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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




 
   Six
 
   Trystan grimaced as the nurse pressed her hand to his shoulder wound. Mana flowed as muscle, veins and skin closed and knitted together. The pain faded and the mage was feeling much better. The nurse smiled and bent down to address the wound on his leg. The room was filled with thick conversation. Professors crowded the room, talking and speculating what had happened this very night in a city that has known peace for many decades.
 
   Trystan could feel Sylk and Bella on each arm, listening in their tattooed state. The mage was thankful they were going to be alright but it seemed tonight’s events caused enough of a stir to throw the entire city into a panic. Trystan thought back to the magistrates flooding the city streets. Radios turned on to inform the public to stay inside and alert the magistrates if they notice anything suspicious. The hospital room Trystan sat in was pure bedlam as professors and teachers continued on speculating, almost to the point of arguing.  
 
   The crowd calmed down as soon as professor Hart walked through the main doors. Trystan looked up to the professor’s smiling face as he bypassed everyone and knelt down sitting next to the young mage.
 
   “Are you alright?” Professor Hart asked with concern.
 
   “I’m better. The nurse has healed my wounds.”
 
   “Excellent. I know this may sound strange but you’re going to have to brace yourself for what comes next. There hasn’t been an undead attack of this scale in a long time. The headmaster and headmistress are on their way and they will have many questions as will everyone else. If you need an advocate to help you, I’m offering my services.”
 
   Trystan nodded his head. The young mage couldn’t help but feel overwhelmed. It was nice to know someone was in his corner. Several other professors crowded around, eyes eager for any information.
 
   Professor stood up and turned to the small crowd. “Trystan Song has just been through an ordeal. We will calmly ask him what he knows as soon as the headmaster and headmistress arrive and not a moment before.”
 
   Heads nodded in agreement. Trystan sat, nearly slouching. He never expected a night quite like this one. The mage reached for his phone so he could text Nia, letting her know he was okay. Just as he was about to type, professors moved aside as the headmaster and headmistress walked in.
 
   “Thank the good graces you are safe.” Headmaster Loomis said.
 
   “We came as soon as we heard.” Headmistress Vela finished.
 
   “I don’t know how much help I will be. I feel like I barely managed to survive.” Trystan said as his eyes looked down.
 
   “Don’t be hard on yourself, Trystan. You did survive a harrowing experience. Now we will need the details so we can put a stop to this before it gets out of control.” Professor Hart smiled.
 
   “It is out of control.” said a professor off to the side. “The city is in a panic!”
 
   “There hasn’t been such a large undead attack on Stukarr in decades, not since the college wars.” Another professor spoke up.
 
   “We have grown soft and now we are paying for our mistakes.” said another professor as he crossed his arms.
 
    Headmaster Loomis raised a hand “Calm your selves. The city’s defenses neutralized the threat and this dear student helped by placing his life in danger to stop them.”
 
   Trystan tilted his head forward a little as he looked down at his knees. “I wasn’t trying to take them on. I was trying to buy time for my familiars to get to safety. We were scared. I was scared.”
 
   Headmaster Loomis, Headmistress Vela and Professor Hart looked down at Trystan with kind eyes. The other professors quieted down. The nurse stepped away as a somber feeling filled the room.
 
   “Nobel heart.” Headmistress Vela smiled.
 
   “Tell us what you experienced.” Headmaster Loomis asked with a hand on Trystan’s shoulder.
 
   Trystan told them what had happened. He told them he stepped out for a nice walk. He told them about the flood of undead. He even told them how he thought it was all over until the elemental guardians rescued them. The mage left out some of the more embarrassing parts about work. When he was done, everyone looked to each other with understanding.
 
   Headmaster Loomis spoke first. “There will be an emergency session with the Lord Mayor concerning this undead intrusion. I will ask for a curfew to be put into place until the magistrates can find the source of the undead infestation.”
 
   Headmistress Vela spoke next. “Students will be instructed to not travel alone. If there is an undead infestation then they must travel in pairs at the minimum. All late evening classes will be cancelled or rescheduled. No students should be out once the sun sets.”
 
