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   “Oh brave Luka... you have chosen the most foolish path. What I feared most of all has come to pass; seduced by the Monster Lord, you have yielded to her wicked will. After having favored and watched over you for so long, only to be betrayed like this... I am unable to hide my disappointment in you. Luka, you are unqualified to be a Hero.”
 
   ~Ilias (Monster Girl Quest)
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   One
 
   A cold wind caressed Trystan’s face. Blinking, eyes took in orange leaves, blue sky and small puffy white clouds. The mage’s body was still as his eyes moved around, taking in his surroundings. Bird song filled the crisp autumn air. Trees swayed gently in the breeze and a small fire crackled nearby. Turning his head, the fire blazed its life giving heat.
 
   The mage tried to move his arms and soreness bit into muscles. Moving his legs, the biting escalated into an acidic gnawing. The warmth of the sleeping bag kept him in place for a long moment. Sitting up, the mage gazed out into sparse woods. Pushing at the sleeping bag, the edge rolled off and a chill touched him. Clothes disheveled, misty breath fell from his lips as he tried to shake away the mental cobwebs.
 
   Emptiness filled his memories. The last thing Trystan could remember was being with Nia during the Pumpkin festival. They were having an intimate moment and then darkness. Try as he might, the only other memory to fill his head was the present. One moment he was in Stukarr and now he was in the middle of nowhere.
 
   Mist flowed off Trystan’s arm. The mage watched as a blue siren formed next to him. Sylk was on her knees, webbed hands rubbing her closed eyes. Yawning, she turned to her master and opened her sleep filled eyes.
 
   “Master?” the siren said as she finished her yawn.
 
   “Do you remember anything? How did we get out here?” Trystan said as he opened the sleeping bag completely.
 
   “No Master. I remember watching you and Nia talking before…..” The siren trailed off.
 
   The mage was on his feet. Hands pulled at his clothes. His wardrobe seemed like it was put on in a hurry. Fixing himself up, the mage scanned the area. Through the trees he spotted a road.
 
   Sylk stood up. “I feel confused. I can’t think straight.”
 
   “I feel that way too.” Trystan looked down at the sleeping bag.
 
   The sleeping bag was not his. The logs of wood in the fire were neatly placed. Aside from that, there was nothing else. There was no back pack, tent or supplies. The mage could only guess that he was left out here with just enough so he didn’t freeze during the night.
 
   “Let’s walk to the road. Maybe we can find our way back Stukarr.” Trystan began walking.
 
   “Yes Master.” Sylk said and yawned again.
 
   Trystan could feel the emptiness sitting in his mind like a stone. The walk to the road was quick. Standing in the middle of the empty road, he looked in both directions. Sylk stepped out of the woods and stood by her master. Both sets of eyes took in the patches of woods, dirt road and pointed spires in the distance.
 
   “Well, there is Stukarr.” Trystan shrugged and began walking.
 
   “What do you think happened?” The siren sighed. The mental cobwebs were still there, slowing her down.
 
   “I don’t know.” Trystan said flatly.
 
   With each step, the weariness began to bleed away. The muscle ache was annoying but manageable. Trystan felt like he just woke up from a hundred-year sleep. Looking to his familiar, she seemed to be suffering the same effects. The mage let his senses touch Bella. The blue slime was still asleep on his skin, her mind quiet.
 
   Master and familiar walked on. The mage again tried to remember anything but his mind came up blank. The more they walked, the more a burning sensation flared on his chest. At first Trystan thought it was just him waking up but the burning intensified. Scratching at his chest only made the burning burst with needle like pains. Trystan pulled at his shirt and looked down. Eyes grew to the size of saucers. Sylk looked over with concern in her oval eyes.
 
   “What is it, master?”
 
   Trystan pulled his shirt open to reveal the left side of his chest. Sylk stepped closer, a webbed hand reaching out. Fingers hovered as she stared. A jagged spiral was inked into the mage’s chest. Black lines with purple swirls ran along the spiral as it grew smaller toward the middle. Sylk touched it causing Trystan to wince.
 
