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    "I really do hate humans....I really do."


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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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