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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




 
   Twelve
 
   The camp was set up rather quickly. Sylk showed Bella how to set up the tent while Trystan gathered some fire wood. The slime quietly listened as the siren instructed her in a nearly bossy fashion. Trystan returned with a bundle of sticks in his arms as the two familiars finished. The siren turned and ran to her master, nearly knocking him over. Webbed hands reached out to help carry thick sticks. Bella oozed closer as the mage and siren dropped the bundles next to a makeshift fire pit.
 
   The night sky covered the land as the mage made a quick hand signal. Sparks flew onto the pile of sticks and a small flame emerged. The mage blew on it, making it brighter and brighter. Sylk stabbed the fire with a bent stick to help it along. Bella sank down to the ground on transparent legs and folded them underneath her. The three sat around the fire.
 
   "We should be safe here for the night." Trystan said as he propped himself up with his hands behind him.
 
   "We will be. Most creatures avoid these ruins unless they are looking for treasure." Bella said softly.
 
   Trystan eyed the slime girl. "I'm almost afraid to ask but what happened to those creatures? I didn't see any bodies or bones."
 
   Bella tilted her head. "I can pull mana from dissolving remains."
 
   Trystan's eyes widened. Sylk stuck out her tongue and made a face.
 
   "You ate them?" The siren said with a hint of disgust.
 
   "I'm not proud of it." Bella whispered.
 
   "Well I hope there is no need for that in the future. Let's try and keep a no dissolve rule, okay?"
 
   Bella nodded to her master. Sylk leaned her back against Trystan's arm, her eyes turning to the night's sky. The mood smoothed into a gentle silence with only the crackle of the fire. The recent adventures tugged at Trystan as he sat. The hypnotic glow of the fire pressed down on him. He didn't realize how tired he really was. The mage was about to retire to his tent when a dark shape moved in the distance.
 
   Trystan was on his feet and looking out across the field next to the ruins. The shape was moving in a straight line toward the camp. Sylk was on her feet and following her master's gaze. When she too saw the dark shape, she jumped forward and made sure her master was behind her. Bella oozed to her feet and moved to stand next to the siren.
 
   "Don't worry master! We will defend you!" Sylk shouted.
 
   The shape moved closer to them. Sylk took a battle stance while Bella stayed very still. Trystan tried to make out the shape. Was it Freya? Did she find him? How was he going to fight her without Nia's help? Maybe it is a monster, coming to hurt all of them?
 
   The shape had crossed the small field and was nearly on them. The firelight stretched out and illuminated the dark shape. Trystan's heart soared when he saw Nia's red hair and pale face reflect back at them. The mage pushed passed his familiars and ran to the fire mage with all his might. Nia stumbled as if her strength was giving out but Trystan reached out and scooped her up into his arms.
 
   No words were said as lips touched. The kiss was deep and tears rolled down from both of them. When they broke their kiss, Nia let out a deep exhausted breath. 
 
   "I knew you would be here." Nia whispered.
 
   "How did you know?" Trystan wiped away a tear.
 
   Nia gave a weak smile. "That night in your room, when I left, I saw the map sticking out of your jacket. I looked at it and read the note on the back. I knew you would do the right thing and come here before going to Stukarr."
 
   Worry bled into Trystan's brow. "What happened? Are you alright?"
 
    "Let's sit by the fire. I'm pretty exhausted." Nia smirked.
 
   Trystan forgetting himself guided the haggard mage to the fire. Sylk and Bella looked on as their master put his full attention to Nia. Trystan ran to the tent and pulled out a blanket. Bringing it over, he covered Nia's shoulders and sat down beside her.
 
   "Thank you. The chill in the air was getting bad." Nia smiled.
 
   "Red Fang?" Trystan asked.
 
   "He is okay. We spent the last few days and nights dodging arachnixs. Red Fang was exhausted and is sleeping. We were travelling so much that I could not find time to feed him. Mana is so low that I doubt I could do a simple fire spell. Maybe after a good night's sleep we will be better for it."
 
   "You should have gone to Stukarr. You would have been safe and I would have met you there."
 
   "I couldn't leave you out here. Not with Freya still on the loose. I was afraid she would find you and drag you back. I was afraid I wouldn't see you again." Nia tried to keep the quiver from her voice.
 
