hands and into the worm around the Relis’s heart. The worm gave one last whimper as it shriveled up into a thin line.
 
   Relis’s eye opened wide as his cock bugled and torrents of come shot into Onika’s tight slit. They both screamed in triumph as their bodies continued to move, his cock pushing every last drop of come into her and Onika squeezing tight trying to hold in every last drop of come.
 
   After one last long bit of pleasure, both captain and shadow elf collapsed in a heap of sweaty arms and legs. The room grew silent with only the sound of heavy breathing.
 
   “I can feel it already, the pain has lessened. Thank you Onika.” Relis said with relief in his voice.
 
   Onika eyed the Captain and smiled. “You're session isn’t over. We still have hours of healing left to go.”
 
   Relis smiled as their lips touched.


 
   
  
 

Six
 
   Tullo and Nessa picked up their gear from the small boat and threw it on the cold beach. The beach stretched for miles, in the distance stood a dark and foreboding forest. The sky was thick with gray clouds and the sounds of small waves trickling over the beach edge.
 
   Onika and Relis stood a ways off, down the beach. The shadow elf’s hands were entwined with the Captains as they faced each other with heads bent touching. 
 
   “You have done more for me then anyone has ever done. I don’t know how to properly thank you.” Relis said with a tear.
 
   “You have brought us to our destination. You let Vala into your heart. That is all the thanks I will ever need.” 
 
   Onika pulled a small sack of rubies from her hip pouch and pressed it to Relis’s hand. He waved it away and pushed it back.
 
   “I cannot accept this. You have already paid a king’s ransom. I only wish I could convince you to turn back with me and my crew.”
 
     “I cannot. My sister is still with this creature called Xoll. I need to save her before it is too late.”
 
   Relis frowned. “Aye, I understand. The Burning Lands are filled with orcs and blood drinkers. I don’t know how you three will make it, even with Vala’s help.”
 
   Onika smiled. “Have I made a believer out of you?”
 
   Relis smiled the most genuine smile she had ever seen. “You have. My crew and I will spread the word of Vala’s return. Your deeds will reach far and wide. I hope you save your sister and return to us.”
 
   The Captain let his hands fall away. He pulled a pistol from his belt and two small pouches. He handed all three to Onika. 
 
   “The pistol belonged to my wife. One pouch holds bullets and the other, black powder. She would want you to have this for such a dangerous journey.”
 
   Onika was about to protest but the look in Relis’s eyes said he would not accept any refusal. She graciously took the items and gave a slight bow.
 
   “Then I wish you a safe journey. Save your sister, and I hope we see each other again.”
 
   Onika embraced Relis. “I am sure of it. Be well.”
 
   Onika let go first. She hoisted her pack over her shoulder. Tullo and Nessa waited as Onika started walking toward them. Once she reached them, all three looked back to see the captain and a few men back in the small boat, rowing toward the Banshee. The three shadow elves waved to the departing captain and his crew. They waved back with big smiles on their faces.
 
   Onika put one hand on Tullo and Nessa. The three smiled at each other. They could feel it in their hearts that they were going to a strange and dark place. Senna’s life was held in the balance and they had to hurry if they had a chance of saving her. With conviction in their hearts, the three companions strode to the edge of the dark forest and continued past the black edge. All three knowing they were entering a dangerous land with the goddess of love watching their back.
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

A Lover’s War
 
   One
 
   The scent of sulfur filled the air. Two shadow elves walked slowly through the bleak landscape. Sickly groups of trees stood silently. Pools of foul liquid bubbled and churned. The sky was a dark gray as volcanoes spewed smoke and lava into the heavens. The Burning Lands were truly that, a dismal dark place where sunlight is an unwelcome visitor and your neighbors are dead and rotting.
 
   The two shadow elves made for a band of twisted trees. Their eyes darted around taking in any movement. Fear crept up their spines as the occasional warg howl echoed across the festering land. The younger shadow elf fell to her knees once they were well hidden. The older one surveyed the area one last time before sitting with a small feminine grunt.
 
   “I can’t take this place anymore! The air stings every time I breathe.” Nessa said as she took off a boot and massaged her foot.
 
   Onika sat against a tree, wrapping herself in her red cloak. “We shouldn’t be far. Our journey is almost at an end.”
 
   Nessa stared at her mistress with a look of concern. “I’m glad it is almost over. I want to get Senna back as bad as you do but….” Nessa trailed off.
 
   Onika managed a small smile. “You are concerned on how we are going to do it.”
 
   “Mistress, we have avoided bands of orcs and all manner of beasts to get here. If this Xoll has her, he must have an army. How are we going to get her back?”
 
   Onika looked away. “I will commune with Vala. She has led us this far.” 
 
   Nessa’s gaze shifted downward. “Vala’s power isn’t what it used to be. You’ve told us that. How is she going to help us get Senna back and survive? Even if we succeed at saving your sister, it will take weeks to get back to the coast.” Nessa sniffled. “I feel like we are not going to live through this.”
 
   Onika could see the defeat in her eyes. The shadow elf rose up and made her way to the young elf. She sat down and covered her in her red cloak. Nessa hugged her for warmth and comfort. Onika held her close.
 
   “I have faith. The goddess of love would not have brought us this far. We will rest and start fresh tomorrow.”
 
   “You have shown me so much. I don’t want this to end. I want to know more of the world. I want to know more of you.”
 
   Onika smiled. “You will little one. I swear it.”
 
   Onika opened her senses. The air and ground felt sharper and more alive. As her mind drifted to feel out the location, something came running toward the two shadow elves. At first its movements were quick but it slowed down the closer it was to them. Onika stared off in the direction of the movement. Her eyes softened as a male shadow elf moved through the trees. His white hair was short and a little messy, his clothes covered in gray dust but he appeared unharmed.
 
   Tullo walked up to them and collapsed. Onika and Nessa reached for him. Nessa held his hand while Onika propped his head on her thigh. Onika put a waterskin to his mouth and the shadow elf drank deeply.
 
   “It’s just a mile or two, north from here. Largest mountain I have ever seen. A city is carved into the side of it, a massive stair case from the city to the ground. Hundreds of orc camps litter the base of it. It’s a fortress.” Tullo coughed and drank some more.
 
   Nessa looked to Onika but the Valanori kept her eyes on Tullo’s. “You did well, both of you need to rest. Tomorrow we will march on the city.”
 
   Tullo gave a look of disbelief. “I’ve seen it with my own eyes. There is no way we can get inside. They will fill us with arrows before we pass the first camp.” Tullo’s eyes began to water. “I love you Onika but this is a fool’s errand. Even if your sister is alive, we will not make it to her, much less save her.”
 
   “We must be brave and we must have faith.” Onika said as she lowered Tullo’s head to the ground and stood up.
 
   Nessa had tears in her eyes. “I don’t want to die. You helped me with the death of my family. Let us help you with the pain of losing your sister.”
 
   Onika winced from the verbal jab. 
 
   Nessa’s expression melted into horror. “I…I’m sorry. I..didn’t mean it that way. I….”
 
   “You meant it.” Onika hugged Nessa. “I understand you are scared. Not only does my sister’s life hang in the balance but so do your lives and the life of my goddess. I would never have taken such a journey if I didn’t have faith.”
 
   Onika broke the embrace. “Stay here and rest. I will return.”
 
   Nessa was about to protest when Onika put a finger to her lips. The shadow elf fell silent. Onika cupped her chin and kissed the young elf’s dark lips. When she pulled away, Nessa’s eyes pleaded with her not to leave. Onika gave a glance to Tullo. He gave a weak smirk and a small nod.
 
   Onika held her cloak close and walked off. Nessa sat down next to Tullo in utter disbelief. He took her hand into his and sighed. The wind picked up and a chill passed through them.
 
   “She won’t listen. We need to turn back.” Nessa said through tears.
 
   “I’ve known her for years. Once she sets her mind to something there is no turning back.”
 
   “We can leave now. Head back to the coast. I love her but we can’t throw our lives away.”
 
   Tullo remained silent as the gray air swallowed up Onika’s red cloak and she faded from sight.
 
   ***
 
   Onika walked through the gray and barren landscape until she reached another band of twisted trees. She made her way to the center and gently fell to her knees. The silence was deafening as she tried to calm herself. Her eyes fell on the silver ring on her finger, a gift from Vala so they may communicate. She continued to stare until her heart slowed and her mind cleared.
 
   “Vala, I need your guidance.”
 
   The world was still. Onika waited but her goddess did not speak. A stab of fear ran through her. Is it too late? Had her goddess vanished or changed into something else? Was her quest a failure? Could Nessa be right and they were on a fool’s errand?
 
   Onika calmed her mind. Staying on her knees, she bowed her head. Her thoughts went back to her teachings. Vala whispered knowledge throughout their journey. She was using the last of her power to stay in her present form. Fear and panic were interfering with her connection. She had to touch love so she could touch her goddess.
 
   With small movements, Onika ran her fingers along her own thighs. Memories of her moon pool back home floated to the surface of her mind. The Valanori was tired and scared but she pushed it away. Fingers pressed along her inner thigh like a stringed instrument. Tips touched her slit and she slowly rubbed along it. Her breath changed as she moved with gentle grace. She knew her body well. Her other hand dug into her thigh as her right hand ran along her dark nub. She pulled the lower part of her priestess garment aside. She wore such little clothing she could see her white haired womanhood. With all the travelling she could not keep up on her grooming duties. Small white curls glowed against her dark skin. She touched her clit and rubbed slowly.
 
   With practiced ease, her slit grew wet. The Valanori looked up with closed eyes, biting her lip. Her rubbing grew slick and warm. A finger slipped into her wet hole and soon another. Then she pulled them out and rubbed them all over her nub. The warmth fueled her, relaxed her mind. She increased the tempo and her breathing quickened to match the pace. In the grove of twisted and bent trees, Onika pressed and rubbed herself with young vigor. Nails dug into her thigh and the sharp pain made her gasp. She pictured herself in the moon pool, moaning like an animal to her goddess. Heat burst from between her thighs as the image of herself loving herself to Vala made everything sweeter.
 
   A small cry escaped her lips as her body grew warmer. She bounced on her knees, feeling her heavy tits heaving from the motion. She played with her clit, rubbing and slathering her juices all over it. Her scent chased away the foul air and filled her nose with lustful aroma. 
 
   Onika gave another cry as she rubbed with all her might. Her body responded with eager glee. The shadow elf’s eyes shot open as a long moan escaped her lips. The climax took no prisoners. Her pussy burst with dripping juices. Her thighs shook as her body went rigid. Stars burst in the corner of her vision and the world seemed to stop. It was only her and the glowing warmth of her body in the barren gray landscape.
 
   You make me very proud my Valanori.
 
   “Vala, please…..I need your guidance.” Onika breathed heavy, still reeling from the intensity of the orgasm.
 
   You have it little one.
 
   “We must save Senna. We must stop Xoll. We must save you.” Onika said while still playing with herself. The mana from her orgasm bridged the connection to Vala. She needed to keep it open for as long as she could.
 
   Throughout your journey, I have whispered ancient secrets that would take life times of servitude to achieve. You have worked hard not only for the benefit of me but those you care about. This world has lost the true way of love. For my power to return, you must lead the new age. Are you prepared to make that sacrifice?
 
   “Yes.” Onika said without hesitation.
 
   Then let us begin our next lessons so my Valanori may bring the light back to this world.


 
   
  
 

Two
 
   The world was shrouded in darkness. A small blue fire fly led the way as Onika pressed on through the dark. The world had fallen silent yet her red eyes would glance northward to a glow from many camp fires. She remained quiet as a ghost as she made her way to the band of trees were her companions would be waiting. Passing bent tree after bent tree, Onika walked into the small clearing and saw that it was empty.
 
   The blue fire fly danced. With a thought from the shadow elf, its light grew brighter. She turned to see Tullo and Nessa standing at the edge of light, their faces covered in moving shadows.
 
   “I wouldn’t blame you if you want to leave.” Onika gave a slight smile.
 
   “I wouldn’t leave your side.” Tullo said as he stepped into the blue glow.
 
   “I almost left.” Nessa said with her head down as she stepped into the blue light. “Please forgive me.”
 
   “There is nothing to forgive. I had my own doubts but Vala showed me a way we can achieve success. But I will need both of you if we stand a chance.”
 
   “What can we do?” Tullo said with the most serious expression Onika had ever seen on the male shadow elf.
 
   “I will need mana, a rather large amount.” Onika’s eyes shifted away.
 
   “What can we do?” Nessa said as she stepped toward Onika and took her hand in hers.
 
   “I wouldn’t ask this of both of you unless it was important. When the body climaxes, it provides a large amount of mana in a short burst of time. I will need your mana and my own if we are going to save Senna.”
 
   Tullo smiled showing his white teeth. “I never thought you would ask. I figured you would just take.”
 
   Onika looked into his eyes, wet with relief. “The more mana I store, the more it will try to manipulate me. After we are done, you will have to lead me to the orc camps at the base of the mountain. I may say or do things that may be out of character. Pay me no mind but you must not make a move toward the enemy until I am myself again. Are we in agreement?”
 
   The two shadow elves nodded in agreement. Onika let out a small sigh. Her arms reached out and hugged both of them. The blue fire fly floated above their heads.
 
   “What do we do next?” Nessa said with her hand still on Onika’s hip.
 
   “We fill our cup in the name of Vala.” Onika winked at Nessa.
 
   Tullo took out their sleeping rolls and laid them out in the clearing. Then he pulled their water skins and laid them nearby. Onika gave a knowing stare. Nessa’s white eye brow arched.
 
   “How long will this take?” Nessa said as Tullo began removing his clothes.
 
   “If I remember from what Onika has taught me about Vala, we may be at this for a long time. We need to keep water close.”
 
   Onika touched Nessa’s chin and guided her face so their eyes met. “Tullo is right. We will make our way tomorrow evening to the dead city. We have the rest of tonight and tomorrow to gather enough mana.”
 
   “We have to be here all…..” Nessa never had a chance to finish.
 
   Onika pressed her lips to Nessa’s. The young shadow elf melted to Onika’s touch. Tongues played with each other as hands moved toward buttons and latches. Nessa had to draw back as she had become instantly hot. Onika’s senses were heightened as she watched the streams of mana begin to build. She could also smell the lust coming off Nessa in waves.
 
   Nessa let out a deep breath as Onika undressed her. Leather was shrugged off and cloth was pulled off. Nessa’s hands curled around Onika’s neck and undid the latch of her Valanori garb. Once unhooked, it fell to the ground. Onika smiled as Nessa’s eyes drank in her form. Her dark body was toned and healthy. Her white hair flowed down as her red eyes glowed. Her ears poked through the long alabaster hair. Nessa couldn’t stop herself from looking at her chest. Onika’s breathing made them bounce slightly. Her hands reached out and ran fingers across dark nipples. It was Onika’s turn to let out a deep breath as her nipples pointed to attention.
 
   “You are both very beautiful.”
 
   Onika looked up to see Tullo standing naked behind them. His slim build was muscular and smooth. His white hair was tussled but it only added to his attractiveness. Her eyes fell to his thin hips and she bit her lip. His member was rather fat and long, he wasn’t even fully hard. Onika finally understood why his family name was Night Spear.
 
   A moist mouth closed on Onika’s nipple. The sensation sent shivers up and down her spine. Nessa’s hands flowed down Onika’s thin waist and grabbed her ample rump. Tullo stepped around them and was behind Onika. His member pressed in between her ass cheeks. She could feel the warmth emanating from all the blood rushing to his cock. Onika closed her eyes as their bodies writhed. Hands groped and lips kissed. 
 
   The Valanori opened herself as energy arced and swirled. Fingers ran along her engorged pussy lips. Nessa removed her mouth from Onika’s nipple and gave small kisses up her chest to her neck. Onika could see that Nessa only had her small clothes on. Her hands untied and pulled. The young elf’s top came off and soon her bottom. Her perky breasts bounced as she pressed her body against her leader’s body. Onika hugged her as Nessa continued to explore her wet nether lips with her fingers.
 
   Tullo’s growing hardness pressed against Onika’s ass. She moved her hips and let her growing wetness slide along the shaft. His cock was pointed down but he didn’t seem to mind as Onika grinded against him. His lips kissed her neck and then nibbled at her flesh.
 
   Onika gave one long moan before breaking away from her companions. They stood in shock as she moved away. The Valanori pointed to the bed rolls laid out like one giant bed. They quickly understood and lay down. Onika put herself in between them, their warm bodies chasing away the night chill. Tullo’s cock lay across Onika’s thigh. Nessa grew frustrated and played with her mistress’s pussy lips, rubbing her swollen clit. Onika gasped from the bliss. She moved her hips to the rhythm. Tullo rubbed his own cock lazily, watching Nessa want to take Onika for herself.  He would let the end lay on their heated bodies and stroked the base.
 
   Onika curled fingers around his member and slowly stroked it. It was so warm to her touch. Her mind raced with images of him pushing it into her. This only made her wetter. Nessa kissed her mistress’s neck as her fingers played with Onika’s clit. Soon her kisses turned to love bites as Onika writhed. The Valanori felt the growing mana between their bodies and she drank it in greedily.
 
   Nessa moved her lips and hands down Onika’s dark neck, tits, stomach and finally reaching her mound. Her tongue slipped out and tasted her dripping womanhood. Onika watched with half closed eyes and deep breaths. Nessa lowered her mouth on mistress and ran her tongue along her sweet cunt.
 
   Onika urged Tullo by lightly pulling on his cock. He gave a knowing smile as he scooted up and brought his monster cock to his mistress’s face. She gripped it at the base and put the head to her lips. Tullo moaned as she slid his head into her wet mouth, her tongue sliding delicately over his head. He gently moved his hips letting an inch of his rod slide back and forth. Onika pressed her tongue along the bottom as more of him slid in. Tullo cradled her head as she took inch after inch. He watched as she moved slowly back and forth.
 
   Nessa quickened her pace and this made Onika moan louder. The shadow elf could feel the growing orgasm. Nessa seemed to improve her technique with every embrace. Onika would have smiled if she didn’t have this delicious cock in her mouth. She moved her hips to Nessa’s tongue. Her free hand grabbed the back of Nessa’s head and kept her in place as she lapped at her nub.
 
   Onika tasted pre come when her first orgasm blasted her senses. She moaned loudly as she continued to suck her male companion. She tightened her grip on Nessa’s head and kept her in place, pushing every last bit of pleasure. As soon as she relaxed, Nessa brought her face up, her cheeks and mouth covered in pussy juices. She gave a seductive smile watching her mistress deep throat Tullo’s hard member. Onika’s hand went to her own nub and began rubbing. Another orgasm was beginning to build.
 
   Tullo let out a little cry and tried to pull away. The sensations felt so good he feared he would explode. Onika kept him in place, sucking and slurping at his dark member. He watched and then he put his head back and groaned. Hot jets of come filled her mouth. She drank down his seed and the mana with it. Her heart beat like a drum as power swirled around her senses. Tullo tasted salty and pure. The rogue looked down as Onika sucked every drop she could pull from him, his member getting softer. Onika pressed two fingers to his hip and there was a small red flicker of light. 
 
   Tullo gasped as his cock was instantly rock hard again. Onika pulled away with a thin line of salvia and come connected to her lips. The Valanori pulled Nessa up so that she was in between her and Tullo. She gently forced her face to Tullo’s large cock. Nessa hesitated just from the size of it. She never had one in her mouth or her slit. Onika pushed again and the young shadow elf’s lips closed around his cock. Onika watched as Nessa’s head bobbed back and forth on Tullo’s member. Her hands touched Nessa’s slit and ran fingers over her nub. Nessa moaned with half of Tullo’s cock in her mouth. He cradled her head just as he held Onika’s before. He was gentle, supporting her so her neck wouldn’t get stiff. He understood that this was new to Nessa and kept the movements of his hips slow and small.
 
   The taste of Tullo’s come and Onika’s salvia over his cock was new to Nessa. It was a mixture of sweet and salty. She was beginning to really like it. Her head bobbed more, feelings rising to the surface. She wanted to taste Tullo just as her mistress did. Her closed eyes watered and a tear ran down her cheek from how good everything felt. Onika rubbed Nessa’s clit while holding her close. Mana stormed around them and each energy strike was absorbed into the Valanori.
 
   Nessa gave a muffled scream as she climaxed, bucking her thin hips. Tullo pushed his cock in and out of Nessa’s mouth. He grunted and another stream of come poured from his head. The shock of it filling her mouth caused her eyes to go wide. With two gulps, she tried to swallow all of it. The amount coming out was obscene but the taste drove her wild. A thin stream of come flowed from the corner of her lip.
 
   Onika pressed two fingers to Tullo’s hip again and then pressed against Nessa’s hip. Both shadow elves felt energy fill them and press their lust on. Tullo remained rock hard while Nessa squealed and rubbed her own clit. It was almost beyond their control. They couldn’t stop themselves if they wanted to. Lust and love pushed them on beyond their known limits.
 
   Onika was on her knees. She put her hands down and looked back. Her eyes met Tullo’s as her mouth hung open, begging the shadow elf to enter her. Tullo wasted no time. He grabbed her hips and pressed his cock head to her swollen lips. The Valanori was so tight, when he slid in an inch, she moaned like a wild animal. Tullo found himself driving every inch into her tight slit, spreading her open. Onika moaned as he filled her to the hilt. He moved his hips, spreading her open with his member. It was the Valanori who started grinding her hips on his spear. She smacked her ass against his hips, picking up the tempo. 
 
   Nessa crawled under Onika and her bouncing tits. Her head right under Onika’s pussy and Tullo’s cock. She could see that Onika was spread open and his fat cock moving in and out. Their juiced dripped and Nessa opened her mouth. The young elf brought her head up and licked at Onika’s exposed clit. She felt good when Onika moaned in response. The shadow elf licked as Tullo pushed in and out, juices covering her face.
 
   Onika looked down and Nessa’s white haired pussy lay before her like a present. She bent her head down and began licking the young elf’s pussy. Mana pumped into the Valanori as she was rammed from behind. Mana flowed from Nessa’s sweet juices. Onika sent out tendrils of energy to her companions. All three had become connected and orgasms started to grow.
 
   Onika, Tullo and Nessa came all at once. Their bodies bucking and writhing as pleasure soaked their minds, bodies and spirits. Onika drank it all in and her power grew. Jets of hot seed burst forth from Tullo’s cock. It was another obscene amount because it leaked out of Onika’s dripping pussy. Nessa drank in Onika’s juices and Tullo’s come as it covered her face and mouth. Her own orgasm pushing her hips up to Onika’s mouth. Squirting juices filled Onika’s mouth as she lapped away. 
 
   Onika felt her eyes roll into the back of her head as orgasm after orgasm filled her body. All three collapsed into a heap of arms and legs, breathing heavy. The Valanori reached out and touched them on the hip again. The lust rose as they looked at their leader in disbelief.
 
   “We are not finished.” Onika said simply as her hands ran along the bodies of her two companions.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three
 
   The last rays of bleak sunlight faded from the horizon as night descended. Three shadow elves walked in a steady pace toward the glowing light of campfires in the distance. Onika Red Leaf was leading the steady march with Nessa and Tullo close behind. The two looked nervously toward their mistress as they walked, weapons sheathed.
 
   Onika walked with her red hood down and her cloak billowing in the breeze. Her eyes glowed a menacingly red. A pistol was shoved in her belt and her father’s short sword hanging from her hip. A crimson aura surrounded her body, making her a beacon of diffused light. Energy arced from her limbs to her body. An insane smile painted on her face. Each step felt powerful as energy snaked out from every foot fall. 
 
   The Valanori turned her head to the side, staring into the darkness. After a step or two she turned it back.
 
   “Is everything alright, mistress?” Tullo said hesitantly.
 
   “Three clerics of Drogoss are watching in the distance. They come to bear witness to my miracles. We have nothing to fear from my old lover.” Onika’s voice was deep and sultry.
 
   “Lover?” Nessa asked.
 
   “Vala loved him just as he loved her. Now stop asking me questions before I make you kneel and pleasure me.” Onika growled.
 
   Nessa and Tullo fell silent. They knew not to take anything she said personal. With the amount of sexual energy she absorbed, Onika was using all her will to keep it in check. Nessa and Tullo felt drained from activates with their mistress, surprisingly though they both felt fantastic. Both shadow elves have never felt their mind so clear, so pure of thought and action. It was a humbling experience that neither would forget.
 
   A rumble was heard off in the distance. Onika stared forward as Tullo and Nessa took in the area around them. Figures moved and orcs melted out of the shadows. They were silent up until they were on top of them. Two dozen surrounded them but kept their distance. Orcs snarled, holding spears and jagged swords. They encircled the three shadow elves but moved with them. Nessa’s fingers touched a throwing blade.
 
   “They will not harm us. We are welcomed guests.” Onika said with a faraway expression.
 
   The growing crowd drew closer to the mountain. Tullo and Nessa looked on with wide eyes. The side of the mountain was carved out and a huge city was built into it. The mountain was so large it nearly blocked out the smoking volcanoes in the distance. Thousands of torchlights lit up the ancient city. A massive staircase descended from the middle of the city to the bottom of the mountain. The stonework was intricate, covered in symbols and markings under every step. At the bottom of the massive stairway were hundreds of orc camps. Orcs of all monstrous sizes came flooding out. A direct path was open to the bottom of the ancient stairs for the three to pass.
 
   Onika walked as if there was no one there. The two shadow elves behind her looked at the walls of twisted ugly faces and muscles. Some orcs gave blood thirsty howls while others flexed cruel hands around wicked weapons. Time seemed to stand still as they stared with beady eyes. Nessa felt exposed with fear soaking into her mind. Tullo tried to keep his playful smile but being surrounded by these monsters caused him to frown. He turned his eyes to Onika. 
 