   “I’m sorry Master.” The siren said pulling away.
 
   “It’s okay. It feels tender.”
 
   The siren put her face close to the design. “I can sense powerful mana.”
 
   Trystan opened his senses. The spiral felt like a living thing, moving slightly and pulsing with a faint heartbeat. Another cold breeze flowed over the mage and a shiver ran up his spin. He wasn’t dressed to be out in this cold air for too long. Letting go of his shirt, the mage pressed on.
 
   Reaching the city entrance, the guards eyed him suspiciously. Trystan was ready to tilt his head down and keep walking when one of the guards stopped him.
 
   “Are you well? You are very pale.” The guard leaned his spear against the city wall, ready to assist.
 
   “Yea. The Pumpkin festival can get a little crazy.” Trystan said while trying to come off easy going.
 
   “Pumpkin Festival? That was three days ago. You must have had one hell of a time.” The guard smirked.
 
   Trystan tried to keep the shock from his eyes. Sylk felt the mental impact from her master and immediately stepped in.
 
   “My master really knows how to party. He finally wore himself down. I’m taking him home so he can rest. No more parties for him.” Sylk smiled.
 
   The guard looked from Trystan to the familiar. “Good thing. He doesn’t look well. You should be careful outside the city gates. Monsters still prowl the wilds. I don’t care how many civilized ones we have here in the city; we have to be careful of all the uncivilized ones still out there.”
 
   Sylk put her arm around her master’s waist. “I will be sure to remind him.”
 
   “On your way then.” The guard gave a half smile to the mage and familiar.
 
   The two continued walking onto cobbled streets. City folk were starting their day. Most didn’t even notice the dazed mage with his familiar. Trystan spent the moments trying to organize his thoughts but the shock whipped at him like an angry serpent.
 
   “Master, three days? How could we have lost so much time?”
 
   “We have to see someone about this.” 
 
   “Professor Hart or Headmaster and Headmistress?” Sylk held her master a bit tighter.
 
   “No. We can’t go to them, not yet.” A sinking feeling pulled at his heart.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “We can’t get them involved. We don’t have any answers and I’m not sure how much they should know. If they use magical means to recover my memory, they might find out about the Libro Nocte.” Trystan said with a low voice.
 
   The mage remembered the shadowy book. He only witnessed a few pages from it but icy tendrils dug into his mind with forbidden wanting. Trystan had made mental notes to find out everything he could about the book since it disappeared. After they stopped the Dead Mother from turning them into her undead slaves, the mage was going to divert some of his efforts to find out why a ritual from the book was important enough to send an undead army after it. He knew if he spoke of it to the Headmaster and Headmistress then they would stop his efforts. Something deep down hungered to know and the mage found it impossible to say no.
 
   “But the book is gone and we lost three days. They can help……”
 
   Trystan gave Sylk a hard stare. “I said no.”
 
   Sylk’s eyes stared at her master’s and then lowered to his chest. Trystan’s hard stare melted away. He curled his arms around the siren and held her close.
 
   “We have to keep this to ourselves. I don’t want to chance hurting people we know. You understand?”
 
   The siren snuggled her face into her master’s chest. “I do. I’m worried about you. I’m worried about us.”
 
   “My powerful siren is worried?” Trystan said playfully.
 
   Sylk smiled. “I will always worry about you.”
 
   “I feel the same. We will get through this. Right now let’s keep it quiet until we know more.”
 
   “What about Nia?”
 
   A gloomy cloud surrounded the mage’s mind. He knew Nia must be worried sick. The whole college could be out looking for them right now. Trystan knew he had to do damage control if he was going to find out what happened.
 
   “The old Ink Witch on Crescent street might be able to tell us what the spiral on my chest means. After that we can meet with Nia. Hopefully she hasn’t gotten anyone else involved.”
 
   Trystan fished into his pocket and touched his cell phone. Taking it out, he tapped at the screen with no effect. The phone died and he had to recharge it. He dreaded to think of the messages left on his voicemail. Pushing it away, he had to focus on one thing at a time. Uncurling his arms from Sylk, the mage walked on.
 