   Trystan hugged her close. "We are together now. By tomorrow evening we will be in Stukarr."
 
   Nia took hold of Trystan's shirt, hand trembling. "I was so worried about you. I couldn't bear the thought of losing you. I missed you more then you know."
 
   Trystan closed his hand over hers. "I do know. I feel the same."
 
   Another tear ran down her cheek. "No, you don't. I was ready to kill Freya just so she wouldn't hunt you down anymore. The only thing keeping me from doing it was knowing you would never approve. She is a monster and should be put down like one but I knew you could never live with that. After your escape, we continued to fight. I managed to knock her down and put my fire sword to her neck. She went on and on that no matter what happens, she will find you and make you return. I had a moment where I thought the only way she will stop is if I killed her. With the place burning down around us, there would be no way for anyone to know. Instead, I hit her with the flat side of my blade and carried her out of the burning inn. I left her on the side of the road as her familiars turned to mist and rushed to her side."
 
   Trystan gave a comforting smile. "You did the right thing. I'm proud of you."
 
   "You are such a fool. I have been strong for so long and now you made me weak." Nia cried.
 
   "You are the strongest person I know." Trystan grinned.
 
   "Fool, I'm weak for you." Nia said, staring into Trystan's eyes.
 
   Trystan stared into Nia's watery eyes. The warmth of their bodies mingling together in a private dance, Nia buried her face into Trystan's neck. The two held each other for a long time in the firelight. Sylk tapped a webbed foot silently as Bella grinned and looked away.
 
   "I guess Bella and I will be sleeping in the other tent." Sylk said annoyed.
 
   Trystan and Nia looked up at the siren with blank expressions. Bella walked over and picked up Nia's back pack.
 
   "I think I can set up the second tent." Bella smiled and turned to Sylk. "I bet you’re hungry. I can feed you mana...until master can feed us both."
 
   Sylk eyed the slime. "You can do that?"
 
   Bella nodded.
 
   Trystan and Nia smiled. The fire mage slowly stood up and took Trystan's hand. The mage stood up and both walked over to the tent. Trystan looked back to Sylk's annoyed face. The siren pointed her chin out in a huff but nodded with eyes closed. Bella waved and began pulling out the second tent from Nia's back pack.
 
   Nia crawled into the tent. Trystan nodded back to Sylk and crawled in behind Nia. The tent was cozy as little light spilled in from the camp fire. Nia began to undress and Trystan sat with a concerned look in his eyes.
 
   "Nia, we don't have to do anything. We could just...." Nia cut him off.
 
   "Quiet." Nia said as she pulled off her leggings.
 
   Trystan closed the tent flap. Even in the dim darkness, Trystan could see Nia as she undressed. Her jacket was pulled off and pushed away. When she was only in a T shirt and panties, her hands reached out to help pull Trystan's clothes off. A hunger crawled into her movements as she practically ripped Trystan's jacket off and unbuckled his pants. In moments the mage was naked and trying to cover up his hard on. Nia smiled and pulled her shirt off to reveal creamy breasts and pink nipples. Fingers curled around her panties and she pulled them off. Trystan found himself staring at Nia's beautiful body.
 
   A fire blazed bright in Nia as she moved forward, her hand gently knocking away Trystan's hands and wrapping fingers around his cock. Loving eyes connected with Trystan's as she stroked his manhood up and down. A small moan fell from the mage's lips as Nia continued to stroke him. Trystan reached out and cupped her face, bringing her close and kissing deep. Tongues danced as Trystan let his hands smooth down her chest, grazing her erect pink nipples. Nia pulled away and let out a heated gasp. The mage cupped her breasts and pressed his thumb over her pink tips. A shudder filled both mages as they played with each other.
 
   Nia tilted her head down with a seductive smile. Trystan watched as her mouth closed around his member. Nia moaned as she sucked at his tip. Trystan couldn't keep his hands off her as he touched her bare flesh. The tent grew warmer and wet sounds filled their ears. Trystan felt his heart beat with new excitement. Nia could no longer deny her feelings for her best friend. The two mages felt the link between them strengthen. Trystan and Nia moaned their approval as they fondled each other.
 