   Professor Hart turned to Trystan. “I will accompany you back to your dorm. The information you provided will be very helpful. You may not feel it, but you did a very brave thing. The only other thing we can ask of you is to return to your studies. Measures will be put in place and this crisis will be subdued. We thank you.”
 
   Everyone in the room nodded in agreement. Trystan gave a half smile but he could feel the weight of their eyes on him. As if professor Hart was reading his mind, he lent out an arm and helped Trystan to his feet. The professor and mage walked through the crowd. Some of the professors patted the mage on his shoulder until he was out of the room. 
 
   The healing nurse had closed his wounds but Trystan felt exhausted. A carriage waited outside with an open door. Stepping in, Professor Hart closed it and the carriage was on its way. Horses clipped clopped along the street as the driver flicked the reins. Soon it stopped at the dormitory with Professor and Mage stepping out of the carriage.
 
   “I’m sure you can see yourself in. I know this experience can have lasting effects. You may not feel like talking about it now but if you do wish to talk about it later, my door is always open.” Professor Hart smiled.
 
   “Thank you Professor.” Trystan managed a weak smile before walking toward the main dorm doors.
 
   The young mage made his way to his dorm room. Once inside, he fell face first into bed. The long day had fully soaked into his muscles and sleep was soothing his exhausted mind. Smoke curled up his arm but the mage kept his face buried.
 
   “It’s too late Sylk. Can we do this in the morning?” Trystan muffled into his pillow.
 
   “It’s Bella.” said a shy voice.
 
   Trystan turned his head to see Bella standing next to the bed, her blue transparent body glistening slightly in the room’s light. The mage turned onto his side with concerned eyes. Bella gave a shy smile as her eyes looked down.
 
   “Are you okay? I know it’s been a strange day. Do you need to talk?” Trystan asked innocently.
 
   “No master. We are still on our date and I want to thank you for being such a wonderful master.” Bella smiled but continued to look down.
 
   “Bella we don’t….” Trystan was cut off by the blue slime leaning down and pressing her blue lips to his.
 
   Body sliding into bed, blue arms tugged and pulled at Trystan’s shirt. The mage tried to say something but Bella kept kissing him, her gooey tongue slipping in and playing with her master’s tongue. Pulling away, the slime took off Trystan’s shirt. A pair of small hands and arms emerged from Bella’s back. They moved down to undo the mage’s pants. Trystan laid on his back as his familiar straddled his waist, two sets of hands undressing him.
 
   Pants falling to the floor, Trystan was naked and looking up at the slime’s sly smile. The mage was tired but he could feel how important it was for both of them. Bella was ready to give her life up for him and he was going to do anything to protect her. Understanding bled into their eyes as they looked to each other.
 
   Nipples surfaced along the smooth surface of Bella’s breasts. The slime sighed as she leaned closer, letting them touch Trystan’s chest. Trystan reached up and cupped one, finger running over her pointed nipple, the small exhale from the familiar sent blood to Trystan’s manhood. Nature and love took over as Bella moved her hips back to straddle her master’s cock. Hips moving, her slit slid along the shaft as the mage’s member lay flat between them. Teasing, the slime was sure to press her breasts to her master’s face. Trystan let his tongue slip out and lick an exposed nipple. The slime shuddered but kept her movements slow and steady.
 
   “Rest Master. Let me take care of you.” Bella said as she continued her slow motion on him.
 
   Despite his exhaustion, Trystan’s cock became rock hard and pushed against the weight of the blue slime. Bella cooed as she let her body slide further down. Trystan let go of her large breasts and watched affectionately as she slid along his legs. Bella stopped when her mouth hovered over her master’s throbbing member. Hand reaching over, she gently took hold and stood it straight up. Watching her master, the slime began to stroke his manhood slowly. 
 
