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CHAPTER 1
 
“If it wasn’t for the look you have about you, I probably woulda passed on by.”
The truck driver smiled at Felix, revealing several empty gaps in his teeth. Snow fell gently outside the window as they moved along. There wasn’t a single car, pedestrian, or building in sight, nothing but mountains on the horizon and hills of white.
“The look I have about me?” Felix chuckled. “I’m not sure if that’s a compliment, but I’ll take it as one.”
“The look you have about you,” said the driver. “The last guy I drove across the ice roads, see, he didn’t look right.”
Felix shifted. The passenger seat was cold, and even with the truck’s heat on high, the outside chill managed to leak into the cab wherever it could. He wore a thick winter jacket, snow pants, boots, and gloves. It was only now that he was beginning to realize how necessary it all was.
“And let me guess,” said Felix. “Something happened with him?”
“He tried to mug me!” said the truck driver. “He made a good show of it! Didn’t realize that I keep a .357 under the seat. Mainly for peace of mind, mind you. Haven’t seen a bear in months.”
Felix knew what the man wanted him to ask. He decided to play along, though his thoughts wandered from the conversation.
“Did you shoot him?” he asked. 
The man shook his head.
“Nah,” he said. “Kicked him out of my truck a hundred miles from anywhere, though. That’s about as good when the weather is like this. Most people know better than to be on the ice roads.”
“Most people,” said Felix.
“You mind explaining to me again just what makes the North Spire a place worth visiting for a young man like yourself?”
Felix smiled.
“I’m a photographer,” he said.
“Like weddings and stuff?”
“Not exactly,” he said. 
“Ahhh…” The truck driver grinned at him, a knowing look in his eyes. “I get it. There are some pretty girls up in that tower. Never figured any of em would be into that kind of thing, though.”
Felix sighed.
“Look, I’m just going up there to take some photos of what life in a remote outpost is all about,” he said. “300 people, living in the heart of Alaska, in a single building… It makes for interesting photography content.”
The truck driver didn’t appear to be listening to him. He was staring ahead of them, frowning as the snowfall thickened, obscuring their view forward.
“Are you expecting it to pay well?” asked the driver.
“I’m hoping so,” said Felix. “I’m really, really hoping so.”
He’d been hoping in much the same way at the start of his last two adventure photography outings, along the coast of the Great Lakes, and then up into the Canadian wilderness. He’d bought his expensive winter outer layers for that one, and the photos he’d taken had ended up on a stock photo website depository and earned him essentially nothing.
The truck driver muttered something under his breath and slowed down substantially as they passed through a windblown curtain of white dust. They’d been on the road for hours, and the small talk was beginning to wear on Felix.
“You’re not expecting me to wait around for you, are ya?” asked the driver.
Felix shook his head.
“No,” he said. “I’ll pay for a ride back from one of the locals once I’m done.”
The truck driver made an inquisitive humming noise.
“It doesn’t really work like that in North Spire,” he said. “The main cause of death for the people there is driving on these here ice roads during the dead of winter. I doubt any of them will be fixin to head south for a few months, bare minimum.”
“Well, then I guess I’ll give you a call,” said Felix.
“It’s gonna be four, maybe five times what you paid me for the trip out.”
“What?” Felix frowned. He didn’t have that much. He was hoping to make money off his soon to be taken photos of the area as soon as he could get them online, but it wasn’t a sure thing.
“It’s the ice storm, kid,” said the driver. “You seem like a decent fellow. Motivated, not like all those other lazy twenty somethings. I wish you well.”
The snowfall in front of them slowed, and Felix could see his destination on the horizon. It looked even stranger in person than he’d expected. 
All of the approximately 300 inhabitants of North Spire lived in a single ten story tower, the “spire” from which it took its name. Felix could see a few other buildings nearby, tiny and insignificant in comparison. 
The town did not look especially inviting. Snow and ice coated the outside of the spire, with long icicles hanging from window outcroppings, giving off the appearance of crystalline teeth. The tower was constructed out of unornamented concrete, and aside from a large satellite dish jutting up from the roof, it looked entirely unremarkable. It wasn’t the kind of thing anyone would pay to look at.
“Hasn’t changed a bit since the last time I was here,” said the driver. “Interesting people inside.”
He slowed to a stop a few hundred yards out from what appeared to be the front entrance.
“You aren’t going to bring me all the way up?” asked Felix. 
“Nope,” he said. “Doesn’t look like they’ve shoveled their section of the road yet today. Best not to risk it.”
Felix nodded and buried his frustration. He took off one of his gloves to shake the man’s hand, thanked him for the ride, and then climbed out of the cab, pulling his bag onto his shoulder as his feet crunched into the snow.
The truck made a slow six point turn and then started off in the direction it’d come from. Felix’s hand felt cold, and it took him longer than it should have to connect that fact to his missing glove, still laying on the seat of the truck.
“Hey!” he shouted. “Hold on!”
He took three running steps after the truck, building up just enough speed to make the fourth step, the one that lost traction and threw him into an uncoordinated forward sprawl, particularly brutal. Felix landed hard on his chest, and it took a second for him to catch his breath.
He heard footsteps approaching from behind him in that second.
 



CHAPTER 2
 
“Do you know where you are, son?"
Felix turned around slowly, tucking his exposed hand into his jacket pocket. Through the falling snow, he could see an older man standing in the space between him and the spire.
"In your town," said Felix. He smiled and raised his hand. "My name is Felix. I'm a photographer."
The man didn't say anything. It only took a moment for the silence to become uncomfortable.
"I came to take some photos," he continued.
The old man started walking toward him. One of his legs dragged with each step, and he took his time.
"Now why would you want to do a thing like that?" The old man smiled. Far off behind him, Felix saw another man exiting out of the heavy metal door of the building.
"The same reason anyone would," said Felix. "Because there’s money in it. And honestly, your town is really interesting to me."
He smiled, catching the man's gaze. The old man sighed and slowly shook his head.
“I’m Mayor Senhaji,” he said.
“Felix Honlan,” said Felix.
The other man was standing at the mayor’s shoulder. He was taller and about a decade younger than the mayor, and from his hat and stereotypical uniform, Felix had him pegged as the local sheriff.
“Felix,” said the mayor. “These are hard times for North Spire.”
Felix opened his mouth to respond and then thought better of it. His exposed hand was beginning to feel the biting cold of the Alaskan north in throbbing detail.
“We’re going to take you inside,” said the mayor. “We’re going to look through your stuff. We have to make sure that you’re a… good person, before we can allow you to do anything.”
“Hurry up with it, Bart,” snapped the sheriff. “It doesn’t need explanation.”
Mayor Senhaji took a deep breath and then nodded. The sheriff stomped over to Felix and seized him roughly by the arm. The mayor took his bag, and started dragging it across the snow.
The area directly around the building’s entrance was clear of snow. A set of stairs led up to a metal set of double doors that looked more appropriate for a military installation than anything civilian. The sheriff heaved one open with a hard pull, and the mayor guided Felix inside.
He stood in what looked like the main lobby of an apartment complex, except much more comfortable and inviting. Several mismatched couches and chairs lined the walls, and the receptionist’s desk looked as though it had been overhauled into a minibar. Doors across the back led to stairways up and down, and there didn’t appear to be an elevator.
“Uh, there’s something you should know,” said Felix. “Something that I doubt either of you are going to like.”
The mayor’s features looked softer and more open in the light. He met Felix’s eye and nodded his head, inviting him to continue.
“The truck driver mentioned that an ice storm was on its way in when he dropped me off,” said Felix. “He said it would cost more for the ride back, enough that I’m essentially, uh, stranded.”
“You little shit!” The sheriff swung, hitting Felix in the back of the head with a rough, open palmed strike. He tumbled forward to the ground, his landing padded by his thick snow jacket and the carpet.
The door in the back of the room opened, and about a dozen people silently filed in. Felix pulled himself up into a sitting position, only to be greeted by a kick to the chest. He coughed hard and fell backward.
“Burke,” said Mayor Senhaji. “This is not helpful.”
“We don’t need another mouth to feed,” said the sheriff. “Especially not one we can’t trust. There’s no reason we have to let him inside.”
Felix was dazed, but still very much aware of the conversation.
“If you send me outside in this weather, it’s a death sentence,” he said.
The sheriff crouched down, putting his face across from Felix’s.
“I know that,” he said. The sheriff swung again, slapping Felix hard across the face. The pain burned harsh enough to bring tears to his eyes. Felix groaned and made an attempt at standing up, and reclaiming what little dignity he had left. He made it up to one knee.
“Enough.” 
A woman stepped forward, her attention focused on the action. She had reddish blonde hair, and an attractive, slightly freckled face. Her eyes were like emerald gemstones against her pale skin, and the tight t-shirt and yoga pants she had on outlined the interesting curves of her body, large breasts and toned butt. She was of medium height, a little shorter than Felix, and her hips swayed from side to side with each step.
“This doesn’t concern you, witch!” snapped the sheriff.
The woman looked like she didn’t even hear him. She walked over to where Felix was on the ground and crouched down next to him.
“Can you stand?” she asked. Felix nodded.
“Stella,” said the mayor. “Are you taking responsibility for him?”
The woman nodded.
“Yes,” she said. “Dani and I will be his host family.”
The room was silent and tense. Felix sensed how much was going unsaid.
“If he does anything out of line,” said the sheriff. “I’ll throw him out.”
The woman smiled.
“No,” she said. “You won’t.”
She helped Felix to his feet and started walking. He picked up his bag, grimacing at its weight, and followed behind her.
 



CHAPTER 3
 
Felix walked behind her as the two of them made their way up three uniform flights of stairs. The woman pushed through the door on the landing there into a hallway with maroon red carpeting and white walls and finally slowed to a stop.
“Thank you,” said Felix. “Look, I didn’t come here to cause trouble, for myself or for you.”
“Too late.” The woman smiled at him, and then reached out her hand. “Stella.”
“Felix,” he said. “Does your town always greet travelers so brusquely?”
Stella shook her head.
“It’s not my town,” she said. “I’ve only been here for a few years.”
“Sorry.”
“But to answer your question, the way you were treated, the paranoia of the sheriff and mayor, that’s only been the case for the past few months.”
She started walking again, slowing to a stop in front of one of the many identical doors lining either side of the hallway. 
“You can leave your stuff here, in my apartment,” said Stella. 
“Thanks,” said Felix. Stella swung the door open, and he followed her through it.
The apartment was sparsely decorated and clean. A couch and flat screen TV sat in the center of the living room. A small kitchen and dining room area extended off one edge.
“It’s just me and my daughter here,” said Stella. “You shouldn’t have to worry about-“
“Mom?” One of the doors swung open, and a teenage girl stepped out from behind it. She had shoulder length brown hair, which was slicked back into a single wet lock. Her eyes were blue, and she was only wearing a towel, a towel which was on the small side.
“Uh, hi,” said Felix. The girl turned a deep shade of red.
“Mom!” She stormed off, glaring over her shoulder at Stella, who let out a chuckle.
“That’s my daughter, Danica,” she said. “I probably should have let her know that we had company.”
Felix frowned. He glanced around the apartment a second time. Other than the room the girl had just stepped out of, which was the bathroom, there were only two other doors.
“Where should I put my bag?” he asked. “And my winter stuff?”
“Leave it next to the couch,” said Stella.
Felix stripped out of his outerwear and dropped his bag in the spot she’d indicated, pausing to take his camera from his bag. He turned to face Stella again, only to find her watching him carefully.
“You’re a photographer?” she asked.
“Yup.”
“And you came to take a look at the crystal caves?”
Felix raised an eyebrow.
“Uh, no,” he said. “I don’t know anything about any caves.”
“The Modrin Crystal Caves.” Stella smiled in a mischievous way. “They’re within walking distance of the town, you know.”
Felix ran a hand through his hair. He’d planned on getting photos from inside the spire, and doing what he could to document the lives of the people of the town. But an undocumented cave could be an even better find, and potentially net him enough to get home in just a few shots.
“How long would it take to get there and back?” he asked.
“You could do it in a couple of hours” said Stella. “Certainly before nightfall, even with the limited amount of daylight we get here.”
 “Alright,” he said. “And the sheriff won’t stop me, or attack me, when I head out? Or come back in?”
“I’ll make sure he doesn’t,” said Stella. 
Felix nodded slowly.
“What’s the catch?” he asked. “There has to be a reason why you’re being so helpful.”
Stella’s smile spread into a full blown grin.
“There is,” she said. “I’m doing some… research. Part of it involves collecting samples from the nearby area at regular intervals. I need you to bring me a crystal from within the cave.”
Felix frowned.
“Maybe I should hold off for a little bit,” he said. “I mean, I just got here, and I…“
Felix trailed off, his eyes watching Stella as she began to move. She pulled something out of her pocket and stepped in close to Felix. Before he could react, she’d put a necklace over his head. He blinked at her wordlessly, feeling bewildered.
“For good luck,” said Stella. “The caves are due west from here.”
He looked down at the necklace and noticed that what he’d taken for a pendant was actually a small compass attached to a chain.
“Wait, hold on!” 
Stella grabbed his jacket and snow pants and pushed them into his arms. Felix sputtered, trying to think of another objection as she guided him toward the door.
“I’m not used to the cold yet,” he said.
“You’ll get used to it.”
“What about… polar bears?”
“They’re uncommon.”
“Just, hold on a second!”
Stella shoved him into the hallway. She crossed her arms and looked at him flatly.
“I’ve stuck my neck out for you,” she said. “It’s your turn to repay the favor. And trust me, the photos you get from the cave will make the trip worthwhile.”
Felix sighed and massaged his temples.
“Alright, whatever.”
 



CHAPTER 4
 
Felix was in the process of pulling on his snow clothes in the hallway when the door to Stella’s apartment opened. He looked up, expecting to see his host there, offering another piece of dubious advice. Instead, the girl he’d seen in the towel, now dressed in sweatpants and a sleeveless blouse, stood smiling at him.
“Hi,” she said. “I’m Danica.”
“Felix.” He forced a smile onto his face, though he knew it probably looked as unenthusiastic as he felt.
“I’m sorry about my mom,” she said. “She can be a bit authoritative sometimes.”
Felix shrugged.
“Yeah, well, I appreciate the fact that she’s helping me, even if it comes at a cost.”
He finished tying his boots and pulling the cuff of his snow pants over them, and then looked up at Danica. She looked almost nothing like Stella, but she was beautiful in her own right. Her body was slender, petite, and girlish.
“You don’t have any gloves?” she asked. 
Felix blinked, remembering what had happened when the truck driver had dropped him off.
“Just the one,” he said, holding up what he had left.
“Wait here,” said Danica. She disappeared back into the apartment for a minute, and then returned, carrying a pair of bright pink mittens in her hands.
“Oh…” Felix forced another smile. “Thanks, Danica.”
“You can call me Dani,” she said. “And be careful. The snow is starting to pick up. Don’t be afraid to turn back if you have to. I’ll talk to my mom.”
“Thank you,” said Felix. “Seriously, thank you. I appreciate the help.”
Dani looked as though she was trying to contain a grin. She failed at it, and her face lit up, cute little dimples popping into visibility as the expression took hold on her face.
“No problem,” she said. She turned to leave.
“Hey,” said Felix. “What’s going on in this town?”
She looked over her shoulder at him.
“I don’t think you’d believe me if I told you,” she said. “Please, Felix. Be really careful.”
The hallway and stairwell were empty of people. Felix wondered what everyone in the spire did during the day as he made his way back into the front lobby. He expected to see the mayor or the sheriff waiting there, but they were both gone.
A strange sense of incongruity took hold of him as he pushed the front door open and stepped out into the snow. It felt as though he was leaving an apartment building or hotel, but there was almost nothing waiting for him outside. Two other buildings sat within a stone’s throw of the spire, but they looked empty, and at least for the moment, unused.
“How the fuck did I end up here?” he muttered to himself. Felix walked down the steps carefully. The wind was cold, and it drew his attention to the split lip the sheriff had given him with that heavy handed slap.
He wondered if there was some way he could take legal action, maybe secure himself a small settlement. It would take time, and he’d have to hang around for a while, if not in North Spire, than in some other nearby Alaskan village. And that, Felix realized, was not something that he was willing to do.
Ever since he’d reached the age of majority, he’d been a wanderer at heart. The longest he’d spent in a single city had been a little over a year, back before he’d bought the conversion camper van that was the closest thing to a home that he had.
He’d left the van in storage when he’d crossed from Canada into Alaska. Taking it with him seemed like a bad idea, and given what he’d seen of the weather, he was fairly confident he’d made the right choice. Getting stuck on the side of the road, or worse, sliding on the ice and ending up in a collision would be more than an inconvenience for him.
Felix stopped to check the compass. The snowfall had calmed down enough for him to see a decent way into the distance. North Spire, along with the mountains in the distance, could still be seen over his shoulder. Ahead of him, he could barely make out a small, jagged patch of shadow against one of the larger snow covered hills.
The falling snow did strange things as it approached the entrance of the cave, swirling into unnatural circular patterns. Felix stopped, pulling his camera out from under his jacket and carefully snapping a photo.
He continued forward, making out the cave in more detail as he approached. The opening was at an angle, and large icicles hung from the upper lip of it. There were no animal tracks outside, but with how heavily the snow had been falling, Felix wasn’t sure if that was a sign he could count on. 
He slowed to a stop, crouching down on one knee as he came to the edge of the cave. Oddly enough, it wasn’t dark inside. Light somehow managed to find its way in, illuminating the first cave chamber well enough for him to see its details.
The walls sparkled a mixture of blue, purple and crystalline white. There was a thin layer of windblown snow across the ground, and it accentuated the smooth angles of the space. Crystals grew from almost every surface, extending outward in a variety of shapes and sizes.
“Wow…” Felix aimed his camera and started snapping more photos, a grin spreading across his face. It was more than he’d been hoping for. 
He stepped down through the opening, entering the cave properly. As soon as he’d passed beyond the threshold, a strange tension settled over his shoulders. It felt like there was something in the air, something powerful and intoxicating.
Felix snapped more photos. In some spots, snowflakes fluttered in the air, neither rising nor descending, like motes of dust in a sunbeam. There were several other openings to his left and right. The cave was more than just one room.
He decided to go a little further in, following down the small passage to his right. It angled downward, and when it finally spilled out into another chamber, Felix found that it was twice the size as the first one had been. He laughed out loud and felt a strange mirth take hold in his chest. It suddenly felt as though he was drunk, maybe even along with something else.
“This is amazing!” he shouted, hearing his voice echo across the walls, into the distance.
The crystals jutted from the floor and walls at strange angles, most of them bigger than the ones he’d seen originally. Felix remembered the promise he’d made to Stella and found one small enough to be pocketed. It was firmly attached to the ground, and regardless of how hard he pulled, it wouldn’t budge.
“I’ll… find one on my way out,” he muttered.
He turned in a slow circle, looking through his camera for another shot, and instantly froze in place. There was someone else in the caves with him.
 



CHAPTER 5
 
Felix stood totally still, as if by not moving, he could make himself invisible. Across from him, on the side of the chamber he hadn’t made it to yet, stood a beautiful woman coated from head to toe in crystals of ice.
She wasn’t moving either. Her body was a mixture of large, buoyant breasts, a butt that curled out and then down into luscious thighs, and lips that spoke of perfection without ever saying a word. Felix thought that she was a statue, assumed that nothing that looked like her could be a product of anything other than hours of hard work and design. The woman smiled at him.
“What…?” Felix flinched back, shaking his head. “What the fuck?”
The woman took a step toward him. Her eyes glowed a deep, silvery ice blue. Her hips swayed as she moved, and snowflakes fell from the long strands of her frozen hair.
Felix wanted to run, but found himself unable to look away from her. So he did the next best thing, slowly lifting his camera back up, and attempting to get the woman into frame. She started moving, slowly gyrating her hips, and he forgot what he was trying to do.
The woman glowed bright blue for a moment, and sections of the ice that covered her crackled away, leaving only her breasts and crotch covered in crystalline underwear. The ice broke free of her face and hair. She had a flirtatious smile on her face, and her hair was light blonde, almost white.
Her lips were naturally red. Her eyes were naturally blue. And she was dancing for him, slowly swinging her hips and chest around in overtly sexual circles. Felix sank into a sitting position, his arms extended behind him to keep him upright.
He hadn’t noticed it before, but the ground in the large chamber was almost warm, and made of interwoven crystals and rock. Felix only noticed it because all he could think of was stripping off his winter clothes, stripping off all his clothes, and joining the woman, dancing up against her, and letting their bodies mash together.
The woman had drawn even closer to him, standing only a few steps away. She ran a finger along either side of her ice bra, melting more of it away and exposing the most tantalizing curves Felix had ever seen. He pulled his snow pants off and set them beside him, hurrying to unbuckle his belt and jean zipper.
A voice in the back of his head screamed for him to run. He pushed it aside, instead reaching his hands out to the woman as she finally came within reach. She straddled Felix, slowly lowering herself down while licking her lips. The rest of her bra melted away as his hands touched her breasts. They were warm, and tipped with nipples that pointed outward in anticipation.
“What… are you?” whispered Felix. The woman ran a hand over her ice panties, dissolving them into steam. Her pussy was clean shaven, or rather, devoid of any potential for hair. Felix rushed to pull his jeans down and get his cock out. The woman lowered herself down.
She leaned in, letting her lips meet his, and enough pleasure blasted through Felix’s body to make him shiver. He let his hands, still wearing Dani’s ridiculous pink mittens, grab her waist, and pulled her down onto his cock.
He slipped inside her, feeling the lips of her pussy part for his cock easily. It almost felt as though she was sucking him in, her cunt lubricated with something magical, or demonic. Felix tried to think clearly about what was happening, but he couldn’t.
All he could do was kiss the woman, grope at her breasts, and spear up into her. He was under her spell, and the knowledge of it wasn’t enough to save him. He wasn’t sure if he wanted saving, if he wanted anything other than to slam his cock into her, to blow his seed deep into her cunt, to do what came naturally and give her what she clearly needed.
He was rough, but not out of anger. Each thrust sent a burst of pleasure through his body, a tiny pulse that promised more, if only he’d go faster, and fuck her harder. The woman was smiling at him, the expression dripping with smug condescension. It made Felix hate her, but her body made him love her, made him want nothing more than for the moment to continue for as long as it could.
The woman pushed her breasts into Felix’s face. He kissed one nipple, and gently bit the other. She writhed with pleasure and pushed his shoulders back, forcing him down flat on the ground. She bounced her hips up and down, fucking him with passionate need.
Felix rolled, flipping her underneath him. He kissed her neck and pumped his cock into her, watching the expression on her face shift. She looked amused, as though entertained by his spirited efforts.
She felt hot underneath him, and Felix realized that he felt cold, colder than the room’s ambient temperature. He kept thrusting, dimly aware of the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing off the walls of the room. The woman was deadly silent, as she’d been from the start.
“Why?” whispered Felix. A flash of lucidity came over him, just long enough for him to know that what he was doing would likely end badly for him. He was still thrusting into her, grabbing at her breasts in a horny frenzy. He mustered every ounce of his willpower and forced himself back.
The woman let out a pained cry. She threw herself back toward Felix, walking across the ground on all fours even as he scrambled backward. Felix was in the middle of getting one of the legs of his jeans on when she tackled him, knocking him to the ground. 
He winced, and then let out a moan of intense pleasure. The woman had her lips tightly wrapped around his cock, like she intended to hold him there with her mouth alone. It felt ten times more pleasurable than the sex had, as though there was even more magic in her lips than in her cunt.
It felt good enough to make moving into an impossibility. Felix didn’t want to escape anymore, even though he knew that staying would very likely mean his death. The woman turned her head to the side each time she brought her mouth forward, spiraling her lips along his hard shaft.
“Oh man…” moaned Felix. “Oh… wow.”
He set his hand on the back of her head, letting his fingers lace through her impossibly soft blonde hair. She slowed for a moment, letting her lips and mouth suck on just the tip of his cock. Her lips seemed to throb in time with his member, pulsing against it.
Felix gripped her hair tightly and pulled down, sliding her mouth further onto his cock. He kept sliding until all of his shaft was buried into her mouth and throat. The woman didn’t seem to mind, and her eyes flicked up at him with that same amused expression he’d seen before.
Her tongue moved wildly against his cock, rubbing, caressing, acting as an agent of sensuality. She was going to get him off. Felix knew that it was inevitable, and both loved and loathed her for it. He was going to cum, and somehow, he knew that it meant certain death.
He summoned his will and tried to focus. If he could just calm down, let himself relax, he could still escape. She had him by the cock, but if he could somehow make the situation less erotic, and go soft on her, she would have to let him go.
The woman ran her lips up the length of his cock again, and Felix wanted to cry from the pleasure. He tried to focus on safe, nonsexual things, whatever came to mind that would kill his boner. The woman flicked her tongue across the head of his cock and then pulled back, letting it press against her cheek before rubbing her lips along the shaft again.
Felix couldn’t make himself close his eyes. He reached for his camera, in a desperate bid to use his work to take the eroticism out of the moment. He looked through it, lining up the shot as the woman sucked with impossible sensuality. His finger wouldn’t click the button at first, but finally it did.
Unfortunately, it only amplified the sexual overtones of what was happening. The mystery woman of ice, impossibly beautiful, and he was taking photos of her sucking his cock. The woman began to suck faster, as though realizing that his mistake had left her with an opportunity.
“No!” shouted Felix. “I won’t! I… can’t.”
She sucked faster, and faster, as though trying to assure him that it was okay for him to cum, using only her soft sucking mouth. It felt really, really good, in the way that only sexual things in the path of an imminent orgasm can. Felix focused on his breathing, unable to look away from the siren of ice as she licked and kissed his erect, achingly hard cock.
She shifted again, pulling her mouth back and flashing a taunting smile at him. She was winning and she knew it. Felix was seconds away from cumming, almost at the point where he could do it without any stimulation. The woman’s breasts bounced in front of Felix’s face, hypnotizing him even during the absence of her touch on his cock.
The woman brought her tongue to the base of his shaft and slowly licked upward, as though enjoying a fast melting popsicle, and trying to get a complete taste of it. Felix groaned and felt a part of him give up. She put her mouth back over his cock and bounced her lips across it once, twice…
Several things happened at once. Felix let out a defeated shout as his cock began to explode in a glorious, long awaited orgasm. The woman pulled back, the ice reforming around her as though in a rush to cover herself up. And four white wolves landed on the ground around them, each one barring its fangs and snarling.
 