   The Valanori's hips swayed from side to side. The glow of her aura pushed away any orc who moved too close. Her gaze remained locked on the stairs. Nessa prayed to Vala for their survival. Any thoughts of harm coming to her mistress filled her with dread.
 
   The three soon reached the stairs and looked up. Something darted out of the city and took flight. Tullo was first to see that it was a small black dragon. It spun and dived. It landed near the bottom of the stairs with a loud thud. Wings covered its body and flexed outward revealing Senna's face. Senna stood with a tight cloth covering her breasts, mound and little else. The wings parted back and sunk into her back. She smiled and walked down a dozen large steps, her eyes never leaving Onika’s.
 
   The orcs rustled and shifted as several beings moved through their ranks. When they reached the edge, they stepped into view. Tullo spit when six humans came into view, four men and two women. They were clothed in black robes but their hoods were back to reveal their faces. All six were beautiful but pale as mother’s milk. Their smiles showed long fangs and pointed tongues.
 
   Senna made it to the bottom of the stairs with open arms. “Welcome to the Blood City of Koth.”
 
   Tullo and Nessa recognized some of the faces. The six were the traders who invaded Star Fall and killed many shadow elves before stealing Senna. Anger bubbled up inside Tullo while Nessa eyed them with contempt. Her hands went to her throwing daggers and kept them there.
 
   “Show your true form, shifter!” Onika bellowed.
 
   The thing masquerading as Senna gave a hurtful look. Its body shifted and changed, morphing into an elf with red hair. The elf stood up and gave a wicked smiled. 
 
   Onika kept her stare on him. Pointed ears poked out from long red hair. The elf had an almost bronze skin color with a yellowish tinge. His eyes were bright and a sunny yellow. His body was toned but very slim, like a youngling.
 
   “Xoll welcomes Onika Red Leaf and her companions to the Blood City. If you follow me, I will take you to your sister and your future god.” The elf bowed.
 
   “What is your name, Tukari?” Onika asked flatly.
 
   Nessa remembered from her studies of the other elven races. Tukari are fire elves who dwell to the North. She had never seen one in the flesh before. It has never been known for them to shape shift. The art of shape shifting was lost thousands of years ago. Nessa stayed on the ready but an uneasy feeling continued to plague her.
 
   “My name is Vokk.” The fire elf smiled.
 
   “Vokk, tell your master he is to meet me here and now.” Onika’s smile was crooked. 
 
   The fire elf gave a practiced grin. “My Lady Red Leaf, Xoll comes to no one. Now if you follow me…”
 
   “BRING HIM TO ME NOW!” Onika screamed sending a shiver through every creature in the area.
 
   This set the orcs on edge. Blades and spears pointed at the three shadow elves. Feet shifted and eyes watched with deadly intention. Onika kept her stare on the fire elf, Tullo and Nessa put their backs to their mistress. Tullo drew two daggers as Nessa pulled throwing blades.
 
   Vokk composed his slim self and smiled. “My Lady Red Leaf, you are not in a position to give commands. I do not wish to point out the obvious but you are surrounded. If you do not come with me, they will drag your mangled body to our god. Xoll is patient but he would rather meet you unharmed. Please come with me before you and your companions are hurt.”
 
    Onika looked at the fire elf with her gaze drifting to the blood drinkers and orcs. “You have entered my home. You have murdered our family and friends. You have played with our lives and now you dare command a Valanori of Vala!”
 
   “Is this part of the plan?” Tullo whispered to Nessa.
 
   “I’m not even sure we have a plan.” Nessa answered as the orcs edged closer.
 
   Onika continued. “Xoll has not achieved godhood yet, while I on the other hand have the blessing of Vala herself. Run little elf. Run to your master.” Red energy arced around Onika as her hands began to shake.
 
   Vokk frowned. “A pity, I'd rather see you reach Xoll unharmed. But it appears you must be shown your true place in this new world. Take them!”
 
   Orcs moved closer grunting and slathering. Spear points and swords inched closer. Blood drinkers licked their lips and moved with the orcs. Tullo gritted his teeth while Nessa raised her hands.
 
   The Valanori stood her ground. The energy arcing from her body grew into a storm. The mana turned into a whipping stream around the shadow elf. With one fist raised, Onika opened her hand and everything became red.
 
   A shockwave of red mana exploded from her body. The wave of crimson energy struck outward at every orc and blood drinker. It was so powerful; every creature was knocked off their feet. The sky thundered as it knocked every last orc and blood drinker in the camp down to the gray earth. When the mana faded, Onika fell to her knees.
 
   Vokk was stunned as he watched Onika with wide terror filled eyes. “What did you do?” The fire elf whispered.
 
   The glow in Onika’s eyes was faint but still there. She rose to her feet, keeping her eyes on the fire elf. Orcs and blood drinkers started to get up. They had bewildered expressions on their faces. Soon they turned their attention to Onika and one after another began bending their knee to the shadow elf.
 
   “You tell Xoll, love conquers all.” Onika pulled her pistol and short sword.
 
   Vokk turned and scrambled up the stairs. After about ten steps, he leaped into the sky and changed into a small dragon. He flapped his mighty wings and flew higher in the air while glancing back with wide eyes to the shadow elf.
 
   The Valanori turned to the crowd. “To all my lovers, you are free of Xoll’s control. Now I need your help. A creature calling himself a god has my sister. Help me save her and restore Vala’s true love to this world. Are you with me?”
 
   The army of orcs stood up and cheered, raising swords and spears to the air. Tullo let out a deep breath while Nessa pulled her bow and notched an arrow. The roars continued as they lined up behind the priestess of Vala. Onika raised her short sword and pointed it at the Blood City.
 
   “March on the city my lovers! Show the true power of Vala!”
 
   Onika was first running up the stone steps. Tullo ran behind, smiling. Nessa kept her bow ready as she ran behind her mistress with pure determination. The army of orcs followed suit. The area shook as the horde of orcs followed their shadow elf mistress with righteous power. 
 
   From the walls and windows of the city, blood drinkers appeared armed with bows. In unison, they nocked their weapons and aimed. Onika kept her relentless pace as she charged. The night air was broken with the whistling of arrows as they rained down. Some orcs raised crude wooden shields while others were struck. Screams and grunts filled the area as the horde pushed forward. Onika moved like a dancer, turning and twisting her body dodging the rain of death. Her sword flashed out knocking away arrows midflight. Soon her moves turned into a flurry of movement, mana propelling her faster as she became a blur. The Valanori defended the front and pushed forward with her shadow elf companions and a beastly army of orcs behind them.
 
   They soon reached the top and were met with a mixture of orcs and blood drinkers. Onika recognized that the city protected them from her love spell. They stood at the ready to defend the city with their lives. Nessa was first to let loose an arrow. The point buried into the heart of a blood drinker and chaos ensued. 
 
   An orc raced toward Onika with a sword raised. Tullo side stepped his mistress, bent low and sliced along the thigh. The cut was so deep, it punctured an artery and blood spurted out. Two steps later it was on the ground bleeding out. Nessa moved mechanically as she pulled and shot arrow after arrow. Every shot was true as blood drinker and orc fell from each strike. Several more orcs rushed the Valanori. The clang of blade on blade filled the air. Orcs from behind rushed to defend their Valanori. The melee grew loud and bloody. Onika put the pistol behind her back as she moved through the ranks, slicing and dodging. Her movements were fluid and her strikes deadly. The enemy pulled back but the surge of orcs from the stairs continued like a flood.
 
   Onika looked down the main road in the mountain city and saw the glowing lights of a palace carved out in the rock. The main doors were open and no guards stood. Onika had her suspicions but could not afford to let the chance slip away.
 
   “How are we going to find Senna?” Nessa asked as she let loose an arrow. A creature grunted in pain.
 
   “She will be there.” Onika shouted as she pointed with her sword.
 
   “We are with you Valanori!” Tullo shouted.
 
   Onika charged with pistol and sword in hand. From the side alley ways, orcs spilled out. Onika cut down anyone in her path. Nessa filled orc after orc with arrows. Tullo brawled with incoming orcs, slicing, stabbing and rolling away for the next one. Blood drinkers appeared in windows and rained arrows down. Onika pushed her body faster with mana urging her on. She dodged every arrow while Nessa filled the enemy with arrows. 
 
   The shadow elf reached the open doubled doors of the palace. She made one last glance back. An orc rammed Tullo, knocking him off his feet. Nessa reached for an arrow and found her quiver empty. She used her bow to block an incoming orc blade. Onika pointed her pistol and prayed to Vala. The pistol glowed as she fired. A metal ball struck the back of the head of the orc attacking Nessa. It blasted into its skull, ricocheted off the inner bone and blasted out of its ear. An orc stood over Tullo, ready to make the killing blow. The same metal ball punctured its neck and embedded into the wall. The orc gurgled on its own blood while dropping its blade. It slumped over.
 
   “Thank you Vala.” Onika said as her companions were back on their feet.
 
   The battle grew more ferocious. Onika was about to turn back to help her friends when she heard Senna screaming. Without thinking, she raced into the stone palace. The large double doors swung closed behind her, sealing her in.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Four
 
   Onika walked cautiously through a grand hall. The walls and pillars were covered in intricate stonework. Carved art adorned the hall. Pictures of humans holding each other smiling filled the beginning of the hall. Soon the pictures turned to humans attacking each other. Another massive double door lay open. The shadow elf noticed the final pictures were that of a woman in red and many people kneeling at her feet. Her face was white and eyes closed with a bright red heart in her hands. The air was still as Onika reloaded the smoking pistol.  
 
   With pistol and sword in each hand, Onika stepped through the open threshold. The size of the room was immense, almost cavern like. A raised dais filled the middle of the huge room made of white stone. At the top was a round bed covered in fine silks and furs. Next to it was a white skinned woman sitting in an ornamental golden chair. She was clothed in a thin red robe, her hair a deep crimson red. She smiled at Onika as she moved closer to the dais.
 
   “Onika!” A voice shouted.
 
   Onika turned to see Senna chained to a wall completely naked. Without a second thought she ran over to her sister. The chains rattled around Senna’s neck, wrists and ankles. Onika hugged Senna fiercely with her eyes welling up with tears.
 
   “It’s you, it’s really you!” Onika said trying to keep it together.
 
   “You have to get out! He is here. This was all a trap.” Senna pleaded.
 
   “Welcome home Onika.” came a voice from behind her.
 
   Onika turned her head to the dais. Sitting on the edge of the large bed was a male shadow elf. His hair was long and white as snow. He rested his strong chin on his fist, his eyes drinking in the sister’s bodies. His eyes pierced their spirits like two white hot diamonds. His chest was bare and dark. Black leggings covered his legs with supple leather boots on his feet.
 
   The Valanori pointed her pistol at the shadow elf. With short sword raised in self-defense, she moved to the bottom of the white stairs. Onika’s red eyes focused on who she considered Xoll, the great evil trying to steal Vala’s power. When she made out the face, her eyes widened.
 
   “Uncle?” Onika whispered.
 
   “It is good to see you.” The shadow elf smiled.
 
   Onika turned her head but kept her eyes on the shadow elf. “Senna, is this?”
 
   Senna lowered her head. “Yes, it’s Uncle Silver.”
 
   The shadow elf looked up in feigned deep thought. “Drayden Silver. I haven’t use that name in years. When you are on the verge of becoming a god, you need a god’s name. My followers call me Xoll.”
 
   “Uncle, why this theater of pain?” Onika tried to keep her hands from shaking.
 
   Xoll stood up and looked down with kind eyes. “Sweet Onika, two events had to take place for my ascension. One was Vala appointing a Valanori so she would pass on some of her strength and knowledge. Two was bringing one of Vala’s holy relics to me.”
 
   Onika looked down at the silver ring gracing her finger. She couldn’t believe that this was all a plot to bring Vala’s power to her uncle. She steadied her hands with the pistol still aimed at his head. 
 
   Xoll continued to smile. “We have much to discuss before my ascension. Please come to me and we will talk.”
 
   Onika glanced at Senna.
 
   “Your sister has been unharmed and unspoiled. Despite Vokk’s boasts, Senna has been my honored guest.”
 
   Onika stood her ground, her finger lightly squeezing the trigger. 
 
   Xoll whispered a word and his eyes flashed. “Put down your weapons and come to me.”
 
   Onika felt her limbs move of their own accord. She bent down and placed her weapons carefully on the white marble floor. She stood up and stepped up the stone stairs to the top of the dais. Xoll held out arms and hugged her.
 
   “It will take some time for your forces to enter this place. I do have to say, it was quiet impressive turning my army against me. I am sure Vala has taught you other miracles. She has become quite desperate.”
 
     Onika found she couldn’t control her body but her mind and voice was her own. “You made her desperate. You threaten to steal her power and become a god. That knowledge is beyond us and should be respected.”
 
   Xoll gave a hurtful look. “I do respect all power. Despite everything, I will always love Vala for what she has done. But the world is changing. For mortals such as us to attain godhood is a dream come true.”
 
   “If you channel her power, she will have nothing left to change into. She will die a true death.”
 
   “A humorous thought that is. Gods don’t die but Vala will. I am sure philosophers will ponder on that notion for centuries.” Xoll moved to the round bed and lazily lay down.
 
   Onika could see the red woman sitting in the gold chair, watching their every move with a smile on her face. 
 
   “Don’t worry about the Blood Queen. She is in love with me and likes to watch.” Xoll patted a spot on the bed.
 
   Onika lay down on her side. Her eyes drifted to his firm muscled body. His dark nipples cried out to be kissed as did his rock hard stomach. She could see the mana pouring from his body, filling the chamber in his dark light. Her thoughts twisted and bended to his will. She found desire beginning to bubble under her surface.
 
   “Do you remember how I would tell you stories of Vala?”
 
   “Yes, they were treasured times. I loved hearing your stories.” Onika fought the urge to pin him down.
 
   “Your father and I were like brothers. He saved my life more than a few times. War will make anyone fighting by your side family. I still love you as if you were my own. It filled my heart with joy to see your red eyes glow with excitement when I came to visit. Talking about Vala was against the law but I knew you could keep a secret.”
 
   “Uncle, you don’t have to do this. By travelling here, I have already shown Vala is still with this world. Her power is returning.”
 
   Xoll looked away. “It was a necessary move to help open you to Vala’s knowledge. Now undress.”
 
   Onika reached for the latch on her neck. She unhooked it and pulled the priestess garb from her neck. There wasn’t much fabric covering her and it peeled away easily. Her body exposed, Xoll looked down at her full breasts and shapely form. He ran a finger along the length of her body, smooth skin rising in goose bumps to his touch. 
 
   “How long have you planned this?”
 
   Xoll’s eyes met Onika’s. “Since you were small and clutching at your mother’s dress. When I attend godhood, you will be one of my many lovers. We will have plenty of time to talk about how our roads met but for now, I need us to work together.”
 
   “I don’t do this willingly!” Onika said but her hand touched his chest.
 
   “Fight him Onika! Fight him!” Senna shouted.
 
   “That is one thing I love about you two, you are fighters.” Xoll laughed.
 
   Onika ran her hand across his chest. He was hot to the touch, a dull ache growing between her legs. Xoll leaned back and let Onika’s fingers explore the contours of his muscles. His white hair splayed out behind him, his hand reaching up and caressing Onika’s long dark ears. She moved closer, her nipples touching his smooth hard flesh. A shiver filled her and wetness touched her inner thighs. She tried to make herself stop but an invisible force made her move. Her heart beat with fevered excitement even though every thought told her this was wrong. She ran fingers along his flat stomach and stopped right above his belt.
 
   “Don’t be shy. Undress me.” 
 
   Onika did as she was told. She undid his belt and leggings. She pulled them off and gasped. The size of her uncle’s member was the biggest one she had ever seen. She thought Tullo’s was large but he had him beat by a number of inches and thickness. She couldn’t stop herself from getting wetter. Her body became calmer as she grew warmer. The world took on a hazy air as she ran fingers up his leg to his thigh. She tried to keep her mind but it was slowly getting cloudy from desire. His mana was changing her thoughts and now she was becoming a slave to him.
 
   She touched his massive member and it twitched to her. It was semi hard and slowly growing harder by the moment. Onika’s mouth hung open, hungry to take it. She found herself kissing his head seductively. Xoll watched her with a smug smile. His hand touched the side of her head. Her lips closed around the tip just barely. Her mouth watered and she licked the head, slathering it in salvia. Heat poured from in between her legs. Her other hand found her womanhood and she rubbed her dripping slit. She moved one wet finger along her engorged clit. The sensations caused her to moan like a beast. She slipped inch after inch into her mouth. The room became hot as she bobbed her head up and down on his shaft.
 
   Onika felt an orgasm beginning to build as she rubbed herself faster and faster. There was faint whisper in the back of her mind, pleading with her to come. Xoll’s cock spit up some pre come and Onika sucked harder for more. He tasted like nirvana and she wanted more. She took as much as she could and nearly gagged on his cock. Her mouth slurped as she picked up the tempo. Xoll’s black cock filled her mouth and she couldn’t even reach the half part but on she went, sucking and moaning.
 
   Strands of mana reached out from Xoll’s body and latched onto Onika’s chakra points. Each invisible string pulsed and drew Onika’s mana into his body. Something sinister crept into the Valanori’s mind and touched memories. Onika could feel his mana stealing her memories. Thoughts of her journey became fuzzy and grew darker with each passing moment. The shadow elf fought with all her might but lust drove her on as she sucked on his hard member. Her hand between her legs moved faster. She could feel the pussy lips quiver with anticipation.
 
   A match was struck and Onika felt like a sun exploded in her. Her body shook from the climax and for a moment, she felt like herself. She pulled her mouth off Xoll’s wet cock and looked at him. She had control of her body but it did not last. The strands clamped hold again and Onika looked at Xoll’s cock. She ached to taste his come.
 
   Onika stroked the shaft as she push the head back in her mouth. She wasn’t sure if Xoll noticed that she was herself again. This told Onika that she had to orgasm more and then maybe she would have a chance. With renewed determination, she devoured his member. Onika let her lust off its chained leash and it was hungry for more.
 
   Mana was still being drained from her but her orgasm refilled the reservoir slightly. Her moans grew louder as Xoll’s cock expanded. His face remained the same as Onika stroked and sucked. Onika was taken aback when a stream of hot come burst from the tip of his cock into her mouth. She swallowed and swallowed and more come filled her. Onika tapped into his mana but he was in control, she was only able to steal back a small amount of mana.
 
   The Valanori had to keep up her ardor if she was going to break from his spell. She pulled her mouth of his member. It remained rock hard and veiny. She quickly moved up and mounted him. His eyes stayed plain as Onika held the shaft of his black cock. She knelt down, putting his cock head to her thin slit. Her mouth opened as his large head pushed her pussy lips aside. He was so big she had to take him inch by inch. His head pushed in and used her pussy muscles to help slid him in. It was painful at first but her pussy juices spilled from her, covering his member. Onika cried out after a few more inches pushed in. Her breathing quickened as she forced more of his cock into her.
 
   “You know how to take your master’s cock. I will enjoy forcing myself into you, every night for thousands of years.” Xoll said with a look of satisfaction.
 
   Onika felt like she was being pushed to her limit. She moved slowly up and down, her pussy lips feeling very vein of his hard cock. His member touched spots inside her, she cried out in bliss. Tears covered her cheeks as she whimpered. Her tits bounced with her movement. Xoll reached up and ran his thumb over her dark nipple. This sent electricity through Onika and there was a wet burst in between her legs. Wetness flowed down Xoll’s member all the way down to the hilt. Onika tried to fit more inside her, letting out moans and whimpers.
 
   Off to the side there was a moan. Onika glanced to see the Blood Queen sitting back. Her red robe was open and a leg over the side of the arm rest. One had rubbed her crimson haired slit while her other hand cupped her own large tit. Her skin was the color of alabaster and her nipples were a pale pink. She licked her lips, briefly showing her fangs. Her body was flawless without a mark on it. Her eyes drank in the image of Onika sitting on Xoll’s monster cock.
 
   “Please my love, take me next. I hunger for you. Fill me with your manhood.” The Blood Queen begged.
 
   The Blood Queen continued to play with her lips, spreading them out and rubbing her clit. Onika’s lust was drowning out all reason. She pictured herself on her knees, burying her face between those pale shapely thighs. Tasting her and running her tongue along her pink clit.
 
   “Stay with me my sweet Onika. We still have matters to attend to.” Xoll said as he cupped Onika’s chin directing her to look at him.
 
   Onika bounced on his hard cock. Moaning and groaning from his thick member filling her to the breaking point. Heat picked up as another orgasm bloomed. Onika cried out as explosions filled her body. Heat came off in waves and again Xoll’s control lessened. Onika felt that if she had more, she may have a chance to do something.
 
   “You are sweet to your master. Will you love me for all time?” Xoll said.
 
   “Yes Master.” Onika lied.
 
   Xoll’s mana continued to drain her but the mana from her orgasms filled her more and more. Sliding on his rod, she picked up the tempo. She needed just one more and she could take control of the situation.
 
   “You won’t keep your power for much longer. I have drained some of your knowledge. Try as you might, I am almost there. Vala’s power will be mine just as you are mine.”
 
   With one smooth move, Xoll threw Onika down while still inside her. His eyes blazed cold fire as he forced several more inches into the shadow elf. Onika screamed from pain and pleasure. Her body felt like she would break in half. Her muscles stretched trying to contain his member. Once he reached the hilt, he slid it back and forth. The sensations were overpowering. Then his cock bulged.
 
   Onika screamed as white hot come jetted into her tight hole. It had nowhere to go but her belly. He pumped, pushing his hips hard into Onika. The Valanori blissfully screamed as she clamped her legs around his thin waist. Streams of come filled her and squeezed out of her dark cunt. Xoll didn’t stop as he kept up the pace.
 
   A chain of orgasms blasted Onika’s senses. The world became white as her body and her senses were pushed beyond their limit. Her spirit was as calm as her moon pool, glassy and reflective. Onika could see Vala’s shrouded form. She instantly knew that if she saw all of Vala, she would never return to the waking world. Her mind would be lost to a dream. Vala smiled and nodded to her Valanori.
 
   The world came rushing back. Xoll continued to pound into her, shaking her body with each thrust. His eyes determined as his mana drew in more knowledge from deep within her mind. For a brief moment, Onika attempted to drain her uncle.
 
   “HA! You don’t have the power to drain me. Now be a good girl and take very inch! Open your mind to me and reveal all your secrets!” Xoll commanded.
 
   Onika turned her head and her eyes met the Blood Queen’s. She took all the power she had and sent it to her voice. The Blood Queen looked with hungry eyes, pushing her hips and rubbing her clit faster and faster.
 
   “Love us.” Onika said breathlessly.
 
   “You all will love me!” Xoll shouted.
 
   Onika looked up at her uncle. Her eyes smoldered as they glowed red. A shift could be felt throughout the whole room. Xoll’s eyes widened as come burst forth from his cock fillings Onika’s belly once again. His eyes rolled back as Onika pushed pleasure back into him. The moment was enough to break his power for a breath.
 
   From behind, the naked Blood Queen bared her fangs and drove them into Xoll’s shoulder. He screamed as they dug deep into his dark flesh. His body bucked as blood flowed from the wound and into the Queen’s mouth. As he trashed, his cock moved in and out of Onika, his power was too much and she orgasm again, feeding her own power. The Queen lovingly held on. Xoll used his elbow and crashed it into her face. It was like hitting a stone wall. Her skin remained flawless.
 
   Xoll pulled his mana in and gave one last elbow to the Blood Queen’s face. The strike was so powerful the entire mountain shook. Her body flew across the room and crashed into the chamber wall. Her naked body slumped to the ground unmoving. Onika saw her chance. Mana poured from her hands and two glowing red daggers appeared. With one swift move, she aimed her mana daggers for Xoll’s heart.
 
   Xoll was quick. In a blink of an eye, glowing red daggers of his own parried Onika’s blades. Four blades locked as both shadow elves stared each other down.
 
   “I have seen your memories and have drunk your knowledge. The Widow’s Embrace is an effective tactic to use. You forget yourself. I have years of experience and skill. You cannot take me.”
 
   Onika shifted her hip and managed to knock Xoll onto his back. Mana blades clashed and energy flashed. Onika parried as Xoll sliced away at her. The room was filled with a red light from each strike and parry. Onika’s whole body moved as they tried to break through each other’s defenses. Xoll’s cock was still deep in her and the movement caused bliss to bloom in her senses. Xoll felt the same as Onika squeezed his cock. Their bodies rolled while they tried to drive a mana dagger into each other. Xoll would have the upper hand and then Onika. Blades sang as they parried each other’s blows. Senna watched in disbelief as the two fucked and fought with incredible intensity.
 
   Onika rolled Xoll onto his back. Their bodies heaved and covered in sweat. Xoll’s cock throbbed in her tight slit. Their hips and thighs covered in juices and come. The would-be god feigned an attack. Onika misjudged and felt a burning shock. Blood ran down her arm from where he cut her. Onika poured her strength and mana into her arms and tried to drive both mana daggers down. Xoll used his forearms to block Onika’s forearms. Her blades were inches from his chest.
 
   “You can’t beat me Onika. After I kill you, I will take Vala’s ring and her power will be mine. It’s over.” Xoll smiled smugly.
 
   Onika let her left mana dagger fade away. She put her free hand over her other hand. She poured all her might to drive the one dagger down. It moved an inch but was still several inches from his chest. Xoll laughed.
 
   “You forget yourself uncle. Love kills!” Onika whispered.
 