   The mage gasped on how good it felt. Bella’s hand was soft and warm, stroking him evenly from base to tip. Looking to Bella, she never took her eyes off his, stroking and letting her tongue lick the tip. Firm breasts pushed against Trystan’s legs and the slime upped the rhythm. Stroking faster, Trystan clenched his hands. Bella broke her gaze and looked to her master’s cock. Her tongue played with the tip as she stroked him more and more.
 
   “Master, I’m so hungry for you, hungry for your mana, your seed, all of you.” Bella whispered.
 
   Trystan’s eyes closed and the warm wet touch of Bella sent pulses of pleasure through him. The slime stroked until she couldn’t hold back any longer. Mouth parted, she engulfed her master’s cock in her mouth and closed it around the shaft. Trystan opened his eyes to see his cock in Bella’s mouth and head. The slime bobbed up and down and Trystan could see his spear stabbing deep into the slime’s head. It was surreal to actually see what was happening. Bella made muffled moans as she clamped her mouth tight around his shaft. Pleasure welled up between them but the hungry slime wanted more.
 
   “Bella, be with me.” Trystan managed through heated breaths.
 
   The blue slime looked up. Keeping Trystan’s cock inside her, Bella moved her body along her master’s body. The sliding tight feeling around Trystan’s cock spiked with pleasure. Finally Bella was eye to eye with her master, breasts pressed to Trystan’s chest. Hips moved up and down on the mage’s staff between her legs.
 
   Sitting up, Bella watched with a blissful smile. The slime’s body bounced up and down on Trystan. The rhythm caused Trystan to sit up and curl his arms around his familiar. Holding onto her body, he helped her along as she bounced on his throbbing cock, taking it to the hilt. Vibrations grew to a fevered pitch as Bella’s mouth formed a perfect O.
 
   “Master I need you. I need you.” The slime cried and held onto his shoulders.
 
   “I need you too my Bella.” Trystan said as his cock stiffened.
 
    Squeezing, Bella let out a long moan. The vibrations in her body were too much as they bounced and pulsed along, tickling her alien senses. Pressing her tits against Trystan’s face, she cried out again as her body glowed. Heat exploded from her core and she pressed herself down to her master’s hilt. Gelatin body vibrating and squeezing, Trystan couldn’t hold on any longer. The mage’s cock spurted mana and come into his loving familiar. Bella cried out again and squeezed along the shaft, moving her hips and milking her master’s seed. Trystan grunted as more spurts of come splashed into the slime’s body and floated for mere moments before they dissolved into life giving energy.
 
   Trystan fell back, breathing heavy. Bella didn’t let go of her master’s cock as she held tight and moved her hips over his.
 
   “I’m so hungry master. I need more.” Bella whined.
 
   Trystan couldn’t fight the weariness any longer. Darkness closed in as his eyes grew heavier. Bella watched as her master fell fast asleep. When he began to snore, the slime stopped moving and lay down next to him.
 
   “Sleep well master.” Bella whispered as she snuggled against his chest.
 
   Seven
 
   Sunlight poured in through the small window. Yellow light touched the naked mage and he stirred from deep sleep. Blinking, Trystan slowly sat up and looked around. He was alone or as alone as he could be. Peering down at his arms, he could see the mystical tattoos of Sylk and Bella as they slept, curled up into little balls.
 
   The grasp of sleep faded from his mind and body as a renewed vigor sprang to life. Trystan was on his feet with a bright smile on his lips. He hadn’t felt this good in a long time. His body must have needed the rest and he quickly set about gathering clothes for the day ahead of him.
 
   Humming, the mage put on his daily wear and put his robe on over his shoulders. He didn’t close it and posed in front of a mirror while combing his hair. When he looked somewhat presentable, the mage scooped up his backpack and cell phone. Checking his phone he noticed he had hundreds of text messages. Raising an eyebrow, he reached out with his left hand to open the door to his room while not taking his eyes of the mountain of text messages.
 
   Opening the door, a shadow fell over the mage and he looked up. Standing with her hand up ready to knock was Nia. Eyes watering, the fire mage drove her body into Trystan’s. The mage hugged his dear friend while Nia fought back a further flood of tears.
 