   The red headed mage pulled her lips from her lover's manhood, rising up to meet his gaze. On her knees, she moved forward, pressing her body to his. Trystan sat as Nia hovered her womanhood over his member. Biting her lip, Nia let Trystan enter her tight slit, inch by inch. Trystan held her close as his friend slid down to the hilt. Silently they gazed into each other's eyes, bliss filling their naked bodies. Electric fire lit up their nerves. Trystan leaned in and kissed along her neck. Nia began to move, slow at first as her mouth formed a heated O. The two mages held each other fiercely. Trystan's teeth grazed skin and another gasp filled the tent. The outside world faded from their minds as a new, closer private world opened between them.
 
   Trystan cupped her firm ass with both hands. Nia leaned her head back, her pale peaks brushing against his chest. Hot breath poured from open mouths as they rocked to an intimate rhythm. Bliss turned into clouds of fire. Trystan couldn't believe he was here with Nia, the woman he loved since they were orphans. Nia cursed herself on holding back even though she knew it was right in her heart. 
 
   Trystan couldn't take it anymore, with strong arms he laid his love down onto her back, her head nearly bumping the ground. The two lovers’ stared for a moment before smiling and laughing. Laughter gave way to their internal suns as Trystan pushed his hips between her alabaster thighs. Nia's head turned to the side, pleasure so intense that if she looked at Trystan she felt she would burst. Trystan upped his tempo, each thrust more urgent. Lips kissed Nia's nipple. The fire mage's nerves coiled to nearly the breaking point. The water mage's body began to move uncontrollably, driving his staff deep into her valley.
 
   "I...I...can't hold on..." Nia whispered, keeping her eyes shut.
 
   "Neither can I..." Trystan whispered and took a lick of Nia's pointed nipple.
 
   The fire mage turned her head and gazed deep into Trystan's eyes. The connection nearly blinded them as time froze. The mage held her close as he brought his lips to hers. Nia clamped her legs around Trystan's waist, urging him on. The mage's cock bulged as a wild expression dripped into his eyes. Nia held tight, burying her face into his neck as her world exploded. Coiled nerves released with magical explosions firing in every direction. Squeezing Trystan, her womanhood begged to be filled. The mage grunted, his cock hard as stone. Nia squeezed a little harder and Trystan let out a spirited groan. Molten jets of come spurted from his manhood. Nia's eyes opened wider as another orgasm crashed into her. The two mages continued on, moaning and grunting to their bodies moving on their own accord, when they couldn't take it anymore, both fell in a heap, sweating and breathing like air was a precious commodity.
 
   Trystan rolled off Nia and lay next to her. Nia draped her body on his. Trystan curled a red strand of hair in his finger while Nia ran fingers down along his chest. Silently they held each other, nerves burning with white fire. Nia soon found her hand stroking Trystan's manhood.
 
   "Again?" Trystan asked with a raised eyebrow.
 
   "Again." Nia said with half closed eyes and seductive smile on her lips.
 
   Thirteen
 
    "I can see it! Over there!" Nia shouted, pointing into the distance.
 
   Trystan was about twenty feet behind. The afternoon sun shined down on him like a relentless waterfall of light. Putting a hand over his eyes, he could see in the distance the walled city of Stukarr. Trystan took in a deep breath and exhaled, letting the stress from the journey flow away. They finally made it to their new home.
 
   "We should be there by late afternoon. I can't wait." Nia said nearly jumping in excitement.
 
    Trystan didn't know where she found the energy. Ever since they woke up she had been a ball of lightning. After all the trials, happy reunions and love making, Trystan was beat. Sylk and Bella were fast asleep on the mage's arm, seemingly content but Sylk was sure to let her master know how rude it was for all the noise last night. Trystan found himself getting used to the siren and smiled while patting her on the head. Sylk blazed with fury, teeth gnashing and stomping around in a circle for a good ten minutes. After everything was packed up and ready to go, the two familiars were ready to sleep the rest of the trip.
 
   "Do you think we should go the admissions office once we get inside?" Trystan smiled weakly. 
 
   "I have enough coin for a night in a hotel. We should freshen up and sleep well tonight. We can go to the admissions office tomorrow bright an early!" Nia beamed.
 