CHAPTER 6
 
Felix scrambled back, his hands scraping for purchase against the crystalline rock of the cavern’s floor. He ended up next to where his snow pants were, and quickly began pulling them back on as he stared at the unbelievable scene playing out in front of him.
The wolves had moved in between him and the ice woman, each of them snarling at her, prepared for a fight. The woman’s eyes were glowing again, and this time, she looked sinister. She slowly brought her hands up across her body, cupping the curve of her hips and her breasts, and then in a rush of movement, she attacked. 
Felix finished getting his snow pants into place and scrambled up. He held his camera in one hand, and for a moment, the prospect of snapping more photos called to him. One of the wolves turned around to face him and snarled. The other three did battle with the ice woman, attacking her legs and knocking her to the ground.
The ice woman screeched, the sound loud and sharp enough to make frozen flakes fall from the ceiling. Felix scrambled back the way he’d come from, hearing the sounds of battle echoing from behind him.
He ran through the first cavern, the one he’d found originally, and stumbled back out into the snow. The cold hit him instantaneously, and it almost felt as though he’d submerged himself into freezing water. The presence he’d felt inside the caves was gone, and the fact that it had been there to begin with was terrifying to him.
It was close to a mile back to North Spire. The sun was setting fast, and the snow was falling in thick sheets that limited Felix’s visibility to the immediate area. He ran blindly into the whiteout for the first few minutes before regaining his senses and stopping to check the compass Stella had given him.
“East,” he muttered. “I need to head… east.”
He looked over his shoulder nervously. The caverns were out of view, but he didn’t know by how much. He couldn’t see anything other than the thick falling snow on all sides, and for a moment, he felt like a sailor far out at sea.
Felix began walking eastward, his heart pounding in his chest. He clutched his camera underneath his jacket as though it were a bar of solid gold. His teeth chattered. He’d begun to sweat, either during his excursions with the woman or from his sprint away, and the cold punished him for it.
He didn’t see his footprints from the trip out, and that worried him. He checked the compass again, tapping its face a few times to ensure that it was working properly. He took a deep breath, and then continued on at the briskest pace he dared.
Slowly, Felix’s mind cleared enough for him to think about what he’d seen. The image of the woman of ice was fuzzy, as though it was a memory from years earlier instead of minutes. The experience of the cave’s almost intoxicating ambience was easier to remember. He’d felt drawn inside, calmed and warmed and caressed by the air itself. And the crystals…
He’d forgotten to grab Stella her crystal. Felix frowned, a little disappointed in himself even though he knew that he was lucky to have escaped with his life. The ice woman had wanted something from him, and whether it’d been his seed or his soul, he knew instinctively that it would have meant the end for him.
The spire slowly entered his view. It was a huge building relative to the flat surrounding area, and yet even it only became visible when he was well within a hundred feet. Snow and ice coated most of the outer walls and windows, and it blended in with the frozen land around it as though it were a natural feature.
He made his way up the stairs to the front door and grabbed the handle. It was frozen shut, and it took a solid minute of pulling and tugging to loosen it enough to get it open. It pushed a quarter circle of snow back as swung open, and after Felix had slipped through it, a strong wind forcefully closed it behind him. He fell to his knees in the lobby and pulled off Dani’s pink gloves, rubbing his ears to warm them back up.
“Welcome back.”
Felix looked up. Mayor Senhaji was sitting on one of the chairs alongside the wall, his walking cane resting across his legs. He smiled slightly, laugh lines and wrinkles folding into existence on his face.
“What did you see, son?” asked the mayor. Felix sighed and slowly shook his head.
“I don’t think you’d believe me if I told you,” he said.
The mayor pushed the walking stick against the ground, lifting himself to his feet. He made his way over to Felix, who also stood up, brushing more snow off his jacket and pants.
“A lot’s happened in our town over the past year,” he said. “It’s taught me to have a much more open mind than I did when I was younger.” 
Felix met the old man’s eye. He could see the wisdom of age staring back at him, along with something else, something vaguely dangerous. 
“Look,” said Felix. “I’m not here to make any trouble. I’ll leave once the storm is over, I promise.”
The mayor’s smile faded.
“You didn’t answer my question,” he said.
Felix shrugged. A sense of impending trouble hovered over his awareness, warning him that talking about what he’d seen, especially to the mayor or the sheriff, would end badly for him.
“I didn’t see anything,” he said. The mayor stared at him for several long seconds and then nodded slowly.
“Of course you didn’t,” said Mayor Senhaji.
Felix started walking, and the mayor didn’t stop him. As he approached the stairs, the older man cleared his throat.
“Tell Stella that I need to speak with her,” said the mayor. “If you would, please.”
Felix nodded, and then pushed through the door.
 



CHAPTER 7
 
Felix felt the accumulated pains of his body as he made his way up the stairs. He pushed out into the hallway on the third floor and made his way to Stella’s apartment. He almost opened the door on impulse before thinking better of it, and softly knocking.
The door opened, and Danica stood on the other side of it. She smiled at him and stepped back, gesturing for Felix to come in.
“Hey,” she said. “Welcome back.”
“Thanks.” He pulled off the gloves and offered them to her. “Here. I made good use of them, that’s for sure.”
“They’re my spare set,” said Danica. “Why don’t you hold onto them for now?”
There was a hint of something wicked in her smile, as though the act was, in her mind, somehow devious. Felix shrugged and tucked the gloves into his jacket, which he then unzipped and slipped out of.
He pulled off his boots and snow pants, placing them next to the door, and then collapsed down onto the couch. It felt amazing, and for the first time since arriving in North Spire, he felt safe.
“You look tired,” said Danica. “Do you want some milk? Maybe some tea?”
“No,” he said. “Thanks, though. I just need a few minutes of rest.”
Danica nodded, but made no move to leave the room. She bit her lower lip, the expression looking far more flirtatious on her than she’d probably intended. She wiggled slightly, and Felix could see that she was burning with curiosity.
“So…” said Danica. “Was your adventure a success?”
Felix shrugged, and then remembered his camera. 
“Danica,” he said.
“Dani,” she corrected.
“Dani… I saw something in the crystal caves. Something that didn’t make any sense. And I…”
Felix trailed off. How could he tell her about what happened? How could he tell anyone? He remembered his camera, and reached for it on the ground. He turned on the screen and began scroll through the photos, skipping all of the ones he’d taken before entering the ice caves. He found the one he took outside, of the entrance and the swirling snow. He found a few he’d taken inside the caves and forgotten about. And then…
“What’s wrong?” asked Dani. “Can I see?”
Felix flinched back, tilting the camera to prevent her from getting even a glimpse of what was on the screen. The photo Felix had taken of the woman of ice, with her lips against his cock, was gone, or rather, transformed. There was no woman in it, and his erection poked out into the empty air of the crystal caverns.
“No way…” Felix shook his head slowly. Had any of it really happened? What if the intoxicating feeling had just been some sort of natural gas leak, and his entire adventure, a hallucination?
“Let me see!” Dani laughed and jumped onto the couch, falling on top of Felix as she tried to grab the camera out of his hands. Felix turned it off and held it out of her reach.
“Hey!” he said, forcing himself to smile. “That’s no way to get what you want!”
“Come on…” pleaded Dani. “I won’t tell anyone. Just let me have a look at your pictures.”
She emphasized both syllables as she said the word pictures, drawing it out in a very girlish way. Felix slid his camera across the carpet into a spot where she couldn’t get at it, and then crossed his arms and looked at her. She was very attractive, and very young.
“I’m in high school,” she said, as though reading his mind.
“What?”
“I just turned 18 last weekend,” said Dani. “But I’m still in high school.”
The excitement that Felix had felt only a moment earlier was suddenly tinged with shame. Felix was passed being college aged, at least on the typical trajectory. And Dani was still living at home, still innocent, living in a sheltered, isolated community.
“Okay,” said Felix. “You uh, should probably get off me.”
“I just told you that I was 18,” said Dani, smiling.
“Yeah. You did.”
She shifted, leaning up and straddling him in the same way that the woman of ice had.
“You’re going to be staying with me and my mom,” she said. “Probably for a while, you know.”
“She said to the mayor that you two would be my host family,” said Felix. “I guess that means you’re my host sister?”
Dani flushed red. She shifted again, the inside of her thigh rubbing against that hard on that Felix had been trying to angle away from her. She flushed further red, and Felix saw a hint of inexperience in her expression.
The door behind them opened and Stella walked into the apartment. She froze when she saw Felix and Dani.
“Oh,” said Dani. “Hey, mom.”
“Head downstairs to the community room, Dani,” said Stella.
“But-“
“Now.” Stella’s voice was deadly serious. Dani climbed off Felix, meeting his eye apologetically for a moment, and then slipped out through the front door.
“Stella…” said Felix. “She was just-“
“I don’t care about that.” Stella slammed the door closed and made her way over to him. “You… did it get to you? I can sense its touch.”
“Did what get to me?”
“The Ice Dancer,” said Stella.
 



CHAPTER 8
 
Felix shifted into a sitting position on the couch. It took him a moment to gather his thoughts. All of it was real, and that sent a jolt of fear through his system. How close had he been to his own death?
“Tell me everything, from the beginning,” said Stella. She walked over to couch and sat down next to Felix, turning so that she was facing him. She looked as though she was prepared for anything.
“I made it to the crystal caves,” said Felix. “Thanks for lending me the compass, by the way.”
He smiled at her. She didn’t smile back, and seemed to search his eyes for something as their gazes met.
“The snow outside was moving in circles,” he said. “I took a picture of it, and headed inside.”
“Did you see it before you entered the caves?” asked Stella.
Felix shook his head.
“No,” he said. “I went inside. I tried to grab you one of the crystals, but I couldn’t find one that was loose.”
“Doesn’t matter,” she said. “Keep going.”
“The air felt strange,” he said. “Almost… like a drug, I guess. It made it hard for me to think straight.”
“That could have been the presence of the crystals, or the Ice Dancer, or both,” said Stella. “Ethereal auras tend to mesh with each other and strengthen at close distance.”
“I went deeper inside,” said Felix. “And then… there she was.”
He laced his fingers together and stared down at his feet. Stella continued watching him, her expression cautious, and her body tense.
“And you turned and ran from her?” asked Stella.
“No,” he said. “I… she came over to me. The ice broke off her. She was… beautiful.”
Stella’s expression darkened.
“But then,” she said, “you turned and ran out of the caves?”
Felix shook his head slowly.
“No,” he said. “I kissed her. I… did more than that.”
The silence that fell over the room was almost painful. Felix wanted to tell her more, to explain how aroused he’d been in the moment, and how irresistible the Ice Dancer had seemed to him. But even just thinking about it was enough to get him hard, and to talk about it would have been torture.
“Are you lying to me, Felix?” asked Stella.
“I’m not!” he said. “And, right at the end, right I was about to…”
He trailed off, blushing slightly as he remembered that moment, blissful and perfect.
“A group of wolves showed up,” he said. “They attacked her, out of nowhere. It was as though they were trying to protect me from something.”
Stella folded her arms. She looked away from Felix and looked up at the ceiling, as though deep in the midst of a hard decision. 
“The Ice Dancer is a mythical being,” said Stella. “Her magic is powerful, and based off the emotions of lust.”
Felix frowned.
“What are you saying?” he asked.
“She turns men, sometimes women, too, into her thralls,” said Stella. “Once you’ve been with her, and given her the essence of your seed, she has complete control over you.”
“Wait, what? But I didn’t…” Felix realized that he was almost shouting, and lowered his voice. “I didn’t finish inside her.”
Stella searched his eyes again, as though she could read his emotions and honesty in them. A tense moment passed by. She slowly licked her lips and then stood from the couch, disappearing into her room. Felix didn’t dare to follow her.
“What’s going on?” he called after her. “Stella!”
She came out of her room after another minute, wearing a flowing black robe with gold trim around the sleeves and edges. It was more luxurious than any single article of clothing Felix had seen before, and it fit Stella perfectly.
“Felix,” she said, her voice quiet, but firm. “Stand up.”
He slowly rose to his feet, feeling his heart begin to pound faster in his chest. Stella was holding a staff in one hand of deep polished oak. It was as tall as she was, and when she leveled the tip of it at Felix, he flinched back.
“What? Hey, hold on a second.” He shook his head and held up his hands. “Stella, I’m not anyone’s thrall, or whatever.”
“Unfortunately, I can’t take you on your word, Felix,” she said. “Walk into the bathroom, and keep your hands where they are.”
Felix didn’t move. Stella closed her eyes, and the tip of the staff began to glow with bright red light. He could feel the heat of it at a distance, and blinked several times in disbelief.
“Okay,” he said. “Look, I don’t want any trouble. I’ll go.”
Felix tried to look calmer than he actually felt as he walked into Stella’s bathroom. She came in after him, shutting the door. It wasn’t all that large of a bathroom, and all he could think about was the lack of anywhere for him to escape to, and how it was the one room in the apartment with a completely uncarpeted floor, and easily cleanable surfaces.
“Alright,” said Stella. “Whenever you’re ready, go ahead.”
“What?”
“I need a sample, Felix.”
He shook his head, mouth open in wordless confusion.
“Of your sperm,” said Stella. “Obviously.”
 



CHAPTER 9
 
“What?” Felix slowly shook his head, unable to believe that he’d heard Stella correctly. She rolled her eyes and reached her staff out, letting the tip return to normal before poking him in the cheek.
“Ow,” he said.
“Quit wasting my time,” said Stella. “Drop your pants and get on with it.”
Her expression was serious. If she was playing a joke on him, Felix had no way of knowing it. He ran his hand through his hair and crossed his arms, half convinced that the entire day had been one long, trippy dream.
“You’re serious?” he asked.
Stella sighed and smiled patiently at him.
“Yes Felix, I’m very serious,” she said. “I need a sample of the essence that the Ice Dancer was trying to take from you. Your sperm, all body fluids and organs, contain magical essences in them. In this case, your seed holds lust essence”
“Okay,” he said. “And you need it from me to see if I’ve become the Ice Dancer’s thrall?”
“Not exactly,” she said. “It’s more of an insurance plan. If I have a sample of your lust essence, I can do a number of things to you, if it does turn out that you’ve been compromised.”
“I haven’t been!” snapped Felix. “Look, this isn’t necessary. I’m still in control of myself. She didn’t get to me!”
Stella rubbed her temples with her fingers and closed her eyes.
“I don’t have time for this,” she said. “I want this over with before my daughter returns. Drop your pants and get the sample for me. I’m not going to ask you again.”
Felix considered his options. It didn’t take very long, because he didn’t really have any. IF he charged Stella and somehow managed to make it by her and out of the bathroom, he would still be in an unfamiliar town, without any friends, surrounded by hundreds of miles of snow, ice, and certain death.
“Fine,” he said. “But can I at least have some privacy?”
Stella smiled and shook her head.
“I need to be sure that the sample isn’t tampered with,” she said. “It’s vital.”
“You expect me to masturbate in front of you?” asked Felix. “Seriously? I’m not even-“
Stella rolled her eyes, and her staff burst back into to color, this time glowing bright pink. She poked Felix with it before he had a chance to react, the tip coming into contact with crotch, and pushing against the fabric of his jeans. Felix gasped, feeling an intense warmth spread across his loins.
“What… what did you just do?” He stared at Stella with wide eyes, feeling blood rush to his cock. It was an incredible sensation, a painful pleasure that he couldn’t ignore or do anything about.
“I’m just helping you get started,” said Stella. “You’re going to want to take your pants off. Otherwise, things are going to start getting uncomfortable.”
Felix groaned. His cock was harder than it had ever been in his life, and getting harder. It pushed outward, and as Stella had said, it was a very uncomfortable sensation within the confines of his jeans.
He felt his cheeks reddening as he unzipped his jeans. His boxers were almost as bad, and after shooting Stella a glare, he reluctantly stripped them off, too. He was furious, both at her and his lack of control over the situation. And on top of that…
“Wow,” he said, his eyes slowly running across Stella’s body. “You’re gorgeous. Oh my god, Stella.”
She smiled at him.
“If you behave, I can make this fun for you,” she said. “I’m not evil, Felix. I’m trying to help you and help the people in this community.”
Her eyes flickered downward, locking onto Felix’s exposed hard on. HE couldn’t be sure, but it looked as though there was a hint of appreciation in her expression.
“This is insane,” muttered Felix. His hand slowly drifted down to his crotch. He couldn’t stop himself from wrapping his fingers around his cock, and let out a soft moan as pleasure flooded through him.
“See,” said Stella. “That’s not so bad, is it?”
Felix slowly began to stroke his cock. He tried to look away from Stella and preserve at least some of his dignity, but he couldn’t. She smiled at him, clearly amused by his situation.
“You’re allowed to enjoy this,” she said. “You’re a strapping young man, Felix.”
“How am I supposed to?” he asked. It was a halfhearted question. The pleasure was already building as his rhythm intensified. He was unbelievably turned on.
“Here,” said Stella. “Maybe some visual stimulation is in order?”
She slipped her robe open ever so slightly, revealing the cleavage of her busty breasts. She’d apparently taken off her t-shirt, as Felix could see the edge of her bra.
“Do you like that?” asked Stella.
“I’d… like to see more,” said Felix.
“Oh, you dirty boy,” said Stella, letting out a soft laugh. “How about I do something even better for you?”
She brandished her staff, whispering words under her breath as it glowed purple. A flash filled Felix’s vision, and suddenly, there were several other women in the room. A nurse, a nun, and a school teacher, each of them with the looks of a supermodel, were on their knees in front of him.
“What the…?” Felix was stunned, even though he’d already experienced Stella’s powers firsthand.
“They’re only illusions, of course,” she said. “And they won’t last long, so hurry and take advantage of their presence.”
The three women began stripping out of their clothing, looking up at Felix with provocative expressions as they did. The nun pulled off her habit and flicked her hair free before winking at him. The school teacher had a ruler and slowly ran her hand up and down it, mimicking Felix’s own movements. The nurse licked her lips and slowly pulled out her breasts.
“Jesus Christ,” said Felix. “This is… incredible.”
“That’s it,” said Stella. “They want your cum, Felix. Keep going. Give it to them.”
Felix stroked himself faster and faster. The three illusionary women were naked, and alternated between pushing their breasts together, sticking their tongues out in front of his cock, and other suggestive actions.
Stella watched him with a curious expression on her face. She looked like she was having a taste of the fun, but also seemed to want more. Felix caught her eye for a moment and saw her suppress a smile. She was blushing slightly, which was an incongruous expression on her after everything she’d done.
“Look at them, not me,” said Stella. “They’re naked, and begging for your attention.”
“Maybe that’s why I’m looking at you,” he said. 
Stella rolled her eyes and pulled her robe open further. She was wearing a matching set of pink underwear, and she cupped her breasts with her hands and pushed them up. Felix could barely make out the hint of one of her areola slipping out from behind the fabric, and somehow, it was more erotic than all of the naked phantoms combined.
“Stella!” he said. “I’m, uh, I’m almost…”
She moved fast, pulling a small vial out of one of the pockets of her robe. The phantom women disappeared, and Stella kneeled in place of them. Felix continued stroking right up to his bursting point, and then offered her his cock. She took it in her hand, which felt incredible, and then pushed the tip against the vial’s open top.
“Oh man!” moaned Felix. His knees wobbled as pleasure swept at over him. Stella’s hand around his cock was the most amazing sensation he’d ever experienced. It felt pleasurable enough to make his entire body pound, and he gave himself over to it as his seed began to blast out into the vial.
“Perfect,” said Stella. “See, that wasn’t so bad?”
She smiled and looked up at Felix. He met her eye, and the overtly sexual nature of the situation almost overwhelmed him. He didn’t say anything, instead just watching her as she patiently collected his sperm, blushing slightly and smiling.
 