   “I was so worried. I heard what happened last night. They wouldn’t let us out of our dorms because they thought there were undead on the streets.” Nia sobbed into Trystan’s chest.
 
   Trystan held her close. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you I was okay. Everything happened so fast that by the time I got here…..”
 
   “I know. I know. Professor Hart was nice enough to call me and tell me what happened. He told me to wait till morning before seeing you. He said you had been through a lot. I couldn’t sleep knowing I wasn’t here to comfort you.” Nia held on tighter.
 
   “I know you would have been here for me if you could.” Trystan held her tighter.
 
   “Sylk and Bella?” 
 
   “They are okay and resting.”
 
   Nia pulled away slightly and wiped tears from her cheeks. “I’m a mess.”
 
   “You are beautiful.” Trystan smiled.
 
   Nia tried to straighten herself up. “The whole city is talking about last night. How you held off the dead to save people.”
 
   The corners of Trystan’s eyes sagged a little. “I wish it was that noble. No one else was on the street when the dead attacked. My self, Sylk and Bella were only trying to save ourselves. If it wasn’t for the guardians at the library, I don’t know what would have happened.” Trystan kept his true feelings to himself. He didn’t want to upset Nia any more. If the guardians didn’t save him, he knew he and his familiars would have been casualties.
 
   “It doesn’t matter, you’re safe and sound! I know we have classes but let’s meet for lunch. I’m going to have to be your body guard when you step out.” Nia continued to smile.
 
   “Bodyguard?” Trystan questioned. It was then he heard the murmur of voices in the hallway to his dorm room.
 
   Nia pulled at his sleeve and opened the door. At first Trystan wasn’t sure what to expect when he left his room. Stepping into the hallway, the mage looked left and right. Dozens of eyes turned in his direction and before Trystan could utter a word, two throngs of people converged on the mage. Nia put her arms up to keep people back as questions flew like arrows. Trystan couldn’t even think as a chorus of babble surged at him.
 
   “Nikki from the Elemental Gazette, what was it like to bravely stand against an undead army?” shouted one woman.
 
   “My buddy Trystan! When are we hanging out?” another person yelled out. Trystan didn’t have any idea who he was.
 
   “Do you have a girlfriend? Even if you do we can still get together.” another unknown voice screamed.
 
   Questions and comments roared and the mage took a step back. Nia was doing her best to keep the crowd back but some students became rude and tried to push her aside. Mist flowed from Nia’s back and a burly red furred familiar appeared. A wolfish snout snarled as Red Fang put out two meaty arms.
 
   Mist emerged from Trystan’s arms. Sylk and Bella appeared arms out with protective determination in their brows. The crowd surged forward again, crashing into the familiars and Nia. Sylk growled as students tried to ignore them so they could get closer to the mage who fought the dead.
 
   “ENOUGH!” Sylk shouted with enough force to knock everyone back.
 
   The murmur and shouting died and everyone looked at the heaving siren. Barely a moment passed before the crowd erupted in clapping and shouting cheer. More questions poured from the crowd to the siren, asking her how she managed during the fight. Did she use her voice to hold them back? What was next for her and her master?
 
   Nia took hold of Trystan’s robe and pulled. Red Fang and Bella pushed their way through, moving people aside as they tried to get closer. Sylk stayed by her master’s side, slapping hands away and giving hard stares.
 
   Trystan could hardly believe the fuss. It was like the college had turned upside down overnight. Remaining quiet, Nia pulled the mage through the crowds while Red Fang and Bella kept everyone at bay. Nia managed to glance back at Trystan’s shocked face and grinned from ear to ear. The blue mage felt dread cover him like a soft blanket, turning his life into a side show. He wondered how he was going to get through this circus and get back to his studies.
 
   ***
 
   The rest of the morning almost turned back to normal. Trystan was thankful for his professors as they treated him like every other student. It was in between classes that Trystan had to dodge groups of mages chasing him for details. 
 