   Trystan's shoulders sagged in relief. "Good because I think I need a bath."
 
   Nia slowed down so Trystan could catch up. "I think we both need a bath."
 
   Birds chirped in the distance as the two mages felt closer to the end of their quest and the beginning of a new one. Looking over at Nia, Trystan's heart felt lighter. Never before had he felt so free and ready to take on any trials and quests. Leaving his home town behind to study in one of the greatest mage colleges was a dream come true. To have his best friend with him to share the experience only showed the mage how lucky he really was. 
 
   A large tree stood further up the road. Even from the distance, it looked ancient with long sturdy limbs swaying in the light breeze. It cast a long shadow across the road. Trystan squinted as something stood in the middle of the road. It was dark and small. The mage stopped in his tracks as purple energy arced.
 
   "Freya." Trystan said calmly as he grabbed Nia's arm.
 
   The fire mage stopped in her tracks and un-slung her back pack. "I don't have a lot of mana. I never had a chance to recharge Red Fang. I might be able to create a fire sword but it won't last long."
 
   "We are low on water too. I doubt I could make something bigger then a dagger." Trystan stood his ground, slowly taking off his back pack.
 
   "What do we do?" Nia said with a hint of alarm creeping into her voice.
 
   Trystan mentally went over his options. He only knew simple spells and defensive spells. There were no elements he could manipulate except for air, which he never studied. Sylk and Bella were brimming with mana but Trystan had no idea how to focus it into something useful. Nia pulled her spell book from her back pack and flipped through pages. The shadow in the road stayed still, almost like it was observing them.
 
   "I have enough mana to cast one fireball spell. I haven't had a lot of practice with it so it might fizzle." Nia said as she hurriedly tried to memorize the spell.
 
   "We can't use that spell. If it works, it could kill her." 
 
   Nia looked up at him with desperation in her eyes. "She has hunted us and hurt us. Maybe this is our only option left."
 
   "There has to be another way." Trystan was running out of ideas.
 
   The cloaked shadow in the middle of the road melted away. Freya stood up and began walking toward the two mages, purple energy pulsating around her.
 
   "She is using shadow magic. It will be weaker in the sunlight. As long as we stay away from any shadows we should be okay." Nia said with concern.
 
   Trystan looked around and his heart sank. The road was lined with trees, shadows nearly reaching out to them from either side. Looking up, the blue sky had many puffy clouds and one big one was moving closer to the sun.
 
   "I think we have some bad luck. That cloud is going to block out the sun."
 
   Nia looked up and let out a sigh. "I'm going to use the fireball spell. Keep her occupied until I'm ready. I'll signal you when I'm ready to use it."
 
   Trystan's hands tightened into fists. "No."
 
   Nia eyed him in shock. "Trystan?"
 
   The mage dropped his pack to the ground. "This has gone on long enough. Freya will not make me go with her. I don't care how psycho she is, I have to be the one to stop it or she will continue to hunt me down or worse, hurt you."
 
   "Trystan, I don't want her to take you away." Nia's eyes began to water.
 
   Trystan shrugged off his jacket and dropped it on the back pack. "She won't. Stay here. I will make sure she never tries to hurt us again."
 
   "What are you going to do?"
 
   "Stand up for myself. Stand up for us." Trystan said with determination in his eyes.
 
   The mage started walking; fear making his heart beat like a drum. Anxiety whipped at his mind as he tried to remember spells. Each one ticked off in his head and each one couldn't be used. Freya walked with a sly smile on her lips and half closed eyes. Purple energy rippled around her tiny frame.
 
   Trystan felt the air cool as a large shadow rolled over him. The cloud touched the sun and blanketed the area with diffused light. When the shadow reached Freya, her energy flared. The petite shadow mage held out a delicate hand. Shadows leaped up and swirled into her open palm, forming into an oversized war hammer. Freya let the hammer lean on her shoulder, her smile growing bigger with each step.
 
   Trystan knew he had to stop her. Mind racing, every spell felt like a dead end. The mage thought of Sylk and Bella and how they could help. He worried they might get hurt and wasn't sure if they should be involved. If only he had enough water so he could end this toxic relationship. Trystan's eyes widened as an idea formed. The mage stopped walking when Freya was about fifteen feet away.
 