CHAPTER 10
 
Stella disappeared into the living room, and Felix awkwardly began getting dressed. The experience had floored him, and he wasn’t sure what he was supposed to say or do about it.
When he finally exited the bathroom, Stella was sitting on the couch. She’d changed back into a t-shirt and sweat pants and smiled at him as he walked over.
“Have a seat, Felix.”
Felix sat down slowly, keeping a small distance in between him.
“I’m here in North Spire to investigate magical disturbances in the area,” said Stella. “But I’m also here to help the people, to protect them.”
“That’s interesting,” mused Felix.
 “You don’t believe me?”
“No, I do.” He frowned. “I’m just not sure why you’d choose a place like this to make into your responsibility.”
Stella’s mouth pulled into a thin lipped smile. She leaned back on the couch and looked at him.
“The people here aren’t used to outsiders,” said Stella. “But they’re good people once you get know them.”
Felix let out a single, sarcastic laugh.
“Once you get to know them? Yeah, I’m sure the sheriff is a swell guy, underneath the violent outer shell.”
“You’ve never been part of a real community before, have you?” asked Stella.
Felix flinched. Her words were on target, and felt almost like a slap in the face.
“I have to travel for my work,” he said, slowly. “Besides, I’m not the type of guy that settles down at the drop of a hat.”
Stella took a deep breath and then slid closer to him on the couch. Her eyes were green and intense, and for a split second, Felix wondered if she was casting another spell on him.
“I want your help, Felix,” she said. “I need your help.”
“Why?”
“Because you’re here at the right place, at the right time,” said Stella.
Felix didn’t say anything to that. He looked down at the carpet, and then slowly ran his hand through his hair.
“Strange things have been happening in the spire for the past few months,” said Stella. “There have been sightings of unbelievable things. The weather has been unseasonably cold. People have been… disappearing.”
“And how am I supposed to do anything against that?” asked Felix.
“I don’t know yet,” said Stella. “But you’re here for a reason, Felix. I can feel it.”
Felix shrugged. He wasn’t sure how much of a choice he had. The ice storm would take at least another few days to settle down, and Stella was the only one offering him a place to stay in the meantime.
“I have other ways of persuading you, if that’s what it takes.” Stella smiled deviously at him.
“Oh yeah? I’d like to see-“
The front door swung open and Dani stepped into the living room. She froze when she saw Stella and Felix, her eyes flicking over the situation and taking something out of it.
“Good timing, sweetie,” said Stella. “I was just about to start on dinner.”
Dani nodded and then looked at Felix and smiled.
“Hey,” she said.
“Hey.”
Stella opted for a quick dinner, making sandwiches for them and opening a bag of chips. They sat around the small dining room table, with Felix on one side and Stella and Dani to his right and left.
“So,” said Dani. “What’s it like being a photographer?”
Felix tapped a chip against his plate and furrowed his brow.
“It’s good,” he said. “It lets me travel a lot. Which I like to do.”
Dani smiled at him, her cute dimples springing into existence and her blue eyes flickering with amusement.
“Come on,” she said. “That’s a total nonanswer.”
“Okay,” said Felix. “What about you? What do you like about…”
He trailed off, realizing that he knew very little about Dani other than her age and the fact that she was still in high school.
“Being a sorceress’s apprentice,” said Stella, finishing his thought for him. Dani made an annoyed noise and slapped a hand down on the table.
“Mom!” she said.
“What? He knows already.”
Dani’s mouth dropped open, and her cheeks began to redden visibly. Felix frowned and held a hand up in a placating gesture.
“Hey, it’s okay,” he said. “I mean, it’s a little weird, but compared to some of the other things I’ve seen today, it’s pretty straightforward.”
“Yeah, but.” Dani scrunched her face up and then looked down at the table. “You weren’t supposed to know that.”
“Why wasn’t he supposed to know that, Dani?” asked Stella, her voice taking on a sharp tone. “Felix is our guest.”
“I’m aware of that, mother,” snapped Dani.
“Then I expect you to act like you are,” said Stella. “No funny business.”
She looked from Dani to Felix, warning them both with her eyes. Felix focused on the chips he had on his plate, trying his best to ignore the tension in the room.
“I’m done eating,” said Dani. “Felix, would you like to go for a walk with me.”
Stella scowled at her daughter and shook her head.
“We’re just going for a walk, mother,” said Dani. “Is that okay with you?”
Stella let out a sigh and didn’t say anything. Felix stood up and walked into the living, grateful for a chance to escape the situation.
“Be back within an hour,” said Stella. “And I don’t want you going outside the tower.”
Dani rolled her eyes and said nothing. She put on her shoes, but left her jacket, and Felix did the same and followed her out the front door.
 



CHAPTER 11
 
“Sorry about that,” said Dani. “My mom can be so weird sometimes…”
The two of them were walking down a hallway on one of the upper floors of the spire. There were no apartments that Felix could see, but rather, most of the doors led to storage spaces and gathering halls.
“She’s your mom,” said Felix. “It’s her job to look out for you.”
“I’m not a child anymore,” said Dani. “I’m 18.”
Felix chuckled.
“18 isn’t a child,” he said. “But it’s also not really an adult.”
“Oh, so you’re taking her side?”
“It’s not about sides,” said Felix. “It’s about… life.”
Dani seemed to think about his words. She looked over at him out of the corner of her eye, as though trying to do it without him noticing.
“Where do the stairs at the end of this hallway lead?” asked Felix.
“Higher up,” said Dani. “To the roof, if you go all the way to the top.”
“Can we go up there?”
“Sure.”
The two of them headed up several more flights of stairs. Dani stopped in front of the door, turning the knob and then throwing her shoulder against it when it refused to open.
“It’s not locked,” she said. “The snow just builds up on the other side.”
“Here.” Felix positioned himself behind her and added his strength to the effort. Dani pushed her butt back toward him slightly, rubbing it across his crotch for just long enough to make Felix feel uncomfortably excited.
“This is so annoying,” she said. “You really have to throw everything you’ve got into getting it open.”
Felix took a step back and then pushed forward, essentially pinning her nubile body against the door. His lower half was starting to get ideas, and when the door finally slid far enough open for them to get through, it wasn’t a moment too soon.
“Perfect!” said Dani. “Be sure to close it behind you. Heat loss is a real issue for the spire.”
Felix followed her through the door, stepping out onto the roof. The snow was deeper than he’d been expecting, and as he closed the door, the chill was already starting to bite at his ankles.
“Look,” said Dani. “The Northern Lights.”
The scene above them was brilliant. Bright color splashed across the sky, as though a celestial painter had decided to use the stars as a canvas. Felix smiled, letting the scene draw him in.
“I do like it here,” said Dani. “I know how that must sound to you.”
“No, I understand,” said Felix. 
Dani took a few steps back toward him. It was cold out, and her the tips of her nipples pushed out visibly against the fabric of her blouse.
“Do you really?”
“…No,” Felix admitted. “I’ve never really had a home in a community like this.”
“That’s kind of sad.”
“I guess,” he said. “But I’ve never seen it that way.”
Felix walked over to the edge of the roof, taking careful steps to keep the snow from spilling over the edge of his boots. The wind was surprisingly strong, and that, combined with the view from ten stories up, gave him a mild sense of vertigo.
Something cold slapped into his shoulder. Felix turned around in time to see Dani grinning at him and forming a second snowball in her bare hands. He shook his head at her, but dipped low enough to scoop up some snow to make one for himself.
Dani laughed and threw a second snowball, missing his head by a couple of inches. Felix threw his and missed, though not by much.
“Was that you’re best shot?” laughed Dani. She threw a third snowball and hit him in the leg, despite Felix’s attempt at dodging.
“I’m just getting warmed up,” said Felix. He threw another snowball, this time managing to score a hit against Dani’s chest. She took in a sharp breath and gingerly brushed snow out of her cleavage.
Her return salvo was salvage, and she managed to hit Felix twice, once in the arm and once in the face. He spit snow out of his mouth and wiped his eyes off.
“Hey,” he said. “No headshots!”
“You’re supposed to dodge,” said Dani. “Haven’t you ever been in a snowball fight before?”
In fact, Felix never had, but he wasn’t prepared to admit that to her. He made a few more snowballs and unloaded on her, this time managing to hit her leg and her chest again. Dani let out an exaggerated scream and ran for the door.
“Alright, I’m officially freezing,” she said.
“Yup,” said Felix. He followed her through the door and closed it behind him. Dani didn’t start down the stairs, instead standing in the hallway, blocking his way.
“You have to warm me up,” she said, in a quiet voice.
She took a step forward, letting her chest push against Felix’s. He let his hands come to a rest on her waist and stared at her lips. One of her legs lifted up, wrapping around the outside of his.
“Dani,” said Felix. “I don’t think your mom-“
“She’s not here,” said Dani.
“You’re still in high school.”
Dani brought her lips in close to his, only turning away at the last second. She kissed the nape of Felix’s neck and rubbed his crotch with her hand.
“So?” she whispered.
Felix took a deep breath and managed to let go of her, pulling back. Dani looked crestfallen, but only for a second.
“Sorry,” she said. “There aren’t many boys around my age in the spire.”
“I figured as much,” said Felix.
He wanted to tell her that it was okay, and that under any other circumstances, her advances would have been appreciated. But the words just weren’t there, not in a form that wouldn’t push them right back to the precipice of where they’d just been. Felix said nothing, bearing the tension on his shoulders, and tried not to think of how young and perky her body was.
“We should… head back downstairs,” he said.
“If you want to,” said Dani.
 



CHAPTER 12
 
The walk back to Stella’s apartment was silent. Stella was already in bed, but she’d laid out a blanket and pillow on the couch for Felix. Dani said goodnight to him, the disappointment still evident in her voice, and disappeared into her room.
It took Felix a while to fall asleep, and when he did, his dreams were vivid. He was back in the crystal caves, staring at the Ice Dancer. She was smiling at him and slowly dancing, the ice melting off her body in different places with every movement. It was absolute seduction. Felix wanted her. He needed her. He was against her, the two of them moving in eager, desperate unison. She felt incredible, she…
He opened his eyes. It was morning, Stella and Dani were already up and moving around. Felix started to stand up from the couch before looking down at himself. He had the worst case of morning wood that he could ever remember experiencing.
“Felix,” said Stella. “Good morning.”
“…Good morning,” he said, yawning through the last word. 
Stella walked out of the kitchen and into the living room. She had on a low cut blue dress with black leggings underneath. Her hair was set into a single, intricate braid, and her ears were adorned with large, circular gold earrings.
“How did you sleep?” she asked. Her eyes darted down to where his erection tented the blanket. Felix immediately shifted, feeling a spike of irrational shame.
“Good,” he said. “I slept, uh, good.”
Stella sat down next to him on the couch, placing one of her hands on her thigh. She leaned in close to him, as though trying to use her feminine presence as an interrogation tactic.
“Did you have any dreams?” asked Stella. Her hand slipped in closer, and closer, and…
“Mom!” shouted Dani. She stomped into the living room, arm’s folded across her chest, scowling. “Breakfast is still on the stove. I’m not watching it for you.”
Stella stared at Felix for another moment, and then stood up.
“Of course, honey,” she said. “Why don’t you be helpful and see if Felix needs anything?”
She walked out of the living room and Dani stepped in to take her place. She wore a plaid skirt over leggings, and a white and navy blouse. It was the outfit of a schoolgirl, and seeing it on her made it even harder for Felix to get his lower half under control.
“You really are in high school, aren’t you?” he mused.
“Is it that unbelievable to you?” asked Dani. “I mean, I’m also a teaching assistant for the younger students. But yes, I am in 12th grade.”
Felix cringed, feeling even worse about what had happened the night before. He cleared his throat and forced himself up, grabbing his bag and holding it in front of him as he walked to the bathroom.
He took a shower, changed into the second of three outfits he’d brought with him, brushed his teeth, and then headed back out into the living room. Stella and Dani were sitting at the dining room table, and a third plate had been left out for him.
“Eggs, bacon and toast,” said Dani. “Nothing fancy. My mom usually plays it safe when it’s her turn to do the cooking.”
Stella rolled her eyes at her daughter, and then waved for Felix to come over. He’d only taken a single step when there was a knock at the door.
“It’s probably the mayor,” said Stella, frowning. “Felix… You should watch yourself around him.”
Felix raised an eyebrow at her.
“What? Why?”
Stella shook her head. 
“I don’t have time to explain right now,” she said. “Just… don’t get on his bad side, and don’t take him at face value.”
She stood up and walked over to the door. She had a broad smile on her face as she opened it.
“Mayor Senhaji,” said Stella. “Good morning! Please, come in!”
The mayor held up his hand, politely shaking his head.
“Unfortunately, I don’t have the time,” he said. “I just came to check in on Felix, our guest.”
Felix stood up and walked over to the door, doing his best to smile and look pleasant enough.
“Thanks again for uh, your hospitality,” he said. “I’m going to try to help out however I can during my stay.”
“Yes,” said the mayor. “You are. I’d like you to put on your snow gear and head down to help Shane with the shoveling.”
Felix nodded. Part of him wanted to refuse, but other than a mild feeling of disdain and suspicion for the mayor, he had no good reason to.
“I’ll head down right after breakfast,” he said.
The mayor smiled.
“You’d better eat fast,” he said. He laughed, nodded to Stella, and then disappeared into the hallway.
Felix started eating. He looked up at Stella and Dani after a few bites and raised an eyebrow.
“Anything I need to know?”
“You’ll be okay,” said Stella. “The shoveling is hard work, certainly not the most glamorous work. But it should only take you a few hours.”
“A few… hours?”
The rest of breakfast was quiet and straightforward. Tension hung on the air between Stella and Dani, but it never got to the point where it bubbled to the surface. It felt old, as though it’d been around long since he’d arrived, and would still be there long after he left.
And leaving was something that Felix gave a good amount of thought. The photos from the crystal caves were next to useless to him. It was as though the presence of the cave had turned him into an infant when it came to being able to identify and successfully take a profitable photo.
He needed to do some photography of the inside of the spire, he decided. There’d hopefully be time for it once he finished with the shoveling. Once he had enough to tell a story, he’d get online and make an attempt at selling what he had.
Would it be the real story of North Spire, he wondered? The real story was unbelievable, even to him. There were too many rough edges and impossibilities in the truth to make it something that anyone would buy.
“Head downstairs into the lobby when you’re ready,” said Dani. Felix blinked, snapping out of his own thoughts and back to reality.
“Uh, right.” He looked around the apartment and noticed that Stella had already left.
“I’ll be home from school around three,” said Dani. “Do you wanna… maybe hang out, or something?”
“What does your mom do during the day?” asked Felix.
Dani made a face at him and waved her hand.
“She does research,” she said.
“Research?”
“Magical research,” said Dani. “Look, I’m going to be late. I’ll see you later. Or not.”
Felix watched her hurry over to the door and disappear out into the hallway, backpack slung over her shoulder. He finished the last few bites of his breakfast, put his snow gear on, and then headed out.
 



CHAPTER 13
 
It only took Felix a minute or so to make his way down the stairs. He pushed through the door into the lobby and came to an abrupt stop. Sheriff Burke stood facing away from him, toward the main metal doors and another man dressed to work in the snow.
“You’ll do it,” said Sheriff Burke.
“There’s no point,” said the man. “And it’s a fucking waste to heat that building, you said it yourself.”
The sheriff took a step forward, his fists tensing in anger.
“You will do your fucking job,” said Sheriff. “You’ll do it because it’s your job. And we all do our jobs here.”
“This is a job for three people,” said the man. “And you want me to…”
He looked past Sheriff Burke, seeming to notice Felix for the first time. The man scoffed and shook his head.
“So you send me the new guy?” he said, shaking his head. “The photographer? Probably never done a day’s work in his life?”
“Hey, come on,” said Felix. “I’m here to help.”
Both Sheriff Burke and the man focused their attention on him, and he immediately regretted having spoken up. A silent moment passed.
“Make sure you turn on the heater before you both start shoveling,” said Sheriff Burke. He eyed Felix for several long seconds, as though giving him a chance to do or say something. Felix didn’t take the bait.
“Whatever,” said the man.
“And make sure this one doesn’t start any fucking trouble,” said Sheriff Burke.
“Whatever,” said the man.
The Sheriff walked into the stairway, letting the door close behind him. Felix sighed and turned to face his apparent coworker. He was a man of about the same age as him, maybe a little older, with jet black hair, a pale face, and a scar across one cheek.
“Felix,” he said, extending a hand.
“Shane,” said the man. “Come on. Let’s get you a shovel.”
There was a small utility room off to the side of the lobby, filled to the brim with equipment. Felix’s eyes scanned across several ice picks and a broken snow blower before settling on the shovels.
“I’ll use the plow shovel,” said Shane. “You use the regular one. Break the crust of the snow first, that way I can get the plow into it.”
“Gotcha,” said Felix.
“This is the best job in the North Spire,” said Shane, rolling his eyes. “We’re incredibly lucky to be here.”
There was a lot of snow outside, far more than what Felix had been expecting. It took both of them working in tandem to get one of the doors open enough to slip out. The snow was up o Felix’s waist in most spots, and covered with a thin layer of ice that sealed it together.
“We’re going to climb on top and slide over to the school, first,” said Shane. “Gotta turn that fucking heater on for those poor, uneducated children.”
“The school?” asked Felix. “I didn’t realize that the other buildings got used so regularly.”
Shane looked at him and smirked.
“You really are new, aren’t you?” he said. “Come on, no sense in wasting time on this beautiful, blessed day.”
The school building was the nearest of the three buildings separate from the main tower, and the smallest. Felix followed Shane’s example, sliding across the crust of the snow on his hands and knees instead of standing up and risking puncturing through the crust.
“Normally, the kids only go out to the school on days when the snowfall isn’t so bad,” said Shane. “And of course, that fucking asshole would pick today to have us clear the way to it.”
“How long do you think this is going to take?” asked Felix.
“Why you got somewhere to be?” Shane glanced over his shoulder at him. He looked annoyed, but sympathetic, like a good coworker should.
“No, I guess I don’t.”
The two of them spent a minute clearing out the snow directly in front of the school’s door. Shane dropped down, and after cracking the ice around the edge of the doorframe, managed to get it open. He flicked on the lights and revealed a surprisingly well maintained school hallway.
“They have a room in the spire that they use on days when it’s too cold or snowy to make it out here,” he said. “So yeah, they’re usually there 4-5 days a week.”
“Jesus…”
Felix followed him past several classrooms and what looked to be a half-sized gymnasium before the two of them stopped in front the door they needed. Shane opened it, headed into an industrial looking room, found the thermostat they needed, and turned it up.
“I’ll head back out tonight and make sure the heat’s turned down,” he said. “Normally, we’ll alternate the responsibility, though.”
“I’m only going to be here for a few days,” said Felix.
Shane smiled and clapped him on the shoulder.
“Sure,” he said. “Of course.”
They made their way back outside and began shoveling. It only took Felix a minute to develop a firm understanding of how backbreaking the work was, at its core.
The snow’s crust took a surprising amount of effort to break through. The snow itself was densely packed and heavy, with multiple layers. The area they had to clear out was huge, and Felix began to sweat, overheating underneath his jacket.
They spent an hour shoveling out the area immediately outside the North Spire’s door and then slowly began clearing a path to the school. Felix was soaked to the bone underneath his jacket and too hot to care anymore. He started unzipping it, figuring that he’d shovel in his sweatshirt instead.
“Don’t even think about it,” said Shane. “You’ll freeze to death in minutes.”
“I’d prefer that to what I’m going through now,” said Felix.
“Seriously,” said Shane. “Don’t expect me to come to your funeral if you…”
He trailed off, and Felix heard snow crunch as he took a step back. Shane was staring at something on the horizon, and it took Felix a second to make it out against the white snow.
“Holy fuck…” said Shane. “We… we have to get back inside!”
Four large white wolves sprinted across the snow, headed directly toward them.
 