   When Trystan was not running from his classmates, he tried to find hidden quiet spots so he could get a chance to breathe. Behind a few trees in the campus park, the mage managed to sit down for a few moments and check the news feeds on his phone. As he read, his eyes grew wider and wider. Nia wasn’t kidding when she told him the entire city was talking about it. There was even shaky video of Trystan blasting the undead with the ice ball and it exploding. Seeing himself trying to stumble back after getting wounded to help Bella made blood rush to his face. It was surreal to be the focus of attention and the mage was clearly uncomfortable with it.
 
   The news feeds went on and on about sundown curfew and will the annual Pumpkin Festival be cancelled this year. Experts from the college seemed to join in with their opinions concerning the undead attack. Even the Lord Mayor made appearances to calm the public and inform them that magistrates are working hard to ensure everyone will be safe and the festival will go on as planned.
 
   Trystan sat up and let out a deep breath. With the city going crazy about the recent attack, Trystan couldn’t find any information on why it happened. The mage remembered the undead moving pass him, toward the library but that wasn’t even mentioned on the feeds. The young mage did wonder why so many dead would try and storm the library if that was their true goal?
 
   Remembering his job, Trystan tapped his work contact number and held the cell phone to his ear.
 
   “Stukarr Library, how can I help you?”
 
   “Jenny, Its Trystan. I just wanted to talk to you for a mome…..” Trystan was cut off.
 
   “Trystan!” Jenny squealed over the phone. “I’m glad you’re safe! I heard what happened and I’m happy you are okay. I know you work nights but due to the curfew you won’t be able to report in. Don’t worry about your job; it will be here when the curfew is lifted. I don’t want you to be a stranger so we should do dinner, how about tonight, my place? You will have to show up before sundown but I wouldn’t dare let you walk back during curfew. You can stay with me and we can talk the night away.”
 
    Trystan sat on the bench speechless.
 
   “Oh not to worry, I’m sure you’re a busy mage right now. We can talk when you have a chance. I hope I’m not being too forward with just making plans with you, so when you’re ready we can meet. I have to go, reporters are walking in. Talk to you soon!” Jenny hung up.
 
   Trystan let his arm drop and stared at nothing. “Did the entire city take crazy pills?” The mage said to no one in particular.
 
   Stomach growling, the mage stood up in a daze and began walking toward the cafeteria. He had been in such a hurry this morning that he didn’t have a chance to have breakfast. Stomach growling louder, the mage attempted his best to walk to the cafeteria unnoticed.
 
   Running from several groups of people and jumping a low fence or two, the mage made it inside, grabbed a tray and was on line. Trying to not look around, the mage focused on the stacks of food before him. Saliva pooled in his mouth and he swallowed. He was so hungry that everything looked like it was glowing, calling to him to eat them. Why yes little food, I will eat you, Trystan thought as he began filling his plate and tray. With a small mountain of food on his tray, the mage paid and turned to the full cafeteria.
 
   Eyes searching, the mage tried to find his red headed friend. Eyes instead turned to him and hush conversations began. Ignoring them, Trystan moved into the seating area, looking for any hint of Nia. A few female mages patted empty seats next to them and Trystan smiled and quickly moved on. The food on his tray begged to be eaten. His stomach cried out to be filled and his heart was jumping in his chest searching for any hint of red hair.
 
   A hand shot up and waved. Relieved, the mage nearly ran to Nia who sat at a medium sized table. Slamming his butt and tray down, the hungry mage barely said hi before grabbing a chicken leg and a spoon of mash potatoes nearly at once and devouring them. The spoon barely made it back out of his mouth.
 
   “I think the animals in the zoo would enjoy your company.” Nia said with a wicked grin.
 
   Trystan smiled briefly before stuffing more food in his mouth.
 
   “So how is your day?” Nia said as she took a spoonful of soup.
 
   “A disaster, I can’t go anywhere without people trying to stop and talk to me. I don’t know what to even say. The news has covered pretty much what happened last night.”
 