   Onika’s mana dagger glowed bright. It shifted and exploded into a glowing red short sword. Xoll lost his concentration for a moment and that was all Onika needed. She drove the tip of the mana sword into his chest. Xoll screamed in pain as the blade went an inch deep and burned like a roaring fire. Onika maintained her dispassionate stare as she held the blade, keeping it in Xoll’s chest as it burned. She smirked as he came again inside her.
 
   Xoll’s mana welled up and a pulse burst from his chest. The power was enough to throw Onika off him and onto the stairs. Dazed, she moved to get back to her feet. She looked up just to see the Blood Queen’s golden chair shift and change into the fire elf, Vokk. He rushed to Xoll who managed to stand and fall to his knees.
 
   “Master!” the fire elf yelled.
 
   “Vokk, take your master from here.” Xoll said meekly.
 
   The fire elf hissed at Onika. His body shifted and expanded. He formed into a dragon and reared back. Onika flipped off the stairs as a blast of fire blackened the white stairs where she stood not a moment before. Vokk flexed his wings. He took Xoll into his oversized claws and took flight. Onika caught Xoll staring at her as Vokk crashed through the double doors, smashing them to rubble. There was a second crash as the outer doors exploded.
 
   Onika stepped down from the dais and walked to Senna. The chained shadow elf was smiling and crying. With one quick motion, her mana short sword sliced through her sister’s chains like butter. When they fell to the ground, Senna reached out and hugged her sister. 
 
   Tullo and Nessa rushed into the dais room with a small crowd of Onika’s orcs following behind them. Nessa let out a breath of relief. Tullo put his arm around her and held her close with a smile on his face. Onika and Senna held each other crying and sobbing from warm solace.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Five
 
   Onika took a deep breath as she gazed out across the Burning Lands. She leaned against the slow stone gate. The city of Koth was quiet as the blood drinkers retreated from the morning light. After Onika healed the Blood Queen, she was very grateful to be broken from Xoll’s control. She allowed the small band of shadow elves to stay for as long as they needed before returning home.
 
   Tullo had spoken up for the orcs, wondering what they were going to do with them. Onika had stepped out to her loving horde and let them know they should move on with Vala in their hearts. She was sure to tell them that they will always be special to her. The horde let own low moans but their leader did as the Valanori asked. With hearts broken, they gathered up their camps and moved on to the horizon.
 
   Onika could still see the last of them travelling in the distance away from the dead city. Senna and Nessa were still talking about their experiences and journey to save her. Tullo rolled out his bed roll and was soon fast asleep. 
 
   The morning sun bathed the land in a yellowish light. For a time, Onika felt at peace. She saved her sister, stopped her evil uncle and opened people to Vala’s light again. Her spirit was weary but calm. Onika prayed silently to Vala in gratitude.
 
   You are most welcome my Valanori.
 
   “Did you know we would succeed?” Onika whispered.
 
   The future is uncertain. Xoll achieved great power but your faith was stronger.
 
   “I feel like we won but only by a hair. Xoll escaped. He will try again.”
 
   Your journey has started the wheel of faith. Already there are whispers of my return. My power is returning slowly. Xoll's change will not take place. With time, I will be able to bring love back to Navarr.
 
   “Does this mean my trials are over?”
 
   Your trials will continue. The dark gods will try to stop my growing power. Xoll had reached out to a few of them for their assistance. The spawn which attacked you at sea was from one of my enemies. We still have much work left to do.”
 
   “You still want me as your Valanori?” Onika looked up with bright red eyes.
 
   Do you still love me enough to follow me and spread my word?
 
   “To the end of nights.” Onika smiled.
 
   Then follow your heart and spread my word. I will always be with you my Valanori.
 
   A gentle breeze caressed Onika’s face and she smiled. Not far from her she heard laughing. The shadow elf turned to see her sister and Nessa laughing like younglings. She strode to them, smiling with arms outstretched. The two shadow elves stood up and rushed Onika. The three of them hugged and laughed. The morning sun warmed their bodies as their spirits soared in joy.
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Knight of Desire
 
   One
 
   A sea of yellow grass blanketed the landscape with a dark tree line off in the distance. A young woman waited patiently under a thick oak tree, shading her from the afternoon sun. The sky took on a warm sunny hue as a small wind caused the woman’s simple white dress to flutter to its touch. The woman watched the dark tree line in the distance, hoping for any sign of her friend.
 
   Brynda stood on a blanket with a small basket of breads, cheeses and a canteen of wine. The afternoon air caressed her exposed skin and her heart nearly leaped out of her chest when a dark figure emerged from the dark forest. Biting her lip, she stared as the figure raced through the tall grass, making a beeline for the single oak standing on a small hill in the sea of yellow. Tension melted into excitement the closer the figure moved. The vague outline took on sharper lines with every long stride of powerful legs.
 
   Brynda sat down but still found her hands clutching to her own dress. She had made up her mind a long time ago on what was going to happen next but it still filled her stomach with giant butterflies. The outline grew even more detailed as dark skin shined in the bright light and a small tail whipped behind him. The young woman took in a deep breath as the figure slowed his stride to a walk. Slitted eyes kept their magical stare on Brynda. Wide shoulders and a thin waist moved with liquid ease with each step toward the young woman. 
 
   Warmth rushed into Brynda’s cheeks and she nearly looked away. The tyress male took confident steps toward the lone woman in white. Brynda kept her gaze despite her shyness. The tyress youth carried himself with strength and an unwavering gaze. Smooth scaled skin appeared like a waterfall over toned strong muscles. The serpentine face would have caused most to flee but not Brynda. She had known his face for years and it brought nothing but comfort.
 
   The tyress fell to his knees the moment a clawed foot touched the blanket. Dark arms went wide and curled around Brynda’s waist, face burying into her thighs. Brynda let her own hands caress his smooth shoulders. The tyress let out a deep sigh as he lay in the young woman’s lap, taking in her scent and warmth.
 
   Excitement snaked into Brynda’s chest as she explored his body. The tyress wore a loin cloth and little else. Brynda loved how unafraid he was to show off his nearly perfect form. She often wished she could be so bold as her dear friend. Memories floated up from deep within. The young woman could see clearly their first meeting years ago. How he frightened her at first. 
 
   ***
 
   The tree was her secret place and this lizard boy had found her. She threw rocks at him and screamed but he simply watched her and then nearly fell over laughing. It only further enraged the black smith’s daughter and she attacked him with a large rock in her hand. The tyress grabbed her wrist and bent her hand away. The sharp stab of pain caused her to drop the stone, her only weapon. Then the lizard boy did something odd, he held her close. Brynda’s fear had turned to rage but even her rage died out as the tyress held her close until the fight had gone out of her. Wild thoughts stormed through her mind and images of this ghastly tyress boy taking her against her will. Instead, the lizard boy let her go with a small chuckle. 
 
   The two stayed by the oak, eyeing each other with strange curiosity. The tyress seemed to know some common tongue and quickly introduce himself as “Wessa”. Brynda was having nothing to do with this creature and refused to give up her name. She hurtled insults but the tyress continued to smile, her words having little effect. 
 
   Harsh memories flashed as Brynda stormed away from the amused lizard creature. Despite their less than wondrous first meeting, Brynda couldn’t stop thinking about him. The strong arms around her made something spark and she couldn’t shake it from her heart or her dreams. Time turned into a river as images floated along Brynda’s mind. She continued to visit her tree and more often than not, Wessa would show up not long after. Seeing the dark skinned tyress only caused her to wonder why he made so much effort to see her. Wessa continued to try and speak to her but his broken common started to make her laugh. It was during those early times where frustration creased his boney brow and Brynda felt she had an upper hand.
 
   It was hard to tell when but soon the young woman began liking the tyress’s company. As she tried to teach him common, the tyress tried to teach her serpent speak. The more they talked, the more fascinating he became in her eyes. Simple teachings turned into conversations and many hours were spent talking about their villages and ways of life.
 
   Brynda kept the meetings to herself but made every excuse to run out and meet her friend. She started to call him “Wes” and the tyress lad didn’t seem to mind. The lizard boy brought her exotic flowers and would often wait under their tree for her. 
 
   Brynda dipped her fingers into those memories and let them cling to her. She remembered how she was taller than any of the other girls in the village and they teased her mercilessly. She often ran to her secret tree to cry her eyes out only to find Wes sitting there, arms out and ready to hug her. It was then that new feelings bubbled to the surface and the young woman could see her dark scaled friend in a different light. Together they grew older and their bodies began to change. Brynda no longer saw her tyress friend as a boy. His body changed and matured into that of lizard man. Brynda also noticed how her body took on sensual curves but because she helped her father at the forge, toned strong muscle mixed with her womanly body. The young woman noticed how Wes touched her golden blonde hair and seemed to linger.
 
   One night she had a heated dream of Wes touching her and licking her skin. The sensations were so powerful she woke up drenched in sweat and a dull ache between her legs. She lay back down and thought of her dear Wes, warmth rushing to her womb. 
 
   “Vala, help me understand.” The maiden whispered to a long dead goddess.
 
   ***
 
   Brynda traced the lines of muscle along Wes’s back. Wes lifted his serpentine face and looked up with bright green eyes. Magic flowed around them as forbidden thoughts whipped at their resolve. Wes laid motionless, eyes drinking in Brynda’s beauty. The young woman knew what she wanted, what they both wanted. Body heat mixed in the cool shade.
 
   Neither of them looked to the basket of food and wine, they only had eyes for each other. Brynda had no experience with love making. She tried desperately to remember the few times she walked in on her parent’s mid-union but the images didn’t agree with her and they slipped away. She hoped Wes would take her so she didn’t have to make a fool out of herself. 
 
   Wes was frozen, unsure how to proceed. His inexperience was just as obvious as hers. The two had grown close but neither could bring themselves to make the first move. Frustration flushed Brynda’s cheeks as she gently pushed Wes off of her. The tyress lay on his side as Brynda pulled at the fabric on her shoulder. The young woman pulled at the other strap of fabric on her other shoulder and the top of her dress slipped down. Pale hands clutched to the dress just as it was about to expose her ample breasts. Brynda could feel her own nipples point against the fabric and her hands. 
 
   Wes continued to watch, eyes trapped on Brynda and waiting for what was coming next. Brynda let out a deep sigh and pulled her hands away. White fabric fell and pooled around her waist, exposing her breasts to her friend. Pink nipples pointed outward and her chest defied the pull of gravity. Wes stared for long moments before shifting a little closer.
 
   Brynda grew hotter the closer Wes moved. A strong scaled hand reached out and cupped a heavy creamy breast. Brynda shuddered when Wes’s thumb glided over her pointed peak. Wes silently explored Brynda’s warm skin, sending shivers up and down her spine. His long thing tongue snaked out and licked at her nipple. Brynda gasped and her breath grew heavy. Wes’s tongue was about a foot long and the end sent tingles through her. A fire burned deep within and Wes’s playful licking only made Brynda hungry for more.
 
   The tyress continued to taste Brynda’s flesh while squeezing her chest. Brynda found her hips moving of their own accord and her thighs opening with each gentle lashing of her nipple. Her eyes glanced down to see Wes’s loin cloth barely containing his hardening member. The young woman had seen cocks before on animals and some drunken villagers during celebrations but Wes’s was impressive. The more she stared, the harder it grew until it slipped out from behind the simple piece of cloth. Wes’s cock was smooth and as dark as he was. It had a bulbous spear point with a tiny slit at the end. Curiosity took over as she fought wave after wave of pleasure. Wes continued licking as Brynda reached down and wrapped her fingers around the shaft.
 
   Wes gave a deep hiss but did not stop whipping her nipple with his tongue. Brynda gave a mischievous smirk as she tightened her grip and began stroking him. Together, small gasps and moans floated into the air. Wetness spilled from between the maiden’s thighs as she slowly stroked the cock in her hand. 
 
   The tyress male took in a deep sniff and his eyes pointed downward. Tongue retracting, he looked at Brynda’s lap. The maiden stroked him a little harder, wanting to please him. Wes put a scaled hand on Brynda’s shoulder and gently laid her back. The strength in his hand was enough to cause Brynda to surrender as her back touched the blanket and she gazed up at the leaves and branches overhead. Hands grabbed at her white dress over her legs and slowly pulled it up. Brynda helped Wes as she too took hold of her dress and lifted it up further. Her heart beat like a drum and wet seductive feelings took over.
 
   Wes gazed at Brynda’s womanly mound. Tongue snaking out, he could see the hint of wetness glistening from her maidenhood. Brynda kept staring up at the branches when a burst of ecstasy flared along her nerves. The sensations were so powerful she nearly bucked her hips. Brynda closed her eyes as Wes’s tongue glided along her line, gently pushing in along her folds and grazing her pink nub. Brynda’s mouth made a perfect O as she took in deep breaths. Wes lingered, tongue touching her sensitive spot once again and causing a moan to escape Brynda’s lips.
 
   Heart thudding like it was going to explode out of her chest; Brynda’s hands clutched the side of Wes’s serpent head, holding him in place. The tyress continued his onslaught of pleasure. The maiden quivered as he touched and licked her nub over and over again. Brynda felt an emptiness consume her. She needed more than his tongue to quench her thirst. 
 
   “Please take me.” Brynda whispered.
 
   Wes lifted his head and drew back his long tongue into his mouth, savoring Brynda’s taste. “I would be honored my golden beauty.” Wes said in perfect common.
 
   The tyress crawled over Brynda, eyes taking in her beauty and tongue slipping out to touch her nubile flesh. Goosebumps rose along her skin as she tried to control her breathing. Glancing down, she could see Wes’s member was fully hard and pointing parallel to his body like a threatening spear. Eyes looking up, she saw kindness swirling with natural lust. The two had known each other a long time but now it was like they were meeting for the first time anew. 
 
   Brynda whispered a small gasp as the tip of his cock grazed her tight opening. Wes was gentle as a he pressed against her, massaging her opening with his spear head. The black smith’s daughter felt her body glow. Urges caused her to move her hips against his hard member. Wetness spilled out, coating him. Wes hugged Brynda close as his cock pushed at her opening.
 
   Brynda’s world opened as did she. Pain spiked with pleasure but it wasn’t enough to stop their embrace. Slowly, Wes penetrated the young maiden and moans of approval rose up Brynda’s throat. Pain fell away and pleasure soared. The connection that seemed to always be there blazed brighter than a hundred sunrises. Arms wrapped around each other, bodies moved with surprising grace and care.
 
   New sensations welled up as urges pushed them on and on. Brynda buried her face into Wes’s smooth neck while he held her protectively. Long moments of pleasure rained down on the young couple before their movements became heated with growing uncontrollable lust. Wes grunted and Brynda moaned. Eyes widened and backs arched. It was too much for the young lovers and they cried out. Wes’s cock bulged and Brynda tightened around him. Spurts of warmth filled the maiden while magical explosions fired off along Brynda’s nerves. Their bodies moving of their own accord, the two continued until they collapsed in a heap of arms, legs and giggles. The two held each other, unknown to a darkness moving toward them.
 
   Streaks of red filled the sky. Wes looked up and hissed. The couple was soon to their feet, Wes moving in front of Brynda. Several of the village folk were walking toward them. Brynda’s heart leaped in her chest when she saw her father leading the group of men. The look on his face was of rage and disappointment. He pointed his hand and the other men with him charged.
 
   Wes growled and met them halfway. Claws flashed and sliced at them. One man screamed from a slash across his neck while another grunted as claws sliced open a thigh. Brynda cried out for them to stop but it was too late. Despite Wes’s valiant efforts, more men joined the charge and he was overwhelmed.
 
   Clutching her dress to her nude body, Brynda cried, screamed and begged for them to let him go. Her father ignored his daughter’s cry for mercy. A villager threw a rope over a thick branch and began tying a noose. Brynda grabbed her father’s shirt as she fell to her knees. She begged him to spare the tyress. Eye’s like steel, he directed the men to tie the lizard filth’s neck.
 
   “I love you!” Wes cried loudly as the rope was pulled tight around his neck.
 
   “I love you!” Brynda cried back.
 
   The black smith was silent but nodded his head. Two men pulled the rope at the other end, hoisting Wes into the air. Brynda could not look away. Her father wrapped fingers around her neck to make sure she watched the whole thing. Wes struggled and gasped as the rope tightened more and more. Brynda’s heart began to harden as Wes’s struggles grew weaker and weaker.
 
   When it was all over, Brynda fell to her knees, staring at her now dead lover hanging motionlessly. Her father tried to tell her why he did it. He talked about hearing her whispering serpent speak while she slept. How he followed her the other week and saw her speaking to the tyress and how he touched her hair. How it had to be done so she could have a normal life and not a life of Vala’s discarded teachings.
 
   Brynda stayed on her knees, lost to a pain so deep it cut at her very spirit. A wound appeared over her heart and she knew for the rest of her life it would never heal. That very night she gathered what meager possessions she had and ran off. Years passed. She buried the pain and fought the world with every ounce of her being. A travelling knight found the young woman, strong and filled with a fighting spirit. He took it upon himself to train her for the world of Navarr was not kind to a lone woman in the wilds. Brynda trained and travelled until she was ready. Saying goodbye, she struck out on her own to find her way and welcome her fate. Bedding down one night in the woods, the young knight felt strange dreams invade her mind’s eye. 
 
    Images shifted and turned but Brynda was on her knees, drinking in the tragedy of love forever lost. The nightmare of Wes swinging from the tree played on as a robed figure appeared in the distance, walking toward the maiden. In blinks of an eye, the figure moved closer and closer until it stood in front of Brynda. The maiden looked up and saw the womanly shape despite the concealing robe. Half of the woman’s face smiled as shadows covered her eyes.
 
   “Poor child.” The robed figure said with genuine sadness.
 
   “I have this dream nearly every night. I wish it would get better but it doesn’t.” Brynda sighed.
 
   “Your pain has consumed you. I wish to relieve you of your burdens.”
 
   Brynda gave a sardonic smile. “Are you death?”
 
   The robed figure’s smile grew brighter. “I am life. I am love.”
 
   Brynda looked up. “There is no love in this world. Vala is dead.”
 
   The figure bent down and cupped Brynda’s chin. “If I were dead then I would not be here, now, talking to one of the faithful.”
 
   Brynda’s eyes widened. “Goddess?”
 
   “Yes my little one. Vala returns to bring love and healing back to our world.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Two
 
   The dreamscape shifted as Brynda slowly rose to her feet. Clouds in the sky moved incredibly fast and plants swayed in unnatural directions. The robed woman continued to face the maiden but no wind ruffled her cloak. Sun and Moon passed through the sky, spiraling as if the very heavens would fly apart. Brynda took a step closer and bowed her head.
 
   “Is it true? You have returned to us?” Brynda asked astonished.
 
   “I have.” Vala smiled.
 
   “How can this be? The world thinks you’re dead?”
 
   “With time, the tales of my resurrection shall be told but I am here for you.”
 
   Brynda’s eyes looked away. “It’s too late for me. I wait now for death so I can end my suffering. My life is over and I’m simply waiting for it to end.”
 
   “You have travelled far and yet death has not taken you. You rejected the family name of Smith and instead took Knightborn. Your pain has made you a force to be reckoned with and death has come close yet it has not seen fit to take you just yet.”
 
   “I left my village so I could meet my end. Little did I know it would take so long?” Brynda kept her gaze on the weaving tall yellow grass.
 
   “Would you end your pain if you had a chance?” 
 
   “I would end the pain but not the memory of my friend and lover.”
 
   “We can end your suffering but you must follow my teachings, open your heart so you may heal yourself and another.”
 
   Brynda sighed. “I have no room in my heart for myself or another.”
 
   Vala continued. “The decision will always be yours but continue on your journey. Look for the signs. You will meet a shadow elf and you will find a torn white dress. These will be my clues to healing the terrible pain you endure.”
 
   “This is only a dream. You can’t be Vala. She is dead.” Brynda said with growing doubt.
 
   “Remember my words. I will be with you.” The cloaked figure smiled and faded away as storm clouds brewed in the distance.
 
   Brynda looked away as dread filled her heart. A black snake reared up behind the maiden. Brynda turned to see large fangs and open maw right before the serpent struck.
 
   ***
 
   Brynda woke with a start. Eyes blinking, the dark cloudy morning blanketed her vision with a haze of gray. Dream fading, the young knight sat up and took in her surroundings. The forest was quiet as gray skies filled the world above her little campsite. The fire pit smoked and a damp chill was seeping into her exposed shoulders and neck. 
 
   Brynda let out a long deep sigh before shedding her warm blanket onto the sleeping roll. Nearly nude save for her small clothes, Brynda stretched her arms up and spread her fingers. Stiff muscles ached from sleeping on the forest floor and the young knight attempted to stretch the very ache from them. After a few peaceful moments, Brynda let her arms fall and she kneeled down to her back pack. 
 
   Hands rummaged through the pack before pulling out a small piece of stale bread. Hungrily, Brynda ate her last bit of food and took a swig of water from her travelling canteen. Supplies were nearly gone but the knight knew of a town just a few miles down the road. She would stop and gather more supplies as she travelled on to the Imperial Capital. There was word of a gathering of knights to purge the North Lands of orcs. The rubies would be plentiful if death did not claim her first.
 
   A horse kicked at the dirt with frustration. Brynda looked over and smiled. “I haven’t forgotten you.”
 
   The knight pulled the last two carrots she had and walked over to the majestic steed. One hand ruffled his mane as she fed the carrots to his waiting mouth. The horse ate them greedily as was their ritual every morning.
 
   “When we reach town, I will purchase more carrots and maybe a real meal for both of us.”
 
   The horse finished the last bit of carrots and bowed his head slightly. Brynda walked over to her pile of clothes and armor. The horse watched as she dressed. Brynda buckled pieces of armor to her body. After a few long moments she was fully dressed and armored. It was easier to travel in her leather armor but she knew she had to be as intimidating as she could be riding into any town. Thieves and robbers would think twice before assaulting a knight in full armor.
 
   Brynda poured dirt on her small fire pit. After that she broke a low branch from a tree and used it to sweep the area, covering any trace she was here. With a mighty hoist, the knight was on her horse. I quick click of her tongue against her teeth and her steed began to trot through the forest.
 
   It didn’t take long before she was out of the gloomy woods and back on the road. The gray sky spread all the way to the horizon. Quietly the knight rode as the clopping of hooves broke the tender silence. 
 
   Smoke rose high into the air as a bustling town came into view. Brynda felt a small amount of relief knowing she could sleep in a real bed and Carrot would get a full meal. It was already late afternoon and Brynda’s stomach growled in protest. A sign came into view and it read “Town of Fark”. 
 
   The knight held her head high as she strode in on her steed. Townsfolk took in the sight of a knight walking into their humble town. Brynda kept her eyes sharp as people bowed their head to her. A swinging sign with the words “The Happy Elf Inn” greeted the knight as she rode down Main Street. 
 
   Brynda snapped the reins in the direction of the Inn and Carrot complied. Moments later she dismounted and tied Carrot’s reins to the post. Armor clanked as she pulled her back pack from the saddle bag and took a few steps to the door. Because of her height and the pommel of her long sword sticking up from behind her neck, the knight had to duck down as she entered the inn.
 
   Warmth spilled over her exposed face as she stepped into the main room. Tables filled the floor with a bar off to the side. Patrons talked loudly until Brynda stepped in, the wooden door closing behind her. The air grew quiet and a few pairs of eyes glanced around nervously. Brynda ignored everyone as she stepped to the bar, pulled out a high stool and sat.
 
   From the corner of the bar a door opened and a plump shadow elf walked out. Brynda eyed the elf as she walked over, smiling brightly. The knight never saw such a voluptuous elf before and couldn’t hide her eyes drinking it all in. The shadow elf moved behind the bar, her red eyes filled with cheer as she stood before the female knight.
 
   “Welcome to the Happy Elf Inn. What can I do for you, dearie?” smiled the shadow elf.
 
    “I need lodgings, a good meal and my horse seen to.” Brynda said flatly.
 
   “As you wish, beautiful knight. Would you like a beverage? You must be thirsty.”
 
   Brynda had to fight back the urge to smile. She had travelled all over Southern Navarr and never came across such a happy shadow elf. They tended to dwell in dark forests where the sun never touches the ground and practice wicked magic. Hints of memory bubbled to the surface. Fragments of a dream played out but Brynda pushed it all away.
 
   “Ale and a mug of water.” Brynda said simply.
 
   The shadow elf bowed and turned to bottles lining a shelf. Brynda took in the room. The townsfolk seemed to fall back into their discussions and drinks, paying the knight no mind. A group of men were listening intently as one man stood up from his chair making himself as big as he could.
 
   “…You should have seen it! It was as large as a full grown horse and swooped down from the sky, breathing fire. It burned one of my sheep to a crisp before stabbing its claws into it and lifting it into the air.” The man said with wide eyes.
 
   “Was this before or after you were drinking?” One of the men laughed loudly.
 
   The group roared with laughter as the story teller grinded his jaw. “I’m telling you it was real! Some of you must have lost sheep to it? It can’t be attacking just my herd!”
 
   “I chased off a dire wolf the other night. The thing had already eaten one and was opening up a second one. It could be the same beast.” Another man said with a smirk.
 
   “Dire wolves don’t have wings and scales. It was a dragon I tell you!” The story teller said with desperation.
 
   “Everyone knows dragons live north, pass the Burning Lands and they want nothing to do with us.” Another man chimed in.
 
   Brynda turned her body slightly so she could hear a little better. Curiosity poked at her mind. Dragons used to be huge beasts but over the thousands of years they became smaller and smaller. Most sightings up north were of dragons the size of Carrot and even those were rare. A dragon so far south would be enough to give anyone pause.
 
   The shadow elf leaned in and put two mugs down before Brynda. “Don’t listen to that lot. All of them are drunken farmers and when they are not spinning fantastic tales, they are drowning in spirits every night.”
 
    “Could there be any truth to what they are saying?” Brynda gave a quick sideways glance to her hostess.”
 