CHAPTER 14
 
Felix and Shane were a hundred yards away from the tower, and even further from the school. The section they’d been in the process of clearing left them little room to maneuver. And the wolves were faster than them, and far better at traversing the snow.
“Just… back away slowly,” said Felix. “They’ve noticed us, but I’m not sure if-“
One of the wolves slowed as it came with a few dozen feet of them, letting out a low growl. The others moved into circular positions, one of them dropping down to the snow cleared section and blocking the way back to the North Spire. Felix took a step back and bumped into Shane, who held the plow shovel out in front of him like a shield. 
“We have to run for it,” muttered Shane.
“No! If we let them get behind us, they’ll take us down.”
Felix swore under his breath. The wolves had them completely surrounded. The one nearest to him drew in a bit closer, and he stared into its eyes. Recognition sparked to life in the back of his awareness. They were the ones from before, the ones that’d attacked the Ice Dancer.
“Shane,” he said, in a quiet voice. “Start walking toward the tower.”
“There’s, uh, kind of a wolf in the way,” said Shane. “Should I ask it to move?”
“If you think it will say yes, have at it.”
Shane muttered something that Felix couldn’t quite make out and took a step forward. Felix took a step backward, keeping their backs against each other. He was putting his trust in Shane to not panic and bolt off on his own, and every fiber of his being screamed that it was the wrong thing to do, and that he should be fending for himself.
The nearest wolf moved in closer to Felix, maintaining eye contact as it did. Felix swung the shovel once it’d come within striking distance.
“Get back!” he shouted. “Raaahhhh!”
He swung the shovel like a lunatic, hitting the snow and making a shallow attempt at demonstrating his ferocity. The wolf took a step back, but it was impossible to tell if it was out of fear or amusement.
“It hasn’t moved, Felix,” said Shane. “Do we have a plan B?”
Felix risked a glance over his shoulder. The wolf in front of the tower’s door was sitting on its hind legs, watching them impassively. It looked a lot like a dog waiting for its master’s command, except for the fact that its teeth and lips were stained with dark red blood.
“Uh…” Felix chewed his lip. “Throw a snowball at it!”
Something moved from in front of him. Felix whirled around in time to swing his shovel as the wolf nearest to him closed in. He clipped it on the nose and it let out a terrifying snarl. He swung again, harder and more desperately, and struck nothing but air. The wolf backed off.
“Of course,” said Shane. “A snowball. An Alaskan Wolf would surely be terrified by something like that.”
Felix took a step back, forcing Shane to take a step forward as their backs collided.
“They’re wolves…” he said, trying to think. “Don’t look away from the one by the door, Shane.”
“What?”
“Look it right in the eyes,” he said, “And then peg a snowball at its nose.”
The wolf near Felix moved in again, this time along with another coming from the side. He let a feral scream and slashed at them, tossing up snow and feeling like a madman. 
“If I die in a snowball fight,” said Shane, “then I’m giving you a whitewash in hell, Felix!”
Felix looked over his shoulder in time to see Shane let loose with the snowball. He had a good arm, and it flew forward with speed. It missed the wolf by at least a dozen feet. The wolf looked at Shane, sniffed the air for a moment, and then trotted off to investigate where the snowball had landed.
“Walk,” said Felix. “Not fast. Confident. Walk to the door and get it open.”
Shane started moving. Felix gripped the shovel tight in his hands, stumbling slightly as he took backward steps to stay even with Shane. The two wolves nearest to him moved in closer, and closer. Felix let out another primal howl and swung the shovel, striking it against the ground hard enough to crack the plastic. One of the wolves began to growl, and then the other joined in.
“Felix!” hissed Shane. He had the door open and was halfway through it. Felix took another step toward it, and one of the wolves began barking, the noise far more violent and gruff than any of the noises he’d made.
The wolves charged forward. Felix didn’t have time to get through the door. He felt a deep, bone shaking fear take hold of him, the same type of fear he’d felt in the crystal caves, the stuff of nightmares and doom.
Felix and threw the shovel at them. He dropped into a fighting crouch that was more instinctive than useful. One of the wolves looked like it was about to pounce. He locked eyes with it and gritted his teeth. Suddenly, all he could think about was how badly he wished he had his camera with him, and could photograph that moment, the intensity on the wolves face.
Nothing happened. The wolf watched him, its growls slowly dying down into something that was almost gentle, rather than threatening. Felix took a step back, and then another, keeping his eyes on the wolves. Someone grabbed him by the arm and pulled. He fell through the door and collapsed onto the floor of the lobby. Shane slammed his shoulder into the door, pushing it closed, and then locked it.
Mayor Senhaji, Sheriff Burke and a number of other people that Felix didn’t recognize stood around them, grim expressions to a person. Felix stood up slowly, still catching his breath. It took him a couple of seconds to see the gun in the Sheriff’s hand, and the blank expression in his eyes.
“What…?” He took a step as Sheriff Burke walked forward. From beside him, Shane waved a hand and let out a forced laugh.
“We’re fine,” he said. “Thanks for asking.”
“Are they still out there?” asked the mayor. Felix shook his head.
“I don’t know,” he said. “I… wouldn’t suggest going to look.”
Sheriff Burke grabbed Shane’s arm roughly and locked eyes with him. After a moment, he pulled him into a tight hug, gun still in hand.
“Be more careful next time, Shane,” he said.
“I will,” he said. “Sorry, Dad.”
The Sheriff looked over his son’s shoulder and nodded at Felix. 
“Come on now everyone,” said Mayor Senhaji. “Show’s over, get back to what you were doing. The doors are going to stay locked for the rest of the day. Nobody goes outside for the rest of the day.”
Shane pulled back from his father and smiled at Felix.
“You’re alright,” he said.
“Yeah,” said Felix. “You too. Close one.”
“Damn fucking right.”
He walked away. Felix started toward the stairway, intent on going up and checking in on Stella and grabbing his camera.
“Felix.” The sheriff’s voice was firm and emotionless, and it was enough to make him stop in his tracks. He turned around, unsure of whether or not he should say anything in reply.
“Thank you,” said Sheriff Burke. “You did good by me today.”
“Uh, you’re welcome.”
“That doesn’t mean I’m not watching you.” Sheriff Burke took a step toward him, his face regaining a measure of its former rigidity. “Don’t fuck around in my town.”
Felix nodded, trying to put a friendly smile on his face. The Sheriff still had a menacing look in his eyes, but it seemed more out of habit than actual anger. After a moment, he turned and headed up the stairs.
 



CHAPTER 15
 
Felix opened the door to Stella’s apartment and walked inside, ditching his heavy winter outer wear and feeling tension slough off his shoulders. His t-shirt was still wet with sweat underneath, and he considered heading to the bathroom to shower and clean himself up.
The door to Stella’s room was open, and as he walked by it, he saw her standing in front of a large oval mirror, in her bra and panties. She was staring into it and whispering quietly, and Felix had to clear his throat to get her attention, causing her to flinch in surprise.
“Oh!” She turned around to look at him. “Felix?”
She looked amazing. Her underwear fit her perfectly, something that Felix never knew could be erotic until that instant. The curves of her breasts and butt contrasted against her trim waist in a way that screamed of sexual femininity. She was looking at him expectantly, and Felix realized that he was staring at her.
“Sorry!” he said, quickly turning around.
“Oh, no,” said Stella. “It’s my fault. I’m too used to it being just me and Dani.”
Felix scratched his head and walked over to the couch, putting Stella further out of sight. She reappeared in her doorway after a moment, wearing her black and gold robe.
“There,” she said. “I’m decent.”
“You’re more than decent,” said Felix. “I mean, uh…”
He tapped his fingers on his thigh, trying to reel in his arousal.
“How’d the shoveling go?” asked Stella.
“That’s why I came back up here, actually,” said Felix. “A group of wolves showed up in the middle of it and chased us off. The mayor has ordered the doors to be locked for the rest of the day.”
“Hmm…” said Stella. “That’s unexpected.”
Felix looked at her, feeling a little confused by her nonreaction.
“Do you think this is a coincidence?” he asked. “After the crystal caves?”
Stella paced back in forth, appearing not to hear him.
“I think the Ice Dancer might be about to make another move with one of her thralls,” she said. “I need you to do something for me, Felix.”
Felix shook his head before he’d realized that he’d come to a decision.
“Stella, the last time you asked me to do you a favor I almost got myself killed,” he said. “I think you’re better equipped to handle this than I am.”
Stella smiled and walked over to the couch. She sat down next to him, her robe falling open an inch or two and exposing a tantalizing sliver of naked flesh.
“Am I?” she asked. “All you need for it is your camera and curious mind.”
Felix sighed.
“And I’ll pay you,” Stella quickly added. “This is on top of what you can make from getting some slice of life photos of North Spire.”
“Who said anything about-“
“That’s what you were planning on doing today, I assume?” asked Stella. “It will go a lot easier if you tell people that the photos are for my research, instead of for a photography magazine, or journal article.”
Felix lifted his hand up, surrendering.
“Fine,” he said. “But I’m not looking to get any more involved in what’s going on around here than I already am.”
“Why not?”
“It’s just not my style,” said Felix. “I need to get back on the road, as soon as I can.”
“I think you might end up being here a little longer than you expected, Felix,” said Stella. “You might as well make the best of it, right?”
Felix scowled at her and stood up from the couch.
“Do you have any idea of where to start?” he asked.
“Talk to someone that knows everyone,” said Stella.
“Stella, I’ve been here for two days,” said Felix. “That doesn’t narrow it down for me.”
“Ted Dawson is the probably the guy you’ll want to chat with.” Stella pulled out a pad of paper and began writing down a room number. “Chat with him a bit. Tell him you’re new in town and see if he’s willing to introduce you to some people.”
“Okay,” said Felix. “And then I double back to anyone that seems, uh, suspicious?”
“Exactly.” Stella put her finger against her lips, appearing to think about something. “Just be careful about Ted’s wife, Deborah. You might want to avoid her for now.”
“Why?”
Stella frowned. An emotion flickered across her eyes that Felix didn’t recognize.
“No reason,” she said. “She’d just waste your time.”
Felix waited for a moment to see if she’d offer anymore advice, and then stood up.
“Alright,” he said. “What time is dinner at?”
“6 PM,” said Stella. “And you’re helping cook it tonight.”
“What? Are you serious?”
Stella grinned.
“Dead serious.”
 



CHAPTER 16
 
Felix took his time after leaving Stella’s apartment. He snapped a few easy photos of the hallway, and made his way into the stairwell. 
Instead of heading immediately to the room Stella had written down for him, Felix followed the sound of noise, all the way down to the second floor, directly above the lobby. He stepped through the door, a few steps down the hallway, and then peered through a windowed door.
A few dozen people were standing, sitting, and socializing in a large lounge, filled with tables, chairs, couches, and toys for children. Felix smiled and briefly considered heading in, eventually deciding against.
He was still an outsider, and not just in their minds. The last thing he wanted to do was to get comfortable in North Spire. He would leave once he was able, and as always, he’d be better for it in the end.
What Felix did do was snap a single photograph, keeping the frame of the window along the outside edge. It was a nice photo, if not for selling, then for his own personal collection.
He headed back into the stairwell and made his way up to the sixth floor. He found the room Stella had directed him to and stood outside it, thinking about how to approach what he was supposed to be doing.
The door opened while he was still thinking, and he took a step back in surprise, as did the woman standing on the other side of it.
“Jesus!” she shouted.
“Sorry!” Felix winced and scratched his head. “I was, uh, about to knock. I came here to talk to Ted, if he’s around?”
The woman relaxed visibly and smiled at him. She was in her thirties, with brown hair cut almost boyishly short. Her eyes were large and green, and she a tight grey sweatshirt and yoga pants, both of which were quite flattering on the curves of her bust and butt.
“You’re the new guy, right?” she said, folding her arms.
“Felix,” he said. “More of a visitor than a new guy, really.”
He extended his hand for her to shake. The woman licked her lips, took his hand into hers, and all but pulled him inside.
“Come on in!” she said. “Ted isn’t here right now, but I’m his wife, Deb, and, well, I am here.”
She laughed and smiled at him. Felix glanced around the living room. It was almost an exact copy of Stella’s, the only difference being the quality of décor and furniture. Deb, or possibly Ted, appeared to have expensive tastes.
“Okay,” he said. “I just stopped by to introduce myself. Stella said that your husband would be a good person to meet if I was interested in meeting more people?”
His voice felt fake and unenthused. The only reason he was there was as a favor to Stella, and Felix had never been a very good actor.
“Ah yes,” said Deb. “Hmmm… Did she say anything more than that?”
“Not really,” said Felix. “Why? Is there something I’m missing, here?”
Deb disappeared into the kitchen, coming back a few seconds later with a bottle of wine and two glasses. Felix opened his mouth to object and then thought better of it. He sensed that a tipsy Deb would be more open to connecting him with the other tower residents than a sober one.
“Well, you know how Stella is,” said Deb.
“Actually, I don’t,” said Felix. “I’ve known her for less than two days.”
Deb looked as though she hadn’t really heard him. She sat down on the couch, more toward the middle then either edge, and patted a spot next to her.
“She acts like she’s above all the gossip,” said Deb. “Which is understandable, of course. In a town like this, gossip and drama tend to take on a wild life of their own!”
Deb let out a single, small, somewhat forced laugh, and poured them both a large glass of wine. Felix sat down next to her. She didn’t move to accommodate him, and his leg slid up against hers, generating a tingly, somewhat primed sensation.
“That’s probably to be expected,” said Felix. “I’ve been in small towns before. Community is a big thing in all of them.”
And I want nothing to do with it, he almost added.
“Cheers.” Deb lifted her glass, and Felix took his and clinked. He took a small sip, leaning back on the couch, wondering why exactly he was there.
“Everybody knows everybody, here,” said Deb. “There aren’t really any secrets. Which, I guess, for some people is a little inconvenient.”
Felix smiled, watching as Deb downed the rest of her glass. He began making an effort on his, and not just for the sake of being polite.
“I’m open about it, when I can be,” she said. “Ted and I have been married a very long time. We understand each other, the good and the bad.”
“Okay, Deb,” said Felix. “So, do you think you could show me around the spire, or maybe-“
“Ted knows that I have… conversations, with some of the other men,” said Deb. “He talks to some of the women, too. But the only one he talks about… He talks about her, and her ridiculous magic, like it’s actually real.”
Felix ran his hand through his hair, finished his glass of wine, and stood up.
“I think I should go,” he said. “Listen, will your husband be home tonight? I think maybe it would be better if we all spoke together.”
Deb looked at Felix as though he’d slapped her in the face. She leaned back on the couch and crossed her legs.
“She invited you to stay with her,” said Deb. “To be your host mother.”
“She did,” he said.
Deb licked her lips. She stood up and walked in close to Felix, closer than what was appropriate for a man and a married woman.
“You could stay with me and Ted,” she said, in a soft voice. “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind, too much.”
Deb’s hand touched his waist, and then slowly drifted, her fingers running across his crotch.
“Deb…” said Felix. “I really think I should be going.”
“But I was just about to get to the point,” she said. “Of course I’ll help you, Felix.”
He raised an eyebrow at her.
“You will?”
She smiled at him broadly.
“Of course I will…” She took him by the hand and slowly began leading him across her living room. “I’ll introduce you to whoever you want to meet! Even if Stella doesn’t like it.”
“Why wouldn’t Stella like it?”
“Because I know the kind of people,” said Deb, “the kind of women, that a young man like you would be very much interested in meeting.”
Deb took a step back, pushing through the door of her marital bedroom. She walked over to the bed and sat down on it, smiling at Felix. 
He walked in after her and closed the door.
 



CHAPTER 17
 
“And just how accommodating of a host has Stella been?” asked Deb.
Felix shook his head, moving closer to her on the bed. She slid her legs open and leaned back.
“I get the feeling that anything I say to you will end up spreading through this place like wildfire.”
“I can keep a secret, Felix,” whispered Deb. 
He stepped within her reach. She leaned up on the bed and immediately begun unzipping his jeans.
Felix was torn. Part of him knew what kind of woman she was, and wanted to put a stop to it. He didn’t judge Deb for it. Her eagerness, her need, was something that he understood better than ever after his experience with the Ice Dancer.
He knew that the odds of keeping their encounter a secret were slim. Stella would hear about it, as would Dani, more than likely. It would through a wrench into the gears of the temporary life he was settling down into. And part of Felix wanted that. Deb let out a giggle.
“I would be just as good of a host as she is, you know,” she said, pulling down his boxers and letting Felix’s cock snap out into her face.
“Oh? And what would your husband think of that?”
“He wouldn’t have to know.” Deb gave his shaft a slow lick, from the base to the tip. Felix let out a soft moan and ran his hand through her hair.
He urged her on, and Deb began to suck with the skill and efficacy of a practiced whore. A twinge of guilt pulled at Felix’s heart. Deb was the one doing something wrong. He had no commitments to be concerned about. And yet, still…
Deb flicked her eyes up at him, letting her hot lips suckle against his cock. She was an attractive older woman, an elegant seducer. Everything about her screamed of sophistication and class, and sucking his cock like a dirty whore.
Felix thrust forward slightly, pushing his cock into the back of her throat. Deb made a coughing noise and pulled back slightly.
“You’re so eager,” she said. “Do you do it the same way with Stella?”
Felix glared at her. He didn’t fully understand what the deal was between Deb and Stella, and hearing her bring it up again and again annoyed him for reasons unknown.
“You’re not Stella,” he said. “Now get back to work.”
“Ooh, so you do have a bossy side!” She let out a laugh, and then made exaggerated humming noises as she resumed sucking.
Deb pulled at the back of Felix’s legs, positioning him onto the bed. He groped at her breasts, feeling them under his hands and building the eroticism of the moment. She slipped her lips off his cock with a satisfying popping noise and smiled at him. 
“Do you want to see me naked, Felix?” she asked. “Oh, now what would my husband think of that?”
Felix pulled her shirt up and over her head, feeling a little less bad about what he was doing as he sensed more of Deb’s character. She was a blatant flirt, and likely a frequent cheat. It was hard to imagine her husband being any different.
He remembered what Deb had said about her husband talking about Stella and frowned slightly. Deb finished unhooking her bra, letting her breasts fall free. They actually looked nicer naked than they did clothed, and Felix refocused his attention on what was happening.
“Mmmm…” whispered Deb. “Do you want to fuck me, Felix?”
He answered her question by flipping her underneath him and roughly pulling off her yoga pants. She wasn’t wearing panties underneath, which surprised Felix, even though it shouldn’t have.
He pushed inside her and was a little taken aback by the surprised expression on her face. It quickly shifted back to her mischievous smile, but she did put a hand on his chest and lean in close to his ear.
“You’ll have to pull out,” she said, with a hint of guilt.
“Oh yeah?” Felix smiled, pushing his cock deeper in and feeling her body shiver.
“Mmmm…” Deb nodded, biting her lip. “You can’t… cum inside me.”
Felix pulled back and thrust in harder. Deb let out a sharp breath of pleasure and ran her hands across his back. He thrust in again, and again. The bed squeaked underneath them as he picked up speed, building a rhythm.
“We’ll see,” said Felix. Deb scraped her nails across his back as he slammed into her a little harder, the noise of their bodies slapping together echoing through the room.
He almost felt as though he was punishing her. Felix had met women like Deb before, unfaithful to their husbands and secretly proud of it. He was a part of it now, and had no place to judge her. But at the very least, he could let out his emotion, the way he felt about her, through the illicit act.
“Oh god!” moaned Deb. “Felix!”
He pulled back, watching her breasts jiggle with each movement. The bed was so loud, anyone walking down the hallway would hear them. Everyone lived together in the same building, under a single roof. They were all one big family, sneaking around behind each other’s back.
Deb’s legs intertwined with Felix’s. He groped at her breasts as much for purchase as for pleasure, letting himself take her as though she were nothing more than a living, breathing sex toy. Deb writhed underneath him, her moans and cries growing louder. She was getting what she wanted. 
He couldn’t stop himself. The moment had momentum, like a boulder rolling down the hill. Their bodies were locked in, and there was only one way to disconnect from that. Felix let his awareness drift away as he fucked her faster, and faster.
“Oh… god!” cried Deb. “Not… please, not inside-“
At the last second, Felix pulled out. He slid forward on Deb, straddling her chest, and let his cock explode, spraying hot strings of cum onto her breasts and face. She closed her eyes and scrunched her face up, and Felix felt strangely satisfied in a way that went beyond the pleasure of the orgasm.
“I said not inside me,” said Deb, her voice haughty and dignified. “I didn’t say that you could-“
“Whatever, Deb.” Felix rolled off the bed and started getting dressed. He did feel a little bad, and turned back to her before leaving the room. “Look, at least it wasn’t inside you? Right?”
She rolled her eyes at him, a gesture made more amusing by a single bead of cum sticking to her eyebrow.
“I thought you were a sweet boy,” she said.
“It takes two to tango,” said Felix. “And honestly, this isn’t what I came here for.”
Deb smiled at him. It was pained, but genuine.
“I know,” she said. “I’m sorry. I get all worked up sometimes and I just need someone to help me out, you know?”
Felix shrugged and said nothing.
“I’m going to take a shower,” said Deb. “Afterward, I’ll come find you. And bring you down to the community to meet some people.”
“Uh, thanks.” Felix nodded to her. She looked away from him, and an awkward couple of seconds passed by in silence until he took the hint, and left the room.
 