   “Maybe they just want to hear it from you?”
 
   “I’d rather focus on class work. I didn’t come here to be a celebrity. I hope this all dies down soon.” Trystan said with a hint of embarrassment in his voice.
 
   “I think your right. It should calm down and the public will move on to something else.” Nia paused. “Have you thought any more about our date?”
 
   Trystan froze. “I…uh…..”
 
   Nia laughed. “I’m just teasing. I know you have a lot going on. I just wanted to tell you I’m here for you.”
 
   Trystan let out a long sigh. He still didn’t know what he was going to do. It had to be romantic and beautiful. The pressure began to build as he ate slower, trying to figure out what they could do together.
 
   Two shadows stood over the mage as he thrust more food into his mouth. Looking over and head turning up, Aznara was standing with her head bowed but her eyes filled with hunger. Next to her was the blue haired demon. Her eyes were closed and a hand was on Aznara’s shoulder.
 
   “Go on.” said the blue haired demon girl to Aznara.
 
   “Trystan, I wanted to apologize for yesterday. I shouldn’t have impaled an ice spike in your desk. Please accept my apology.” Aznara said in a low voice.
 
   Trystan chewed his food and gulped it down. “Um…..thank you.” Trystan was unsure what else to say.
 
   “Keep going.” The blue haired demon girl urged Aznara again.
 
   Aznara looked back in annoyance and turned her eyes back to Trystan. “I have terrible impulse control and I simply wanted to get your attention. My sister thinks I should simply tell you how I feel. I want us to be friends.”
 
   Trystan could see how uncomfortable Aznara was. Tail swishing back and forth and eyes glancing down, it must have been very difficult for the demon to speak those very words. 
 
   The mage gave Aznara a gentle smile. “It’s alright. I thought it was pretty impressive that you could combine your spells so efficiently.”
 
   Aznara smiled. “You have to learn fast when out in the wilds. Can we join you for lunch?”
 
   Trystan glanced to Nia who nodded. “Sure.”
 
   The two demon woman took seats at the table. Aznara sat next to Trystan while the blue haired demon sat next to Nia.
 
   “My sister’s manners could use some practice. My name is Sunara, Aznara is my rookery sister.”
 
   “Trystan.” The mage smiled. “And this is Nia.”
 
   The three smiled and nodded to each other. Under the table a clawed hand squeezed the mage’s thigh. Trystan jumped up slightly, banging his knee against the underside of the table. Nia and Sunara looked to the mage with concern while Aznara smiled, showing pointed fangs.
 
   “Rookery sisters?” Trystan asked while trying to distract the demon woman.
 
   Sunara nodded. “We are sisters but not by blood. Succubus clans lay their eggs together as a community. When we hatch we are known as family.”
 
   “Your kind populates the west in the Great Canyons.” Nia said with knowing fascination.
 
   Sunara gave a small smile. “Yes, that is correct. The clans have lived there for hundreds of years. There have been great strides on integrating with the local human towns.”
 
   Aznara moved her face a little closer to Trystan. “Yes, the human men cannot get enough of us. It seems sex can bring all manner of creatures together.” The succubus licked her lips with a pointed tongue.
 
   “Aznara! Again forgive her. She tends to speak first before she thinks.” Sunara eyed the red headed succubus.
 
   Aznara cackled. “And my sister thinks we must hide our true nature if we are to fit in. Don’t let her quiet demeanor fool you. She is worse than me when she wants something.”
 
   Sunara looked down, letting shadows cover her expression. Trystan could see that the two succubi wore different sets of clothes. Aznara wore tight and revealing black clothes, down to black boots and spiky wrist bracelets. Sunara was clothed in an off white dress but it showed more of her creamy cleavage then her hot headed sister. The mage was almost glad the two sisters fought because it took the attention off of him. Trystan continued to eat as the sisters shot each other dirty looks.
 