   “You fancy yourself a slayer? Looking for work? I’m sure old Gus will pay a hefty bag of rubies if you slay his dragon.” The shadow elf giggled.
 
   Brynda took her cup of ale, brought it to her lips and drank it down until it was empty. She put it back down on the bar and motioned for another. “I’m always looking for work.”
 
   “The Town Hall will have a few bounties that need looking into. No dragon slaying though.” The shadow elf shrugged.
 
   Brynda opened her mouth to speak but was stopped short when a drunken man nearly crashed into her and the bar. The man was disheveled and reeked of spirits. Brynda nearly put her hand to her nose. The shadow elf barkeep gave the man a tired gaze.
 
   “Please Skella, one more bottle of ale.” The man struggled to say.
 
   “You have had enough, Mort. Go home and sleep it off.” Skella said with sad disdain.
 
   Mort looked around like a lost soul, trying to piece together the world around him. He turned and nearly fell over but Brynda caught him. 
 
   The shaken man looked up into Brynda’s eyes. “She had beautiful yellow hair like yours.”
 
   Skella had picked up a broom and used the end to stab Mort in the ribs. “Stop pestering my customers. Will I have to throw you into the street again? She is gone and you should move on with your life.”
 
   “She was my life.” Mort whispered to himself.
 
   Brynda let go and Mort shuffled away, confused and sad. The crowd continued on as if nothing happened. Skella watched as Mort walked to the door and stepped out into the dying evening light.
 
   “Poor wretched man, daughter disappeared months ago. She was all he had left after his wife fell to the plague.”
 
   “What happened to his daughter?” Brynda sipped her water.
 
   “No one really knows. One night she disappeared. Some whisper that she ran off for the Imperial City. Others say she was kidnapped because of her beauty. All I know is Mort was devastated and it is only a matter of time before he kills himself with spirits. I cut him off all the time but he still manages to find a bottle to drown in.”
 
   A vague thought pushed from deep within Brynda’s mind. An odd feeling rattled a mental door but the knight couldn’t bring herself to answer why. Skella took the empty ale mug and filled it again. She placed the wooden cup down and her dark fingers brushed the back of Brynda’s hand. A spark swelled and both women locked eyes on each other. Brynda’s eyes widened but only for a moment before taking a neutral gaze. Skella’s face on the other hand was painted with pure shock.
 
   “She….she touched you.” Skella said with a hiss of wonderment.
 
   “You must be mistaken.” Brynda said trying to keep her own shock in check. Dream memories flooded her mind and the knight fought to regain control.
 
   “My race loved her more than any other. We know when she has touched a being, giving them purpose.”
 
   “Talking about her will get us both hanged. Silence or I will silence you.” Brynda nearly growled.
 
   Skella’s smile grew wide as she stared at Brynda with knowing. “She told me in a dream I would meet one who was touched with purpose. I never expected it to be a child of man. I thought it would be one of my kind.”
 
   Images of Vala swirled through Brynda’s mind. She could not contain the maelstrom of memories, Wes hanging from a tree, her father making her watch, and the robed figure of a goddess filling her scarred heart with a glint of hope.”
 
   “I will take a key for my room. Bring my food to me.” Brynda said with a clenched fist.
 
   Skella continued to smile as she knelt down behind the bar. The shadow elf stood up and handed a small key with a ribbon. “Take my largest room, top of the stairs, end of the hall. Do not worry about the costs. A ruby will be fine.”
 
   Brynda snatched the key and stormed through the room. Patrons moved out of the way as the six foot two knight barreled through the main room toward the stairs. The knight stormed toward the room at the end of the hall. She unlocked the door with the key and slammed it shut behind her. Only with the door closed did the knight begin to shake. Sadness played its weeping song as Brynda pressed her back to the door and let out a trembling breath.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Three
 
   Cool evening air slithered through the partially open window. The sun had set and stars blinked to life against the purple sky. Brynda sat on a chair, looking out into the darken sky. The chair was turned around so her arms and chin were resting on the back. Warm light flickered behind her from the small fire crackling in the fireplace.  Wounded memories hobbled through her as she tried to push away their out stretched meager hands.
 
   The horizon was nothing more than a dark shape of mountains and hills with stars glowing above them. It would have been beautiful if Brynda wasn’t lost to dreams she cared not to have. The image of the robed goddess Vala played out over and over in her mind, taunting her with daunting possibilities. As much as the knight wanted to believe that the actual goddess came to her with a quest, part of her wondered if it was true. Could Vala be showing her the way back to her Wes? Was this the healing she was talking about?
 
   A knock at the door woke the young woman from her trance. “Come in.” the knight said with a dash of annoyance.
 
   The door opened and the plump shadow elf walked in with a tray filled with meat, fruit, vegetables and a goblet of wine. The shadow elf kicked the door closed behind her and moved with liquid grace to the small table, setting the tray down with practiced ease.
 
   “Is there anything else you desire my lady?” Skella smiled.
 
   “No.” Brynda said simply.
 
   Skella nodded and turned for the door. 
 
   “Wait.” Brynda whispered.
 
   Skella stopped in her tracks and turned around.
 
   “Why would a goddess visit my dreams?”
 
   Skella continued to smile as she walked over and sat in the second empty chair by the small table. “I cannot speak for all gods or goddesses but Vala has always dwelled in the dreamscape. It is a great blessing for her to visit you.”
 
   “I never asked her to visit me.”
 
   Skella looked to Brynda with understanding. “She is the goddess of love, passion and healing. There must be a reason she has chosen you.”
 
   “I hold no love in my heart.”
 
   “Then maybe this is to show you how to love.”
 
   Brynda turned her gaze back out the window. “Tell Vala I will not accept her quest. She will have to find another to heal broken hearts.”
 
   “It is not my place to tell Vala anything.” Skella reached out and touched Brynda’s cheek with the back of her fingers. “You must decide for yourself if you follow her ways or not.”
 
   Brynda gently pushed away the shadow elf’s hand. “Thank you for listening. I will pack my things and leave tomorrow morning. Vala will have to find another to do her bidding.”
 
   Skella pulled her hand back and bowed her head. A moment later she was out the door and closing it behind her. Brynda stood up and slid the chair she was on back under the table. Fingers pulled at a piece of meat and she put it to her lips. The taste was savory, the knight pulled another chunk. Eyes wandered until a burst of light caught her attention. Brynda turned her head to the window, eyeing the dark sky. The world was still as an ancient tomb. 
 
   While staring at the mountains to the west, another small burst of light flared and died in a matter of moments. The burst of light was too big to be torch or campfire. Was the drunken farmer telling the truth? There was a dragon this far south? Brynda wondered if she was the only one who saw the burst of light. Opening the window wider, she poked her head out to look at the town below. It was late and most lights were out in the wooden dwellings and shops. She couldn’t have been the only person to see such a flash.
 
   Brynda stared hard at the darkness, waiting for another flash but none came. Time ticked away but the mountains remained dark. After some time, the knight smirked to herself. All the talk of Vala and drunken ramblings from the locals must have played tricks with her mind. The time on the road must have been harder than she previously thought. The knight picked up the goblet and drank down the last of the wine. Shedding her clothes, Brynda slid into bed and under furry animal skins. The knight smiled at her own foolishness as darkness claimed her and she fell into sleeps warm embrace.
 
   ***
 
   Carrot was loaded up with supplies. Brynda ran her fingers through his thick mane and made sure everything was secure. The knight decided to not wear her knight’s armor; instead she put on her leather armor. Hair tied and long sword strapped to her back, the young knight put a booted foot into a stirrup and hoisted herself onto the saddle. 
 
   Skella was at the door to the inn, waving and blowing kisses to Brynda as Carrot began to trot. Brynda didn’t want to be rude so she gave a quick wave back and began trotting out of town. The knight was filled with new vitality as she left the small town. Resting in a real bed and a belly filled with food only made the start to the day that much more promising.
 
   The town slowly faded into the sun drenched lands. The light was warm and welcoming. Carrot kept a good pace and it was apparent he was in a good mood for a horse. Brynda took in the countryside as they continued on toward the Imperial City. The knight resumed thinking about how she will serve the emperor fighting back the orc invasions.
 
   Lost deep in thought, a fork in the road appeared. Two signs were nailed to a wooden post, one leading to the main road and another, nearly rotting. Brynda galloped closer to make out the words on the rotting sign. It simply read “Castle Fark”. Brynda took in her surroundings. Looking off to the left, she saw the familiar outline of the mountains where she saw the bright flash. A ruined road led in the same direction. Grass and weeds poked up from broken cobblestone as a gentle breeze ruffled leaves from thick trees.
 
   The farmers talking about dragons and her strange experience of the flashing light caused the young knight to pause. The town would pay handsomely for the head of a dragon if one was lurking in the mountains. Brynda thought back to all manner of beasts she had slain in defense and profit. If she rooted out the monster, then maybe she would have a few more rubies in her purse or meet her fateful end.
 
   Brynda stared for a few more moments to the west before looking away. “Not today. My death waits in the Burning Lands, fighting for the good of the people.” The young knight said to Carrot and patted his neck.
 
   Carrot trotted to the right road toward the Imperial City. Brynda felt her spirit lift.  Deep down Brynda knew seeing Vala in her dreams was just that, a dream. The young knight knew she was in control of her own destiny and no forgotten god or goddess would direct her path.
 
   The fork in the road was nearly out of sight. The weight of the dream had nearly faded from the young knight’s shoulders. The wind picked up a little and Brynda let her face bask in the late morning sun. Closing her eyes, Brynda took in the fresh air and let out a cleansing breath. Suddenly, a large shadow blotted out the light on Brynda’s face. Opening her eyes, the young night watched in disbelief as a large winged shadow circled above.
 
   Instinct took over as she kicked her heels into Carrot’s sides. The horse bolted forward. Brynda glanced up to see a black winged creature following them. Even in the sunlight, bright green eyes shimmered as they locked onto Brynda and Carrot.
 
   Brynda turned her focus to the road ahead. A tree line was ahead of them. The knight knew if she could reach it then the creature would be too big to follow for very long. A roar above sent a shiver up and down her spine. Carrot was breathing heavy, pumping all four legs. Warmth blanketed the area and a stream of flames seared the road ahead of them. Brynda pulled back on the reins and Carrot whined from the heat and tips of flames licking his front hooves.
 
   Brynda drew her long sword and attempted to turn Carrot around but lost her balance when the ground rumbled. Carrot regained his balance and turned to his master’s commands. Brynda took in a deep breath as she gazed at the scaled creature on the road.
 
   Wings out stretched, the scaled monster eyed the knight with a sinister intelligence. Maw open, small flames leaked as the winged beast shuffled slightly on the road, judging the knight with her sword drawn. Brynda had seen paintings and heard the stories of dragons but to see one this close was awe-inspiring and horrific. Muscles moved under thick scaled skin. Serpentine eyes glowed with intensity as the dragon took a step forward.
 
   Shock turned to anger and anger turned into focus. The young knight dug her heels into Carrot and charged the monster. The dragon charged to meet the knight. The area vibrated from the dragon’s roar. Brynda could feel death close, ready to take her away so she could meet her Wes on the other side. Sunlight beamed off her sword, giving it a golden aura. Brynda turned the blade slightly to reflect the sun into the charging dragon’s eyes. Claws flashed as the monster was nearly upon her when the light of the sword caused the monster to blink.
 
   Carrot whined as a tip of a claw slashed along his side. Brynda was already raising her leg to push her body off the saddle, the dragon’s claw slicing through the leather stirrup. Brynda tumbled off and struck the ground hard. The dragon, which was roughly the same size as Carrot, flashed claws once again, driving them deep into the wounded horse. Carrot reared up, kicking out with his front hooves. The dragon winced as hooves struck at its neck and shoulder.
 
   Brynda was already on her feet. Carrot’s eyes were wide as he fought with every ounce of his being against the black dragon. Sword pointed, Brynda rushed the dragon. The sword point wedged between two armored scales and the dragon roared in pain. The knight continued to push, gritting her teeth as the blade pushed deeper and deeper into the wound.
 
   The dragon roared again and slashed outward. Brynda watched as claws sliced through Carrot’s neck. The light faded from his eyes and her steed fell to the ground, blood spilling from the throat wound. Brynda screamed as she drove the sword point another ten inches into the dragon. The beast growled as it curled a clawed hand around the blade and pulled the sword from its shoulder. Brynda pulled the sword back to stab at it again when the dragon balled its clawed hand into a fist. The knight was stabbing forward when the dragon backhanded her across the chest.
 
   Brynda felt herself fly through the air, senses knocked into confusion. The knight tumbled and rolled. She moaned as she tried to regain her wits. Lifting up on her hands, the knight turned to see the dragon pick up the lifeless carcass of Carrot and fly off. Dazed, she watched as the dragon flapped mighty wings in the direction of Castle Fark.
 
   The young knight lifted herself back onto her feet. She dusted herself off and looked to the west where the dragon disappeared into the mountains. Sheathing her sword, the young woman broke into a run, back to the fork in the road. All around her she could feel death mocking her, taunting her, whispering that her suffering was not over. Brynda pushed it all away. If it was truly her time to die, then she would welcome it but not before she made sure the dragon felt her cold blade in its chest.
 
   Brynda reached the fork in the road and eyed the sign pointing to Castle Fark. She continued in a quick pace over the overgrown cobblestones toward her doom.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Four
 
   The sun dipped lower in the afternoon sky. Brynda held her sword out and crept quietly along the broken stone path. Senses sharp, she looked for any movement or sound of the serpent beast. The ruins of the castle lay before her, the walls crumbling and rusty gates lay on the ground. The area smelled of foreboding but the knight pressed on. The knight stepped into the courtyard, careful not to make a sound. Brynda was sure the dragon must be here. She looked for signs but the air was still as a tomb.
 
   Several towers pointed into the sky from the main keep. Brynda looked to the front double doors of the castle where they to lay broken, wood rotting to dust. Patches of tall grass poked up from in between the stony courtyard floor. A broken fountain lay cracked and unused in the middle of the courtyard.
 
   Brynda stepped closer, passing the fountain and nearly reaching the front entrance. Something white caught her eye. The knight looked down to see a shredded and tattered white dress. Brynda grimaced as she saw faded bloodstains against the dirty white fabric. Images of Vala welled up and Brynda silently cursed to herself. Was this what the goddess was saying? Did the dragon steal the young woman from town? Will slaying the dragon heal the man who lost his daughter?
 
   Brynda shook off the questions and proceeded to the task at hand. She didn’t understand how any of this was to heal her wounded heart but the knight knew if she slayed the dragon then she would feel better for having lost her steed. It could mean her end but it would be worth it, for the last creature she ever cared for was murdered and taken away.
 
   The blonde knight moved over the threshold and into the main hall. Cool air flowed as she stepped further and further in. All her supplies were still in the saddle bags so she could not light a torch or lantern. Inky shadows crowded out the light from outside. The further in she moved, the more her eyes adjusted to the darkness. Massive stone pillars lined up down the middle of the main hall and along the walls. The castle would be impressive if it wasn’t such a crumbling ruin. 
 
   Nothing moved as Brynda stepped further in. The knight pushed away the small nagging doubt that the dragon may not be here. It could have continued flying to some secret lair. But something else pushed at her heart, telling her the serpent beast was here. Brynda gripped her sword handle tighter, ready to anything.
 
   A wave of heat filled the grand main hall. Brynda threw her back to a pillar, sword held close to her chest. A rhythmic breathing pulsed through the still air. The knight inched around the pillar and peeked around the back of the main hall. Two glowing serpent eyes blinked as something big moved in.
 
   “I know you’re there. I can sense your heart.” breathed a deep voice, sound bouncing off the ancient walls.
 
   Brynda remained silent.
 
   “You are free to leave. No harm will come to you.” The deep voice said with a tired edge.
 
   Brynda tried to locate exactly where the voice was coming from. If she could draw out the beast, then she would have a better chance at slaying the monster. The dragon moved further in, its serpent head glancing around pillar after pillar. Brynda managed to peek again and see the side of the dragon’s neck as it looked around a pillar in the opposite direction. The knight knew this would be her only chance.
 
   Silent as a ghost, the knight slipped around the pillar, sword high. The dragon shrouded in darkness managed to turn just as Brynda was in striking distance. Brynda’s eyes were wild as she slashed downward, blood lust etched into her face. The dragon shifted and swung his neck away, inches from the blade. Brynda’s blade struck downward and sparked against the stone floor.
 
   The dragon reared up, face snarling and claws gleaming against the darkness. Brynda screamed as she charged, knowing this would be her end. The knight knew true freedom was knowing nothing mattered anymore. She would be free soon and reunited with her long lost friend and lover for eternity.
 
   Green serpent eyes watched as the child of man slashed at him. Each time the blade would just miss as the dragon shifted. Insanity gripped the woman as she moved with a flurry of attacks. The dragon kept his distance but found itself taking a defensive stance. The pure madness of this woman caused the dragon to back to a pillar. Brynda charged and the dragon knocked away the blade in mid swing. The knight held onto her sword and regained her balance for another strike.
 
   The dragon reared its head, flames and smoke pouring from its mouth when the tip of the sword stabbed his chest and slid off an armored scale. A burst of flame shot out as Brynda spun away. Flames scorched stone. Brynda slipped behind a pillar, rounded it and threw her entire body at the side of the dragon’s exposed side. The dragon stopped spewing flames only to roar in pain. The tip of Brynda’s blade had penetrated its thick hide but only a few inches. The dragon raised his tail, ready to strike.
 
   “Skeet su folus san sukar, drogoss!” screamed Brynda as she drew back, ready to strike again.
 
   The dragon paused and it was long enough for Brynda’s blade to stab at his hide a little deeper. With pain rippling up the dragon’s body, a clawed hand wrapped around Brynda’s waist and pushed. The knight went spiraling to the floor but she managed to keep hold of her sword. The knight was back on her feet and ready to charge again.
 
   “You know serpent speak?” The dragon asked astonished.
 
   Brynda ignored the question and dashed toward the beast, sword high. The dragon’s eyes shifted to something off to Brynda’s right. The knight continued forward, sword ready to hack and carve out dragon hide. A large creature bounded out of the darkness, tail whipping out. Brynda cried out as something scaly smacked her entire right side. Sword flew from her hand as her body struck a nearby pillar. The knight bounced and landed on the hard stone floor. The world melted into cloudy confusion. The dragon she had been fighting moved closer to her exposed form. A second dragon appeared from the shadows, a smirking grin on its face.
 
   Brynda tried to get up but her body wasn’t responding. Two serpentine heads moved close, watching to see what she would do next. Brynda let out a whispered curse before darkness closed in around her. The dragons faded away and the outside world ceased to be.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Five
 
   Strange whispers floated into Brynda’s mind. She could feel herself laying on something soft. Eyes blinked open and warmth covered her body like a blanket. The glow of a fire filled the room with moving shadows. High openings showed it was night outside. The knight slowly sat up and instantly felt dizziness. Hands clutched at soft animal furs. Brynda tried to regain her wits but it was slow going.
 
   Looking around she could see she was in a large chamber. The floor was covered in animal skins. A fire crackled in a large fireplace. A table and two chairs were off to the side. On the table contained a metal plate with seared meat and fruit. Brynda took a deep breath and then noticed something around her neck. Fingers reached up and touched a thin metal collar. A chain rattled lightly every time she moved. Fingers moved along the collar to the back of it, touching a chain. A quick turn of her head and she could see a metal chain pooled at her side. One end linked to her collar while the other end was anchored to a stone wall. Touching her own body, she felt she wasn’t bleeding but her right side was a little sore. Smooth fabric covered her. Brynda looked down to see she was wearing a simple flowing white dress and nothing else. She didn’t have her boots or clothes. She could feel that she wasn’t even wearing her small clothes.
 
   Opposite the fireplace, a large wooden door opened. A man walked in wearing a long thick robe and a concerned arch on his brow. Brynda pulled at the chain instantly but it held fast. The knight was on her bare feet and stepping back as the man walked half way in but kept his distance.
 
   “Why am I captive? Where are the dragons?” Brynda nearly growled.
 
   “You are a guest. Please have some food. You have been out for hours.” The man gave a weak smile.
 
   Brynda stared for a long moment. The man’s bright green eyes shined like emeralds amid the strong lines on his face. “Do you normally chain up your guests?”
 
   “I normally do for protection.”
 
   Brynda’s eyes narrowed. “How does chaining me up protect me?”
 
   The man took his hands and smoothed down his robe. “It is not to protect you but to protect us.”
 
   Brynda could feel the rage bubble up her neck. “I know the stories. I know your kind can change shape!”
 
   “Then you see why we must protect ourselves.” The man moved to the table and took a seat.
 
   “Release me and give me my sword so I can run you through and be done with this day.”
 
   The man let a small smile slip. “I do not think that will work for both of our sakes. You entered our home and tried to slay us.”
 
   “You killed my horse and took my items.”
 
   The smile faded from the man’s lips. “For that I am truly sorry. My brother can be a bit overzealous when he hunts. I instructed him not to bother the townsfolk any longer for fear they would hunt us. Instead my brother went for the next available meal he could find.”
 
   The man stared for a few quiet moments. “Do you have a name?”
 
   Brynda remained silent.
 
   “My name is Dakarr. My brother’s name is Sukarr. We are descendants from the first dragons who created the world of Navarr.”
 
   Brynda gave a sarcastic laugh. “Descendants? How quickly you have fallen as you hide in a ruined castle.”
 
   “Even the great families can fall from their perches during their time on Navarr, please come and sit. Eat your fill.”
 
   Brynda was about to tell him where he could shove his food when an ugly growl came from her stomach. With all the fighting and travelling, she had worked up a fierce hunger. Holding the chain, she reluctantly stepped closer. Dakarr eyed her as the knight looped the chain in one hand. When Brynda was close, she lashed out with the chain, aiming for his head. Dakarr moved with blur, his hand grabbing the chain in midair. His other hand took hold of Brynda’s shoulder and sat her down nearly instantly.
 
   Dakarr let the chain fall to the fur covered floor and took a seat opposite of Brynda. “You are a guest in my home. If you continue to be rude then I will have no choice but to chain your hands together.”
 
   Brynda couldn’t believe his strength and speed. She hid her amazement from her host and simply sat with defiance in her eyes. Dakarr moved the plate of food closer to Brynda, sat and waited. The knight looked down at the meat and thoughts of Carrot came to mind.
 
   “The meat is mutton, not horse.” Dakarr said simply.
 
    Brynda hesitated but another growl from her stomach caused her to reach for the food and begin stuffing her mouth. Dakarr kept a neutral expression as the young woman wolfed down her food. The fire crackled behind Brynda as she stuffed a piece of strawberry in her mouth.
 
   “Tell me, how does a child of man know serpent speak? Not many know the nuances of the language. You seemed to know it perfectly.”
 
   Brynda stopped eating, her eyes giving a faraway look. “A friend taught it to me.”
 
   “They must be an impressive friend. The tyress and children of men do not get along. Finding a child of man who speaks the serpent tongue is rarer than finding jewels at the bottom of the ocean.”
 
   “Why do you care?” Brynda said, eyes locking on Dakarr’s.
 
   Dakarr shrugged his broad shoulders. “We don’t receive many guests here. You are a mystery and my curiosity is piqued.”
 
   “And when you are done with your mystery, will I be flung from the windows to the courtyard below like your previous guest?”
 
   A pained expression touched the corner of his eyes. “I can understand your mistrust. I doubt anything I say you will believe. For the time being, you will be our guest until we decide what to do next. I promise as your host that no harm will come to you under our roof. Sleep well and we can speak again tomorrow.”
 
   Dakarr stood up and bowed. Brynda watched as he turned and walked to the door. Closing it behind him, Brynda could hear metal clicking and something sliding into place. The knight sat back in the chair, thoughts of Wes spilling into her mind and pain tickling at her heart. She was trapped and she knew it. Not having her sword or a means of escape caused despair to roll through her thoughts. The young woman stood up from the chair and lay amid the thick furs. Weariness flowed into her muscles. It didn’t take long for her eyes to close and gentle darkness sweeping her into lands of dreams.
 
   ***
 
   Brynda woke with a start. The fire had burned low but the room was still warm. Looking to the window, it was still dark outside. Dim light caused the shadows in the room to grow larger with leering demonic faces. The still air was broken with the sound of talking off in the distance.
 
   Brynda stood up and picked up her chain. Quietly she crept across the room to get as close to the door as she could. The chain clinked a few times but the talking seemed to drown it out. Brynda stopped short a few feet from the door. She knelt down slowly and listened intently.
 
   “She cut me, therefore she is mine!” 
 
   “You forget yourself, brother. She is not a possession to be taken. She never would have come here if you didn’t take her horse. Now if we release her, she will bring others to our gates.”
 
   “Then let me have her. I will ensure she never speaks to anyone again.”
 
   “She is our guest and will be treated as such. It is the least we can do.”
 
   A loud sneer echoed through the halls.
 
   “Do you hear yourself, brother? She is a child of man. She is our play thing to do as we wish. Do you remember Vala’s words?”
 
   Silence filled the air for a few moments.
 
   “You misinterpret her teachings. Your perversions are your own.”
 
   “You did not complain when the other one wanted both of us.”
 
   “I regret that night. If it was truly magical then she wouldn’t have flung herself from the tower window.”
 
   “She was filled with grief that she could not be with us for all time.”
 
   “How do you know this?”
 
   “We spoke on many occasions. Sadness curled around her heart. If she could not have both of us, then she didn’t want to live.”
 
   “Be that as it may, our guest will not be toyed with until we decide what we will do. She is not to be harmed. Do I make myself clear?”
 
   “Yes brother, yes.”
 