CHAPTER 18
 
Felix left the apartment, took a deep breath, and turned to see Stella at the end of the hallway. He blinked, feeling a mixture of guilt and something he couldn’t quite articulate into thought.
“Felix!” shouted Stella. “Come on, we need to move!”
“Uh, okay.” He jogged down the hallway toward her. “What’s going on?”
“Something is happening,” she said. “I think the Ice Dancer is-“
The light above them flicked off, leaving them in total darkness. Felix pulled his phone out and used it to illuminate Stella’s face. Her expression was one of grim determination.
“Damn, she cut the power!” said Stella. “Get down to the first floor. Make sure the doors are locked and stay there!”
“Stella, hold on a second,” said Felix. “I-“
“We don’t have time for this!” she yelled. “Go now!”
She grabbed his arm and roughly pulled him into the stairwell. Felix hesitated for another second before heading down, taking the stairs two at a time. 
With the power off, the cold had ample opportunity to sneak into the North Spire through any cracks it could find. By the time Felix reached the first floor, it already felt a few degrees colder. If the power stayed off, the situation would be life threatening within hours, and that didn’t take the Ice Dancer into account.
Felix reached the lobby, scanning his eyes across the floor. Even though the sun had already set, enough light shone from the moon and snow to illuminate most of the area. Felix didn’t see anyone, and he hurried to the door, finding that it was unlocked.
“What the fuck…?” He was sure that it’d been locked before. A chill ran up his spine.
“What do you think you’re doing?” The sheriff’s voice came from behind Felix. He slowly turned around to see Burke heading toward him, hand resting gently on his gun.
“Something is going on,” said Felix. “The power outage-“
“I’m aware of it,” snapped the sheriff. “Obviously.”
“The door is unlocked!” said Felix. “And something might be coming through it in a couple of minutes!”
The sheriff stared Felix down, his expression stern and impassive.
“You’d best go on,” he said. “I’ll take care of things down here.”
A chill went up Felix’s spine. He suddenly wondered why the sheriff had been down on the first level to begin with, and how he’d missed him when he walked out of the stairwell and into the lobby.
“No,” said Felix. “I’m here to help, Sheriff.”
Sheriff Burke took a step forward. One of his fingers twitched on the gun, as though all of his self-control was required to keep it in its holster.
“You’re not helping anyone right now,” he said. “You’re getting in the way, kid.”
“Maybe that’s what I need to do to help,” said Felix.
The sheriff took a slow breath through his nose and furrowed his brow.
“You don’t understand how this community works,” he said. “Or what it’s like to be a part of it. You’re a wanderer, Felix. Isn’t that right?”
Felix didn’t say anything.
“You don’t understand how it feels to live with the same people, day in, and day out,” said Sheriff Burke. “The decisions you have to make in order to protect them… What it comes down to in the end.”
“I’m not going anywhere,” said Felix. “Not right now, at least.”
A tense, silent moment followed, with violent potential simmering just under the surface. Felix held his breath, watching the sheriff as he continued to tap his finger on his gun. He felt as though making a single move, even just putting his hands up, would get him killed.
From outside the spire came a loud, high pitched scream. Felix turned instinctively in time to see Dani in the snow. The door to the school was open, and she was kicking through waist deep snow, moving in desperation toward the North Spire.
In the distance behind her stood the Ice Dancer, looking just as coldly seductive as she had back in the crystal caves. She walked on top of the snow, her feet sinking in only slightly, as though she wore invisible snow shoes. The ice covered every inch of her flesh, and white vapor steamed off her, as though she was colder than the ambient winter Alaskan air.
“Dammit!” Felix turned his back on Sheriff Burke and rushed toward one of the metal entrance doors. He heard the older man bark something at him and ignored it.
The door opened easily, aided by a fierce wind that seemed to originate from the direction of the Ice Dancer. Felix charged outside, feeling the punishment of the biting Alaskan cold on every inch of exposed flesh.
Dani had tripped in her hurried escape and was pulling herself to her feet. The Ice Dancer was closing the gap between them faster than she had any hope of escaping. Felix shouted wordlessly as he charged through the snow.
He saw the shovel, discarded in his encounter with the wolves earlier in the day, and bent down to scoop it up as he went by. Dani was on her feet again, but the Ice Dancer was right behind her, within grabbing distance. Felix shouted and gestured with his hand, trying to tell her to drop to the ground.
She wasn’t listening, but the snow caught against one of her legs, causing her to fall forward a second time. Felix grabbed the shovel with both hands and threw it, the angle giving it horizontal momentum, like a boomerang in flight.
It hit the Ice Dancer square in the chest, shattering a small section of her frozen armor. Dani screamed and pulled herself forward, scrambling to put distance between herself and the creature in what little time the attack had bought her.
The Ice Dancer ran a hand across her face and through her hair, melting more ice off with it. Her blonde hair and sleek, attractive face came into view. She looked human, and as she stripped more of the ice armor off, revealing her big, perfect breasts, Felix had a hard time believing that she wasn’t.
Dani reached him, halfway hysterical with fear. She grabbed his hand and tried to pull him back. The Ice Dancer was moving toward them again, too quickly this time. She’d catch them both if they tried to run.
“Go!” shouted Felix. He took a step forward and picked up the shovel from where it’d rebounded away from the Ice Dancer.
“Felix!” screamed Dani. She shot him a look, which he returned with a scowl and impatient hand gesture.
“Run, Dani!” He turned away from her, squaring off with the Ice Dancer, who was…
She was smiling at him, and there was a sense of recognition in her eyes. Felix expected her to charge forward at him, or through razor sharp icicles, or some other act of aggression. 
Instead, the Ice Dancer ran her hand over the snow. It rose up into a rectangle at her command, the size and shape of a king size bed. The Ice Dancer leaned back on it and slowly began running her hand up her leg, cracking off more ice and revealing pale, perfect flesh underneath.
“Felix!” screamed Dani. She was nearing the spire’s door, and hesitated before going in, her fear supplemented by worry.
“I…” Felix couldn’t look away from the Ice Dancer. She brought her arm underneath her breasts, pulling them together suggestively. She’d cracked all of her ice armor off except for a small, panty shaped section around her crotch. 
Felix thought of how she’d felt against him, how intoxicating and incredible and incomparable the experience had been. He watched as the Ice Dancer slowly slid her fingers across her ice panties, as though toying with the idea of letting them shatter, and revealing all of herself to him. She smiled and licked her lips. Felix realized that he was walking toward her with slow, small steps. He needed to be against her, needed to press his cock against that ice and shatter it so he could get into her hot, tight, supernaturally perfect pussy.
A gout of fire lanced out, missing Felix’s head by a few inches and catching the Ice Dancer on the shoulder. Her flesh didn’t burn. It melted away into water, revealing crystal clear ice under the wound. The Ice Dancer flinched back, her face contorting in pain and anger, but made no noise.
“Get away from her, Felix,” said Stella. “We need to get inside before-“
The ground began to rumble. Snow flew off the ground, collecting around the Ice Dancer’s body. Felix felt a stab of disappointment as it covered her naked flesh, and then blinked, his faculties returning.
“Jesus…” He took a step back. The Ice Dancer was growing larger, but maintaining her feminine shape. It was as though she’d summoned a body of snow, her form perfectly preserved, but larger than life. She stood at least twenty feet tall, and slowly closed her fingers into fists.
“Back!” screamed Stella. “You are not welcome here.”
She pushed her staff forward into the air and another blast of fire extended outward, this time striking the Ice Dancer in her oversized head. The creature brought up both hands to block and kicked at the snow with one foot, launching a miniature avalanche onto Felix and Stella.
Felix covered his face the best he could. The snow buried him in an instant, and only through a few seconds of desperate digging was he able to free his head and upper body. Stella faired slightly better and still held her staff. She looked tired and determined. Her eyes flashed bright green as she brought the tip of her weapon level with the Ice Dancer.
“You will leave this place!” Stella let out a fierce cry, this time summoning a blast of wind. The snow surrounding the Ice Dancer exploded into powder, and the naked woman underneath it was launched into the air, flying backward at a rate that brought her over the horizon in seconds.
“Holy fuck,” said Felix. “Stella, that was… unbelievable.”
Stella’s eyes were closed, and her grip on her staff was loosened. Felix began digging himself out as quickly as he could. He rushed over to her, pulling her from the snow. Her body was ice cold.
 



CHAPTER 19
 
Felix managed to drag Stella’s body halfway back to the tower before people emerged from the tower to help. Mayor Senhaji, Sheriff Burke, and Danica each made a tiny trail through the snow of their own as they made their way toward him separately.
“Just what the hell happened here?” shouted the mayor. Felix hesitated, catching an urgent look from Dani.
“The kid ran outside,” said sheriff. “After the girl. They were… arguing in the snow, or something, from what I could tell.”
“What?” The mayor shot Felix a skeptical look. “Then why the hell didn’t you go investigate, Burke?”
The sheriff was silent. Felix lifted Stella’s body, inviting them to take hold and help. Everyone grabbed onto her and lifted her body up and out of the snow. Dani was in position next to him, and she leaned her head in close.
“Don’t tell them the whole story,” she whispered. “Trust me.”
“They deserve to know,” whispered Felix. “How else are they going to keep themselves safe?”
Dani looked from him to Stella. She looked cold, worryingly so.
“That’s why my mom is here,” she said.
They made it to the tower after a few minutes and headed for the stairs. The process of bringing Stella upstairs, even as light of a woman as she was, made Felix wish the architects had installed an elevator. Luckily, they didn’t have to go far.
“Monique will know what to do,” said Mayor Senhaji.
They carried her down the second floor hallway, stopping in front of a room that had placard on it reading “INFIRMARY”. Dani opened the door, and the three men carried her inside.
“What seems to be the… problem?” An attractive black woman with curly, golden brown hair sat on a stool, her white physician’s coat hanging over a t-shirt and jeans. She stood up and helped them bring Stella to the bed and then immediately set out taking her pulse and temperature.
“I’m… okay,” muttered Stella. “It’s okay.”
“It’s not okay,” said the doctor. “Stella, how many times have I told you not to go outside without your jacket on?”
Stella smiled wanly. The doctor turned to everyone else in the room and nodded to the door.
“I’m going to need to get her out of her wet clothing,” she said. “A little privacy, please?”
Felix disappeared out the door, along the mayor, Sheriff Burke, and Dani. Felix smiled at Dani, and then looked over at the two men, who scowled back at him.
“I need to know more about what’s going on here,” said Mayor Senhaji. “Burke, are you going to tell me?”
The sheriff remained silent, his face expressionless, eyes devoid of emotion or clues.
“Then it will have to be one of you two,” said Mayor Senhaji. “Dani, I’ve known you for a long time. It’s not like you to, to…”
He was growing angrier by the moment, and a light stutter revealed itself in his speech. Dani shot Felix an odd look and then turned to face the mayor, setting a hand on his shoulder.
“You have known me for a long time,” she said. “Um, maybe we could talk more about this later?”
Underneath the fingers of the hand on the mayor’s shoulder flashed a tiny pink burst of light, so quick and effervescent that anyone not looking for it would have assumed it a trick of the eyes. Felix flinched back, staring at Dani in disbelief.
“Talk about it… later?” asked the mayor. “Yes… I, I guess we could do that.”
A small, genuinely embarrassed looking bulge appeared in the center of Mayor’s slacks. Felix awkwardly looked up toward the ceiling. 
“And Sheriff Burke?” asked Dani. “Is there, uh, you know, anything you’d like to talk to me about?”
The sheriff glared at her and stomped off without a word.
“We could talk now,” said the mayor, with a hint of hope in his voice. “Angela isn’t usually home from the gym until later. Not that, that, it matters, of course, but we’d be able to speak privately, you see?”
“I have to stay here,” said Dani. “I’m worried about my mom.”
“Ah yes, of course,” said the mayor. He scratched his head and shrugged. “All of you are safe. I guess that’s what really matters when it comes down to it.”
He nodded to Dani, completely ignoring Felix’s existence, and then walked toward the stairs, shooting one last look of longing over his shoulder at the teenage girl. Felix waited until he was in the stairwell and then frowned and crossed his arms.
“I can’t believe it,” he said. “You just… used magic on him.”
Dani blushed and ran a hand through her brown hair.
“I didn’t have a choice,” she said, softly. “My mom would have done the same thing. Except, she’s way better at it than I am.”
Felix was silent for a couple of seconds, until his next question began to burn through the tip of his tongue.
“Are you really going to meet up with him and…?”
Dani looked like he’d just called her a whore, and Felix realized that in a sense, he had.
“You’re disgusting!” she shouted. “No! There’s no need.”
“What if he starts thinking about what happened?”
“All he’ll remember is that there was an incident, and then he had some pervy thoughts about a young teenage girl.” Dani set her hands on her hips and jutted her chin out at him. “He’s a good man. And I feel bad about doing that to him. But there’s no other way.”
“Sorry,” said Felix. “I didn’t mean to suggest anything.”
“It’s the same for my mom, too, before you ask,” she said. “She usually doesn’t need to be half as suggestive as I was, back there. She just casts her spell and then bats her eye lashes.”
“Oh.” Felix shrugged and tried to act nonchalant. “So… Would I be able to tell if you used your magic on me?”
Dani flinched back, clearly flustered.
“I haven’t!” she shouted.
“But would I be able to tell?”
“I shouldn’t even have to answer that,” she said. “You’re being ridiculous, and childish, and, and…”
She balled her hands into fists, her face bright red from either anger, embarrassment, or a combination of both. After a moment, she made an exasperated noise and disappeared back into the infirmary.
 



CHAPTER 20
 
Felix waited outside the infirmary for what felt like hours. It was almost 10 by the time the door finally opened, and Dani walked out, supporting Stella on one arm. The doctor had a stern expression on her face, and she turned to Felix, as though surprised by his presence.
“You’re the new guy, right?” she asked. Felix shrugged.
“I’m Felix.”
“Dr. Monique.” She looked over at Stella and Dani. “Felix, I want you to help keep an eye on Stella tonight. She appears to have collapsed from exhaustion, and her body temperature is lower than it should be.”
“Alright,” said Felix.
“One of you should sleep in the same bed as her,” said Dr. Monique. “Given that you are a…”
She cleared her throat and glanced away from.
“Well, you’re a man,” she continued, “and it would be complicated for you to engage in skin to skin contact safely with a woman like Stella.”
“Oh.” Felix scratched his head and felt his face heat up a tad. “Right, of course.”
“It’s only something that would come up if Dani couldn’t effectively keep Stella’s temperature up on her own,” said Dr. Monique.
“Just let it go, Monique,” said Stella. “I’ve already told you a dozen times that I’m fine.”
Dr. Monique put her hands on her hips and met Stella’s eye, looking very serious.
“You’re not a superwoman, Stella,” she said. “You’re made of flesh and blood, just like everyone else. So take your doctor’s fucking advice.”
Stella stifled a laugh and nodded. Felix moved to the other side of her and the three of them started off toward the stairwell.
“You did good, Felix,” said Stella. “Against the Ice Dancer outside.”
“Uh, thanks,” he said.
“I’ve been aware of the Ice Dancer for a couple of months now, but I had no idea that she was operating so close to the North Spire.”
Felix nodded, and a question popped into his head.
“Why did you send me out to the crystal caves, when we first met?” he asked. 
Stella smiled, looking a little ashamed, and much paler than usual.
“I didn’t know that the Ice Dancer had moved into them,” she said. “Honestly, I didn’t.”
“The crystal you asked for…”
“They’re powerful magical foci,” said Stella. “I would have gone to collect it myself, or sent Dani, but our magical signatures tend to attract otherworldly beings.”
“That makes sense,” he said.
“I would never have sent you if I’d known it was going to put you in danger,” said Stella. “I feel even worse now, after what you did to save Dani.”
“Sorry,” said Dani. “This is all my fault. The Ice Dancer only showed up today because I was outside the tower.”
“What were you doing out there, anyway?” asked Felix.
The three of them took a turn in the staircase and started up the next flight.
“I needed to grab a stuffed animal from inside the school,” she said. “I had permission from Ms. Alexia, if that matters.”
“Ms. Alexia?” asked Felix.
“The schoolteacher,” said Stella. “You’ll meet her… eventually.”
Her voice was quiet, and it sounded as though each word took a great deal of effort. Felix shifted against her, taking a little more weight onto his shoulder. They made it up the last few stairs, down the hallway, and then into Stella’s apartment.
It was dark inside, save for what little illumination the night sky provided through the kitchen window. The wind whipped against the tower outside, trying to find a way through the thick walls and insulation. 
Dani bustled around, turning on lights, while Felix helped Stella to her room. Her bed was perfectly made, and he pulled back the sheets and comforter to help her into it.
“Dani will have to help you undress,” said Felix.
“I can do it,” said Stella. “I’m not handicapped, just tired.”
Felix smiled at her.
“Alright then,” he said. “Just let either of us know if you need anything.”
Felix walked out of her room, closing the door behind him. Dani was in the living room. She had a robe on similar to her mother’s except deep maroon in color, with navy blue trim.
“You’ll have to take the first shift,” she said.
“Excuse me?”
Dani looked up at him. She was pulling out a tiny vial, along with a small purple velvet bag.
“I need to head back outside,” she said. “The Ice Dancer left valuable samples behind. I need to get them.”
Felix frowned. He took a step back toward Stella’s door, only stopping when Dani shot him a harsh look.
“No, don’t bring my mom into this,” said Dani. “Trust me, Felix. If she was well enough to move around, she’d be doing this herself.”
“Dani, it could still be out there!”
“Not after the damage my mom did to it,” she said. “I will be perfectly safe. And getting these samples will help us understand what we’re dealing with.”
“Dani-“
“I’m going,” said Dani. “You can’t stop me, and I’d rather not have to use my magic on you.”
Felix frowned, feeling increasingly annoyed with her.
“And what about what Dr. Monique said about her not sleeping alone?” he asked. “Specifically, the skin to skin contact part?”
“Would you grow up?” asked Dani. “Just leave your boxers on and control yourself.”
Before he could object any further, Dani was out the door. Felix rubbed his temples, feeling the oncoming signs of an irritation induced headache. He slowly made his way back over to Stella’s room and slipped inside.
“Hey, Stella?” he said, cautiously.
“I heard everything.”
“Oh.”
Stella sat up in the bed. The overhead light was off, but a shaft of moonlight illuminated her body, and more specifically, her lack of clothing. She still had her bra on and presumably panties underneath the sheets, but enough was showing to be erotic, and compelling.
“Felix, you can sleep in your own bed,” said Stella. “I’ll be fine. And Danica is right about getting the samples. I should have thought of that earlier.”
Felix sighed and started pulling off his clothing. He left his boxers on and hunched over in an attempt at hiding his growing erection. 
“I have to warm you up, Stella,” he said.
She shifted on the bed, her breasts bouncing as she made room for him.
“Then climb on in,” she said, smiling.
 



CHAPTER 21
 
The bed was smaller than it looked from an outside perspective. Felix was in direct contact with Stella as soon as he slipped under the covers, which he reminded himself, was the point.
“Comfy?” asked Stella.
“Yeah,” said Felix. “Well, kind of.”
“Here, I’ll turn this way…” She shifted so that her back, and more importantly, her butt, was toward him. “And then you can push against from behind.”
Her phrasing made Felix’s cock grow even harder, but he moved into position. His erection found its natural place against her buttocks. He let one of his arms drape over Stella, slipping the other behind her pillow.
“Alright,” said Felix. “Are you, uh, feeling warmer?”
Stella laughed.
“I think we have to stay like this for a while,” she said. “If you want to properly warm me up, at least.”
She shifted against him, her buttocks practically massaging his cock from either side. Felix could smell the faint scent of her perfume. It was like nothing else he’d experienced before, sweet and magical.
“Stella…” said Felix. “This is going to be hard for me.”
“It’s already hard for you,” she whispered. “I can feel it.”
Felix sighed, unsure of how to respond.
“It’s my fault,” she said. “Probably some of the lingering effects from the lust magic I used on you yesterday.”
“I’m 24, Stella,” said Felix. “And you’re, well, you’re a very… attractive woman.”
He tried to find the polite word for it, unsure of whether calling Stella sexy would be appropriate in the situation. She laughed, sensing the tension in him.
“Well, I can’t say I’m surprised.” Stella shifted against him, unintentionally sliding her buttocks against his cock. “Though you shouldn’t let Dani hear you saying things like that.”
“Why not?” asked Felix.
“Never mind,” she said. “Pretend like I didn’t say anything.”
A silent moment went by in agonizing slowness. Felix couldn’t stop himself from shifting against her, rubbing his cock against her butt and delighting in the pleasure it sent pulsing through him. His hand was sliding across her naked, toned stomach, heading for her big, soft breasts.
“Oooh.” Stella giggled nervously. “This is really hard for you.”
“Yeah.”
“What are you thinking about right now?”
“Uhh…” Felix bit his lip, knowing that there was no way he could safely answer.
“I think I know what you’re thinking about,” whispered Stella. “This is the emotion my magic draws from, after all.”
She slipped up slightly on the bed. The movement caused Felix’s cock to pop free through the sliphole of his boxers. He started to move to fix it, but before he could, Stella closed her thighs against it, trapping his cock in between her luscious, naked legs.
“I know exactly what you’re thinking about,” she whispered. “You’re thinking about what I would look like, what I would feel like, naked.”
Stella pushed her hips forward, keeping her thigh grip on his cock. The effect was insanely pleasurable, and Felix gasped as his mind began to fog over with desire.
“You’re thinking about fucking me,” whispered Stella. “Slamming your big, hard cock into me.”
“Stella!” Felix thrust forward into her thighs. She moved against him, rewarding him for reasons unknown.
“I think you deserve a reward for saving Dani,” said Stella. “But obviously, we have to keep things safe and clear cut.” 
A pink glow came from underneath the sheets and comforter, bright enough to shine through the multiple layers of fabric. Felix felt a single finger touch the tip of his cock. Pleasure unlike anything he’d felt before rushed through him, pleasure so good and perfect that he could feel insanity and addiction pulling at the edge of his awareness.
“Oh… my god.” Felix’s entire body went rigid, as though all of him were just as hard and erect as his member. Stella slid away from him on the bed.
“Feels good, doesn’t it?” asked Stella. “Here, let me add in another illusion.”
She muttered something under her breath, and a vaguely gorgeous woman appeared over Felix on the bed. She had big breasts, but not too big. Her butt was the perfect shape and size, her hair was of average length and indeterminate color. The only thing he could make out of her face was the expression, one filled with coy sexuality and desire.
The illusionary woman lowered herself down onto Felix’s cock and began to ride with gentle, perfect movements. Felix looked over at Stella, who was watching the scene with an unreadable look on her face.
“Why?” he asked. Stella shrugged.
“What do you mean, why?” she replied. “I’m a sorceress, Felix. I do magic, and I help people.”
The illusionary woman was riding him with fast, graceful movements. Felix reached his hands up and was a little surprised to find that they slid right through her. As though in apology, the illusion dangled her perfect breasts in his face and increased the pleasure coursing through him even further.
“Stella,” moaned Felix. He looked over at her and met her gaze. She held his eye for a moment, a moment which felt more illicit, more outside of the bounds of what they should be doing than anything else that’d happened between them.
“I’ll get you a towel,” whispered Stella. She got up and disappeared through the door to her room. Felix watched her butt and the way her hips swayed from side to side, and began to cum, his orgasm ricocheting through his body and making him shake with pleasure.
 