   The shadow mage stopped and stared at Trystan with a smug expression. "How pathetic, what's the matter, girl friend doesn't want to fight for you anymore? Maybe she realized what a waste it was to be with you."
 
   "No Freya. I told her to stay back. This is our fight."
 
   Freya laughed. "This isn't a fight! It is merely me claiming what is mine."
 
   "I was never yours. You're a sick bully and I'm going to end it, right now."
 
   Freya continued to laugh. "It's like seeing a puppy trying to be a dog. You are cute! Now come with me to Stukarr. We can spend the night and take the train tomorrow out of here. I may even let you pleasure me all night."
 
   Fire burned in Trystan's eyes. "We are done! I'm staying and you will leave me alone!"
 
   Freya stopped laughing and let out a heavy sigh. "I really didn't want to drag you back but it seems you leave me little choice." Freya heaved up her black hammer. "You brought this upon yourself."
 
   Shadows from either side of the road sprouted up and shot out toward the mage. Trystan managed to step back as they collided and tangled into each other. From the mass off writhing tentacles, they shot forward, blunting at the tips and slamming into Trystan. The mage flew backwards and hit the road. Rolling, he was back on his feet and wiping away a drop of blood from the corner of his mouth.
 
   Shadows folded back and disappeared. Freya took a few steps closer. "You really are a loser. I have had so many real men. They laugh on how pathetic you are and always question me on why I stay with you. I tell them because if I don't take care of you, who will?" 
 
   Freya looked past Trystan and winked at Nia. "Even your best friend isn't running to your rescue. Maybe she finally understands that you're not worth the trouble." Mist floated up from between Freya's thighs and the dark elf appeared.
 
   "I asked her not to fight you. She respects me and is doing the right thing." Trystan eyed Loc. "Send him away. This is between us." 
 
   "HA! Why should I listen to anything you have to say? You're confused and need a good session on being obedient. Loc, bring him to his knees."
 
   Trystan smiled as the dark elf stalked toward him, whip in hand. "Bad move, Loc. You should have stayed on your mistress's thigh."
 
   Two streams of mist burst from Trystan's arms. Sylk appeared; knees bent and ready to pounce. Bella appeared next to her master, eyes filled with determination. Loc continued to step forward, whip twirling in his hand. 
 
   "Stop him, Sylk!" Trystan commanded.
 
   The siren nodded and leaped high into the air. The dark elf yawned as he lashed out the leather whip. Sylk saw it coming and was counting on it. She had seen him use the same maneuver before and knew just what to do. The whip curled around the siren's waist, wrapping tight. Sylk spun her body, curling length of whip around her waist and spinning at the dark elf. Loc side stepped just as the siren was about to crash into him. Webbed hands spun out and took hold of the dark elf. Loc's eyes widened as Sylk was now on his back, her mouth next to his ear.
 
   "Let me sing you a song." Sylk whispered and then screamed.
 
   The vibrations struck at the familiar and his whole body trembled. Loc tried to pull off the siren but Sylk dug her fingers into him and curled her legs around his waist. The two familiars spun as Sylk made sure to make her voice louder and louder. The dark elf fell to his knees. Sylk uncurled her limbs as the dark elf tried to shake off her song. Loc took an unsteady lurch up but the siren smashed her webbed fist into his jaw. The dark elf hit the ground and dust flew up around him. Loc groaned as he lay face down.
 
   "Stay down. Master needs to work some things out with your mistress." Sylk crossed her arms and planted a webbed foot on his back.
 
   Freya's eye twitched. "I have to do everything!"
 
   The shadow mage launched her body forward, a blur barreling toward Trystan and Bella. The water mage made a quick hand signal. Bella's slime body shifted and swirled. The slime familiar smiled as her body thinned into a long blue rod with a spear point. Freya brought her hammer down and it clanged. The shadow mage stared and gritted her teeth as Trystan smiled back, his spear blocking her hammer.
 
   "You turned your familiar into a weapon! How?" 
 
   "She is a slime, not that much different from water." Trystan pushed back.
 