   When the talking stopped, Brynda quietly moved back to the furs and lay on them, taking one and wrapping herself in it. Time pressed on as Brynda lay on the furs, staring out the window into night’s embrace. There was no fear of her situation but a dim sadness seeped into her bones. Try as she might, the world seemed content to keep her alive.
 
   “Vala, I don’t understand.” Brynda whispered.
 
   Metal slid and a lock turned. Brynda sat up on her elbow to see the door open. A thinner man in a robe walked in carrying a glass bottle of water. Brynda remarked on the similarities of the brothers. While Dakarr had wide shoulders and a muscled form, this one was thinner with dark lines on his face. It could be none other than Sukarr, the dragon who killed Carrot.
 
   “You are awake. Good. I have brought you some water.” smiled the thinner brother.
 
    Brynda kept silent as the brother kneeled and stretched out a hand with the bottle in it.
 
   “Take it. I’m sure you’re thirsty.” Sukarr smiled.
 
   Uneasiness covered the knight as she stared at her captor. Moments ticked away until thirst won out. Brynda snatched the bottle from Sukarr, uncorked the top and drank deeply. It wasn’t long before the bottle was half empty and Brynda put it on her lap. Sukarr watched with a mischievous grin.
 
   Brynda tapped the bottle while Sukarr simply stared. Fingers tightened around the neck of the bottle and an instant later, there was a crash. Sukarr didn’t move as Brynda held the neck of the broken bottle in her hand, sharp points of gleaming glass in the fire light. Brynda shoved the broken sharp end into Sukarr’s chest. The brother ‘s smile grew wider as the makeshift weapon shattered on contact. Brynda let the glass drop as she looped the chain in her left hand and brought it hard across. The metal smacked hard skin but didn’t cause Sukarr to move an inch. Brynda went to strike him again when his hand shot out and grabbed her wrist.
 
   “That is not a way to treat your hosts.” Sukarr smiled and tightened his grip.
 
   Pain flared up Brynda’s arm causing her to let go of the chain. Sukarr stood up bringing Brynda up with him. They stood nearly eye to eye, Sukarr just being an inch taller. Sukarr took hold of the chain and gave it a slight pull, causing Brynda to look at him.
 
   The brother leaned forward and took in a deep sniff. “Your kind has such a sweet scent.”
 
   Brynda was about to bring her fist up to punch her captor when her arms felt like dead weight. Weakness filled her limbs and she found it harder and harder to stand on her own accord. The world took a dizzy bent and it was difficult to keep her head up.
 
   “That is the potion taking effect. You will be weak as a kitten so you do not cause any more trouble.”
 
   Gently Sukarr laid Brynda on the furs. The knight could do nothing as Sukarr laid beside her. She stared unblinking as his hands moved along her leg. Strong fingers pulled up her dress slightly and gave her thigh a light squeeze. Brynda tried to fight, tried to do anything to break from this trance. Instead small moans rose up her throat and her body trembled.
 
   “Vala died because most could not accept the union between races. They found it an abomination to share our bodies. I wish to enjoy the old times when sharing our bodies was as common as eating and sleeping.”
 
   Brynda tried to resist but more moans came up from her open mouth. 
 
   “My brother treats you as guest. I see you more as a pet. For now, I will only tease you but one night soon you will beg to have me take you.”
 
   Sukarr let his tongue slither out, the end running along her neck.
 
   “If you speak of this to my brother, I will deny it. For now, I simply want to drink in your beautiful form. No need to rush toward the feast. I have a feeling you will be with us for some time.”
 
   Brynda managed to close her mouth. A second later she spits in Sukarr’s face. The dragon brother smiled but kept his hand on her thigh. Shadows danced from the fire light and the evil glint in Sukarr’s eyes told of horrors the dragon would perform on her, in her. 
 
   Sukarr reached up and pulled at the loose neck of her dress, exposing Brynda’s erect pink nipple. The brother cupped her ample breast and gave it a gentle squeeze, being sure to run his thumb over her nipple. This sent shivers through Brynda as she fought to control her body again. Sukarr continued to fondle his slave until he let out a deep breath. 
 
   The glow of dawn was fast approaching. Sukarr sat up and moved to his feet, leaving Brynda on the furs. The dragon in man form moved to the door, turned around and winked.
 
   “I’m sure we will have such fun together but dawn approaches and it has been a long night.”
 
   Brynda watched paralyzed as Sukarr stepped out and locked the door behind him.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Six
 
   Brynda sat with her back to the wall. It was mid-morning and the chirping of birds sang their wondrous song. The door to her room opened and Dakarr stepped in with another plate of food. He strode over to the table and sat, his brow marked with concern.
 
   “Did you sleep well?”
 
   Brynda stayed where she was and said nothing.
 
   Dakarr picked at a piece of meat and put it to his mouth. “If you are concerned about my brother, I sent him on an errand. He will be gone for some time.”
 
   Brynda looked up to meet Dakarr’s green eyes. “He threatened to harm me if I talked to you. He gave me tainted water and fondled me. I do not fear death but your brother has designs for my body.”
 
   Dakarr let out a sigh. “I do apologize for him. He cannot control himself sometimes.”
 
   “I heard you both talking last night. Your previous guest threw herself from the window because she could not have both of you? I find it hard to believe.” Brynda said with a scowl.
 
   Dakarr sat back in the chair as if lost to a memory. “My brother speaks lies with every breath he takes. He finds himself clever but I know him better than he knows himself. He will be gone for some time so you may relax until we can decide what to do next.”
 
   Brynda stood up and crossed her arms. “I will continue to be your prisoner? Why not kill me and be done with it?”
 
   Dakarr met Brynda’s gaze. “I cannot bring myself to kill one so beautiful.”
 
   Brynda’s hard gaze softened but only for a moment. “You share your brother’s perversions?”
 
   Dakarr shook his head. “No. I am a believer in Vala’s path. Love is given, not taken.”
 
   “I don’t understand.” Brynda tried to not seem uncomfortable. There was a flash of a long ago memory and it tugged at her heart.
 
   “I can’t explain it but you contain a fire I haven’t seen in over three hundred years.”
 
   Brynda turned away. “Is this some game? You play with me and then discard me?”
 
   Dakarr stood up. His body moved like he wanted to move closer to Brynda but he stopped himself, hands clenching into tight fists. 
 
   “I have been a believer in Vala for a very long time. I exiled myself so I could continue on with her teachings. Children of men and dragons alike hunted those who would follow her path. I lost many of my family and friends during those dark times.”
 
   Brynda’s gaze shifted to the floor. “There has been talk of Vala’s return.”
 
   “I know. I hear the whispers. It stabs at my heart that she would bring someone like you to me.”
 
   The knight shifted uncomfortably. “You speak of foolishness. There is no goddess trying to heal broken hearts. I am your prisoner and one way or another; you will murder me or let me go.”
 
   “Did she come to you? Did she appear in a dream?”
 
   Brynda tightened her lips. 
 
   “Would it surprise you that she visited my dreams? I suffered in her silence for so long that even I didn’t believe it until I saw you.”
 
   “I will not play this game.” Brynda lifted her chin up in defiance.
 
   “You lost someone close to you. Someone you loved more than life itself? You carry a scar over your heart?”
 
    Brynda became still as a statue.
 
   Dakarr continued. “You speak the serpent tongue. You loved another so fiercely and now they are gone. I can see you have fought your entire life. The small scars on your body tell me I am speaking the truth. You truly do not fear death because you have nothing to live for.”
 
   “I have nothing further to say.” Brynda said with pain in her throat.
 
   Dakarr turned away. “I’m not here to convince you. I am only speaking of what I know and see.” 
 
   The dragon in man form began to laugh, a deep hearty laugh. “I don’t even know your name, slayer of dragons.”
 
   Brynda tried to remain stern but his laugh was infectious. It was genuine on how mad the world had turned. She refused to laugh with him but a smirk crept into the corner of her mouth. Turning away, she hid it so he could not see.
 
   “I never slain a dragon.” Brynda said softly.
 
   Dakarr stopped laughing but a smile beamed. 
 
   Brynda continued. “You or your brother would have been my first.”
 
   Dakarr sat back down in the chair. “I am pleased it never came to pass. Dragon slayers can be a smug lot.”
 
   Brynda stood awkwardly as Dakarr stared at her form. In the daylight streaming through the open window, the white dress left little to the imagination. The young woman moved out of the light and sat against the wall in a dark shadow. Dakarr tried to look away but instead his emerald green eyes moved side to side with a bit of nervous energy.
 
   “My lady, I do not wish to be a terrible host. Please eat this meal before it becomes cold. I will bring some books for us to read.”
 
   Brynda raised an eyebrow. “Books?”
 
   Dakarr stood up with a kind expression. “You are my guest. The body needs food but the mind needs nourishment as well. If you cannot read, then I will read to you.”
 
   Brynda simply stared. “I can read.”
 
   Dakarr let out another laugh. “Then you can read to me. I grow tired of my own voice.”
 
   With that, Dakarr left the room. Once he was gone, Brynda stood up and walked over to the table, chain clinking behind her. She sat down and began eating her meal. The knight tried to make sense of what was happening. With each bite of food, the situation grew more bizarre. A short time later, Dakarr walked in with four large books. Brynda had to fight the urge to blush. There was an overpowering kindness from Dakarr she had not seen in a long time.
 
   “These three books are in common tongue. I brought one written in serpent speak if you want to read.”
 
   Brynda’s head dipped. “I can speak serpent tongue but I cannot read it.”
 
   Dakarr looked to her with kind eyes. “Then let me read to you.”
 
   ***
 
   The days and nights swirled together. Brynda spent a good portion of time attempting to free herself from her chain but it held fast. When not trying to escape, she tried anything she could to relieve the boredom. Much to her regret, she often found herself looking forward to Dakarr arriving with more books. They would eat together and he would read ancient dragon poetry. She couldn’t help but stare as he spoke words with vigor and passion. As each day passed, Brynda found herself being less of a captive and more of guest.
 
   When the knight slept, she had to remind herself she was still his prisoner but the thought seemed to hurt less with each passing day. Five days passed when one morning, Dakarr was reading a tale of love between a dragon and a child of man.
 
   “The dragon knew it was taboo to have feelings for one of the fair maidens of man but he could not keep her from his thoughts. It broke his heart to keep his true self secret but it was a risk he could not chance for losing one of such splendid beauty.”
 
   Brynda found herself leaning forward and drinking in his words. 
 
   Dakarr stopped and looked at Brynda’s plate. “Should I stop? You haven’t touched your food.”
 
   Brynda did not look down. Instead she stared at his confused expression. “My name is Brynda.”
 
   Dakarr felt a smile creep into his cheeks. “Hello Brynda, it is a pleasure to meet you.”
 
   “The book you are reading, is it a legend? Was it something that happened to someone you knew?”
 
   Dakarr paused, green eyes looking away as a faint memory floated into his mind. “It is a story dear to me, a fantastical telling of my life three hundred years ago.”
 
   Brynda stared into his gentle emerald pools with a hint of concern.
 
   Dakarr continued. “Many years ago, I travelled Navarr in human form. It was a time where I wanted to forget my life and see what wonders the world had to offer. There were more than a few times I spent drunk in taverns and found myself talking more than I should. One night I spent a merry time with a young author.”
 
   Dakarr let a small smirk appear. “I think I was working through my pain. We sat for hours, lost in spirits, talking about maidens and regrets. I told the author a legend I had heard years earlier. The young man had no idea I was a dragon and did not question the story as I let it unfold.”
 
   Brynda found herself trapped in Dakarr’s words. The morning light began to touch the table. The dragon in man form closed the book and put it down, sunlight causing the golden title to glitter as if covered in fairy dust. The knight felt an internal pull as Dakarr let the distant memory play out across his lips.
 
   “I spoke of the tale about a maiden and her dragon lover. Their union was blessed by Vala. I must have been a sight. The author took in my words just as you are now.”
 
   Brynda felt herself shy away for a brief moment. 
 
   Dakarr continued as if he didn’t notice. “We talked to dawn. It felt good to get it out, to speak of something that I was sure would be taboo for most. I paid for the drinks and left that very morning to continue my journey. I had spent so much time travelling that I did not think of the consequences. A few years later, I was visiting the capital and my favorite shadow book stores when I came across this very tale. A book such as this could never be sold to the public due to the taboo nature but the shadow book dealer told me this book was a best seller. I bought the book and continued on my travels.”
 
   Dakarr’s expression melted into sadness. “I was sitting on a rock in the middle of nowhere. It was a beautiful night with every star in the sky. I had made a small campfire nearby to keep up appearances. I opened the book and began reading. My senses caught fire as I read the very tale I told in that tavern so many years earlier. The author took some creative liberties but I was riveted. I read from cover to cover and when I finished, I felt like a new creature, reborn from terrible ashes.”
 
   Dakarr looked into Brynda’s eyes. “I took it as a sign from Vala. I spent the next number of years looking for a home, exiling myself so I could work in secret, dedicating myself to the true goddess of love.”
 
   “You never finished the story. What happened to the maiden?”
 
   Dakarr let a mischievous grin emerge. “Maybe I will tell you soon. But for now, I have something to show you.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Seven
 
   The air flowing into the stone room was fresh and clear. Dakarr stood up and stepped around the table to Brynda. The knight looked up with concern as the dragon in man form reached out for her. Before the knight could react, nimble fingers produced a small key and inserted it into the lock. There was a gentle click and Brynda’s collar opened. Dakarr pulled away the collar and let it drop on the furs with a small thud.
 
   “It is much too beautiful a day to be inside.” Dakarr smiled.
 
   Brynda stood up and gazed at Dakarr as he took many backward steps from the now free knight. An urge welled up in Brynda to run and flee but it faded just as quickly. The knight was rooted to the spot, unsure on what to do. For the first time in memory, Brynda felt confused on what to do next.
 
   Dakarr stepped close to the window and turned his back to his guest. “Please do not run.” He said simply.
 
   Brynda watched as he opened his robe and shrugged it off his shoulders. Dakarr’s body was indeed muscled and toned. The knight could not prevent her eyes from falling to his firm behind. A moment passed and the muscles under his skin began to shift. Brynda took a step back as Dakarr’s body bulged and shifted right before her very eyes. One of her hands clutched the edge of the table to steady herself. Dakarr grunted and moaned quietly as his body grew bigger, skin turning a burnt red. The man’s neck elongated and extra limbs began to bud. Wings jetted from his back and unfolded while a tail sprouted and whipped about. Dakarr fell to all fours as smooth scales poked through skin and flattened against muscle. 
 
   Brynda felt her breath catch in her throat and struggled to breathe. When she exhaled, the red dragon turned its head toward her and grinned with two rows of perfectly sharp teeth. The knight had seen him before when she first entered the castle but to see him change was something awe inspiring. 
 
   Dakarr flexed his wings and moved a little closer to the frozen knight. “Let us be off before the morning is over.”
 
   “Where are we going? How are we going?” Brynda asked like a child.
 
   “The place is a secret of mine. As for the how, climb onto my back and hold tight.” Dakarr said with a serpent grin.
 
   Brynda didn’t move at first but as the dragon waited patiently, one of her feet moved forward. Before she knew it, she was by his side. Dakarr held out an arm and the knight stepped on his forearm. Soon she brought a leg over and was now dumb struck that she was sitting on a dragon’s back.
 
   Dakarr moved to the window, climbed onto the edge and launched himself. Brynda scrambled, arms reaching out and taking hold of his thick neck. The morning air flowed over the two as Dakarr pumped his wings to get higher and higher. Brynda’s eyes were the size of saucers, seeing the world become smaller. The sky opened and they were bathed in sunlight.
 
   Brynda let out a nervous yelp the higher they climbed and the dragon let out a chuckle. Clouds passed as the dragon took gentle dives, gliding on air currents. The castle shrank in the distance and lush forests covered the ground below them. Brynda held tight, her simple white dress flapping in the wind. A small range of mountains passed underneath. Dakarr turned his smooth serpent like head and then began to dive. Brynda was speechless as they dived for a simple valley hidden in the mountains. It contained a small group of trees and a medium sized lake. The valley looked like a place no one could reach unless they had wings. Brynda couldn’t hide the smile on her lips as Dakarr shifted his dive into a glide. A few moments later, the dragon touched the ground, wings folding along his body.
 
   “Beautiful isn’t it?” Dakarr said in a deep voice, his arm up.
 
   Brynda stepped down on his forearm and with shaky legs touched the soft ground. “It’s beautiful.” 
 
   “I come here to pray and sometimes to think. I believe this valley has been untouched for a long time. The fish in the lake are not afraid of me.”
 
   Brynda stepped around the dragon and looked out over the lake, sunlight causing the world to glow. The knight could not contain the wonder in her eyes. Fish jumped in the distance while beautiful birds fluttered about. The grass under her bare feet felt fresh and covered with lite dew. Sensations rippled along her skin as a small breeze touched her, giving her goose bumps.
 
     The dragon shifted to stand next to Brynda as she stared out at the lake and trees beyond. Muscles rippled and the dragon arched his head. Brynda looked over and watched again in amazement as his body shrank and took the form of a man once again. Dakarr stood up and looked to Brynda. The knight looked down and blushed. Dakarr stood at the edge of the lake, naked to the world.
 
   “We have been in that musty castle for too long. Fancy a swim?” Dakarr said and ran into the water before she could answer.
 
   Brynda could not keep the smile from her lips. Dakarr dove into the lake, submerging himself for long moments before breaking the surface. The dragon in man form looked to the water’s edge as Brynda stayed where she was.
 
   “The water feels great. Come join me.” Dakarr shouted back.
 
   Brynda had noticed her own smell but didn’t move. It was days earlier where she had murderous thoughts toward her captor. Now all she wanted to do was join him for a swim. Was this Vala’s doing or her own deep rooted wanting she thought she would never have again?
 
   Dakarr beckoned with a hand but Brynda refused to move. Sparks of emotion welled up and the knight was finding it difficult to hold back so much pain. It defined her, made her the strong woman she was today and now it was falling away. Wes bloomed in her mind and the image of him hanging from their lone tree. Pain cascaded over her heart as the scar blazed with angry fire. She could not give in to this trickery. 
 
   Brynda turned away and stomped off, her heels digging deep into the soft earth. Dakarr swam back to the edge of the lake and walked back onto the tiny shore. Brynda continued to walk, anger turning her hands into tight fists, eyes attempting to hold back years of sadness. 
 
   “Brynda? Brynda!” Dakarr shouted as he raced to her.
 
   Dakarr reached out to touch her shoulder when the knight turned around, driving her fist into his jaw. The dragon in man form rolled with the punch and took a step back. Had he not done so, the knight would have broken every bone in her hand.
 
   “Stop toying with me! I know you and your brother are going to kill me! Be done with it so I can move on.” The last sentence came out in a half sob.
 
   Dakarr stood motionless as Brynda fell to her knees, her back to him. “Brynda, there is no trickery here. I brought you here to lift your spirits. I don’t want your death. I want to see you live and know joy.”
 
   “Why? Why do you want that? You barely know me. I tried to kill you.” Brynda could barely keep the sorrow from her voice.
 
   “I believe Vala brought us together.”
 
   “Yes, she brought me to you so you and your brother could use me and throw me from the window.”
 
   Dakarr let out a sigh. “Her name was Ilsa.”
 
   Brynda looked back with a single tear rolling down her cheek. 
 
   Dakarr sat down on the grass, eyes filling with his own sorrow. “Ilsa was a lovely young woman. She often ran away from her father because he was lost to his wife’s death. Sukarr noticed her first as she came to the castle. Most were afraid to venture near the ruins for fear of ghosts but Ilsa was a free spirit. It wasn’t long before Sukarr showed himself to her. The woman was not afraid and soon the two began talking. I was worried that with time, her father would come looking for her. Sukarr said he would handle it but I knew he had his own perversions in mind.”
 
   Dakarr pulled at some grass. “Sukarr convinced Ilsa to stay with us. She would be taken care of and left not wanting. The naive maiden agreed, not knowing what she was really agreeing to. I thought that maybe it was another sign from Vala, to help our lost hearts. I couldn’t have been more wrong. Sukarr chained her in the same room you are in now and kept her for himself. I thought the maiden would rebel but she seemed to enjoy being his. The young maiden had an uncontrollable lust and Sukarr was more than willing to take advantage.”
 
   Brynda sat down and turned to Dakarr as he continued on. “Maybe it was loneliness. I hadn’t been with another creature for hundreds of years. I walked in on them in mid act. They called me to join them. Hesitantly I did. It was an interesting night but did not fill that empty part of my heart. I regretted it afterwards and told Sukarr so. My brother was amused at first but soon Ilsa asked for me to join them nearly every night. I only joined them that one time. Sukarr grew bored of Ilsa and her tireless wanting for both of us.”
 
   Dakarr kept his eyes on the grass. “One night, I flew back from one of my hunting flights to find Ilsa on the stone floor, her body broken. A well of sadness overcame me as I picked her up and removed her white dress. I let it fall to the stone floor as I walked off with her lifeless body. I buried her among the ancient graves of kings and queens. When I saw Sukarr, he told me the story of how she begged for the three of us to be together and if it wasn’t so, she would fling herself from the highest castle window. I didn’t question him. I knew in my heart he was lying but it was only the two of us now. I ask Vala every day for some understanding. Then you arrived.”
 
   “Your brother is sick.” Brynda said with anger in her eyes.
 
   “Yes but he is my brother.” Dakarr looked away.
 
   “Damn Vala and damn you! You knew he would do terrible things and you let him. If I had my sword, I would cut your head from your neck without a second thought!” Brynda glared and stood up.
 
   Dakarr was on his feet. “I wasn’t sure he would go that far. I promise I will not let the same fate befall you.”
 
   “Keep your promise! It seems death will find me by the claws of your dear brother. Will you watch as he takes me and then throws me from the highest tower like some used doll?” Brynda spit.
 
   Rage flashed across Dakarr’s eyes. Jaw clenched as he looked away, muscles tightening in his neck and shoulders. 
 
   Brynda let out a small laugh as she crossed her arms. “Or will it be you who fucks me with images of your dead wife in your mind!”
 
   Dakarr let out a small growl before moving like a blur. Brynda’s eyes widened as strong hands grabbed at her shoulder and waist. Dakarr lifted Brynda up like she was a leaf and held her up for moment, eyes flashing bright green and burning intent.
 
   “You forget yourself, maiden!” Dakarr said with a deep growl.
 
   Brynda’s eyes were wide as Dakarr took a mighty heave and threw the knight high in the air. Brynda’s arms and legs flailed as she soared effortlessly through air. The knight let out a quick scream before falling downward and hitting the lake waters with a huge splash. Water closed in around her as the shock numbed her senses. Arms and legs kicking, she made her way to the surface and took a deep breath. Eyes widened as the naked form of Dakarr came barreling toward her, an insane smile on his lips. Brynda swam back as his body hit the water feet from her. Water splashed into her face and she gasped for more air.
 
   Dakarr broke the surface with a wicked smile. “You needed to cool off. Talk like that to me again and I will keep throwing you into the lake until that fire is dimmed.”
 
   Brynda kicked out her arms and legs, keeping her afloat, when a smile bloomed. The knight started laughing and giggling like she was a child again. She splashed water into Dakarr’s face and the dragon splashed her back. The valley echoed their laughter as their splashing continued. 
 
   Amid the splashing, Dakarr dove under. Brynda stopped and looked around. Something brushed her leg. The knight looked down into the water as hands grabbed her and pulled her under. The knight felt she should have panicked but instead felt calm as Dakarr pulled her under. The white dress floated around them as Dakarr’s strong arms held her close. He pointed to a lush underwater garden and Brynda could see its beauty. Plants with vibrate colors glowed in the shafts of sunlight. 
 
   Brynda could feel waves of heat coming of Dakarr’s body. There was no thought to break away as he held her, their eyes staring at the underwater garden. The fire in his spirit and the shock of the throw seemed to wash away feelings of hate and pain. Brynda’s own heart sped up, her body heat mixing with his. Feelings she only glimpsed at seemed to rise of their own accord. Dakarr held her closer for a moment longer before he let go. Brynda swam up a few feet and broke the surface. Dakarr soon followed.
 
   “It’s beautiful.” Brynda beamed.
 
   “Sometimes I lay in the underwater garden for hours, staring at the sky.”
 
   “Hours?”
 
   “There are a great many skills dragons have.” Dakarr smirked.
 
   Brynda stared at her captor. The title took on a new meaning for she felt no longer like a prisoner like before. Something else was happening and she didn’t resist it as long as it helped her feel this way.
 
   The knight kicked out her legs and swam for the shore. Dakarr followed lazily behind. The dragon stayed in the water as Brynda stepped onto the small shore and began walking toward a tree. Dakarr couldn’t keep his eyes off her body as the white dress was practically see through and clung to her wet form. Sensual curves moved with a degree of strength and the dragon was having difficulty forming a coherent thought.
 
   Brynda walked with no shame. Without looking back, she knew the dragon in man form was staring at her. Nipples stiffened and not from cold water. She walked up to a tree and looked back with half closed eyes. Dakarr stayed in the water, eyes just above the surface, watching what she would do next. The knight pulled the dress over her head and hung it on a low hanging tree branch. Turning to Dakarr, the knight stood in all her naked glory. 
 
   The dragon eyed her form, almost committing it to memory. Strong slender shoulders were graced with smooth neck. Pink nipples stood to attention with womanly breasts. Her stomach was smooth with a thin waist but her hips rounded out slightly down thick thighs. Between her creamy thighs were golden curls of hair covering her maidenhood, Dakarr found himself staring and unable to turn away.
 
   Brynda stepped out of the shadow of the tree and laid on the grass in the warm sunlight. Her body glistened and her golden hair seemed to give off an unearthly glow. Dakarr swam closer to the edge but did not rise from the water. Brynda smoothed her hair back and looked to her captor in the water.
 