CHAPTER 22
 
Felix lay with Stella in her bed, bearing the uncomfortable silence, until her breathing finally steadied into the familiar pattern of sleep. He tried to parse through the events of the day and come up with a new plan of action, but his thinking was slow, and his eyes were tired.
The one thought he did spend energy sparring off against was how badly he felt like he needed to get moving. It was impossible, with the intermittent ice storm, and the roads the way they were, but the idea of him staying in North Spire and trying to blend in with the strange community seemed just as impossible. He wasn’t capable of it, like a man with a twitchy leg trying to sit totally still.
A noise from outside Stella’s room awoke him, though he hadn’t realized he’d been sleeping. Felix climbed out of bed, pulling clothes back on in a hurried rush as he made his way into the living room.
“Hey,” said Dani. “I managed to… What’s wrong?”
In his haste, Felix had done a poor job of making himself look like he hadn’t just gotten laid. He frowned and hurried to fix it, smoothing out his hair as he did, and doing nothing to placate Dani’s suspicions.
“Did something… happen?” Dani’s voice wavered slightly, and it was apparent to Felix that she was asking a question that she didn’t want to know the answer to.
“No,” said Felix. “I mean, not really.”
Dani looked away from him, turning her eyes toward the ceiling and holding her hand against her mouth.
“You’re not serious, are you?” she asked, quietly. “You and… my mom?”
“No!” said Felix. “It’s not like that. But there was a complication, and she cast a spell to, uh, fix it.”
Dani calmed down, if only slightly. She nodded slowly, scanning Felix’s face for something.
“Even that is still a little weird,” she said. “But I mean, I guess it’s not that bad. If you and her weren’t actually…”
Felix held his tongue and silently gave thanks. 
“Anyway,” he said. “She seems to be doing better. She’s getting some sleep, and her skin feels warmer.”
“Good,” said Dani. “I’ll head on in and climb in to take my shift.”
She smiled at Felix and he smiled back. The moment went on for a half second longer than it should have.
“Alright,” said Felix. “I’m going to go to sleep.”
“Of course.”
The next morning was a process of discovering injuries that he hadn’t realized he’d had. Felix’s shoulder felt as though someone had popped it out of socket and then back in again. His hamstrings ached, and for some reason, breathing brought with it tiny, shooting pains.
There was food on the dining room table, and a half naked Dani sat in front of a plate, oblivious to his presence. Felix winced and then cleared his throat.
“…Good morning, Dani.”
She jumped out of her seat, blushing fiercely. She wore only her bra and panties, white with a blue flora pattern and white with pink hearts. She covered herself as though she totally naked and hurried off to her room, her medium length brown hair trailing behind her.
Felix made himself a plate and started eating, too tired to feel awkward anymore. Dani reemerged after a minute in jeans and a tight pink t-shirt.
“Sorry,” she said. “I didn’t think you were going to be awake until later.”
Felix raised an eyebrow at her. It was already late enough in the morning for breakfast to be on the table, and a glance at the shoes next to the door told him that Stella was already out and about.
“Don’t worry about it.” Felix smiled. “You’re my host sister, remember.”
Dani shot him back a glare that was part annoyed and part playful. Felix took a bite of toast and chewed slowly.
“So what’s on the agenda for today?” he asked. “Are we going to get attacked by the abominable snowman?”
“Very funny.” Dani rolled her eyes. “Today is special, for your information. It’s the day of the Winter Festival.”
“Christmas isn’t for another two weeks.”
“It’s not like that,” said Dani. “The Winter Festival is more of a… celebration of snow.”
“Celebration of snow?”
“Not just of that.” Dani shrugged, looking a little embarrassed. “It’s a celebration of what we have here. Of our community, and our way life is here.”
“That sounds positively riveting,” said Felix.
“Figures a loner like you would say something like that,” said Dani. “But really, you should give it a try. If anything could convince you to stick around, it would be, well, this.”
Dani focused her attention down at her plate, as though she’d said a little too much.
“I’ll join in for it,” he said, knowing it was what she wanted to hear. “It honestly does sound kind of like fun.”
“Really?” Dani grinned at him. “I’m helping set things this morning and afternoon. If you’re interested, I could use a hand with that, too.”
Felix shrugged.
“Uh, sure, why not,” he said.
The front door swung open and Stella walked into the apartment. She had on a skirt and blouse, along with thick black leggings and thigh high, girlish leather boots.
“Felix,” she snapped. “I need you.”
Felix raised an eyebrow at her, and Dani shot her mom a look.
“I checked the main generator, down in the second level basement,” she said. “Someone cut the line.”
“What?” asked Felix.
“Someone cut the line to it,” she said. “We’re running on backup power right now. The mayor has people working on repairs, but this was no accident.”
“The Ice Dancer’s thrall,” he said. “Do you think they’ll try something else?”
“It’s almost guaranteed, given that the Winter Festival is tonight.” Stella sighed, not bothering to take her boots off as she walked into the living room. “I need you to help me get to the bottom of this. You and your camera.”
“What do you need me to-“
“He’s helping me set up the Winter Festival today, Mom,” said Dani.
“You can have him when I’m done,” said Stella.
Dani’s chair screeched across the floor as she stood up abruptly.
“I don’t want him when you’re done,” she said, her voice sharp. “And besides, I asked him first.”
“I can do both.” Felix held out his hands in what he hoped was a gregarious, open gesture. “I’ll help Dani with the festival in the morning, search for clues to who the Ice Dancer’s thrall in during the afternoon.”
“Felix, what I’m asking for could mean life or death.” Stella folded her arms and frowned.
“I can keep my eyes open while I’m helping Dani set up,” said Felix. “Besides, taking photos and collecting evidence of anyone or anything that looks suspicious will be easier if I have a cover story, something that I’m doing at the same time to blend in.”
Stella sighed and waved her hand dismissively.
“Whatever,” she said. “But seriously, stay focused. No funny business.”
“Mother, please,” said Dani.
Felix took a deep, calming breath, and focused on finishing his food.
 



CHAPTER 23
 
Felix and Dani made their way downstairs once they were finished eating. Dani chatted on about the Winter Festivals of previous years and what they needed to do for the setup. Felix held his camera in his hands, snapping a photo of each floor’s hallway as they went by in the stairwell, and thinking about what he should keep an eye out for.
The lobby bustled with activity. All of the unnecessary furniture had been cleared out, and a portable stage had been set up in the center of the floor. People were setting up lights and decorations. Some wore costumes of various winter themed mythical creatures, and hilariously enough, there was an abominable snowman.
“I’m in charge of setting up the prize station, among other things,” said Dani.
“Prize station?” asked Felix.
“The kids play a few different games, and the winner of each gets to pick a prize,” said Dani. “It’s all fun and-“
“Hi.” Shane approached the two of them, smiling and furrowing his brow. “Dani, hey. I heard the new guy was staying with you.”
Dani smiled on reflex and nodded to him.
“Yeah,” she said. “He is. Have you met Felix yet? Felix, this is-“
“Shane, yeah,” he said. “We were on shoveling duty together yesterday.”
“And probably will be again, tomorrow,” said Shane, dryly. “It’s a small world.”
The three of them stood there, looking around the lobby and at the festival setup taking place.
“I’m going to go get started,” said Dani. “Come join me when you’re ready, Felix.”
He nodded and watched her skip off, moving faster than what was probably needed.
“So,” said Shane. “What do you think?”
“Of what?”
“This amazing town that we currently find ourselves in,” said Shane. “I think the impressiveness ranking goes New York City, Los Angeles, North Spire, and then, I don’t know, maybe… Chicago?”
Felix chuckled and shrugged.
“Yeah, well, I’m here for now,” he said. “I’m not interested in staying here forever, but I might as well make the best of it until I have the opportunity to leave.”
Shane nodded along, the skepticism showing through in his expression.
“I would probably hate you if it wasn’t for what you did yesterday,” said Shane. “With those wolves. It was really something.”
Felix chuckled.
“Thanks,” he said. “For the compliment, and for being candid.”
Shane nodded and leaned in a little closer.
“Take your chance to leave when you get it,” he said. “There is nothing more depressing than being trapped in a place like this and thinking, what if, or, what could have been.”
Shane patted him on the shoulder and then walked off. Felix frowned, thinking about what he’d said, and then headed over to join up with Dani.
She was next to a table set up on the side of the room, bent over and rummaging through a box of toys. The scene had an ambience to it that made it perfect for a photo, and it wasn’t until Felix was in the process of taking it that he realized that it was an image centered on the curves of her butt in her tight jeans. Dani looked up at him at the worst possible moment and glowered.
“Pervert,” she said, rolling her eyes.
“Hey, come on,” said Felix. “I just wanted a photo of you hard at work.”
Dani set her hands on her hips, and Felix snapped another photo. He smiled at her and started helping, pulling toys out of another nearby box and putting them on the table with a sticky note listing how many “festival tickets” each one cost.
There were several dozen people in the lobby, most of them new to Felix. A few came over and introduced themselves, and he smiled and made pleasantries, always mentioning that he was only there temporarily. Dani didn’t say much, though Felix could sense her listening in.
It was close to lunchtime when Stella emerged from the stairs and made her way over to them. She was frowning, and looked tired.
“Have you found anything?” she asked. Felix shook his head.
“Not yet,” he said. “I think we’re just about done here though, right Dani?”
Dani shrugged her shoulders.
“Good,” said Stella. “Almost everyone is busying themselves with preparations for the festival. It leaves us with an opening.”
“An… opening?”
Stella took him by the arm and pulled him away from Dani and the other people.
“I need to recharge my powers,” she said. “There are a couple of ways I can do it. The main one is… tricky.”
“Why?”
“How should I put it…?” Stella furrowed her brow, looking a little flustered. “There isn’t anyone around that I would feel comfortable trusting to… do it with me.”
“Oh,” said Felix. “Oh!”
“There is another method, but I’ll need you to keep guard,” she said. “Can you do that for me?”
Felix looked over at Dani.
“Let me make sure I’m done here, first,” he said. He walked over to the table. Dani was putting the finishing touches on the homemade festival tickets, cutting each one out of paper and writing the point number in neat colored pencil.
“Dani,” said Felix. “I have to go help your mom out now. Is that cool?”
“I’m not sure if I’d call it cool,” said Dani. “But you’re free to do whatever you want.”
Felix scowled, feeling his irritation start to boil over. He opened his mouth to say something, but before he could, several people in the lobby began pointing and gesturing out the front window.
“Maybe he’s here for the Winter Festival?” suggested somebody, which a few people laughed at.
Felix turned and saw a semi-truck headed south down the snow and ice covered road. His heart skipped a beat as it began to slow to a stop outside of the North Spire.
“That’s… my ride,” he said. “He’s passing right through North Spire. I can get a ride out of here from him!”
He looked at Dani and Stella, only then realizing that they didn’t share his excitement. Felix was too focused on the truck to care. He took a step toward the front door, only to feel Stella’s hand grab onto his arm.
“Felix,” she said. “If you need to leave, go right ahead. I won’t keep you here.”
He nodded, feeling a sudden stab of guilt in his chest.
“Look, I’m sorry, Stella,” he said. “Just let me talk to him and see what’s up. He might be staying here for a couple of days, and then I’d still be able to help you.”
She nodded and smiled contentedly. Felix glanced over at Dani. She wouldn’t meet his eye.
 



CHAPTER 24
 
Felix’s initial reaction was to head out and meet the trucker by the side of the road. The truck came to a complete stop, however, and after a minute a man climbed out of it and began heading for the North Spire’s entrance.
There were dozens of people waiting at the door for him, including Mayor Senhaji and Sheriff Burke. Felix absent mindedly snapped a few photos of him, wondering if they’d be the last ones he’d get a chance to take in the town.
“Hiya,” said the man. “I’m Daniel. You guys mind if I use the restroom here?”
Daniel had a thick beard and a large gut. He spoke with the mayor for a couple of minutes after taking care of his needs. Most of the townspeople went back to festival preparations, their curiosity sated. Felix hovered around, waiting to plead his case.
Finally, the mayor shook Daniel’s hand and departed. Felix was next him in an instant, smiling and wondering how much he was going to have to pay this time.
“Hey,” he said. “You’re headed down south, right?”
“Yessir,” said Daniel.
“I’m looking to catch a ride down that way,” said Felix. “Any chance you could…?”
“Not a problem,” said Daniel. “You pay for half the gas cost and it’s a done deal.”
Felix let out a sigh of relief. He could afford that, thankfully.
“Awesome,” he said. “When are you leaving?”
“Tonight,” said Daniel. “Your mayor is a swell guy. He told me about the festival and offered me a free meal if I stuck around for the start of it.”
“He’s not… I mean, I don’t live here.” Felix scratched his head. He felt a little sad, for some reason.
“Oh,” said Daniel. “My mistake. I’ll be leaving at 8pm sharp. Even my truck isn’t going to be able to handle the ice storm once it gets up to speed, you know?”
“Yeah, of course,” said Felix. “I’ll meet up with you in the lobby, tonight at 8.”
The trucker nodded to him and then wandered off. Stella was still standing with Dani next to her festival table, the two of them having a whispered conversation that for once, looked amicable. He walked over slowly, smiling a sad, somewhat guilty smile.
“When are you leaving?” asked Stella.
“Tonight,” he said. “Sorry. I never intended to stay for longer than a few days, though.”
“Of course you didn’t,” said Dani. “You made that abundantly clear.”
Her voice wavered with emotion, anger and a hint of disappointment. Felix shrugged. He honestly didn’t know what to say.
“We should let Dani finish getting her prizes ready,” said Stella. “If you’re still up for it, I could use your help for the rest of the day.”
“Sure.” He was glad for the excuse to get away from Dani and her sad eyes, and followed after Stella, heading back upstairs.
Compared to her daughter, Stella seemed indifferent to Felix’s announcement of his departure. She didn’t say much to him, even after the stepped inside her apartment, and she began gathering things out of her room.
“So, I might be able to come back and visit eventually,” said Felix. “I guess it depends on where I end up after this though.”
“Hold this.” Stella passed her staff to him and began pulling on her robe.
“I hope Dani doesn’t sulk for too long,” he said. “I didn’t expect her to react that way.”
“She’s a teenager, Felix,” said Stella. “I would be more surprised if she didn’t.”
Stella disappeared into her room and returned carrying a strange looking artifact. It had the appearance of a snow globe, perfectly round and set into a metal stand with legs that looked like tiny claws. Inside the glass, or whatever it was made of, swirled a strange, pink essence.
“Felix,” said Stella. “I’m going to need you to wait here in the room with me. Make sure nobody enters or disturbs us in any way.”
“Gotcha,” he said.
“After about an hour, or when I call to you, whichever comes first, I want you to take my staff and touch the tip of it against the globe.” She gave him a serious look. “I need it as an outside focus point in order to free myself.”
“To free yourself?” He raised an eyebrow at her.
“Turn around,” said Stella.
Felix shrugged and faced away from her. He heard the distinct sound of clothes coming off and dropping to the floor. He couldn’t resist peaking over his shoulder, and caught a glimpse of Stella standing totally nude, facing diagonally to the side. Her butt and the outer edge of one of her breasts were all he managed to see before she waved a hand, clearly annoyed by his nosiness.
“Dani’s right,” she said. “You are kind of a pervert.”
“What? Jeez, you’re the one stripping naked in front of me.”
“Just keep your eyes on the door until I say so,” said Stella. “This isn’t something that you need to see.”
Felix sighed and turned back around. There was a noise similar to a high pitched hum, and then the entire room flashed bright pink for a second. Felix looked over his shoulder again. Stella was gone. 
 



CHAPTER 25
 
Even after what she’d told him, Felix found it hard to believe. It was the difference between hearing about the ocean and seeing it. Stella was gone, and Felix was alone in the room, and magic was, without question, a real force in the world.
He took a deep breath and hesitated. The globe was right where Stella had left it on the living room table. Felix knelt down, driven by his growing curiosity, and peered into the glass sphere.
Stella, miniaturized and as gorgeous as ever, was at the center of it, and she was still naked. Unfortunately for Felix’s eager eyes, pink mist swirled through the globe, surrounding her, and obscuring all of the good details.
Felix dropped into a sitting position on the floor. Stella didn’t seem to be acknowledging his presence, or for that matter, anything. Her tiny eyes were closed, and she moved within the four inch diameter of the globe with coordinated, careful movements.
She was dancing, pulling the pink mist into intricate, full body patterns. Her focus was beyond anything Felix had seen in anyone before. It was a channel of Stella’s own essence, a representation of who she was, and how she was.
She gyrated her hips, and spun her hair. She curled backward into a weightless walkover, transitioning onto her hands as she flipped and spun. She turned and whirled, shaking her body, only barely covered by the mist. 
It was riveting, and by far one of the most erotic things Felix had ever seen. He stared at the globe, unable to turn his eyes away. It felt like it had that night in the bathroom, when Stella had used her magic on him for the sake of securing his seed. Except it was more than that. It was the core of that, unveiled and exposed. It was lust.
Felix’s ran his hand across his crotch in a desirous daze. He needed release. He wanted to transport himself into the globe, or her out of it. He wanted to lock eyes with Stella and press her naked body against him, to slide himself into her and move together. He wanted to chase an orgasm and have it never come, and for the two of them to grind against each other in purposeful pointlessness for the rest of time.
“Felix?” Stella’s voice, tiny and high pitched, came from within the globe. “I told you not to look!”
 The pink mist was gone. Stella was floating in the center of the globe, one leg crossed over the other as though she was sitting in a chair. One of her arms held her breasts in tight, modest confinement. And she was glaring at him.
“Stella…” whispered Felix. “I’ve never seen anything like that before.”
“And you probably never will again,” she said. “Get my staff and let me out.”
Felix stood up from the couch. He’d forgotten about his erection, and it poked out hilariously, aimed at tiny Stella in the globe like a heat seeking missile. He grabbed her staff from the side of the couch and then hunched over as he brought the tip in against the glass.
“Like this?” he asked.
“Perfect,” said Stella.
Bright pink light flashed, the same as before. Stella was naked and making an effort to cover herself. It took all of Felix’s effort and an embarrassed glare from her to make him turn around.
“Stella, I didn’t realize that you could dance like that,” said Felix.
“It was nothing,” she said. “The magic I was absorbing amplified the effect.”
“You’re… incredible,” he said. “I was watching it, and I just felt so…”
“Forget about it, Felix.”
“What?”
Stella walked around, now covered by her robe and decent.
“I can see it in your eyes,” she said. “It’s dangerous.”
Felix shook his head.
“Stella…” He took a step toward her, holding out his arms as though to pull her in close. He needed to feel her against him, needed to kiss her, to let his hard, dirty cock do so very many things.
Her hand struck him across the face before he’d even seen her swing. The movement shook her robe open, revealing that she’d only taken the time to put on underwear underneath.
“Sorry, Felix,” she said, softly. “It will probably take a couple of hours for the effect of you watching that to wear off.”
“Oh…” he said, finally realizing what was going on. “My bad.”
Stella smiled sadly and sighed.
“It’s probably a good thing that you’re leaving tonight,” she said. “If you were here overnight… Well, things could get a little complicated.”
She laughed, and Felix forced himself to laugh with her.
“I have a few more things to take care of up here,” said Stella. “Why don’t you go help Dani with her work on the festival? It will give you a chance to… calm down.”
She punctuated the last two words with a glance down at his bulge. Her eyes lingered for a second longer than they should have, and for an instant, Felix felt himself moving toward her again, this time sure that she’d be receptive.
Stella fixed her robe and shook her head, and that was all it took to bring him back to his senses.
“Okay, I have to get out of here,” said Felix. “I’m sorry, Stella. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”
“I do,” she said, grinning. “And all you need is to get some air for it to wear off.”
Felix nodded and hurried out of the apartment. He felt like he was heading the wrong way, like every step he took brought him further away from what he needed, from Stella’s arms, and strawberry blonde hair, and soft body.
With a great force of will, he made it to the stairs, and then down them. By the time he’d reached the lobby, he was at least calm in a physical way. The preparations were winding down, and the anticipation was winding up. Felix saw Dani talking with Shane across the lobby and started to head over.
He stopped after a few steps and scratched his head. Shane was gesturing, and from his body language it looked like he was making jokes and trying as hard as he could. Dani was listening politely, but slowly warming up to it. And Felix had no place in the interaction.
He took the long way around, keeping himself out of their view, heading for the chairs that people were beginning to settle into by the stage in the center of the room. Outside the lobby windows, he could see dark clouds on the horizon, the calling card of the ice storm. Tonight would be his last chance to get on with his life, and he was going to take it.
“There he is!” 
Felix started slightly in his chair. He looked over to his right and saw the housewife Deb, heading toward him, dressed in an elaborate and borderline scandalous winter costume. Two tiny, coin shaped pasties covered her nipples, and the matching bottom was little more than a thong. Intricate designs were drawn all over her in glittering, silver body paint, and she wore a crown in the shape of a snowflake on her head.
“Deb,” said Felix. “Hello…”
She looked good, almost good enough to push Stella out of his mind. Her breasts jiggled shamelessly with each step she took, and she flashed him a flirtatious smile that suggested that she enjoyed his attention.
“Felix, meet my husband, Ted!”
A seasoned man in his late forties or early fifties stepped out of Deb’s shadow. He was balding and slightly overweight, but his eyes were sharp, and Felix got the sense that he was once quite handsome.
“Nice to meet you Felix,” he said, reaching out his hand. “My wife told me all about you!”
“Oh?” Felix shook the man’s hand, hesitating slightly. “She did, did she?”
“Yeah,” said Ted. “She said that she pointed out some great spots for you to snag photos.”
“Ah,” said Felix. “Yeah, she definitely did.”
Deb was still smiling, clearly unworried. Felix couldn’t think of what to say next, and the moment began to drag on uncomfortably.
“So are you settling in okay?” asked Ted.
“I’m actually-“
“You should come to one of our parties!” Ted snapped his fingers and looked over at Deb, who smiled and nodded. “You would be such a hit, Felix. And you’d get to meet the whole town.”
“That would be great, but I’m actually-“
“And also, I was thinking, you’re a photographer, right?” Ted nodded for him, establishing the rhetorical nature of the question. “Well you should come by and take some photos of Deb sometime. Right sweetie?”
Deb smiled wickedly.
“I’m sure Felix would love to,” she said.
“Deb’s a real knockout,” said Ted. “You could work wonders with her. She’ll do just about anything for the camera.”
“Oh stop!” Deb swatted her husband on the shoulder and licked her lips, looking at Felix.
“I’m leaving tonight,” Felix said. “Sorry. I never planned on staying for very long.”
Ted looked crestfallen, and surprisingly, so did Deb. They turned and looked at each other and then back at him.
“Oh,” said Ted. “Sorry. I didn’t… I didn’t realize.”
“Yeah…”
“Well…” Ted forced a smile back onto his face. “Enjoy the festival, at least. If you’re staying for that long.”
Felix nodded, feeling a strange stab of guilt.
“Yeah,” he said. “I will.”
 



CHAPTER 26
 
Felix spent the next hour passing the time in relative boredom. He let Dani and Shane continue to talk on their own, and aside from the mayor, who was busy with preparations, and the sheriff, who he had no interest in talking with, the rest of the townspeople were strangers to him.
Daniel, the truck driver, came over after a while and the two of them compared traveling resumes. After that, Felix headed back up to Stella’s apartment. She wasn’t home, and it gave him an opportunity to repack his bag without having to worry about what seeing her would do to him.
When he found his way back to the lobby, the Winter Festival had started to get underway. He found his way back to his chair in the back of the seating area. Dani and Stella were both in attendance, but further on up. They weren’t sitting next to each other, which didn’t surprise Felix.
The room hummed with conversation. Felix looked around, estimating that just about everyone that officially lived in North Spire was in attendance. The wind whipped at the windows outside, as though trying to emphasis the lingering presence of winter’s chill, only just held back.
The crowd quieted as Mayor Senhaji made his way onto the stage. He fumbled with a microphone at the center for a moment, tapping on it awkwardly before leaning forward.
“Uh, is this thing on?”
The room burst into goodhearted laughter, and Felix smiled.
“Alright,” said the mayor. “Hello, everybody. It’s that time of the year again. I’d like to welcome all of you to our 26th annual Winter Festival!”
The crowd cheered and the Mayor smiled. 
“North Spire has come a long way this year, and still, we have a long way to go. It’s been an honor to serve this community as your mayor.”
Mayor Senhaji looked out into the crowd, his expression wavering slightly.
“I’ve been warned about my long speeches before, so I’ll be brief. What we have here, folks, is something special. Something that you don’t get in a lot of places in the world.”
A few people muttered words of agreeance. The mayor took a second to let the effect of his words sink in.
“We look out for each other. We pull together in times of need. And even when things don’t make sense, or we end up off track from where we should be, we’re still a single unit. A community, no, a family, under one roof.”
“Get on with it, Bart!” shouted someone from one of the upper rows. The crowd broke out into laughter, and the mayor grinned from ear to ear.
“My point is…” The mayor held his hand up to his chin thoughtfully. “It isn’t always about where you live, but how you live.”
He nodded to the crowd and smiled sheepishly as a group of dancers, Deb included, began to make their way to the stage.
“Now, without further ado, introducing the North Spire Sirens!”
The mayor disappeared off to the side, and the lobby’s overhead lights dimmed, leaving only the blue stage illumination and a single, makeshift spotlight. A song began to play that sounded a bit like a pop rendition of a classic Christmas tune, and the dancers began to move.
Surprisingly, the movements were relatively straightforward and chaste. Most of the women were dressed similar to Deb, but they swayed together as though they were performing a modern or ballet dance piece rather than anything designed to titillate.
It was nothing compared to what Felix had seen Stella doing inside the globe. But it was nice to watch, and the crowd cheered as the women moved. Felix remembered his camera, and pulled it out to snap a few photos. He wondered if any of the women would be interested in them, and thought of the rest of the festival, and how nice it would be if he could document it for the community.
“Hey, bud.” Daniel tapped him on the shoulder, pulling Felix’s attention away from his viewfinder. “The storm’s coming in. We got to get moving, like, now.”
Felix furrowed his brow and gestured to the stage.
“We can’t stay until the end?” 
Daniel was already pulling on his winter boots and gloves, and merely shook his head in response.
“Do I at least have time to say goodbye to people?” asked Felix.
“Do you want to?” asked Daniel. “Given what you’ve told me, it might be easier on everyone if you just… fade out.”
Felix frowned, recognizing the truth in the suggestion. He quietly stood up from his chair, though with the music and the dancers, nobody would have noticed either way.
“You’ll want to dress warm,” said Daniel. “My truck gets pretty cold even with the heat on full blast.”
Felix nodded and began pulling on his winter outer wear. He paused when he reached Dani’s ridiculous pink gloves, and felt a stab of an emotion he didn’t recognize. He left the gloves on his chair, and then turned to follow Daniel out of the tower.
 