   Freya slid backwards on the dirt road before spinning her hammer and charging. The mage met Freya and the sound of weapons clashing filled the area. Freya rode her madness as she tried to strike harder and harder. Trystan spun and knocked away her blows to keep her off balance. The shadow mage growled as she tried to sweep him but instead, Trystan slammed the butt of the spear into the ground, blocking her hammer. Freya winced as she struck and vibrations ran up her arm. 
 
   "Freya, stop this and walk away. Live your life and I will live mine!"
 
   "Never!" Freya screamed.
 
   The shadow mage swung again and again. Trystan blocked each blow as magical sparks flew in every direction. Nia watched as Trystan kept the crazy shadow mage at bay. Freya wasn't used to working so hard in battle. Arms started to quiver as she poured all her strength in trying to beat down the water mage. Trystan knew she was going to tire herself out soon.
 
   Freya screamed as she brought her hammer down again. Trystan blocked but then the hammer faded from view. Freya jumped onto Trystan, shadows reforming into claws as she went for his eyes. The mage managed to block her by slamming the shaft into her stomach. The shadow mage bent in half, eyes wide and mouth stuck in a silent scream.
 
   Trystan's eyes widened. "Freya!"
 
   Freya slid to the ground, gasping for breath. The shadows on her finger tips melting away.
 
   "Freya, I'm sorry." Trystan managed.
 
   "You....fucking....fool.....you’re...." Freya said through strained breaths. Shadows pooled into her hand to form a dagger. "You're.....MINE!"
 
   Freya launched forward, tears in her eyes. Trystan couldn't move fast enough as the shadow dagger sliced his thigh. Pain bloomed as blood rose to the surface. Without thinking, Trystan spun around and slammed the butt of the spear against Freya's head. The shadow mage grunted in pain as she fell to the ground, shadow dagger melting away.
 
   Trystan spun the spear and put the point to Freya's neck. "It's over! I never want to see you again!"
 
   A bruise bloomed on Freya's cheek. "Took you long enough to grow a pair of balls." Freya spit out some blood. "I will never let you go. I will become stronger and come back for you. You just wait. Go to your fucking elemental college. With time I will make you pay for leaving me."
 
   Trystan dug the point of the spear a little deeper into Freya's neck, not breaking skin but with tears in his own eyes. "Stay away." Trystan whispered.
 
   Shadows pooled around Freya and slowly oozed up her body. "Watch yourself, mage. Once I'm done with you, your girlfriend is next." Freya laughed as shadows covered her body.
 
   "Don't you dare!" Trystan yelled.
 
   Freya continued to laugh as darkness covered her body and she sank into the ground. Once she was gone, the shadows disbursed, fleeing in all directions. Trystan fell to one knee and the sun peeked out from behind the clouds, bright light flooding the area once again.
 
   Nia ran forward, throwing herself to her knees and hugging Trystan close. "I'm so proud of you." She said with tears in her own eyes.
 
   The mages held each other. The spear in Trystan's hand flowed away to reform into Bella. Sylk walked over and stood by the blue slime.
 
   "We have to take care of them." Sylk said, feeling the terrible sadness from her master.
 
   "We will." Bella whispered as they watched their master fight back his own tears.
 
   Trystan used his forearm to wipe away his tears and looked to Nia. "She won't stop until she feels I have paid for leaving her."
 
   Nia kissed him. The fire mage pulled back and looked into his eyes. "Then we will stop her together."
 
   Trystan nodded and they both held each other close. After a long moment, the two mages were back on their feet. Sylk and Bella moved closer, carrying their master's back pack and jacket. Trystan smiled as he took the items from them. A quick glance at Bella caused the mage to wonder about her imprisonment. What further secrets can be hiding in her mysterious past?
 
   "Don't worry master; we will make sure to keep you safe." Sylk said with a small smile.
 
   "Thank you, all of you." Trystan took a breath and regained his composure. 
 
   Trystan and Nia began walking down the road toward Stukarr. Sylk and Bella stayed back a few feet and watched their master lovingly as he reached out and took Nia's hand. The two friends, now lovers, glanced at each other and walked in comforting silence. The walls and towers lit up in the late afternoon sun. Their journey was nearly at an end. Trystan squeezed Nia's hand and she squeezed his back. Hope and excitement filled their hearts as they embarked on their next adventure, together as family. 
 
   ~Fin~
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