   “Will you join me?” The knight said with a smile.
 
   Dakarr raised his head out of the water only to his shoulders. “It may be safer to see your beauty from here.”
 
   “I doubt I could hurt you without my sword.” Brynda laughed.
 
   “It is not you I fear. I fear what MY sword would do.” Dakarr said with intent in his eyes.
 
   Brynda laughed again but felt a rush of heat to her cheeks. Lying down, sunlight covered her body. Eyes closed, the knight felt a freedom she had only felt once before. The outside world seemed to spin on but in this exact moment, her pain faded and the scar over her heart seemed to shrink a little.
 
   Dakarr kept most of his body submerged as he gazed upon the golden haired beauty lying in the day light. Below the waterline, blood rushed and his member grew. Half hard and embarrassed, he tried to think of something else but his thoughts shot back to the naked knight. His keen eyes could see some small scars on her arms and legs but they were muted against the perfect sculpture of her form.
 
   “Vala give me strength.” Dakarr whispered.
 
   Brynda let her hand glide along the grass. When her arm was stretched out, she patted the grass next to her. It was the breaking point for the dragon. Dakarr rose from the water. He could not hide how he was feeling. Thankfully, Brynda lay with her eyes closed and smile on her lips. With measured steps, the dragon disguised as a man walked over, being careful not to cast a shadow on the maiden of man. Lowering to all fours, Dakarr moved over and lay on the grass a few feet from Brynda. 
 
   The knight had pulled her arm back and turned her head to Dakarr’s direction. She could feel his eyes on her. Her own eyes opened to see Dakarr on his side, arm holding his head up as he gazed. A quick glance at his body and there was a sudden rush of heat. Brynda noted that his sword was indeed ready for battle.
 
   “I see you joined me and you brought your weapon.” Brynda smirked.
 
   “I hope I do not offend.”
 
   “You do not. But I do question on why you call it a sword when clearly it is a thick spear.”
 
   Dakarr was surprised and it colored his expression. Brynda let out a small giggle as she shifted uncomfortably with heat rushing to her womb. The cool air felt electric as hearts swooned but neither knight nor dragon could bring themselves closer. The sun was already drying their skin but the heat from their bodies attempted to cross the gulf between. Dakarr could not stop staring and he began hating himself for it.
 
   Brynda could see the thoughts play out in his eyes. Urges pushed at her arms and legs. She wanted nothing more than to be close to the creature who eyed her like her one and only lover. It was maddening that a powerful dragon was too timid to move close to her. The knight felt she would have to spur him on if only to stop the heated lust glistening from her sex.
 
   Silently, Brynda moved her body closer and closer. Dakarr was a statue as the nude beauty moved closer to him. It was only a few feet but it felt like worlds away so when she was close, the dragon’s eyes shifted nervously. Dakarr lay on his back as a last ditch effort to stop his maddening gaze. Brynda took the opportunity to crawl under his arm and lay her head and arm on his chest. The heat coming off his body was intoxicating and Brynda was finding it difficult to form her own coherent thoughts.
 
   The intense feelings felt natural as Brynda snuggled into his warm chest. The fight had gone out of her and now she felt like some primal animal wanting to satisfy deep urges. Dakarr put his strong arm around the maiden, holding her close.
 
   “We should return to the castle.” Dakarr said out loud.
 
   “My dress is still wet. Would you have me catch my death as you fly me back?”
 
   “You wanted to kill me. Now I fear you want something else.”
 
   “I feel you want it too. You stare at me when you’re not reading your books.”
 
   Thoughts swirled back to that day. Brynda could see Wes as she touched his member and stroked it. It made her happy to make him happy. The knight’s hand reached out, curling fingers around Dakarr’s stiff member. Dakarr took in a deep breath as Brynda squeezed and gave slow steady strokes. The breeze died but the heat between them grew into a deafening roar. Dakarr’s hips moved slightly to Brynda’s touch. The knight watched as he became hard as steel in her hand. Despite the lust growing, Brynda felt there was something missing. She ignored the feeling as a small moan rose up from Dakarr’s throat.
 
   Gentle strokes grew faster as Brynda attempted to tame the dragon. Dakarr’s eyes closed; lost to bliss he had not felt in centuries. Brynda’s own urges shouted in her ear, to mount this creature and have at him until her own desires were exhausted. The stroking grew more intense. Dakarr could feel his seed wanting to explode from the maiden’s vigorous touch. Dakarr could feel blinding pleasure ready to let loose on the world when he reached down and took hold of Brynda’s wrist.
 
   “Please, stop. We should return.” Dakarr said as he pulled her hand away.
 
   Confusion filled Brynda’s eyes. She tried to make sense of what was happening. Dakarr stood up and walked away, body shifting and muscles bulging. The knight stood up and watched as Dakarr turned into his dragon form. Hurt, Brynda went to her hanging dress. It was still moist as she put it on. The knight looked back at the dragon as he waited patiently, thoughts swirling in her mind what she may have done wrong.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Eight
 
   The flight back was silent. Brynda held onto Dakarr’s neck as wings flapped, cold air running over her body. The shock was enough to dampen her own fire and she wondered if what she was feeling was real. When they reached the castle, Dakarr landed on the edge to Brynda’s room and climbed in. The knight slid off easily and found herself on familiar furs under her feet.
 
   “You must be hungry. I will fetch you something to eat.” Dakarr said with no emotion.
 
   Brynda reached down and picked up the collar and chain. “Will I be putting this back on?” she said sarcastically.
 
   Dakarr’s serpent head lowered but made eye contact. “I don’t believe you need it anymore. You’re free to go.”
 
   Brynda threw the collar down. “You spin these tales to me and just like that, you set me free?”
 
   Dakarr lowered his head. “My fear kept me a prisoner. I fear you would bring others and destroy my home. Now I know you better. You may leave. May Vala guide you to paradise.”
 
   “Destroy your home? You are a dragon! You could lay waste to an army at your gate before they let loose one arrow.”
 
   Dakarr turned away. “Leave and never come back.” The dragon growled.
 
   “No.” Brynda shot back.
 
   The dragon halted and turned his head to her. “No?”
 
   “I know you felt it. I know right now you are trying to protect yourself. Why does such a powerful creature have so much fear?”
 
   “You wish to know?”
 
   “Yes.” Brynda said without hesitation.
 
   Dakarr stalked through the door way and turned. Brynda hesitated for a moment before following him. Pass the doorway were huge vaulted ceilings and wide passages. The dragon moved forward down the main hallway to two large metal doors. The knight eyed him as he pulled on a ring and the heavy door opened.
 
   The dragon stepped through and the knight followed. Inside, Brynda put her hand over her mouth in surprise. A massive library covered walls almost as far as the eye could see. Tomes of different sizes and colors lined shelf after shelf nearly to the ceiling. Stained glass windows allowed colored afternoon sunlight to filter in and paint the room in yellows, reds and blues. Brynda had heard of massive libraries such as this but only from the Imperial city. A collection this size outside of the capital was unheard of.
 
   “This is part of the reason I hold so much fear in my heart. I could fly off and live anywhere but I could never part with my collection. I have spent centuries collecting. I even have ancient writings on Vala herself. I have dedicated my life to amassing knowledge and spiritual guidance from this library. You see now why I fear enemies at the gate.”
 
   Brynda stepped forward. “I had no idea. I thought you may have had a collection but nothing this vast. I never knew there could be this many books.”
 
   “I wish you were there when collections this size were commonplace in almost all cities. “
 
   Brynda turned to the dragon with understanding in her eyes. “I wouldn’t tell a soul of this place. I swear on it.”
 
   Dakarr bowed his serpent head. “I believe you but as I said, it is only part of the reason.”
 
   Dakarr bent his arms and pressed his belly to the floor. Wings folded back, his serpent neck curled slightly but never taking his eyes off of Brynda. The young knight moved closer and Dakarr bowed his head.
 
   “I have studied Vala all my life. I truly believe in her ways. You have a beauty I haven’t seen in many years. By the lake, you were close to me but in my disguised form. I doubt you will be true to Vala and desire me in my true form. I don’t want you to care for a mask. I want you to care for me, all of me, how I am before you.”
 
   Brynda could feel sadness drip from the air. Her hand rose up and touched the side of his serpentine head, staring into his emerald pools. Dakarr tried to pull away but Brynda took hold of him and guided him to her chest. Arm around his neck, she pressed the side of his serpent head to her bosom. Heat came off the dragon in waves as Brynda cradled him close. A scaled hand reached out and took hold of her waist, keeping her close.
 
   Brynda felt a tear roll down her check. “I have been an outcast my entire life, different because of my size and stranger because of my first love. I never had a home or friends. I spent my days and nights trying to end it all. When I entered this castle, I thought for sure this would be my doom and my freedom. Now I don’t know what to think but I know what I feel. You have shown me in a few days what I never would have learned out there in the wilds of the world.”
 
   “Vala guided you to me.” Dakarr huffed.
 
   “Vala showed me the way but I decided to come here.”
 
   “It is taboo in the eyes of man. We could be hunted and killed.”
 
   Brynda pressed him harder to her chest. “I see no man here to stop us. Maybe we should explore Vala’s teachings and then decide what we want.”
 
   The dragon looked up. “I have wanted you since you entered my home.”
 
   Brynda looked down at the dragon head in her arms. “I want you now as you are.”
 
   “No trickery?”
 
   Brynda pulled him away and brought his head level with hers. Lips pressed against his snout. Dakarr’s eyes widened as his tail slammed into the stone floor with a loud “Thud”! Brynda backed away and gave a sly wicked smile. A moment later she was running. Dakarr was stunned at how fast she sped off. The dragon stood on all fours and gave chase. The maiden in the white dress moved quickly down the hall. A worrisome thought stabbed into the dragon’s heart. Was she taking the chance to run away? Was everything she said a falsehood to distract him?
 
   Dakarr smiled as Brynda stopped by the door to the room she had been held captive in. Darting inside, she gave one last look of mischief in her eyes. Dakarr raced on all fours to the door way, his dragon heart pumping blood with excitement. Snaking through the doorway, green eyes spotted the knight. The air vibrated with energy as Dakarr stepped in closer. The sun dipped lower in the sky and orange/yellow light shifted along the walls.
 
   Brynda stood among the furs covering the floor, her back to the dragon. Turning her head sideways, she glanced at the dragon as he stalked forward. Greedy intent filled his eyes and a pointed tongue licked along his mouth. Brynda no longer had any doubt or fear in her heart. Her scar blazed brightly, calling out to the damaged heart of the hungry dragon in the room. They both had a hunger that only each one could satisfy.
 
   Slipping the flimsy white strap over her shoulder, Brynda shed one side of her dress and then the other. Dakarr watched as the white dress pooled around Brynda’s ankles. The dragon moved closer, his long serpent neck pressing against Brynda’s waist. The maiden ran her fingers across smooth red scales. She turned to his body, admiring his form. Brynda thought back to that fateful day with her dear Wes. No matter how many times she remembered, the short time together was paradise. Now a dragon hungered for her body and a familiar heat pooled in her womb. Heart racing, the woman kept her hands on the dragon. Dakarr let his tongue slip out and caress her ample breast, letting it slid over her pointed pink nipple. A scaled hand reached up and gently caressed her other breast. 
 
   Brynda felt dizzy as heat crashed into exposed skin. Shivers raced up and down her spine as the pointed tongue licked and lapped at her sensitive nipples. Dakarr uncoiled his neck from around her waist and scaled arms engulfed Brynda. The knight was picked up and gently laid on the soft furs. Brynda felt her breathing quicken as Dakarr let his tongue trail between her hills, down her stomach and finally reaching her valley. The young woman wanted nothing more than to be touched and fondled by this creature before her. There was a gasp and Brynda writhed as his tongue ran along her maidenhood. A flick of his tongue against her nub and pleasure danced along her nerves.
 
   Brynda lifted her head and could see intense slitted eyes focused on her golden haired sex, hips moving, Brynda grinded her valley to the dragon’s tongue. The air took on a scent of pleasure but Brynda continued to watch her serpent whip her line with his tongue. Her eyes focusing pass his head, she could see the dragon’s cock growing harder. It was smooth, red, veiny and stiffing. Brynda felt an emptiness grow inside her and she needed it filled. 
 
   “You…..you taste so sweet……I want to be here…pleasuring you…..” Dakarr tried to say between licks.
 
   “Don’t stop my dragon. Your maiden needs your tongue and your spear.” Brynda moaned.
 
   Wetness spilled as the dragon continued his heated assault. The tip of the tongue pushed at her tight opening and parted the sides. Brynda gasped and moaned like any animal. Dakarr pushed further in and the maiden let out a deeper moan. Clawed fingers curled around Brynda’s thighs, opening them wider. The dragon’s strength only made Brynda feel helpless to his whims. He could do anything to her and she would not stop him. Dakarr was gentle but firm, sliding his tongue in and out, making sure to taste along her creamy thighs.
 
   On and on it went until Brynda cried out. Eyes wide, nerves curled and finally exploded with sparks of ecstasy. The knight cried out again as a shudder ran through the length of her body. The knight could feel Vala’s blessing and she whispered thank you to the goddess.
 
   Dakarr pulled his tongue and head from between Brynda’s thighs. “I desire you so much; I fear I may hurt you.”
 
   “Take me my dragon lord. Take me for your pleasure!” Brynda shouted.
 
   The dragon could not hold back his lust any longer. Scaled hands grabbed at Brynda and turned her onto her stomach. The knight looked back with half closed eyes and heavy breathing. The dragon was the size of a horse and his cock was large but the knight knew she could take him. Wetness spilling down her leg, the dragon moved over her. The tip of his blunted spear touched her opening and this sent a shock of bliss up the knight’s spine. One hand took hold of Brynda’s shoulder. The air was filled with a long loud moan as the tip of his spear pushed at her tight opening. The dragon gently pushed his way in and Brynda felt her world open up.
 
   “Don’t stop my dragon lord! Sheath your weapon and I promise to never let go.”
 
   Dakarr could not think as passion took over. Clawed hands held her close as he pushed in as far as he could go. When he could go no farther, he moved to her rhythm. Bodies joined, Brynda pressed her back again the dragon’s soft underbelly. A clawed hand moved to just under her neck and caressed her cheek while his thick spear impaled her. Their bodies moved of their own accord to spectacular lustful designs. Using her whole body, Brynda pushed down on his member, squeezing him along his shaft.
 
   The dragon could feel a growing pressure and he let out a small roar. “Brynda, I cannot hold on much longer. I never want this to end.”
 
   Brynda looked up with bliss in her eyes. “Take me again and again until you have had your fill for that is what I will do to you!”
 
   Dakarr let out a deep growl and his slitted eyes went wide. Brynda squeezed tight and her moans joined his growls. Dragon seed burst from his member and Brynda cried out. A stream of molten heat splashed inside her and the knight cried out again when her body shuddered from another jolt of excitement. The knight and the dragon moaned like two true lovers of Vala. Energy welled up inside their bodies and surged to their hearts. Bodies continued to move to their desires as heat and lightning struck at the scars over their hearts. A goddess smiled as purple energy blazed like an angry snake at their wounds. The scars brightened and faded from their places until there was nothing left but a small black spot in memory of their pain.
 
   Dakarr and Brynda both let out a sigh like the world had ended. The knight pulled from her dragon lover and fell into the furs below her. Dakarr fell sideways and collapsed next to Brynda. The knight turned her head to see the dragon shift and change right next to her. In mere moments, Dakarr had taken his human form and lay on his back amid a small sea of furs.
 
   “I believe now I can wear the mask.” Dakarr said with heavy breath.
 
   “I liked you the other way but I won’t complain.” Brynda said as she climbed on top of him.
 
   Dakarr could not believe his eyes as Brynda took his still hard member and pressed it to her opening. Even for a dragon he was startled on the look of hunger in Brynda’s eyes. He could do nothing but relent as she slid down his member, moaning and pleasuring herself to the dragon in human form. 
 
   “You will please me, dragon.” Brynda commanded.
 
   “With pleasure fair knight, what more can I do for you?” Dakarr smiled back.
 
   “Kiss me.” Brynda smirked.
 
   Dakarr sat up, arms wrapping around Brynda’s waist. Lips locked to their gentle rhythm. Brynda wrapped her arms around his neck, keeping him close, tongues sliding on each other in bliss. 
 
   The sun dipped to the horizon as moans echoed through the castle. Black wings slapped at the air as something big landed on a tower. Sensitive ears picked up the sounds of Vala’s path and black scales parted to reveal a dark leer. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Nine
 
    Cool air drifted in from the open window. Night had cast its sleepy shroud across the lands and two lovers stirred ever so slightly. Brynda was curled into a ball with Dakarr spooning from behind. The heat from the dragon in human form chased away any bit of cold air. The roaring blaze in the fire place kept the night air further away from their naked bodies. Exhaustion had sunk into muscles but Dakarr would wake occasionally to take in Brynda’s scent. With his arm around her, the maiden took his arm and held him with a continuous deep wanting. It had been hours and when the two lovers felt like all their energy was spent, they would embrace again as if the world would fly apart if they stopped.
 
   Brynda let out a half moan. Dakarr’s eyes opened in concern. The maiden snuggled closer to his chest and another half moan slipped.
 
   “Are you well?” Dakarr whispered.
 
   “Yes.” Brynda said sheepishly. “I want to sleep but I need you again.”
 
   Dakarr smiled and held Brynda closer. “Do I have a choice?”
 
   “No.” Brynda said with closed eyes.
 
   “What do I see here?” bellowed a deep voice.
 
   Eyes wide, Brynda and Dakarr sat up in the sea of furs. To their astonishment, Sukarr strolled in wearing his black robe and a wicked smile on his lips.
 
   “Oh brother how you impress me. If you wanted her all to yourself then I would have gladly left sooner.”
 
   “Sukarr, you have returned. I expected the journey would have taken you far longer to complete.” Dakarr said with an edge to his voice.
 
   “Ah yes, the fool’s errand, do you really think me ignorant enough to fall for your petty trick?”
 
   Brynda turned to her lover as she held furs to her body. “Dakarr?”
 
   “He didn’t tell you?” Sukarr let out a hearty laugh. “It seems I’m not the only devious one in the family. My dear brother sent me to find ingredients for a forgetfulness potion. It would wipe your memory and we would continue to live here in peace. But before I set out to find these ingredients, I had a few mages look into the recipe for me. I knew some of the items listed were a little too rare. My suspicions were correct. Bravo my dear brother on a successful plan to have me leave and take the maiden for yourself.”
 
   Dakarr reached out to Brynda but the knight moved back from his touch. “This was a game. You used trickery!”
 
   Dakarr’s eyes were wide with sorrow. “Not at all, I did send my brother away so I would have time to reason with you and ask you not to speak of this place. My feelings are true.”
 
   “Ha! I knew once you had a taste, you would want another. Stop with the lies. You have her and now that you are done, I want what’s owed to me.” Sukarr took a few menacing steps forward.
 
   Brynda stared at Dakarr’s wounded eyes. Despite Sukarr’s words, her heart beat for no other than the dragon next to her. Fear touched her mind for she knew deep down it could not be true. The dragon in man form reached out again but this time, Brynda took her hand into his and fingers entwined.
 
   “You mean what you say?” Brynda blinked back happy tears.
 
   “My heart beats for no other. May I be struck down by the gods if what I say is false.”
 
   “Brother, leave the morsel to me. You can have her when I’m done.”
 
   Dakarr was to his feet in a flash. Standing between his brother and Brynda, the older brother stared defiantly at the younger. The heat in the room exploded as Dakarr heaved with quiet rage.
 
   “She is not yours! Leave this place!” Dakarr growled.
 
   Sukarr put a hand over his heart and feigned pain. “You stab deep my brother. You would throw me out into the night for this child of man? She is but a play thing for us to toy with. We are blood and family is stronger. You know this.”
 
   “If blood is stronger than you will respect the wishes of your elder, leave before you are thrown out.”
 
   Sukarr eyed Dakarr for a long moment before shifting his eyes to Brynda. The air vibrated with heat and energy as the two brothers stood feet apart. Sukarr let a smirk creep into his face and bowed to his elder brother.
 
   “As you wish, I shall leave you to your perversions.” Sukarr said sarcastically, being sure to look to Brynda when the last word was uttered.
 
   The younger brother turned and walked to the door. Dakarr turned to Brynda and knelt down, eyes filling with fear.
 
   “You have to leave. Sukarr will do something to ensure I pay for this betrayal. I cannot stand the thought of you being hurt. Wait outside and I will come to you. If I do not appear, go to the town of Fark and alert the guards of a dragon attack.”
 
     “I won’t leave you!” Brynda said already on her feet. “Where’s my blade and we can subdue him together.”
 
   Dakarr glanced back to the open door way. Almost immediately the smell of burning wafted into the room. Brynda did not notice but the dragon’s senses caught the barest glimpse.
 
   “No.” Dakarr whispered and bolted for the door.
 
   Brynda followed Dakarr as he raced through the door and into the massive hallway. It was then the knight saw the bright flash of dragon fire at the end of the hall. The metal door to the library was ajar and another stream of flame struck out.
 
   Dakarr pointed to a small door across from the room they were in. “Your items are in there. Take what you can and run! I will follow if I’m able.”
 
   Something large slammed the metal doors open. Sukarr was on his hind legs, wings spread and flames pouring from the corners of his maw. A wild look had taken hold in his eyes and his black scales shined in the fire light. Behind him the library burned. Flames raced across ancient parchment and the choking smell of ash filled the air. Sukarr laughed with a hint of madness as he turned his head and let out a burst of dragon fire, igniting more books.
 
   “Oh I’ll leave you dear brother but not before I reduce this place to ashes. You were foolish to choose a pet over your family!” Sukarr roared.
 
   Dakarr gave Brynda one last long look of pain before turning to the menacing black dragon. Body shifting, red scales punctured flesh and claws emerged from finger tips. Muscles bulged as Dakarr fell onto all fours. Snout extended and eyes flashed with serpentine fury. Wings emerged and flexed as Dakarr took on his true from.
 
   “Good! I prefer you to your true self. Come to me so we can destroy this place and start anew.” Sukarr laughed.
 
   With a roar, Dakarr launched his dragon body into the air. Sukarr smiled as claws rose. The red dragon crashed into the black and the entire castle shook. Brynda watched as the two dragons snarled and slashed at each other. Claws flashed in the fire light as books burned. Tails whipped about, slicing burning books and clattering against thick scales. Sukarr bit down on Dakarr’s neck and the red dragon roared in pain. Brynda watched as steaming blood flowed from Sukarr’s teeth. Dakarr brought his claws hard across the black dragon’s neck and blood bloomed. The black dragon let go and backed off for a moment before charging the red.
 
   Again the castle shook as their bodies and claws clashed. Despite their size, the attacks were so powerful the very stone around them danced to their blows. Brynda could not stand by any longer, racing to the door, the knight wretched it open. The light from the blaze danced with shadows as the knight eyed the gleam of her sword. She moved to it and picked it up. Looking down, she saw her saddle bags, a set of steel armor and a set of leather armor. The stone floor shook as the two dragons continued their family brawl.
 
   Mind racing, she knew it would take too long to put on any armor. Instead she dug through the saddle bag and pulled out her dagger and sheath. Strapping it to her thigh, Brynda picked up her sword again. Running out of the room, wearing nothing but a dagger strapped to her thigh and sword in hand, the knight raced to the burning library.
 
   The two dragons continued their deadly onslaught. Brynda felt the push of heat with every step she took. Sweat gleamed on her body as she held her sword ready. Sukarr dug his claws deep into Dakarr’s neck and held him so they could see eye to eye.
 
   “You know what your downfall is brother! You kill if you need to. I kill because I like to.”
 
   Dakarr opened his mouth and let out a stream of fire. Sukarr grunted as fire slammed into his face. Letting go, he stumbled off, black scales singed. Dakarr brought his claws up, ready to slash. Sukarr grabbed him by the wrist and slashed the red dragon across his exposed belly. Dakarr roared in pain, molten blood spilling onto the floor. Sukarr pushed the red dragon against a burning wall of books and held him there.
 
   “I’m going to fuck your little pet until her very life is snuffed out. I will take her lifeless body and throw it out the tower like I did to that foolish Ilsa. Then I’m going to burn the town and snatch up every maiden I can find. I will rape and burn them. I will show these children of men that we are the rightful rulers of Navarr. It will be glorious when we take back this world of ours. Others will flock to my banner and the world will burn with our royal lust.” Sukarr hissed with madness in his eyes.
 
   Dakarr let out a grunt of pain as Sukarr slashed at him again. Brynda silently charged with sword in hand. Trained focus took over as her eyes locked on the line between two scales. Sukarr squeezed the red dragon’s neck and Dakarr gasped for air. The black dragon opened his maw, fire gathering in his throat when a sharp point stabbed deep in between two scales and pain bloomed. The black dragon turned his serpent head to Brynda who silently pulled her sword back and slashed upward. The blade sparked against hard scales but cut deep along a soft spot where the chest and neck connected. Hot blood covered Brynda’s blade and she spun away. Sukarr slashed at the knight but she was already out of reach. Tail lashed down and Brynda side stepped it before it hit the stone floor and cracked it.
 
   The knight moved like a dancer made of water. Without armor holding her down, her movements were graceful and attacks devastating. For every missed strike from the black dragon, the knight sliced at tender spots that came away bloody. Sukarr swiped with a wing, trying to engulf the knight. Instead Brynda sliced through the thin membrane and came out the other side. Frustration overcame the black dragon as he let go of his red brother and focused on the naked knight making a fool out of him.
 
   Brynda knew if he hit her once, the fight would be over. Staying light on her feet, she ducked and weaved everything the dragon threw at her. Sukarr let out a stream of fire. Brynda moved out of the way but her hair was singed, blonde curls falling away like burning leaves on the wind.
 