CHAPTER 27
 
The wind outside was already picking up, casting snow and bits of ice against the tower’s walls and windows. Felix held his arm over his face as he followed Daniel, his bag hanging easily from one shoulder, and his camera tucked safely into his jacket.
“This is going to be interesting,” yelled the trucker. “Hopefully, we can stay ahead of it.”
Felix strained to hear him over the howl of the oncoming storm. Daniel’s massive semi-truck was parked a few hundred feet away, and he breathed a sigh of relief as they made it to it.
He took a second to gaze back at North Spire. It looked the same as it had the first time he’d seen it, but fundamentally different. It was a place to him now, full of people with opinions and presence. They were all enjoying their Winter Festival, and they’d all probably go to sleep afterward, and wake up the next morning, and work hard at what they did.
“Get in already!” shouted Daniel. Felix took a step back, pulling himself away from the tower, and then climbed into truck.
It took seven tries for the engine to roar to life. Daniel was muttering something about the auto-warmer under his breath the entire time, and when he finally got it, he slapped his hands triumphantly on the wheel.
“Alright,” he said. “Buckle up. The first few hundred feet will probably be the wonkiest.”
The truck wavered slightly as he drove it from where he’d pulled off on the side back onto the road. Felix stared back at North Spire. He was wondering if he was doing the right thing, and it was a question that hurt to think about. Of course he was, he thought. He was doing what he always did.
Daniel picked up a bit of speed, driving faster than the other truck driver that’d given Felix a ride out. He tapped his fingers on the stereo, and loud, raucous country music began blaring out of the speaker.
“Hope you’re a fan,” said Daniel. “Cause this is all we’re listening to for the next few hours.”
“I’ll manage,” said Felix.
He sighed and leaned back in his seat. Minutes went by. The tower faded out of view behind them, replaced with the formless, shapeless white of the south moving ice storm.
“I was surprised,” said Daniel. “People seemed really nice in that town, you know?”
“Yeah, I know.”
“And there were lots of…” Daniel flashed a coy smile. “Well, you know. Plenty of eye candy, especially in that dance number. Kinda wish I could have stayed longer.”
Felix absent mindedly pulled out his camera. He turned on the digital screen, taking a look at some of the photos he’d taken. The last one he’d snapped, of the dancers, was outrageously good. He smiled as he looked at Deb, who appeared to be in the process of losing one of her nipple covering pasties.
He flipped back though a few more, looking through images of people setting up for the festival. He found himself wishing that he’d managed to snag one of Stella in the globe, though he doubted she would have allowed it.
Felix turned to the next photo and froze. It was one of the ones he’d taken of Dani while she’d been setting up her prize table. She was staring at him, her hands on her hips, with glowing blueish silver eyes, the same eyes that he’d seen on the Ice Dancer.
“No…” he whispered. “That’s… impossible.”
“What’s that?” asked Daniel.
Felix slowly shook his head from side to side.
“Turn the truck around,” he said. “I have to go back.”
“What? Are you out of your fucking mind?”
Felix slammed his hands down on the dashboard, staring at Daniel.
“Turn the fucking truck around!” he shouted. “People are going to die if you don’t.”
The truck slowed to a stop. Daniel put the engine into park and turned to look at him, shaking his head.
“I’m not turning around,” he said. “Hell, without a pull off, I fucking couldn’t. Look at the snow on either side of the road!”
Felix took a deep breath and rubbed his temples with his fingers. He grabbed his bag, opened the door, and jumped down into the snow.
“You’re out of your mind,” said Daniel. “We’re miles away. You’ll die if you try to do this.”
Felix slammed the door closed behind him and took a few steps back. Daniel seemed to hesitate for a few seconds before slowly beginning to accelerate and continue on.
He shouldered his bag and started moving. The snow on the side of the road was up over his knees, but the road itself was too icy for him to move safely on with the poor traction of his boots. So he waded through the snow, keeping his eyes locked onto the road.
He was on a collision course with the ice storm. Tiny chunks of sleet and hail pelted his face and body. Felix kept his hands buried deep in his jacket pockets, and cursed himself for being such a good guy and leaving Dani’s gloves behind. Dani, the Ice Dancer’s thrall, who could be in the process of killing everyone in the North Spire at that very moment.
Felix let out a determined growl and pushed himself to move faster. His bag was heavy across his shoulders. His feet fought with the snow, catching on the hard top crust, and sinking into the powdery snow underneath like sand.
He fell more than a couple of times, cutting open his cheek on a sharp bit of ice on one them. He didn’t slow down, not even for a second, not even when sweat began to soak into his t-shirt. It would freeze if he didn’t get to the tower and warm up, and then he would freeze.
A half hour went by, and then another. Felix hadn’t realized how hard it was to move through the snow, or how far the truck had made it before he’d come to his decision. He began to worry that he’d passed right by the North Spire, the storm limiting his visibility to the point of not being able to see it at close range. IF that was the case, he was dead.
“No,” he muttered, through chattering teeth. “I’m not going to die.”
It wasn’t out of a deep love of life, or a dogged determination to overcome adversity that he kept going. If he died, Dani, as the Ice Dancer’s thrall, would have open opportunity to kill everyone in the North Spire. All of the people he’d met, the nice people, and Stella.
Felix lifted his head up and saw it. Jutting out of the snow, like a mirage on the horizon, was the North Spire. He broke into the fastest run his legs could manage, feeling his bag slam painfully against his back as it bounced around.
He drew closer, and saw two figures standing outside in the snow. One of them was almost indistinct from the surrounding white. The other had strawberry blonde hair, and wore only a simple robe of black and gold to hold back the chill.
“Stella!” shouted Felix. He saw her turn at the same time as the Ice Dancer. The Ice Dancer took a step toward him. Stella aimed her staff and unleashed a gout of fire, cutting through the space in between the monster and him. She looked at Felix and shook her head desperately.
“You idiot!” she yelled. “Go, get inside!”
The Ice Dancer took another step toward Felix, a step that became the graceful first movement of a slow, gyrating dance. She was covered in her ice armor, but it was form fitting, and gratuitously thin. Felix watched her, feeling himself growing excited despite the ice and the cold.
“Back!” shouted Stella. She jumped forward, releasing another gout of fire that took the Ice Dancer square in the chest and knocked her back a hundred feet. Stella collapsed down onto one leg, and Felix hurried to her side.
“Stella!” said Felix. “We have to get back inside!”
“I can’t leave it,” she said, voice strained. “I have to make sure it’s dead this time.”
“Dani!” he said, gripping her hand. “Dani is the Ice Thrall!”
Stella stared at him blankly, as though his words had been in a foreign language. She blinked, slowly opening her mouth in shock, and then bringing her hand across as though to stifle a scream. Felix nodded to her, and the two of them began sprinting toward the tower’s entrance.
 



CHAPTER 28
 
Felix dropped his bag off in the lobby, knowing that he wouldn’t need it in the coming minutes. The festival was still underway, all of the blissfully unaware of what had just taken place outside. Visibility out the windows was nonexistent. There could have been an army at their doorstep, and the drinking and merriment would have carried on.
“Stella! And Felix!” Mayor Senhaji walked over to them, looking surprised. “Are you both okay? Did something-“
“Bart,” snapped Stella. “I need to find my daughter. It’s an emergency.”
Mayor Senhaji furrowed his brow.
“She should still be over at her table,” he said. “Some of the kids have already won enough points at the games to-“
Stella sprinted through the crowd, dragging Felix by the arm behind her. People moved out of the way, flashing them strange looks as they did.
Dani’s table was abandoned, at least by her. A few kids stood around impatiently, holding the paper tickets in their hands that she’d designed for him earlier in the day. Stella ran a hand through her hair, knocking aside snow and bits of hail.
“Let’s split up,” said Felix. “You go check your apartment. I’ll keep looking down here.”
Stella nodded and turned to leave. She turned back, catching his eye for a second.
“Thank you,” she whispered. Felix shrugged.
“Hurry,” he said. “I don’t think we have much time.”
Stella took off. Felix turned, slowly surveying the festival’s crowd in hopes of spotting Dani. A lot of people were still sneaking looks at him. He was in his winter gear and stood out like a sore thumb, but he didn’t care.
Felix spotted Shane sitting on a stool in front of the makeshift bar, a full beer sitting on the counter in front of him. He made his way over and shook him by the shoulder a little more forcefully than he probably needed to.
“Hey, what-“
“Where’s Dani?” asked Felix.
“What?”
“Dani,” he repeated. “I’m looking for Dani, Shane. It’s an emergency.”
Shane winced and ran a hand across the back of his head.
“Look Felix,” he said. “You need to just leave her be. Dani… she’s special. She’s really upset over the fact that you led her on and are now just taking-“
“Goddammit!” Felix lunged forward, seizing Shane by the collar of his shirt. A number of people nearby glanced over, frowning. Felix took a deep breath and pulled back.
“Shane,” he said. “This is about her safety, and nothing else. I need to know where she is.”
Shane shrugged and smiled slightly.
“She… was headed down to the basement,” he said. “Now tell me what’s going on, you lunatic.”
“Go get Stella!” shouted Felix. “She’s up in her apartment!”
Felix squeezed Shane’s shoulder and stepped back. He moved across the room in a trot, making his way to the stairs and throwing the door open. He took the stairs two at a time, his mind running wild with images of what he was going to find when he reached her.
There were more sublevels to the North Spire than Felix had realized. He passed by a door that led to an underground storage area, another that led to a gymnasium, and a third that had a giant indoor pool area inside of it. 
Finally, he reached the bottom floor, where he knew she would be. Felix pushed through it into a large space filled with massive generators. Most of them were running, and the hum sounded like the engines of multiple vehicles. He took a few steps forward, slowly scanning his eyes across the floor.
“Felix?” Dani’s voice came from behind him, loud and clear. “I thought you’d left already?”
He turned around and looked at her. Her eyes weren’t glowing blue, and she was frowning at him. She looked confused, and totally normal.
“Dani,” said Felix. “What are you doing down here?”
“What?” She shook her head. “I… Felix, the mayor sent me. I came to check on the generators, make sure the repairs were holding up.”
She started walking toward him slowly, her hands stretched out to the side.
“Are you here to stay?” she asked. “At least for now?”
“Dani, stay back!” he said. “I know what you’re really-“
“Felix…” Dani stepped within his reach and took his hand into hers. “I’m glad you’re here.”
She brought his hand up to her cheek and smiled. Felix pulled back, shaking his head.
“What’s wrong?” asked Dani. “Come on Felix, I wasn’t exactly being coy. You must have known.”
Dani reached down to the bottom hem of her shirt and slowly pulled it over her head, letting her medium sized boobs jiggle inside her bra as they came into view.
“We’re all alone down here,” she said, softly. “Let’s celebrate the Winter Festival.”
Dani pressed herself against him, kissing his neck and pawing at his crotch. The intensity of the moment was almost too much for Felix to resist. He thought about taking her, pushing her against the wall in the corner, where the generators would block the view of anyone approaching, where he could have his way with her nubile, teenage body.
He flinched back. Dani’s eyes were glowing a deep, silvery blue. She flew at him, transformed into something that wasn’t Dani. Her fingers closed around his neck, ice cold and with the strength of a vice grip.
“Dani…” The word creaked out of Felix’s throat. He could feel her fingernails digging into her flesh, and the oncoming embrace of unconsciousness.
Something slammed into Dani with the force of truck. She flew off him and tumbled across the ground, skidding to a stop on all fours as though she were a wild cat. Stella stood over Felix, holding her staff like a baseball bat, face full of conflicted emotion.
“Felix,” she said. “Get upstairs. “
“What?” He coughed, and turned to face off against Dani. “But Dani? We have to help her!”
“I’m the only one who can help her,” said Stella. “The Ice Dancer is still outside. I need you to watch over the lobby, and get the people upstairs if it shows up on the doorstep.”
“Stella…” Felix shook his head. “I can’t just leave you here…”
“I’ll use my magic on you again if you don’t,” she said, smiling. “I get the feeling you might like that too much, though.”
Felix smiled forcefully and nodded his head.
“Okay,” he said. “Be careful.”
He left the generator room, glancing back before entering the stairwell. Stella was preparing a spell. Dani’s eyes still glowed silvery blue, and her body moved awkwardly, as though two personas were attempting to control it at once.
Felix turned away from them and hurried back upstairs.
 



CHAPTER 29
 
The ice storm had grown stronger in the minutes he’d been away, buffeting the outside windows with the full ferocity of the winter’s essence. Mayor Senhaji was standing on the stage, looking a little nervous and tapping on the microphone.
“Don’t worry, the windows are weather treated,” he said, diffusing some of the attention. “But, uh, given some of the concerns that have been expressed to me over the strength of the storm, we are going to postpone the rest of the festivities until-”
One of the windows next to the door shattered, and hailstones the size of ping pong balls streamed in through the opening at an unbelievable rate. Some of the children began crying, and the mayor tapped on his microphone in an attempt to quiet the crowd.
“We’re going to head upstairs for now!” He waved toward the stairwell as another window exploded. Powerful winds ripped through the room, flipping over chairs and tossing papers and confetti into the air.
Felix moved opposite the surge of people, toward the tower’s front entrance. He knew the Ice Dancer was coming. This was the chance she’d been waiting for. With Stella distracted, she could march in through the front door with no consequence. 
Dani’s gloves were still on the chair where Felix had left them. He picked them up and pulled them on. Another window exploded into shards of glass nearby, and one of the children screamed. Felix opened the front door, the wind slamming it into his shoulder as soon as he’d turned the handle. He covered his face and charged into the heart of winter.
The Ice Dancer was standing less than a hundred feet from the tower. She was moving toward the tower, and slowed to a stop when she saw Felix charging forward. Between the hailstones and the wind, Felix was already overpowered. It took all the effort he had to keep moving forward and keep his eyes locked onto her.
The Ice Dancer waited until he was within a dozen feet and then waved one of her hands over her head. The snow around them pulled together, rising together into a circular, domed shell over their heads, and sealing them both in. 
The wind and hail was, blessedly, kept at bay by the Ice Dancer’s trap. Felix took a few recuperative breaths and then balled his hands into fists, Dani’s pink gloves making the gesture seem a little foolish.
“Why…” said Felix. “Why are you doing this?”
The Ice Dancer waved a hand. Snow slammed into Felix’s back, sliding him forward until he was pressing against her. The ice coating her face shattered, revealing pale skin and blue lips. She kissed him, and it didn’t feel cold.
Felix struggled, trying to twist her down to the ground, as though if he could pin her, he could magically get her to give up the siege. The Ice Dancer responded to his movements as though they were part of the seduction, sliding her thigh up along his leg, undulating against him.
He was hard, and he hated himself for it. The people of the North Spire would be turned into ice thralls, all because he couldn’t keep himself from getting aroused in a fight against the Ice Dancer. She kissed him more deeply, and Felix wanted even more. He wanted her lips against his cock, like they’d been before. He wanted to be inside her.
“No!” He pulled back and threw a hasty punch, slamming his fist into the Ice Dancer’s face. The attack left a concave imprint, as though he’d punched a snow sculpture. She looked at him, her face one of surprise and betrayal. 
Felix didn’t waste any time, following his first attack up with a kick. The Ice Dancer caught it and flipped him onto his back. He landed hard, but continued struggling, even as she mounted him. The snow didn’t feel cold, and he knew now that it was a bad sign, a sign that he probably wouldn’t be escaping. 
She kissed him again, ice cracking off her breasts as she pushed them against Felix. She felt so nice, and he found himself wondering if he could go along with it, maybe for just a minute or two.
“No…” he muttered. “I won’t!”
From somewhere deep inside Felix came an animalistic growl, which rose in his throat into it was an all out roar. He wasn’t going to give up. His fighting spirit was more than it once had been, burning hot against her stiffening cold.
The snow dome shattered into pieces. A large white wolf landed on the ground next to Felix, slamming itself into the Ice Dancer and knocking it off of him. Felix scrambled to his feet. There were four white wolves, the same ones he’d seen before, in the crystal caves and then again outside the tower.
“What… the hell?”
He watched as they circled around the Ice Dancer. He saw the creature’s face, and it looked scared, an emotion he couldn’t have imagined on its face before. The white wolves watched it, but they also watched Felix, and it took him a second to realize that they were waiting for his reaction. Felix jabbed a finger aggressively at the Ice Dancer.
“She doesn’t belong here,” he said, through gritted teeth. “She’s hurting the people that live here!”
One of the white wolves charged, knocking the Ice Dancer’s feet out from under her. The ice armor quickly spread across her skin, and a long, spear shaped icicle appeared in her hand. She rose to her knees and stabbed at one of them with it, missing by a hairsbreadth as the wolf dodged.
Another wolf attacked, biting at the Ice Dancer’s neck and scoring a hit that would have been fatal to a human. They continued on like that, dodging when the Ice Dancer attacked, sneaking in their tackles and bites, wearing the creature down.
“Leave this place!” shouted Felix. “We won’t let you in! You don’t belong here!”
The wolves attacked all at once, slamming into the Ice Dancer and shattering her as though she’d never been anything more than a statue of ice. Shards of various shapes and sizes fell to the snow, half of a hand here, an intact breast there. The snowstorm weakened substantially, to the point where the hail stopped, and only lazy white flakes filled the air.
The wolves turned to Felix, moving to surround him. He watched them carefully, making no move to back down or run.
“Thank you,” he said. “I don’t understand how you knew to help me, but thank you.”
One of the wolves started to glow. Felix flinched back, only managing to contain his reaction with a force of will. The wolf shifted within the glow, its body shifting, and changing form.
It was over after just a few seconds. In its place stood a woman he’d never seen before, dressed only in basic underwear and apparently unaffected by the cold. Her eyes were deep violet, as was her hair, which ran almost down to her waist.
It was impossible for Felix to guess at her age, but he knew that she was older than him. Her skin was flawless and taut. Her breasts were large and well formed, and her butt curved outward voluptuously.
“Who are you?” he asked, shaking his head.
“I am Nalya, the white wolf.” She grinned at him, revealing perfect teeth, with exaggerated canines. “My daughters and I have chosen you, Felix Honlan, to be a part of our family.”
She stepped forward, bare feet crunching in the snow, and licked her lips. Her body language was open and suggestive. She didn’t stop walking until she was within inches of him, close enough for him to feel the warmth of her body and heat of the situation.
“Take me,” she whispered. “Take us. We are yours.”
A gout of flame lanced out into the air overhead. Felix turned to see Stella, followed by an exhausted looking Dani, holding her staff in his direction.
“Get. The fuck. Away from him.” Stella’s voice was sharp and clear, and her eyes had a fierce power to them. 
Nalya smiled. She took another step forward, her body pressing against Felix. 
“I can show you things,” she whispered, lips brushing along her neck. “And do things for you. Things that you would not believe.”
“What the hell?” he said, shaking his head. “Why?”
“You’re hard,” whispered Nalya, letting her hand cup his erection. “Does it matter why, right now?”
Felix gritted his teeth and pushed her back, getting himself clear of her effective range. Nalya didn’t stop him, and the other wolves made no move to surround them as they had before.
“I’ll be watching,” said Nalya. “And waiting for you. Take as much time as you need, Felix Honlan. Your denmother will wait.”
She burst into a bright white glow, assuming the form of a wolf to join with the others as they trotted off into the distance. Felix ran his hands through his hair and collapsed down onto the snow, feeling his exhaustion finally catch up with him.
 