   Trystan reached Crescent Street. Sunlight was touching the tops of buildings from the East. Horses plodded along with carriages in tow. It appeared like a normal morning in the city. Sylk stayed close to her master as they ambled along. The mage quickly tried to work out a believable story. Knowing Nia, anything he said she would see right through it. With her he would have to be as honest as he could be. 
 
   Thoughts of the Ink Witch Bertha filtered into Trystan’s mind. The old Ink Witch had lived in Stukarr all her life. She liked to hand out small bags of cookies. Trystan saw her most days when he walked to work and would take a bag of her delicious cookies. They would even strike up conversations and she would pat his butt when he had to leave. The thought caused a small smile to bloom. The mage knew she had a lot of knowledge and she would be his best bet to find out more. 
 
   The Ink Witch sign swayed from a small pole. Trystan stayed positive as they approached. A list of questions formed when he reached the front door. His hand stopped at the handle when he noticed the smaller hanging sign under the bigger sign.
 
   The small sign read “Under New Management.”
 
   The mage hesitated to walk in. Doubt loomed as he wasn’t sure he should enter. Sylk looked to her master with concern. The mage took a deep breath. With little options left to him, he took hold of the door handle and pushed in.
 
   A bell chimed as the mage and familiar walked in. Incense burned and blanketed the shop with exotic scents. Three reclining chairs sat in the back with a counter off to the right. Ingredients sat in jars while a shelf held thick tomes. Trystan could remember his first time entering the Ink Witch parlor back in Sapphire Cove. Warm thoughts of the Ink Witch spilled into his thoughts. It was only a few months ago but it felt like a lifetime had passed.
 
   Hands pushed through a hanging bead curtain in the back. Trystan looked over and his heart skipped a beat. Sylk’s mouth turned into a broad smile. The siren raced forward, arms out. The Ink Witch stepped into view and a cheery smile flashed. She wore a steeple black hat with raven black hair spilling behind her. A small black shawl covered smooth shoulders. A tight black top covered large breasts but showed ample cleavage. Tight black leather pants adhered to her hourglass figure with leather boots completing the look.
 
   “Gwen!” Sylk screeched as she hugged the Ink Witch around the waist.
 
   “Hello little one.” Gwen smiled as she hugged her back.
 
   Eyes drifted up to the startled mage standing by the entrance. “It’s good to see you Trystan.” 
 
   “Gwen? Gwen Azure?” The mage said dumbfounded.
 
   “The one and only.” The witch smiled.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Two
 
   Trystan took a shaky step forward. He couldn’t believe his eyes as the Ink Witch let go of Sylk and eyed the mage with a bright gaze. The mage thought back to when he first met her in Sapphire Cove. He was drunk and Nia forced him into her shop so he could finally get a familiar. Kindness floated around her as she spoke with him, trying to help him pick a familiar suited to his personality. 
 
   The mage stopped walking halfway to her. Memories of her in his dreams poured through his soul. He remembered how hurt he was. She touched his mind and healed him so he could continue on the very quest she set him on. 
 
   “Trystan, are you okay?” Gwen stepped forward, her smile fading into concern.
 
   Trystan reached out and took hold of the counter edge. “Yea, I just need a moment.”
 
   “You look like you’ve seen some trouble.” Gwen stepped close.
 
   Trystan immediately noticed her jasmine perfume. “I wish I could tell you what kind of trouble.” Weakness began to seep into his muscles.
 
   Sylk rushed to her master and took his arm. Gwen took the other arm and guided the shaky mage to one of the reclining seats. Sitting down, Trystan felt the plush leather against him and he sank further into the chair.
 
   Gwen turned to the siren. “How long has he been like this?”
 
   Sylk’s head tilted down. “Since this morning.”
 
   Gwen looked down at Trystan. “Are your hurt? What happened to you?”
 