   “You forget you place, slave!” Sukarr roared.
 
   The black dragon raised his claws. Brynda held her ground as claws flashed. The knight spun out of the way and slashed upward with her sword. The dragon’s hand separated from the wrist and went flying into a burning shelf. The cut was clean but Sukarr’s eyes bulged with a storm of pain. Taking the bloody stump, he struck at the knight. Hot blood splashed, drops hitting the knight’s exposed skin and sizzling. Brynda’s blade went spiraling from her hand. Ignoring the pain and pulling the dagger from her thigh sheath, one foot landed on the arm with the stump. The knight launched herself up a few feet and curled one arm around the scaly neck of the black dragon. Grunting from the pain, Brynda shoved the dagger into the long neck of the dragon and twisted the blade.
 
   Sukarr roared. Striking out, Brynda was thrown twenty feet onto the hot floor rolling. Sukarr clumsily grabbed at the dagger in his neck. When he took hold, he pulled it out and a small stream of blood spilled. The black dragon clutched at his wound and turned his head to Dakarr slamming a winged shoulder into him. Sukarr went flying into a burning book shelf and it crumbled on top of him.
 
   Brynda was back on her feet. She scooped up her sword from the floor and spun around ready for anything. Dakarr was at her side, flames gathering in his throat. The black dragon thrashed and finally stood up, heaving with flames dancing all around him.
 
   “You both disappoint me.” Sukarr hissed.
 
   The black dragon launched himself through the stain glass window. Dakarr shielded Brynda as shards of glass went flying. When the clatter finished, the dragon and knight looked out to see a black dragon clumsily flying away with a wounded wing. Dakarr moved forward as if to chase but slouched to the ground, hot blood dripping on the floor.
 
   “Change your form!” Brynda said while dropping her sword.
 
   Dakarr nodded his serpent head. Body shrinking, the dragon changed into his human form. Brynda curled her hands under his arm pits and dragged him out, eyes on bleeding wounds all over his body. The fire consumed all the books in the library and when there was nothing else to burn, the flames died down against the stone walls and floor. 
 
   Brynda pulled her wounded lover to their room. There she used what she could find to clean and bind his wounds. Dakarr groaned his pain but his eyes never left Brynda. The knight worked feverishly to make sure the bleeding stopped. A bloody hand reached up to caress her cheek. Brynda stopped and looked into her lover’s bright green eyes. She knelt down and kissed him deeply, their hearts beating to their private song of love.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Ten
 
   Brynda was packing her travel bag. Wearing her leather armor and sword sheathed behind her back, the knight stopped to consider if she was missing anything. The air still smelled like smoke but the knight didn’t seem to mind. Behind her someone shuffled in and arms circled her waist. Brynda touched the strong arms and leaned her back into a strong chest.
 
   “Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Brynda asked without turning around.
 
   “I have never been so sure in my life.” Dakarr smiled.
 
   “We could wait a few more days; make sure you’re healed completely.”
 
   Dakarr smiled. “My kind heals fast. Aside from a few aches and pains I should be ready for travelling.”
 
   Brynda was quiet for a moment. “Will your brother’s hand grow back?”
 
   “No. We can heal from wounds but losing a limb would be too much.”
 
   “I wish I was sorry but I’m not.”
 
   “I wouldn’t expect you to be sorry. My brother is lost for now. I hope one day he will see the error of his desires.”
 
   Brynda turned around to face her dragon lover, pressing her body to his. “We could spend some time here and let out bodies pray to Vala for a few more days.”
 
   Dakarr smiled. “I’m sure the goddess wouldn’t mind but we should be on our way. If I’m nearly healed, then so is my brother and he will never forget what we did to him.”
 
   “Do you think he will hunt us?”
 
   “I’m sure he will. He has many allies all across Navarr. Sooner or later he will want retribution.” Dakarr said with a hint of sadness. “But we are fortunate because I have a dragon slayer to guard me from my brother’s wrath.”
 
   Brynda smiled. “I never killed a dragon.”
 
   Dakarr smiled back. “I know but slayer of dragon hands doesn’t quite have the same ring to it.”
 
   Brynda stared at the magical creature holding her. Pressing her lips to him, warmth washed over her healed heart. Dakarr held her close, not letting her pull away not that the knight wanted to. After long moments, lips parted and they drank in the beauty in each other’s eyes.
 
   Dakarr lifted his back pack and staff. “It has been a long time since I traveled Navarr. I wonder how much the world has changed?”
 
   Brynda picked up her pack and slung it over her shoulder. “It will be like a new book. We can write it together.”
 
   “Then let us be off. The world awaits!” Dakarr shouted with enthusiasm.
 
   The two lovers left the castle, their path uncertain but their hearts beating with new life. The sun shined brightly as they set off, ready to handle any threat that may come their way. A robed goddess smiled as she watched the two walk away to their future. Silently she prayed for their love to continue just as her followers pray to her for their love. The gloom of the world faded just a little more as the power of love made life vibrant once again.
 
   “Thank you Vala.” Brynda whispered as she entwined her hand into Dakarr’s as they strolled in the bright sunlight.
 
    
 
   ~Fin~
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

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 buildup 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 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.
 
   "Two 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 is 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 blue 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 fed 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 number 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’s hands 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 really happy even as 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 are 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 midafternoon 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 for 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 you’re 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 are 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 are 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 passed 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 is 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 took 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 is 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 lying 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 snap 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 white 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 are 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 homemade 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 and 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 midair when the glob of blue slime slammed into her, changing her direction in midflight. 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 than 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 than 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, girlfriend 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~
 
   


 
   
  
 

Cream for Master
 
    
 
   A shadow fell over my naked body as I lay amid the tall grass. The barest sliver of a chill ran up my spine, causing goose bumps on my arms and legs. Letting out a sigh, I turned onto my side and curled into a ball, my own breath warming my hands an inch away from my mouth. Eyes closed, I waited for the return of the glorious sun and all its warmth.
 
   A lazy smiled bloomed as sunlight crept along my body. Soon I was bathed in sunlight but I lay curled until I was hot enough to spread out again. The last few days had been beautiful and I wanted to lie out in the fields for as long as I could. I flicked my small tail around as the warmth in my muscles began to glow.
 
   Turning onto my back, I opened my eyes to the bluest sky I had ever seen. Patches of small white clouds floated in the perfect azure sky. Stretching, I let out a yawn as big puffy clouds floated in the near perfect sky. Clutching at some grass, I pulled it and put it to my mouth. Softly I chewed as I marveled at the sky.
 
   I was glad the other kows were off on their own doing whatever they do when I’m not around. I was the youngest one in the herd and they tended to act like sour old monsters, happy to spill their milk and gossip. Life was perfect if I could simply lie in the fields all day long, alone with plenty of grass around me.
 
   My mind wanted to fall asleep but my body was reacting to the sun again. The heat against my skin was starting to stir my primal urges and I let out a blissful sigh. Swallowing the grass in my mouth, I let my hands glide along my smooth supple skin. My nipples tickled and my heavy breasts felt full. Thoughts about my first milking came to mind and a thrill ran along my nerves. I was finally of age and it was beginning to show. The other kows would often tease me that I was finally grown up and my figure started to look like theirs. My chest, hips and thighs began to thicken but I kept my small waist and delicate features. At first the other girls would marvel at my figure but soon they turned into milk hags, making fun of me any chance they could. I started to ignore them which only fueled their good time.
 
   Spending time by myself was the best part of my day but in the last week I started to feel other urges pushing at mind and body. At first it was playful exploration but it wasn’t long before it began overriding everything I did. Even now, lying in the field, my hand travelled along my skin. A small moan escaped my parted lips as I brushed my blonde hair down there and touched along line. It was nice, feeling wetness greet my fingers, heat from the sun pulsing along nerves. Closing my eyes, I pressed a little harder, pushing my lips aside to touch my pink folds. A magical fire burned brighter and brighter as I lingered, touching myself with reckless abandonment.
 
      Another hand reached up and touched my full breast. The tingling continued along my nipple but I could sense sometime soon I was going to produce milk. I remember the farmers talking about me as I walked around. They often talked about my thick thighs and big breasts with admiration. One of the farm hands talked excitingly about how he wanted to be the first to milk me. I ignored them after that and walked out to the field so I could be by myself but wicked thoughts kept creeping into my mind, forbidden taboos that were not allowed. Master Rekk was very specific to his people that it was against the law to bed a kow. I did wonder what they would do if they were allowed.
 
   Hot thoughts spilled into my mind and a finger rubbed my sensitive nub. Wild urges pushed at me to continue. Obeying my desires, I rubbed myself, thinking about those human men and their lustful eyes on me. Images of the farm hands coming to me, talking about me like I was wasn’t even there. How they would play with me like I was playing with myself right now. Nerves coiled as I rubbed faster and faster.
 
   A breeze passed through leafy trees a little ways from me. Their calming sound only made me comfortable as I spread my thighs and continued to rub myself. Running my finger in circles around my nub and my nipple only served to push me to the breaking point. I bit my lip, trying to hold on and enjoy the sensations. My nipples pointed as I circled more and more. I grabbed at my own heaving breast while stroking myself to my internal magical fire. Unable to hold back, my nerves lit up and a deep moan rose up the length of my throat and finally out of my mouth. Shuddering, I continued to abuse my nub, milking every bit of bliss.
 
   I settled down and rubbed myself slowly, taking in the beauty and satisfaction of knowing I will have to do that a few more times if I was going to get any sleep tonight. Cool air caressed my skin and a smile appeared when I thought about the rest of the day.
 
   “There you are Milly! I was looking all over for you.” said a kind voice.
 
   I sat up, slightly shocked and confused. I watched as Master Rekk walked toward me, tipping his hat to keep the sun out of his eyes. He didn’t seem to notice or care that my hand was still between my thighs.
 
   “Yes master?” I said looking up at the human man who raised me.
 
   Master Rekk smiled. “You are a beautiful sight. It saddens me to tell you that I will no longer be your master. Come with me. Your new master is waiting by the house.”
 
   A dark feeling filled my heart. “New master?”
 
   Master Rekk knelt down to look at me. He never made eye contact but he did look me over. Rough hands reached out and took each heavy breast into each of his palms. Squeezing me, I let out a little yelp. Eyes rolled down from my chest to my stomach and then centered on the blonde tuft of curls between my thighs. Heat rushed into my cheeks as he eyed me.
 
   “You are turning into quite a fine creature. You will make your new master very proud.”
 
   “I don’t want a new master.” I whined.
 
   “Now now, don’t get all sad on me. We knew this day was coming. Besides I wouldn’t just sell you to anyone. Master Wesley Black will be a good master to you. I’ve known his family for nearly two decades.” Master Rekk said while letting go of me.
 
   “Can’t I stay here with you?” I asked with pleading eyes.
 
   Master Rekk gave a gentle knowing smile. “It was decided long ago that you would be going to Master Black. Be a good girl. Stand up and straighten yourself up. The wagon is waiting.”
 
   Reluctantly I stood up on bare feet. Hands grazed small horns on my forehead as I tried to push back my long flowing hair. Master Rekk gave me one last once over before turning and walking through the field. I followed with my head bent forward and my lips curved down.
 
   Master Rekk did tell me that I was going to another farm but I tried to not think about it. I didn’t know it would sneak up on me so soon. I felt sad I was leaving my home but another part of me was glad I didn’t have to deal with any of those other kows. Maybe the next place will be even better? Maybe they will accept me and not tease me day in and day out?
 
   The walk wasn’t very long. The ranch came into view and a wagon waited on the wagon path. A rather large man was leaning against the side of the wagon, looking up at the blue sky. The closer we walked to him, the more his features came into focus. Eyes growing wider, I couldn’t help but stare at the human man before me. He had large shoulders and arms. His had a square jaw and jet black hair. Instantly you would have thought he was some large farmer until he turned kind green eyes to me. They were pools of emeralds with kindness dripping into my spirit. A gentle smile appeared and the large man moved to great us.
 
   “Good day master Rekk!” The man said cheerfully.
 
   “Good day master Black! Here she is.”
 
   I kept my head down but my eyes looking up at the man as strange feelings whipped at my heart. Interlocking my fingers in front of my sex, I took a submissive bow.
 
   “Hello Milly.” Master Black smiled.
 
   “Hello master Black.” I said with a low voice.
 
   “She is a bit shy and doesn’t want to leave but I’m sure she will be happy on your ranch. She is close to producing milk. I’m sure you’ll take good care of her.”
 
   Master Black continued to smile as he looked me over. I was never shy being naked but for the first time, I wanted to cover up. Heat rushed my cheeks as I stood, ready for my next commands.
 
   Seconds ticked away before Master Black turned away and went to the wagon. He reached inside and pulled out a white dress. Walking over to me, he gently held it out.
 
   “This is for you until we get home. You can take it off there if you wish.” Master Black said kindly.
 
   I nearly snatched the dress from his hands and fumbled to put it on. The two masters watched with amusement as I struggled a bit and finally got it over my head and my more than ample chest. The dress could barely contain my breasts but it did flow nicely over the rest of my body. It did feel a little weird wearing clothes but I felt better not being naked in front of my new master.
 
   “Shall we set off to home?” Master Black said while holding out a hand.
 
   ***
 
   The carriage ride was short. I sat in the back and waved goodbye to Master Rekk until he was out of sight. The ride was quiet as I sat and said nothing. Master Black would turn his head and glance at me before going back to the road. When we reached his ranch, my new master jumped down and went to the back. I looked to him as he gazed at me with bright eyes.
 
   I wanted to hate him. I wanted to tell him to bring me back to Master Rekk. I was ready to be stubborn and rude but looking into his eyes, something in me melted. Without a further thought, I reached out to his hand and he helped me down. 
 
   Master Black began showing me where everything was. He pointed to the main housing barn and the milking building. Waving his hand outward, he showed me all the land I could walk and graze. There was even a large pond where we could go swimming.
 
   “Over there is my home. You can go where you like on the grounds but be careful of dire wolves, trolls and goblins. They love the taste of kow milk and flesh.” Master Black put a heavy emphasis on the flesh part.
 
   I had heard the warnings since I was a little kow so I didn’t even blink. Walking, Master Black showed me the housing barn. Once inside, I noticed it was set up just like my last home. There was one big communal space with eight beds, four on each side. A couch and small kitchen lined the end of the barn. A library and fireplace lined the walls next to the couch. The air smelled comfortable as I looked into the otherwise empty barn.
 
   “The girls are out in the fields. They should be returning shortly. This will be your bed and living area.” Master Black said as he pointed to the empty bed.
 
   “Thank you, master.” I said bowing my head.
 
    An odd feeling flowed over me. A moment of silence filled the area as I turned to see Master Black staring at me. Blood filled my cheeks once again. Warmth caused my belly to glow and I was glad I was wearing something to cover me up. The pressure on my nipples intensified and I felt heavier. Was it just my urges or was my new master having an effect on me?
 
   “I hope your happy here. Come to me if you need anything.” Master Black said looking away.
 
   The strong man turned and walked away, leaving me alone in my new home. I sat down on my bed and tried to not think too much about it. It was always in the back of my mind that I was going to live someplace new but now that it happened, I wasn’t sure how to feel. The feelings I did have rushing to my heart were faint memories of a lifetime ago. Why did Master Black seem familiar? Did I see him before at the barbeques or parties the masters use to throw? We couldn’t attend but I would watch from afar as they laughed and singed the night away.
 
   A door creaked opened at the other end of the barn. I turned to see several kows come in. I bowed my head immediately as eyes turned to me and a hush fell over them. One of them broke away and walked toward me, wearing a similar tight white dress but with long flowing black hair and a chest as big as mine.
 
   “You must be Milly.” The kow smiled.
 
   Thoughts of the kows back at the other ranch came to mind and I was ready for a new round of teasing. The kow stood by me and put her hands out. She smiled brightly as he knelt down slightly and gave me a deep hug.
 
   “Welcome to your new home! My name is Rose and we are happy to have you here!” The kow beamed.
 
   I hesitantly hugged Rose back and all the girls started to giggle. A scowl appeared on my brow as I stayed seated.
 
   Rose sat down next to me. “We understand how you must feel, new home and new surroundings. Take all the time you need. We are just glad to have another sister join the herd.”
 
   “Do you mean that?” I asked waiting to be teased.
 
   “We do. I’m sure you will see that we are all pretty close.”
 
   “I don’t get along most of the time.” I said still feeling distant from Rose’s warmth.
 
   Rose gave a genuine smile. “Then you will have a lot in common with Beth. She has been here only a month and is taking her time. Beth, come here and say hello.”
 
   I looked up to see a petite kow walk toward us, just as shy as I was. “Hi Milly, Master Black told us all about you.”
 
   A small smile pulled at the corners of my mouth. I looked to her and she had a difficult time looking me in the eye. I turned my head to the five other kows in the barn and they returned gentle smiles. Each one had different colored hair and small horns on their foreheads. Everyone wore dresses but some were different colors like black, blue and pink.
 
   Rose stood up and turned to the group. “Everyone, this is Milly. We knew she would be coming so make her feel at home. She is now a sister in our herd and we will treat her with respect and kindness.”
 
   The others smiled and bowed their heads to me. Warmth fell over me as they moved in, chatting and giggling, asking me questions about my last home and telling me how wonderful it is here. For the first time I felt like I was some place I belonged. I smiled as some of the girls reached out and touched my breasts. I fondled theirs and the mood lightened. It was normal to feel each other when getting to know each other. It was a sign of wanting to know you and respect. The other kows were cruel with their touching but these girls were gentle and polite.
 
   “Alright, we are making dinner. Let’s give Milly some space and get to work.” Rose commanded before turning to me. “Milly will you assist me in the kitchen?”
 
   I nodded my head and stood up, ready to get to work.
 
   ***
 
   Darkness and shadow played with my mind. My limbs felt heavy as I tried to move. It was like I was buried in mud and trying to claw my way out. When a dire wolf rushed out of the chilling darkness, maw open and razor sharp teeth gleaming, I woke with a start.
 
   Sitting up in a panic, I quickly looked around. The barn was quiet and dark. The girls all slept quietly in their beds. I rubbed my neck and could feel sweat on my fingers. Beth’s bed was next to mine, her eyes opening as I continued to rub my tight neck muscles.
 
   “I had nightmares my first night too. Rose managed to help me sleep. I could help you sleep?” Beth whispered.
 
   “Help me sleep? I don’t know…..” I said trailing off.
 
   Beth stared at me a long moment before slipping out of bed and into mine. Pressing her body against mine, the heat did manage to calm me. Arms closing around me, the petite kow snuggled her face into my chest. The comfort was welcomed and I wrapped my arms around her. We silently held each other for a long time before a small hand ran down over my rump and squeezed my thigh. Looking at Beth, she stared at me as fingers pushed between my legs. The shine of her eyes blinked as delicate fingers touched my sex and rubbed. The tingling raced to my nipples and wetness began to flow between my thighs. The nightmare started to fade and deep heat pounded from my heart.
 
   Beth pushed her round tits against me and wetness bloomed. Even in the dim light, I could see little rivulets of white milk spill from her nipples. The kow pushed her nipple in my mouth and instinctually I kissed her engorged tip. Mouth closing over it, I suckled, taking her cream down my throat. All darkness faded from me as I drank down her comforting cream. I had seen other kows do it under stress but I never experienced it until now. Beth played with me, rubbing my nub as I sucked on her heavy tit. I couldn’t hold back a moan and it filled the barn.
 
   Looking up, I could see a few kows move under their blankets. One sat up and looked over to me and Beth. She smiled and lay back down. It wasn’t taboo to take the milk of another but the more I suckled, the more I thought of Master Black. Body reacting, my breasts felt heavy and my nipples wanted to burst. I never had my first milking but I knew it would happen soon. I think my new home and surroundings were pushing me closer to producing the milk humans coveted so much.
 
   A shudder ran up and down my body. This caused Beth to rub me faster. My own wetness spilled all over her fingers but I opened my thighs further so she would have better access. The pressure was mind blowing. I pulled away, savoring Beth’s cream in my mouth as she worked to relieve my stress. Calmness flowed over me and then a spike of pleasure welled up. I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming. Hips moving to Beth’s rhythm, her milk spilling onto my own tits, I gasped a deep moan. Nerves burst with magical fire and I bucked to Beth’s touch. Warm tingling ran along my body as I felt myself fall deeper into bed. Beth hugged me close, her warmth and mine mingling.  Eyes rolling into my head, I fell asleep into dreamland. 
 
   ***
 
   Nervous energy caused me to shift in my seat. I sat in my milking station stall, waiting for my turn to be hooked up. Master Black was setting up Rose across from me and I was terrified of being next. With Master Black was another man, slightly thinner but broad shouldered and clean shaven. He had wavy brown hair and was smiling a lot.
 
   “Wesley, I just can’t thank you enough for giving me a job.” The man smiled cheerfully.
 
   Wesley finished connecting the clear glass tubes to Rose’s engorged breasts. Rose let out a heated sigh as the machine turned on. I watched fascinated as Rose moaned and milk squirted out her nipples and down the clear tubing. Rose’s breathing quickened and her cheeks turned pink as the machine pulled cream from her.
 
   Master Black turned over to me but stayed standing. “Don’t mention it. I’m just glad you’re staying a while before going off to Stukarr city.” Master Black looked to me and then back to his friend. “Jon, this is Milly. Milly, this is my best friend Jon. He will be staying here and helping out for a few weeks.”
 
   I looked up and smiled at Jon. Both men seemed to linger, looking at me in my white dress. There was a deep ache filling my chest and I was afraid if they looked at me anymore I would explode. My first time was happening and I almost wanted to hook the machine up myself. I had seen Master Rekk and the farm hands do it hundreds of times growing up but no one yet had hooked me up.
 
   Wesley’s eyes took on a sweet glow before pushing it away. “Jon, check on the girls and make sure none have pulled the equipment off.”
 
   Jon nodded and walked off. I sat in my stall, ready for the moment of truth. The stall around me was quite nice with white tiles and a comfortable chair I could lean back in. A stack of books sat on a small shelf and the milking machine under the chair with tubes hanging on their wall hooks. Rose looked across to me and gave a reassuring smile and more milk flowed from her.
 
   “Milly, I’m going to hook you to the machine. Let me know if you feel any pain.” Master Black said with kindness.
 
   I nodded silently. Hands reaching forward, I stayed very still as my master pulled down the top of my dress, exposing my heavy tits and pointed light brown nipples. I didn’t squirm as he took a handful and hefted it in his fingers. Bliss crashed into me as he gently fondled my ripe breasts. It seemed to go on forever as sensitive places ached to his touch. Thumbs running over my points, I gasped and felt a rush of blood to my face and chest. An unusual flare of heat bloomed and I never wanted him to stop touching me.
 
   Wesley continued to massage, looking at my nipples and looking to me. I tried to keep my eyes on him but his touch was intoxicating. With closed eyes, I bit my lip. I opened them when a hand pulled away and took ahold of a glass tube connected to a clear plastic hose. My eyes grew wider as he connected the end over my nipple and turned on the machine with his foot. The tube made a suction sound before touching around my nipple. Like a hungry animal, the tube sucked at my nipple. I gasped again as another tube was connected to my other nipple. Master Black kneeled before me, watching me as I writhed to the machine sucking at my engorged tips. 
 
   At first, nothing was happening. The suction begged at me as my full chest heaved. I gripped the arm rests and found myself squirming. Staring at my master, desire dripped into my eyes. He stood up but stayed there, watching me. Darkness touched the corner of his eyes before it flowed away.
 
   “It’s okay Milly. Let the machine do all the work.” Master Black said. 
 
   I squirmed on and on, heat and wanting storming through my shapely form. Wetness spilled from between my legs and heat rushed into my cheeks. I looked down to see the dress was still covering me but I didn’t know for how long. It was only a matter of time before I made my dress wet.
 
   Eyes on me, a little cry welled up my throat. I was ready to pull the tubes off when something burst. Looking down, white creamy milk burst from my throbbing peaks. It was a release I have never known before. I slammed my back into the chair as the machine pulled more and more milk from me. The wetness between my legs spilled as blissful sensations washed over my body. I writhed and moaned as more and more milk drained from me into a small bottle connected to the machine.
 
   Master Black stepped closer and patted my hand. Without realizing it, I grabbed his wrist and held him, tightly. My master looked down but did not pull away. I heaved as milk drained down the tube but I couldn’t let go of him. It was all too much and my body wanted him. 
 
   Pulling at my master’s wrist, I put his fingers under my dress until he touched my wet opening. Master Black dipped his fingers into my folds and I gripped him tighter.
 
   “Please master.” I whispered.
 
   The hunger I felt was all consuming. The more the machine sucked my milk, the more I needed my master inside me, filling me. It was taboo to be with monster girls but I didn’t care for taboos or not. Master’s scent drifted down and I drank it in while I held his wrist in place, wanting him to play with me.
 
   Jon was still off to the side watching one of the girls but my master only had eyes for me. Fingers caressed my glowing nub, his touch gentle but firm. Moving my hips, I wanted more of him. Across from me, Rose watched with interested eyes. Her smile carried a wicked edge as I forced my master to pleasure me.
 
   Waves of sensations flowed as I coated my master’s fingers with my wetness. Pushing deeper inside, his thumb rubbed my clit as he slid fingers in and out. The combination of the machine and my master caused my eyes to roll into my head. There was another burst but this one was deeper, hotter. I clutched at his wrist, nearly bucking in my seat.
 
   The look of fondness faded from Master Black’s eyes. After my orgasm, he pulled his hand and arm from me. I let out a whimper as his eyes turned to an icy cold stare.
 
   “Milly that was wrong. If you do that again I will have to punish you.” Master Black whispered.
 