CHAPTER 30
 
“Felix… I am so sorry.”
Dani frowned, her blue eyes normal again and full of regret. Felix shifted on the couch next to her, shrugging his shoulders and smiling the best that he could.
“It’s not your fault, Danica,” he said. “The Ice Dancer had control over you. It’s not like you had any other choice.”
She looked to be almost on the verge of tears. Felix realized that he’d say just about anything to get her to smile, to recognize that what’d happened that night had been the victory they’d needed.
“The Ice Dancer…” Danica shook her head. “She has a process for… turning someone into a thrall.”
“I’m sorry.” He grimaced and squeezed her shoulder.
“I enjoyed it,” she whispered. “It felt so… good. It opened up parts of me that I didn’t even know were there. My first thought when I saw you and the wolves fighting her was that, that, I would miss the way she…”
“Hey, it’s okay…”
“Does that make me a bad person?”
Felix shook his head.
“No,” he said. “I felt the same way when I met her in the crystal caves. There is magic in sex, Dani. And the Ice Dancer knows how to harness it.”
“Me and my mom,” whispered Dani. “We tap into the same power with our magic, but it’s never as strong. At least not for me. There’s so much I need to learn.”
She looked at Felix. She really looked at him, and all he could think about were her deep blue eyes, soft lips, and the way her breasts gently heaved against the fabric of her t-shirt with each breath. She was 18, she was only 18. And Felix was leaning in closer to her, his cock snapping to life like a soldier coming to attention.
The door slammed open. Stella had left the two of them in the apartment to check in with Mayor Senhaji about the situation and what needed to be done next. And now she was back, her eyes locked onto Felix and her daughter, analyzing the way they were sitting on the couch.
“Felix, I need to speak with you,” said Stella. “Danica, you should be getting some sleep.”
“Mom, I-”
“Now.” Stella’s voice was absolute. 
Dani rose to her feet and walked off, her fingers grazing along Felix’s shoulders as she passed by. Stella was frowning, but it was impossible to tell if it was meant for her daughter or over something else. She waited until the door to Dani’s room shut before walking over and taking her daughter’s place on the couch.
“Are you going to explain to me what happened out there?” asked Felix. “None of this makes any sense to me. It’s like the wild wild, magical fucking west.”
Stella smiled a little at that.
“Nalya and her followers are lycanthropes,” she said. “Werewolves, to be more specific. Their pack has roamed this area for, well, a long time. Longer than I’ve been in the area.”
“Okay, that makes a sort of sense,” said Felix. “But what about the thing she said to me?”
Stella took a deep breath and let it out. She looked tired, but there was a hint of something else in her expression, something vulnerable and faintly possessive.
“I don’t know why they helped you, Felix,” said Stella. “When I first came to the North Spire, it was, in part, to investigate a series of murders that’d been taking place.”
“And Nalya was the one behind them?”
Stella shrugged slightly and made an intermediate hand gesture.
“Her lover, Yarko, was the alpha of their pack back then,” she said. “He was… an old friend of mine. But he was also a savage monster, once he became wolfbound. He killed people, raped women when he was in human form. Nalya and her sisters went along with it, though how willing they were, I honestly can’t say.”
“And you stopped him?”
“I defeated him.” Stella smiled grimly. “I used my magic on him, lust magic I’d been storing up for months. I made him beg for my touch, and then instead of giving it to him, I blasted him off a cliff.”
Felix didn’t say anything. He could hear the emotion in Stella’s voice, open and raw, and wished that he knew the right words.
“Nalya never forgave me for it,” she said. “The murders stopped. She and her wolfbound sisters were still in the area, but unorganized, and no longer a threat. I expected them to come after, to find a way eventually to take revenge.”
Her eyes locked onto Felix and she frowned.
“She said that they’d chosen me,” said Felix. “To be their new alpha.”
“I know,” said Stella. “Nalya must think that we’re… well, that by seducing you, she can get to me. Which is ridiculous.”
“Stella, I don’t understand,” said Felix. “Why is this bad? They helped us, helped everyone in the tower. Maybe-“
“No.” Stella’s voice was hard and resolute. “If you went with them, Felix, and became a wolfbound, you would turn into what Yarko was. And I would have to kill you.”
She looked away from him. A tense moment passed by. Felix wasn’t sure what, if anything, he could say to that.
“They’ll try to tempt you into it,” said Stella. “I’m not sure how yet, but they’ll find a way. They might act like they’re your friend, or that they’re all of our friends. Felix… they’re monsters.”
“I here you,” he said. “I’ll be careful.”
“If you…” Stella frowned at him, and looked like she was thinking carefully about her words. “If your resolve starts to waver, come to me. I’ll help you however I can.”
Her gaze lingered on his, and the two of them shared a moment of intimate, almost naked seeming eye contact. Stella cleared her throat, stood up, and brushed her robe off. Felix stared at her, unabashedly admiring her figure.
“Good night, Felix,” she said. “You should get some sleep, too. It’s going to be a long day tomorrow.”
Felix nodded, knowing deep in his heart that she was right. He’d made his choice to stay, and now he was going to have to live with it.
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FREE EXCERPT FROM FORBIDDEN MAGIC
 
 
CHAPTER 1
 
The bus lurched over a large pothole as it took the last turn into the station. Victor jerked out of sleep, kicking the seat in front of him as his body snapped into wakefulness. The man sitting next to him gave him an odd look, but Victor’s eyes didn’t waver from the scene outside his window.
Undercliff City. It’s been so long, I barely even remember it.
It was a particularly dark night, with enough cloud cover to block out the nearly full moon. In downtown Undercliff, amidst the corridor of skyscrapers, bars, and clubs, the city always felt alive. The bus was dropping Victor off on the outskirts, near the eponymous cliffs, where most of the houses and buildings were either condemned or well on their way.
Victor ran a hand through his dark, curly hair as the station came into view. He was tall and lanky, to the extent that the bus’s undersized seat was a bit uncomfortable for his legs. A sharp chin and dark eyes made his features look brooding and a bit mysterious, or at least, he liked to think.
The bus doors opened with a vacuum sealed whoosh. Victor's fellow passengers began standing up and politely queuing for their turn to get off. Most of them were shabby, people that looked like they were coming home, rather than just visiting.
Am I just visiting? I don’t have a home anymore.
He stood up when it was his turn to join the line running down the aisle and felt a hot flash hit him like a stiff slap in the face. Victor coughed into the crook of his arm and managed a few unsteady steps forward as his stomach twisted, and cold sweat pooled on his forehead.
It was why he was there, and what it all came back to. Victor was sick in a way that no doctor could help with, in a way that no nineteen-year-old should be dealing with on their own. The one person who held the clue to his treatment lived here, in Undercliff City, the diamond that never fully escaped the rough.
“You okay, kid?”
The bus stop was a small roundabout with a single building in the center and a large parking lot next to it. Victor was leaning up against the rectangular sign that detailed all of the connecting routes. A man smoking a cigarette stood next to him.
“…Fine,” he murmured. “Never been better.”
The man laughed. Victor’s skin felt hot, as though all of the tiny hairs had burned to the root.
Do I look as bad as I feel?
The man standing next to him pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket and offered one. Victor accepted it, puffing it to life on the man’s lighter. He hated the taste of nicotine and smoking in general, but his nerves were desperate for a distraction. After a few long drags, he felt himself relax a little.
“You’re not from around town, are you?” asked the man.
Victor shook his head.
“So why’d you come here?” The man coughed and tapped his cigarette, knocking a bit of ash from the tip. “Undercliff City sucks.”
“Bird watching,” said Victor. “Figure I’d see if I could spot myself a blue tailed bobby.”
The man broke out into raspy chuckles. Victor thanked him for the cigarette and watched as he wandered off into the dark, dreary parking lot.
Why did I come here?
He reached down to his tan messenger bag, the only physical baggage he’d brought with him. Technically, it was his father’s, though the distinction didn’t matter much to him anymore.
He unzipped the front pocket and fumbled through it with one hand until his fingers closed on paper. It was a picture, a picture of a woman. And she was the real reason why he’d come to Undercliff City.
Lucy Wilson. Dad’s old assistant.
The picture was old, from the early days of digital cameras, and printed on plain white paper. The woman in it was young, maybe four or five years older than Victor was now. She was also strikingly attractive, with dark blonde hair, crystalline blue eyes, and a body that looked like it belonged on a pinup model.
Towering over her at the side was Victor’s father, John. He had one arm around the petite woman’s shoulders and was almost smiling. Victor had rarely seen his father smile in all the time that he’d known him, and it seemed fitting.
Thunder rumbled in the distance. Tendrils of fog swept through the bus station from the southern cliffs, and rain began to fall in slowly accelerating droplets. Victor scowled and leaned over to put the photo away. 
A few raindrops managed to beat him to the punch, scoring wet strikes on the picture that marred the low-quality ink. Victor gritted his teeth together and slid it into his pocket. The effect of the nicotine was wearing off, and he could feel another heat flash coming on, brewing in the tips of his fingers and toes.
He started walking. The last time he’d been in Undercliff City, he’d been nine years old. None of it looked familiar, and even if it had, he had no idea where to start looking.
Victor shifted his bag on his shoulder and turned so that he was heading toward the skyscrapers in the distance, into the heart of the city. A homeless woman sat half on the sidewalk and half in an alleyway and jingled a cup as he walked by.
“Please,” she said in a wispy voice. “I’m sleeping out here.”
Victor stopped, pulled a few quarters that he hadn’t ended up needing for bus fare out of his pocket, and dropped them into her cup. He turned to continue and heard the woman speak again, louder this time.
“It’s red. Burning red.”
A flash of red flickered across Victor’s vision, accompanied by a sharp stab of searing pain in his temples. He looked back at the woman.
“What did you say?”
“You haven’t realized yet, have you?” The woman broke out into cackles as the rain intensified, splashing water into her change cup. “You’ll have to choose, you know. You could be a hero, or you could be a villain. But you must hurry. It will kill you if you don’t.”
There was something about her words that made a shiver run down Victor’s spine. She sounded coherently crazy, the type of madness that was unsettling to parse out as a bystander.
I’m just paranoid. Mentally ill homeless women are a dime a dozen.
Victor took a step back from her and started making his way back toward the city center. Another burst of fire shot through his stomach, and he almost doubled over in shock.
“Hurry! Please hurry!” The woman’s shouts were lost to the rain as Victor forced himself forward. There was no turning back.
 



CHAPTER 2
 
The rain didn’t let up, and neither did Victor’s pain. Every step forward was a struggle against his sensitive nerves. He felt his body more intimately than he ever had before, and every ounce of that awareness screamed with the gentle caress of fire pokers and cattle prods.
This is too much.
Victor remembered an article he’d read about people with chronic pain and the struggle that it turned every day into for them. It made him feel anxiety on top of the fire, to the point of rattling each of the already aching breaths he took.
He slowed to a stop as he neared the edge of the city’s center. There was a tavern on the corner of the block with a sign out front that read “Sammy’s Place.” Victor stumbled as much as walked down the stairs and inside, his legs carrying him with wobbly steps as though he’d already had too much to drink.
Victor was tall, and looked a good bit older than most men his age. A few dim lights lit the tavern, and it was still early enough in the night that there weren’t too many patrons milling about. A pool table took up space in the back, and a single flat screen hung from the wall behind the bar.
He collapsed down into one of the stools. The bartender was a stoic looking woman with short cut dark brown hair and a bored expression on her face. She lifted her head slightly in acknowledgment of him but said nothing.
“I’ll have a beer,” Victor muttered. The bartender moved to grab it for him without asking for ID, thankfully. Victor busied himself by pulling out the photo and taking another look at it. Long lines of smudging from the rain ran vertically across the woman’s face, making it nearly impossible to make out her features.
Maybe if I just keep drinking, the pain will go away, and I won’t need to find her.
He grimaced to himself as the bartender slid a beer in front of him. Victor took a small sip of it and noticed that a woman was watching him to his right, a few bar stools down.
“I think this fella is going to need more than one, Sammy,” she said. The bartender responded with a monosyllabic grunt and returned to polishing a glass from the counter behind her.
The woman slipped off her bar stool and moved to the one next to Victor. She stared at him intently for a second. Victor tried to stay focused on the beer, and the picture, and anything but his pain.
“Is that your girlfriend?” asked the woman. Victor blinked, keeping his attention focused on the bar.
“No.”
“Oh, sorry. Ex-girlfriend?”
Victor finally looked over at her, trying to keep his eyes from narrowing into a glare. She wore a striped sleeveless top and a short black skirt, and she wore the outfit well.
“She’s actually the woman I’ve been sent back in time to protect,” he said. “Have you seen her around? The fate of the world depends on it.”
The sarcasm in his voice came off a bit flatter than he’d intended. The woman rolled her eyes and let out an annoyed sigh. Victor was about to push the line a bit further when something strange happened.
He caught the woman’s eye for a second and saw red. He wasn’t angry, and he wasn’t frustrated, but he saw the actual color red, shading his vision and everything else he could see like a photo filter. And even more strangely, his pain vanished, as though transfigured into something else in an instant.
A sharp noise buzzed in his ears as his vision returned to normal. The woman was still staring at him, her mouth hanging open in surprise, along with a hint of something new in her eyes.
Why is she looking at me like that?
The woman slipped forward, letting one of her legs slide in between Victor’s thighs. She pushed in closer, close enough for Victor to be acutely aware of her breasts and cleavage, and then pushed her lips against his.
Holy shit.
The kiss was hungry and primal. Victor felt her sliding her tongue into his mouth and moving her lips eagerly. She put her hands around him and arched her back slightly, opening her legs and trying to get even more contact going between the two of them. It felt good, and with the pain absent, it was an almost celebratory moment for Victor.
“What the fuck?”
Victor pulled back as he heard an angry voice shouting over the soft ambient noise of the TV and tavern talk. A tall, muscular, and very angry looking man was heading his way, shifting his gaze back and forth between Victor and the woman, who was still holding his hand.
“Uh…” Victor tried not to smile as he looked up at the man. “Any chance that this is just your sister, or cousin, maybe?”
“That’s my fucking girlfriend that you’re kissing, punk.”
Fuuuuuuuuuuck.
Victor stuffed the photo back into his pocket and slowly stood up from the stool, holding both hands up and open in a harmless gesture.
“Take it outside.” The bartender, Sammy, spoke for the first time. “Not in my bar.”
“I’m comfortable inside, though,” said Victor. “Really. I, uh, was just getting settled.”
The man snarled and grabbed Victor by the shirt. Victor shot a sidelong glance at the bartender, who shook her head and smiled faintly.
“Sorry kid,” she said. “You’re lucky I even let you have a drink.”
Victor stood to his feet, and the man immediately started pushing him backward. He carried his bag with him and hurried up the stairs in a futile attempt to get far enough down the street to avoid getting his ass kicked.
He didn’t move quickly enough. The man grabbed his shoulder and spun him around.
“Hold on, let’s-“
A fist collided with Victor’s jaw and exploded stars into his field of view. The force of the blow knocked him back, and his arms flailed uselessly in an attempt to break his fall as he dropped to the ground.
“You’re lucky I don’t go to the police on your pervert ass.”
“Hey man, she kissed me.” Victor spoke into the concrete for the first few words, sputtering to spit blood and dirt out of his mouth. 
That’s right. She kissed me. How the hell did that happen?
“Bullshit!” The man pulled back his leg. 
This time, Victor saw the blow coming. He moved his hands to block his face as his attacker’s foot flew toward his head. Another painful hot flash passed over him, and his vision became tinted red, just as it had before.
The kick slammed through Victor’s hands and landed a glancing blow on his forehead. Victor let out a pained gasp and then almost did a double take as he refocused his eyes.
The man’s pant leg was on fire, and so was Victor’s hand. He pushed it down against the ground and saw, rather than felt, the flames extinguish. The man was staring at him, and after a moment, he followed Victor’s gaze down to his leg.
“What the fuck?” 
The man jumped backward, patting at the flames and howling. Victor blinked and took a closer look at his palm.
I’m not burned. But my hand… It was definitely just on fire.
A woman screamed from a few hundred feet down the street. The flames were spreading up the man’s leg, despite his best efforts to extinguish them. Victor hesitated for only a second before jumping up and lending his aid.
“What did you do to me?” The man took a step back from him as he approached, and then immediately dropped to the ground and began rolling from side to side.
“Nothing,” said Victor. “I mean, I don’t think.”
“Someone call 911!” The woman screamed from down the street. The man had managed to get the flames out and was still inching backward from Victor.
“You fucking psycho!”
“Hey, hey, let’s not jump to conclusions.” Victor held up his hands. “See, I’m just as harmless as I look. I swear."
He tried to take another step forward toward the man and got the same reaction.
“He tried to kill me! He tried to light me on fire!”
Victor cringed as a small crowd of tavern patrons and pedestrians began to coalesce around them. A cop car, lights flashing and siren on, pulled up to the scene. Victor sighed and held his hands up.
What the hell just happened?
 



CHAPTER 3
 
“You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say or do can and will be used against you in the court of law.”
Victor stared at the shiny hood of the police car as the cuffs went on. He blinked, and tried to focus on what was happening.
“I thought that was just something out of the movies,” he said, still dumbfounded. “I didn’t realize you said that in real life.”
The police officer, a short woman, was actually somewhat attractive. She was on the plumper side of voluptuous, and had listened to Victor and the other man’s stories before coming to a decision on what to do.
I told her the truth. I don’t know what the hell happened.
Unfortunately, she was now searching Victor for weapons with rough, unforgiving movements. A couple of people were still watching, including the supposed victim.
“He tried to kill me, and before that, he was sexually harassing my girlfriend!”
“That’s… well, it’s an exaggeration, at the least,” replied Victor.
“Where is it?” asked the female officer. “This would go a lot easier if you just cooperated.”
“Where is what?”
She pulled on his cuffs so that Victor was fully upright and then turned him around to face her.
“The lighter.” She locked eyes with him, and Victor tried to take the situation as seriously as everyone else was. “None of the witnesses saw you drop anything, or try to ditch it.”
Victor started to answer when a blindingly hot headache exploded into his temples. He gritted his teeth and cursed in pain.
“We can do this the easy way, or the hard way,” said the cop. Victor chuckled through his pain and forced out a response.
“Okay, now that’s definitely something you ganked from a movie.”
The cop looked as though she was about to hit him. Victor regretted his words for only the briefest of instants before red light filled his vision again, and the heat moved out of him.
The same ringing filled his ears, as though he’d been standing next a powerful speaker crackling with feedback. The cop’s expression looked totally different, and yet still focused on him. She was blushing slightly and waved a dismissive hand at the people watching.
“Nothing to see here, folks. Head on back to whatever you were doing. I’m taking this one down to the station.”
She led Victor into the back of the squad car, the lighter apparently forgotten, and closed him in. With a strange urgency, she took her place behind the wheel, started the car up, and began driving down the street.
“Uh…” Victor felt a strange tension in the car and spoke mainly just to break through it. “What exactly am I being charged with?”
“Oh, you don’t have to worry about that,” said the officer. Her voice had a suspicious, flirtatious tone to it.
The cop pulled the car down a one-way street, and then into an alleyway. Victor raised an eyebrow as she killed the engine and the lights and then climbed out. He watched as she walked around to the other back seat door, opened it, and then climbed inside.
“You’re an interesting fellow,” said the officer. “Clearly, you’re guilty, but it seems a shame that we can’t find some way to work all of this out.”
Victor stared at the woman blankly.
I’m reading this situation wrong. I have to be.
Victor still saw a red glow in his peripheral vision. He opened his mouth to speak, and it spread to the rest of his field of view, flashing as though he’d just put on a pair of colored lens glasses.
The female police officer inhaled sharply and then licked her lips.
“You’ve been bad tonight,” she said, her voice soft and filled with lust. “I think you need to be punished.”
She leaned into him, letting her lips rub across Victor’s cheek. An electric thrill of excitement ran through his body, along with the growing suspicion that he was in a dream.
“I don’t even know your name,” he said.
“You can call me Officer Matthews.” The woman ran a hand over his crotch. Victor was instantly hard.
“Okay, uh, Officer Matthews. I think we might be moving a little fast.”
Victor didn’t exactly have sexual experience in spades. His escapades stretched a single summer of romance he’d had with Ella, the girl next door. Even just thinking about how it had ended brought back painful memories and emotions.
His vision flashed brighter red, and the cop let out a sharp gasp, as though Victor had just turned on a vibrator inside of her. She pressed herself against him, rubbing his hardness slowly as she pulled open the buttons of her uniform.
“Stop resisting,” she whispered.
I don’t think it’s supposed to sound like that when a cop say those words.
Victor opened his mouth to object one final time when Officer Matthews managed to pull her breasts free from the confines of her shirt. She was wearing a sports bra that looked fit for an Olympic athlete, but discarded it almost immediately, letting two large, shapely breasts fall into view. Despite himself, Victor began to stare.
“Do you like what you see?” Officer Mathew cupped one arm under her bosom, framing them as though posing for an erotic picture.
Victor nodded slowly, feeling his cock staging a coup.
It’s not really like I can stop her anyway. I’m handcuffed. Better to have fun now and sort it all out later.
“Can you uncuff me so that we can do this properly?” he asked.
Officer Matthews laughed and pushed her breasts in his face.
“Oh, now you know I can’t do that.” Her perfume smelled rugged, with a hint of cinnamon mixed in.
She let her hands run down Victor’s chest and stomach, pausing for a second before unbuttoning and unzipping his jeans. Victor’s cock strained against his boxers, and she pulled those down, too. His cock was painfully hard. Officer Matthews looked at him with playful seduction in her eyes as she wrapped a firm hand around it.
“Oh.” Victor felt a smile creeping onto his face. “That feels nice.”
For a moment, he became paranoid that someone might walk down the alleyway and peer into the car through one of the windows.
She’s a cop, and we’re in her squad car. I think that gives us impunity.
“Mmmm,” moaned Officer Matthews. “You’ve been a bad, bad boy.”
She stroked Victor off slowly, kneading his stiff cock with her soft fingers. Victor felt more aroused than he ever remembered being, to the point where it was impossible to think about anything other than cumming. His issues and his pain were forgotten, outside of the issue of his erection, and the pain of its hardness.
“Oh yeah,” he whispered.
Officer Matthews ran a hand across her hair, still pulled back into a ponytail, and then leaned forward. She paused to flash him a temptress’s smile before pressing her soft, luscious lips against the head of his cock and giving it a kiss.
“Oh wow!” Victor’s hips bucked up of their own accord, pushing the tip of his erection into the warm, wet confines of her mouth. Officer Matthews pushed him back into a flattened sitting position and shot him an authoritative look.
“Easy there. Don’t forget who is in control, here.”
Victor opened his mouth to respond and saw his vision flash red. Officer Matthews responded as though she was an actor who’d just received encouragement from her director. She dropped her lips down onto Victor’s cock and began sucking him off with gentle intensity and focus.
Victor shook his head slowly, unable to think straight through the pleasure, but at the same time sure that he needed to try.
I’m doing something to her, without meaning to. The pain, the hot flashes, they fade out whenever I see red.
He felt Officer Matthews swirling her tongue against the bottom side of his hard, sensitive shaft and let out a moan. She pulled her mouth off his cock, making a small popping noise as her lips broke the seal, and then began pleasuring it with long, sensual licks, from the base to the tip.
“Mmmmm.” She paused for a second and smiled at him before pulling her breasts into position on either side of Victor’s erection.
They were big, soft, and gratuitously satisfying. Victor felt a different kind of pleasure wave through his cock as Officer Matthews squeezed and stroked him off with her cleavage. She brought her lips down so that she was suckling on the head of it and began to bounce against him, her boobs pleasuring him and offering visual eye candy at the same time.
“Whoa…” Victor shook his head. It was too much. “Hold on, I’m about to-“
Three things happened at once. Officer Matthews sucked hard and gave the tip of his cock a soft lick. Somebody knocked on the car’s backseat window, from outside. And Victor lost control.
The door pulled open as he began to cum. Officer Matthews turned her head to look at the interruption, and Victor’s hot, sticky load blasted against her cheeks and chest. Semen spurted onto her lips, dribbled down her chin, and defiled her breasts.
More of it splashed out than Victor had ever been able to produce before, double or triple as much, at least, but his attention was elsewhere.
“Get out of the car.” A new voice, female, even toned, and professional, spilled into the car. Victor could only see the silhouette of the woman in the darkness of the alleyway. He looked from her to Officer Matthews.
“What?” She shook her head. “This man is under arrest!”
“I’ll take it from here,” said the woman. “You should go home, take a shower, and forget about this.”
Officer Matthews scrambled to wipe herself clean and cover her breasts. Victor inched his way out of the car and then waited as a familiar looking woman reached inside and took the keys to his handcuffs from the cop.
Wait a second. It’s her.
Lucy Wilson, his father’s former assistant and the woman in the photo, turned to face him with a smile on her face.
“Looks like I arrived just in time.”
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