   Trystan sighed and started to talk. Gwen listened as Trystan told her how he woke up in the middle of the nearby woods and the missing three days. When he finished, he pulled open his shirt and showed the spiral tattoo over his heart. The Ink Witch leaned in close, fingers touching his chest and sliding along the spiral edge. The mage looked down but his eyes wandered to Gwen’s smooth neck.
 
   “I don’t want to alarm you but I’ve never seen anything like this before.” Gwen said as she stood back up.
 
   Trystan covered up his chest again. “Is Bertha here? Maybe she can help?”
 
   Gwen shook her head. “Bertha moved to Sapphire Cove. She said city life was getting too much for her. She wanted a slower pace so she could relax more. We had been talking for a while about switching locations. A week ago we decided to do it.”
 
   Gwen’s hand touched Trystan’s arm. “She told me what a fine and polite young man you are, spending time talking to her and asking for her cookies.”
 
   Trystan could feel his face redden a little. “Um…yea….well she has great cookies.”
 
   “Maybe one day you can try my cookies and compare.” Gwen said with a playful smirk.
 
   Trystan’s face glowed hot and he quickly tried to change the subject. “Could this spiral be a familiar or maybe some kind of curse?”
 
   Gwen crinkled her brow. “I can’t say for sure. It is infused with a lot of mana.”
 
   Trystan sat forward. “Can it be removed?”
 
   “Since it is over your heart, I would not attempt to remove it. When magic like this is removed, it can cause a shock to the system. I fear there would be a chance it would stop your heart in the process. If it was anywhere else on your body, it would be safer.”
 
   “Someone did this to me. I need to find out why.” Trystan said with a dark edge.
 
   Gwen touched his shoulder. “I can help but it may take some time. For something like this to be inked into your skin, there must be an outcome or desired effect. I can research it and see if I can come up with something but you may have to sit tight for a while.”
 
   Trystan tried to not let his eyes wander to Gwen’s cleavage. “For a while?”
 
   Gwen squeezed his shoulder. “I haven’t seen this technique before. I will have to research it and see if there is a safe way to remove it. It will take time.”
 
   The mage was silent.
 
   Gwen continued. “I promise to do what I can to help you. See me once a week so I can keep an eye on it.”
 
   Sylk leaned in close to her master. “Master, you don’t think Freya did this?”
 
   Trystan turned to his blue haired siren. “I don’t know what to think.”
 
   Gwen’s eyebrow raised. “Freya Kilborn? I remember her when I inked her two familiars. A rude young woman. Why do you think she had anything to do with this?”
 
   “We dated.” Trystan sighed.
 
   Gwen looked to Trystan’s defeated eyes and nodded. “What happened to the beautiful red head?”
 
   “Nia is here in Stukarr. I have to get to her and tell her I’m okay.” Trystan could feel the worm of depression boring into his heart.
 
   The mage sank into his thoughts. The possibility that Freya did this to him was one of his first thoughts. He remembered how she taunted him as she escaped. She promised she would hurt him and Nia any chance she could, but doubt lingered. It had only been a few months since their fight. Knowing Freya, she would be making a big show of it but he hadn’t heard a peep from her. Trystan thought that she may have been so busy with her studies at the Shadow College that she wouldn’t have time to come after him. If it wasn’t Freya, then who would go through the trouble of putting him to sleep and having some strange tattoo inked into his chest?
 
   “I feel we may have a lot to talk about. No need to rush it. I believe you may have to contact everyone you know and tell them you’re okay.”
 
   Trystan nodded. “Thank you.”
 
   “Your welcome. On your next visit, you will have to tell me about the night you fought off the dead. The video was a bit blurry but everyone back at Sapphire Cove saw it. They put a picture of you above the bar at the Serpent Inn.”
 
   Trystan thought back to his old watering hole. The bartender hated him because he always asked for water and turned it into ale to save money. Now he wondered how they would treat him if he walked into the place.
 
   “Can you walk, Master?”
 
   Trystan nodded. He stood up slowly and the weakness had subsided. Sylk put her arm around his waist and walked alongside him.
 
   Gwen looked to master and familiar and couldn’t repress her grin. “Don’t be a stranger. Stop by any time.”
 