   “No master, please.” I whispered back.
 
   Master Black ignored me. He stood up and was about to walk away. I stared at him, lost to these feelings. I wanted to jump on him, hold him, and take him inside me. I wanted everything about him. Master Black looked to me with eyes filled with sorrow but only for an instant. He then turned and walked to Jon who started asking what he could do next to help.
 
   I sat in the chair, feeling like a discarded thing. Rose looked to me with an empathetic stare. The machine continued its relentless pull on my nipples, draining more milk from them. I wanted to cry but a fire blazed in my belly. I didn’t care if master would punish me, it will be worth it to drain his human seed in me. I wanted him more than anything I ever wanted and I could feel he wanted me. I spent my morning thinking on how I could make him take me.
 
   ***
 
   The sun began to set on the horizon and dusk settled over the green lands. A few stars twinkled into the darkening sky and I was mulling about by a tree. I had spent most of the day watching my master. He spent a lot of time with his friend Jon. They were talking and laughing about shared memories while the day wore on. 
 
   I was only hooked up to the milking machine for an hour so I had the rest of the day to spend in the fields or pond. Instead, I tried to get close and hear what they were talking about so maybe I could get a clue on how I could have him.
 
   “In town they keep talking about more and more dire wolves in the forests. Have you had any attacks recently?” Jon asked while sipping on a drink.
 
   Master Black sat in his chair with drink in hand. “No. I’ve been fortunate that none of the girls have been attacked. I do have some detection rods in the fields. If one of the girls is loose or something is there that shouldn’t be there, this necklace will let me know.”
 
   I sat down with my back to the tree and tried to act normal. My ears are very sensitive and I could hear them just barely. The two men continued talking.
 
   “I’m glad the milk business has been good to you. When I go to Stukarr I will be sure to set up some deals. Maybe we can get a regular delivery there.” Jon took another sip.
 
   “That would be great. I’m so tied up here that I don’t have time to travel to the city.”
 
   Both men toasted and took a deep gulp.
 
   Jon wiped his mouth and smiled. “So how do you do it? How do you keep from wanting to fuck those fine kows?”
 
   Master Black let out a deep laugh. The vibrations made me melt. 
 
   “Pure will power, I can’t chance someone finding out. It would be bad for business.”
 
   “But still, they must be tempting. I mean your recent one, Milly is it? She has an amazing body even for a monster girl.”
 
   Master leaned forward. “Only because I trust you but yes, sometimes it’s damn hard. They can be so innocent but sometimes they can be real slutty. I have seen them when their hormones are out of control. They love humans but I have to keep them in line. I don’t want a magistrate to find out and they investigate me.”
 
   Jon gave a sly smile. “You wouldn’t mind if…..”
 
   Master Black stopped him short. “Don’t even think about it. They will fuck you into submission.”
 
   “That’s not a bad thing. I find it hard to believe you don’t want to give it a try. You know I won’t tell anyone.”
 
   Master Black was silent for a moment before his eyes looked over and connected with mine. I pulled my head back behind the tree and sat there wondering if he really saw me.
 
   “I know. You’re like a brother to me. The young perverted brother I never had.” Master laughed.
 
   I was ready to get up and walk away when Rose appeared next to me. She sat down and looked me deep in the eyes.
 
   “I know what you desire.” Rose said and placed her hand over mine.
 
   “Please Rose, don’t tell anyone. I don’t want master to get in trouble.” I whimpered.
 
   Rose chuckled quietly. “No need to worry. We all have had those thoughts. You haven’t even seen him with his shirt off. I’m here because I want to help you. I think he does have feelings for you.”
 
   “How do you know?”
 
   “The way he talked about you to us. Master wanted to make sure we were accommodating to you when you arrived. His eyes would light up at the mention of your name. The girls and I talked about it and noticed he was taking extra care for setting your accommodations. He was never as gentle as he was when he hooked you up to be milked.”
 
   “But you could get in trouble if you help me. I don’t want that.”
 
   Rose gave a playful wink. “I like getting in trouble too. Master’s friend looks like he could mount me all night.”
 
   I breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank you Rose but I’m still not sure how to get Master alone.”
 
   “I have seen master and Jon drinking every night. I think tonight will be more of the same. Jon is staying in the guest room on the lower floor. Master has told us the house is off limits but I know he doesn’t lock the doors. I will sneak in and distract Jon.”
 
   “Do I sneak in with you?” I asked.
 
   “No my dear, master is very protective of all of us. While I distract his friend, you will wander the fields when it is dark. Master will come out to you and bring you back on horseback. Then when you sit behind him, rub some of your milk on your fingers and put it to his lips.”
 
   “Put it to his lips?” I didn’t fully understand.
 
   Rose giggled. “Humans love the taste of our milk. It drives them wild with sexual hunger. If you manage to get him to taste you then he won’t be able to control himself.”
 
   I thought it over quietly for a long moment. “It will be worth it to try. Thank you Rose.”
 
   “Don’t thank me yet. Just be ready to share the disgusting details when it’s all over.”
 
   ***
 
   Night blanketed the land and a mist floated over the grass. Rose and I had snuck out of the barn and now watched the master’s house. The lights were on and music played. The two men were drinking and having a good time laughing and talking. I trembled next to a tree with Rose. This felt so wrong. I was sure we would be found out and punished for such a daring scheme. Rose seemed confident it would work but I wasn’t so sure. The look in his eyes when he left me in the milking barn made me worry that this might be the wrong thing to do. But the fire inside told me it was right to try.
 
   “Okay, go out into the fields. When master detects you, he will come to collect you. I will sneak inside and distract Jon so you and master can have some alone time.”
 
   I nodded. “Thank you Rose.”
 
   “You’re welcome blonde beauty.” Rose smiled.
 
   I was up and nearly sprinting into the open fields. The crescent moon was out and it cast its glow all over the wide open fields. I looked back to see Rose sneak closer and closer to the house. I turned my head back and ran as far as I could. My feet were caked in wet dew and mud as my heart pounded in my chest. Soon I was so far out the house was nothing more than a lit spec in the distance.
 
   I slowed down and walked, my mind racing with my master coming to get me. Long moments passed and I continued my march into the dark night. I stopped and looked around. I hadn’t spent much time out in the fields. I lost sight of the barns and house. Worry crept into my heart. I couldn’t figure out in what direction home was. I was lost and unsure if master was on his way.
 
   Feeling stupid, I started to panic. What if dire wolves steal me in the night? Master would never get to me and I would be meat for the beasts. Perking up my ears, I listened for anything moving in the dark. Clusters of trees dotted the landscape, monsters could be lurking anywhere. 
 
   Becoming still, I waited for something to jump out and eat me. I would die a foolish young kow and I would have never known my master’s true love. Something thudded in the distance. Fear took hold and I bent down, trying to make myself as small as possible. Moonlight glowed off my white dress and I cursed myself for wearing it. Death was coming to me. It must have my scent and some monster was going to eat me in the moon light.
 
   A dark shape moved across the fields straight for me. It was big and black. My eyes tried to adjust to the dim light but the closer it moved, the more scared I became. I was about to scream when my heart leaped in my chest. On horseback Master Black rode with whip in hand and determination in his eyes. I stood up and waved to him, so happy to finally see him.
 
   The horse strode to a stop and Master jumped down. Arms out, he grabbed me and nearly shook me. “Why are you out here? There could be monsters close by! You could have gotten yourself killed!”
 
   “I’m sorry master. I went for a walk and became lost.” I said in a low voice.
 
   My eyes went wide when he hugged me close. Big arms held me tightly as he pressed his body to mine. I felt safe seeing him but now I knew nothing could hurt me. My master was here to protect me.
 
   “Milly, you have to be careful. I couldn’t stand the thought of losing you.”
 
   “Master?” I asked while not letting go.
 
   Master Black pulled away. The same darkness and anger returned to his eyes. He stared at me and I felt myself shrink a little.
 
   “I said you would be punished. Let’s get back and I will figure out what to do with you.”
 
   The same excitement ran through me as I felt my heart sag in my chest. I didn’t know what to expect. Master was acting so strange with me; I couldn’t understand why. I still had Rose’s plan to seduce him but I found myself having second thoughts. Biting my lip, I decided I couldn’t go through with it. Master put a foot into a stirrup and hoisted himself up onto the horse. With arm out, I took hold and was pulled up behind him. Arms around his waist, I held on tightly as master clicked his teeth.
 
   The ride back was quiet. Masters warmth and scent was driving me mad. I buried my face into his back, taking it all in. My nipples tingled against his leather jacket, wanting to release a flood of my creamy milk. The dull ache between my legs was made worse by the motion of the horse underneath. Despite the cool night air, I was feeling hot and wanting.
 
   The horse trotted on toward Master’s house. I thought for sure we would be going to the barn. I stayed silent as we reached the front porch and master dismounted. With hands out, my master helped me down to the ground. His strong arms held me like I weighed nothing. 
 
   “Inside.” Master commanded.
 
   Head bent forward I walked to the front door. Entering in the house, I could feel my muddy feet tracking all over the floor. I glanced to Master Black and he still had his whip in his hand. I feared how badly he would punish me. I wanted to throw myself at his feet and beg forgiveness.
 
   Master pointed to the stairs. I followed his command and climbed the stairs. I listened for Rose and I could hear her pleasuring herself with Master’s friend.  They were quiet but not completely quiet. The small noise I could detect set me on fire.
 
   At the top of the stairs, I was marched to a pair of double doors. Master opened them and gently put a hand on the small of my back and pushed me in.  I thought I was walking into a room where he would punish me but instead a vast comfy bedroom sprawled out before us. 
 
   I walked in further to see a large bed in the middle. Book shelves filled with tomes lined the walls. A desk was off to the left covered in papers and journals. To my right was an open doorway to a beautiful bathroom. I turned to my master. He put the whip on the desk and turned his eyes to me. Again that dark and lustful gaze clouded his eyes. He was between me and the main doors. I was trapped with nowhere to go.
 
   “You know its taboo to fuck you but it’s not taboo to punish you.” Master gave me a greedy smile.
 
   Those words caused further tingling in my nipples. My breasts were practically straining at my dress top. Looking down, I tried to hide my own greedy desires. Master was going to punish me and I had to obey. 
 
   Grabbing the back of my neck, master pushed me to the bathroom. I let out a yelp but it wasn’t in fear. Inside, I was directed to the shower and there I stood. Master turned on the shower and steamy water flowed. 
 
   “Take off your dress.”
 
   I grabbed at the dress bottom and pulled up over my head.  I let it drop to the ground and stood naked. Master eyed me and moved in close, his breath on my bare shoulder. I trembled as he gave me a slight push into the shower. Hot water ran down my body and it felt fantastic.  I turned to master staring at my naked body. The mud on my feet washed away but I still felt dirty. He could do anything to me and I had to obey.
 
   “Take off my clothes.” Master said as he took off his jacket and threw it back into the bedroom.
 
   Wet, I stepped out of the shower and took hold of his buttoned shirt. My sex quivered with each button undone. Master kept cool eyes on me as I reached his belt and opened his shirt. Strong sculpted muscles greeted me and it was my turn to stare. I undid his belt and pulled it from his waist. Next I unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down his zipper. 
 
   I thought he would be wearing under clothes but lucky me he wasn’t. Peeling back his jeans I could see something big tucked down. I had to bend down to push down his pants. In doing so, master’s cock nearly smacked me in the cheek. When his jeans were around his ankles, master stepped out of them but I was mesmerized by the size of his manhood. It was so big that I didn’t realize I was licking my lips.
 
   I sank to my knees, ready to take his cock in my mouth when Master stepped passed me and into the shower. Turning, master put one hand to his hair in the flowing water. I crawled back into the shower like a hungry beast. I kneeled again to my knees and ran my tongue along the shaft. Water cascaded over our bodies and master treated me like I wasn’t even there. He teased me and I couldn’t hold back any longer. 
 
   I was becoming wet in more ways than one. My own fingers touched my slit while my lips and tongue ran along his veiny member. I was so hungry for his cock the more I licked my way down to his thick head. My other hand took hold of the shaft and I pointed it up. Pressing it to my lips, they parted and licked at the tip. Master looked down and silently nodded to me.
 
   Water rained down as I sucked on the end of his member. My full breasts felt like they were going to explode in a river of milk. Rubbing myself, I took more and more inches into my mouth.
 
   A warm groan filled the shower as I pressed my tongue along the shaft, making my mouth tight. Looking up as water poured down, I never took my eyes away as master moaned his approval. A strong hand took hold of my hair and I stopped moving.
 
   “You know you shouldn’t be doing this.” Master said in a low hiss.
 
   With muffled moans, master force fed me his cock. Inches pushed in and I sucked on him, wanting his come to burst in my mouth. I muffled protests but they were halfhearted as he moved his hips, sliding back and forth pass my lips. Hot water rolled down our bodies as master fucked my mouth over and over. A drop of come dripped from the end and splashed on my tongue. Something supernatural took over as I sucked harder and harder. A terrible hunger pushed at my very being to drain my master of every last drop of sperm.
 
   Master’s moans grew louder, his hips moving with more power. With a gasp, he pulled himself from my mouth but I reached out to take him back in. Insatiable, I tried to stuff his cock back in my mouth. Master took hold of my arm and lifted me to my feet. Big arms scooped me up and pressed me against the shower wall.
 
   The move was so brutal and swift, it turned me on beyond my limits. Milk burst from my nipples in an instant as I was pinned to the tiled wall. Master held me there; legs wide with powerful arms underneath, his cock sandwiched between us and pointed up. I cried as I took hold of my full tits, squeezing more milk out of them.
 
   “No man or beast has taken your virginity, have they?” Master asked.
 
   “No master.” I whispered.
 
   “Now you’re spilling good milk. This cannot go unpunished.”
 
   “Punish me master. Punish me!” I whimpered, my own desire spiraling out of control.
 
   Master stared into my wanting eyes. “Remember this moment. Remember that it was I who took your purity. It was I who punished you for these terrible desires.”
 
   “Yes master.” I moaned.
 
   Shifting his hips, master pulled away just enough for me to take hold of his cock. I put the tip to my tight wet slit with heated deep breaths. Master’s powerful hips pushed, his cock spreading my lips aside. I clutched at him, forcing myself on him as he pushed into me. Pain bloomed and I cried out. As quickly as it came, a flood of ecstasy crashed into me, drowning the pain. My mouth made a perfect O as master plunged my depths. Inch after wide inch spread me open to nearly my breaking point. I said to myself that I deserved everything he did to me. I was his bad kow and needed to be punished. Master was right, master is always right.
 
      Forcing my back against the tiled wall, I held tight to his broad shoulders. Pleasure made me whimper as his powerful hips pushed in between my thighs, making me take every inch of his thick member. Closing my legs around his waist, I shuddered with each deep thrust. Master took his time, slowly taking me over and over. It drove me mad with drunken lust. I buried my face in his neck, licking and kissing him. Each thrust made me coo as I was trapped in his power.
 
   Master pulled at my hair and I obeyed by bringing my head back. Cupping one of my heavy breasts, he took hold and ran his tongue over my leaking nipple. The mere touch of his hot tongue made me clench, becoming tighter. Master closed his mouth and teased more milk out with his tongue. Pleasure soared as I grunted and moaned to his desires. I looked down as master suckled at me, squeezing my breasts so more milk would spurt out. Inside, his member became hard as steel. I know kow milk was an aphrodisiac but I had never seen a man after drinking it. I cried out again as he nibbled at my sensitive nipple. The more of my milk he drank, the harder he fucked me. Master’s perfect eyebrows formed a V as he was determined to fuck me until he was done and not a moment sooner.
 
   Milk streamed from my other tit, down his manly chest. The steamy bathroom grew misty as our bodies moved to a primal rhythm. I squeezed and could not hold back any longer. Crying out loudly, I shuddered and clutched at him, an orgasm filling me with unbridled bliss. Eyes rolling into my head, I was quiet as master continued his assault, pressing me to the wall and drinking my forbidden milk.
 
   Time lost all meaning. It could have been seconds or hours but master stopped and slowly pulled out of me. Setting me down, my thighs trembled and barely could hold me up. Master still had not come.
 
   Master turned off the shower. “Dry me off.” 
 
   I stumbled out of the shower, quickly grabbing a towel and rushing to my master. He stood like an angry statue and I wanted to please him. I started to dry him but my eyes kept falling to his throbbing manhood. When I brought the towel down to dry it, fingers ran along the shaft. Milk dripped from my nipples and master gave one a squeeze. White creamy milk squirted on his hard member. I let the towel drop and took hold, stroking him with my cream dripping down the shaft.
 
   Master watched me with approval. “Go to the bed.”
 
   I did as I was told and left the bathroom. My body was still wet but I was burning hot. Master walked behind me. When I reached the bed, master pushed his dangling hard cock between my ass cheeks. Big hands smoothed down my sides as I waited to be punished further.
 
   Master Black let go of me and crawled into bed. He lay on his back with his cock standing up. My hand reached out and pulled back. A smug smile appeared on his lips as his hand stroked his member covered in my milk. Urges made my knees touch the bed, ready to pounce on him.
 
    “Come to me.” Master said with a wicked grin.
 
   I crawled into bed and over him, eyes drinking in his toned body. Hands took hold of my hips and be maneuvered me over his throbbing member. Before I could do anything, he pushed me down, the tip of his member spreading me open once again and pleasure spiraling upward. I squeezed as I slid down, my own wetness running down his shaft as I eagerly took him. When I reached the base, master held me there. I was so horny I tried to squirm but he held me in place, torturing me on his cock. 
 
   My fingers went to my nipples, rubbing them with more milk spilling out. White streams ran down off my tits, down my stomach and creating a puddle between my thighs where master and I connected. I whimpered but master’s grip on my hips was too strong. He watched me as my entire body wanted to move on him. Then he let go and I immediately began moving on his manhood, sliding up and down faster and faster. Master watched with lustful eyes as I bounced on him, trying everything I could to please him. I moaned and cried while moving faster. The room quickly filled with the sound of skin on skin. Milk squirted down the front of my body as I threw my head back and moaned in heat.
 
   Master touched my leaking nipples and brought milked covered fingers to his mouth. My eyes met his as he licked my cream off his fingers. Master’s cock grew harder and another burst of bliss rang through my lower body. Heat rushed into my chest and face as I continued, unable to stop myself.
 
   Master was quiet as his eyes closed. I drove myself on him, impaling myself on him over and over again, needing him to come. It was all consuming as I thrust down and squeezed. Master held my hips once again as his cock grew thicker. I cried out for more and more as master helped slam me down on his spear. My nerves coiled as if they were ready to break. The wet slapping of my thighs and ass on his powerful body was too much to bear.
 
   Screaming, my nerves exploded in hot magical fire. I threw my head up letting the screams turn into loud moans. Master’s cock thickened again and he grunted. Molten jets of come spurted into my tight opening. Another orgasm bloomed and I made strange animal noises. My body vibrated and I continued to milk every last drop of come from his cock. Milk squirted again onto master’s chest. Shuddering, I moved on him with terrible passion.
 
   Collapsing, I fell forward onto master. My body moving of its own accord to master’s still hard cock. Smaller explosions lit up my senses but I couldn’t stop, sliding on him as come leaked out of my tight opening.
 
   There was a knock at the door.
 
   I kept moving but Master seemed to look up. “Come in.” Master bellowed.
 
   The door opened. “Sorry to bother you but I didn’t feel right not telling you that one of your kows…..” Jon trailed off.
 
   Master looked over as I stayed moving, giving Jon an eyeful of us joined. “Rose snuck in.” Master said flatly.
 
    “Uh…yea…she is sleeping in my bed. I didn’t want you to get mad so I came up to tell you.”
 
   I turned my head to the doorway. Jon stood bare chested with a towel wrapped around his waist. He was stock still but seeing me on master caused a fire to ignite in his eyes.
 
   “We can talk about it tomorrow.” Jon said as he turned to leave.
 
   Master looked to me. “May my best friend join us?”
 
   I nodded and moaned. I was so turned on that I would do anything to please my master.
 
   “You both are too kind.” Jon smiled.
 
   I groaned as my body hungered for more.
 
   Master patted my hip and I hesitantly let Master’s cock pull out. It made a wet slap against his stomach. I crawled back knowing what he wanted, what we both wanted. Master had been drinking my milk but I wanted to drink his come. Jon moved closer, letting the towel fall away. I glanced back to his cock getting harder. He was not as big as my master but he was still impressive.
 
   Crawling off the bed, I was on my knees and waiting. Master sat up and moved to the end of the bed, letting his feet touch the soft carpet. Jon stood behind me, his hand touching my hair.
 
   “Have you tasted a man’s seed?” Master looked down into my big eyes.
 
   “No master.”
 
   “My seed will be the first. You will always remember that.”
 
   “Yes master.” I said nodding my head.
 
   Fingers taking hold, I pushed Master’s cock into my waiting mouth. I tasted not only my cream but some of master’s come. I moaned as I licked and sucked, trying to drink down every drop. Master watched as my head bounced in between his legs. Taking inches deep, I wanted nothing more than to have master shower my throat with his seed. Behind me I could feel Jon fall to his knees, hands taking hold of my hips. Lifting me up caused my head to take several more inches of master’s cock into my mouth. Fingers touched and spread my folds, come and honey dripping. 
 
   “Fuck her hard.” Master told his friend.
 
   Jon took hold of his cock and pressed it to my abused opening. Muffled moans rose up my throat as Master’s friend pulled my tail aside and pushed into me, deeply. Jon’s hips touched my round ass and then he started to slide back and forth. The thrusting grew harder and harder as Jon held me in place. Master ran his fingers through my hair, a thumb touching one of my small horns. Each time Jon slammed into my ass, it pushed me to take master’s cock deeper down my throat. Soon we had a rhythm and spirals of pleasure surged.
 
   Milk dripped from my nipples as they bounced to Jon’s strong thrusts. The sound of skin on skin mixed with moans and slurping noises. The symphony of our bodies carried on. I tightened my mouth, teasing my master’s cock with my tongue. It slathered along raised veins and hot skin. Jon was eager, taking hold of my waist and pulling me onto his member. He was not gentle and they only served to moan louder.  The rocking back and forth was literally too much. There was a hot wet burst, followed by another and another. A chain of explosions roared internally as nerves lit up with hellish bliss. I moaned but couldn’t stop even if I wanted to. Moans growing louder, Jon slapped my ass with his hips, making them bright red. My hands gripped my master’s hips, trying to force my mouth down to the base of his cock.
 
   Master groaned as his cock grew thicker. The tightness around my lips was overwhelming. I bounced more, begging and pleading with my mouth for his hot seed. Master took hold of my head, making me take every inch in my mouth. My eyes shot open as hot come spurted down my throat. Seconds grew longer as more and more spurted. I pulled back a little just to have more come spurt into my mouth, nearly filling it; the amount of it was obscene as I drank it down. Jon’s cock also thickened as he let out a loud grunt. My already full slit was filled again with spurts of hot thick come. Eyes rolling up, I continued to fuck and suck my Master and his friend.
 
   “Was it good?” Master asked me as I drank down his come.
 
   I muffled a yes.
 
   “Good because we have the rest of the night to punish you my bad kow.”
 
   I nodded, not letting go of master’s cock. I continued sucking his still hard member, begging for more.
 
   ***
 
   The morning light flooded master’s bedroom. We lay with arms and legs tangled in each other. My body ached as I moved slightly. A hand touched my full breast and lazy eyes opened to master staring at me. His smile was infectious, causing me to smile as well. Jon had left a few hours ago. I thought we would sleep longer but master’s growing manhood against my leg told me otherwise.
 
   “Master, will you continue to punish me?” I asked.
 
   Master let out small laugh. “Until you learn your lesson.”
 
   “Yes master.” I said eagerly.
 
   Master Wesley’s eyes looked away for a moment. It was enough for me to be concerned. I moved in close, pressing my full breasts to his manly chest. Master looked back to me with something on his mind.
 
   “What is it master?”
 
   “Do you remember me? Do you remember when we first met?”
 
   The look on his face and those words caused a flash flood of memories to spill into my mind. How could I have forgotten! How could I have let that wonderful memory lay so deep in my past? It was like a light turning on for the first time, bright and full of wonder.
 
   Master continued. “You were my first kiss. I never stopped thinking about you.”
 
   “You were that wonderful boy who came to visit. You nearly fell over me as I lay in the tall grass.”
 
   “I couldn’t stop staring at you. Even then I thought you were so beautiful.” Master said with wet eyes.
 
   “We played and played, running and chasing each other for hours.” I said as I put a hand to his cheek.
 
   “We kissed in the afternoon sun.”
 
   “And then you were gone.” I said with a touch of sadness.
 
   “I told my father about you. He punished me. He told me it was against the law to play, much less kiss a monster girl. I kept quiet after that but I always thought about you. As I grew older, I promised myself I would buy you and set you free.”
 
   My own eyes watered. “I’m free?”
 
   “Yes, if you want to be. It is your choice. I just knew I had to have you, if only for a little bit.” Master’s eyes glowed with happiness.
 
   I pulled him closer and we kissed. 
 
   When we finished, I gazed into his beautiful eyes. “I’m already free in my heart. I want to be here, with you.”
 
   “It could be dangerous. If any magistrates find out, I could be arrested and you could be sold to another.”
 
   “I’m willing to take the chance if you are. I cannot bear to be without my master.”
 
   “And I cannot be without you. Stay with me and I promise to always be there with you and for you.” Master Wesley smiled and held my hand to his chest.
 
   “Yes my master. Yes my love.” I cried.
 
   Bodies entwined, we made love all day and well into the night. The outside world could not accept our love but it didn’t matter what they thought. We were here, together and ready to love every day and night like it was our last.
 
    
 
   ~Fin~
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