   “Well I’m glad you are here. I’m sure we can all learn from each other and dispel some of the ignorant knowledge most of the public knows.” Nia said cheerfully.
 
   Sunara nodded. “I agree. Some of the text books here at the college are thoroughly misinformed and out of date. I am of a mind to speak to the Headmaster and Headmistress concerning the racist views of my kind.”
 
   “I was wondering about that myself. Do you think the old border wars would have ended sooner if humans simply……” Nia went on.
 
   Trystan began to tune them all out. The day already proved taxing and fullness had taken over. The mage felt his eyes were too big for his stomach and now he didn’t want to move. The fire mage and succubus continued their conversation while Aznara stared at him. It wasn’t the worst lunch he ever had but it certainly was turning into the weirdest.
 
    Aznara leaned in and whispered into Trystan’s ear. “If you ever want to research demon pussy, you don’t even have to ask. Your girlfriend can join us too.”
 
   Trystan was ready turn and nearly bolt from his seat when another shadow fell upon him. Looking up, a goblin with slicked back hair stared at the mage. Trystan couldn’t help but notice the partially open black shirt and finely tailored black pants. Green ears pointed up higher than his hair. A rounded chin pointed down like the butt of a dagger. Defined neck muscles flexed and the goblin turned his head to Nia.
 
   Nia turned her head to the goblin and smiled. “Reeko, good to see you!” 
 
   The goblin reached down and gently took Nia’s hand into his. He pressed the back of her hand to his lips and gave it a gentle kiss. Trystan raised an eyebrow while Aznara licked her lips again.
 
   “It is always a pleasure to see you dear Nia. I caught your radiance from across the room and I had to come over and say hello.” The goblin smiled.
 
   Reeko turned his attention to Trystan and his smile broadened. “And you must be the man of the hour, Trystan Song.”
 
   A green hand slammed down on Trystan’s shoulder. The mage nearly tilted from the blow. The goblin was stronger than he looked but Trystan thought he looked pretty strong in the first place, even if he was standing at five feet tall.
 
   “Thank you.” Trystan said, trying to keep the grimace from his face.
 
   Reeko turned to the table but eyes went to Nia. “I’m having a sexy party in a few nights. I wanted to personally hand you and your friends an invitation. There should be about a hundred people there, maybe more. I would be crushed if you didn’t come.”
 
   “Party? Isn’t there a curfew in place?” Trystan said automatically.
 
   The goblin continued to smile. “With enough coin, nothing can stand in the way of good times.”
 
   Reeko pulled form his pocket a stack of glowing cards and handed one to Nia, the two succubi and finally Trystan. The mage looked at the card in his hand. One side had Reeko’s contact information while the other side had swirling images. A second later, the swirling turned into an ethereal background with the words “Monster Ball” and the location address. Music pumped into the mage’s ears and he quickly put the card down. The music stopped and Trystan looked around for a second. Picking it back up, the music came back. Everyone holding a card seemed to bounce to the rhythm but the rest of the cafeteria carried on as if they couldn’t hear it.
 
   “Please don’t break my heart. I will see you at around ten.” Reeko bowed to Nia. Nodding to everyone else, the goblin turned and walked off.
 
   Trystan put the card in his pocket and thankfully the music stopped. Nia was nearly blushing as the goblin walked away. A sliver of jealously stabbed at his heart and the mage pushed it down. They were dating and he had no right to feel the way he did. But try as he might, the nagging sliver continued to poke at him.
 
   Aznara began talking about what to wear to the Ball. Nia and Sunara joined in, trading fashion tips and what was in style at the moment. Trystan found himself sitting and listening. Feeling like a fifth wheel, the mage thought back to last night. He couldn’t understand why it was still bothering him, memories of the dead walking around him and heading to the library. Trystan tried to shake the thoughts away but they came flooding back.
 
   “We will have to figure out how we are going to get there? The location is in the abandoned part of old Stukarr city.” Aznara said as she continued to bounce to the rhythm.
 
   “Leave it to me. I think I have a few ideas.” Nia smiled.
 
   


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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