   Trystan and Sylk looked back and returned the smile. The two exited the shop into the morning sun.
 
   ***
 
   Fingers tapped at the small wooden table. Trystan clenched his fist whenever a few patrons would look over at the nervous mage. He had been sitting for about ten minutes and the waiting was driving him mad. Looking down at his phone, he watched as it charged slowly on a charging plate. He thought about how Nia sounded when she finally heard his voice. She was elated and nearly in tears the moment he spoke to her. Waiting at their favorite café only made time move slower. Glancing down, he watched as his cell phone read 20%.
 
   Trystan took a deep breath and closed his eyes. Spreading out his senses, he could feel Sylk monitoring him from his arm, her inky body shifting when he turned his head in her direction. Searching, the mage mentally touched Bella. The slime was still peacefully sleeping on his left arm. She had not stirred since they woke up this morning and the mage was growing more and more concerned. Thinking back, he should have had Gwen look at her and make sure she was okay. Now he sat and wondered if he should prod her awake.
 
   “One problem at a time.” Trystan whispered under his breath.
 
   Opening his eyes, Trystan looked down at his charging phone. A whispered curse rose up his throat seeing the charging level was still at 20%.
 
   “Can I get you anything?” said a voice above him.
 
   Trystan’s head swiveled so fast, the waitress took a tiny step back. “Oh…Hi…Two coffees please.” The mage stammered.
 
   The waitress with a small lizard on her shoulder nodded and quickly walked away. The mage put his hands to the side of his head. The morning was already a strange one and he had to keep it together. The soreness in his muscles made him edgy and his heart beat with confused uncertainty.
 
   The front door to the café opened. Trystan’s heart leaped in his chest when he saw red hair. Nia nearly rushed him when their eyes connected. Trystan could not tear his eyes away as Nia moved to him with open arms. Dark circles were under her bloodshot eyes. It looked like she had been crying a long time. Trystan stood up to meet her with arms outstretched.
 
   Arms entwining and bodies touching, Nia let her guard down and her shoulders shook. No words were said as they held each other. The fire mage buried her face into the water mage’s neck. The outside world faded from their embrace for a long moment. It was Trystan who broke their hug and put his hands on Nia’s shoulders.
 
   “I’m okay.” The mage said quietly.
 
   Nia nodded and wiped away a tear. They sat down, fingers taking hold of each other’s hands. The waitress had two coffees but hanged back as the two mages gazed into each other’s eyes.
 
   “I know you’re wondering what happened but we should be careful about what we talk about.”
 
   Nia nodded. “I sort of know what happened.”
 
   Trystan stared.
 
   Nia continued. “After you disappeared, someone called me from an unlisted number. They told me that they will return you in three days. If I spoke about it to anyone then you would never be seen again.”
 
   “Was it a man or a woman? Did they give a reason?”
 
   Nia looked down at their hands holding each other. “They disguised their voice. I couldn’t tell. When I asked why they were doing this, they said nothing and only repeated if I talk about it then they will never give you back.” Nia visibly holding back tears.
 
   Trystan squeezed her hands. “I wish I had more answers….” Trystan told her about the morning, the spiral tattoo, missing time and seeing Gwen.
 
   “Do you think Freya did this to you?” Nia said with a concerned stare.
 
   “I don’t know. She tends to show off when she’s mean. For her it’s all about displays of power and dominating. If it is her, then she has changed tactics.”
 
   Nia leaned in closer. “What about the book you mentioned? Or the ghost?”
 
   “I don’t know but that is why we need to be discreet. Something is going on and they seem to be focusing on me. I don’t want you or others to get hurt so we need to keep this between us.”
 
    Nia nodded. “It has been torture. Everyone has been asking about you. I had to tell them that you were studying privately on your own. They could tell I was lying. Reeko and Sunara have been checking on me constantly.”
 
   “For now we will have to keep them in the dark.” Trystan looked into Nia’s sad eyes and grinned. “I’m happy to see your crying eyes.”
 
   Nia let out a small laugh. “Stop it. You’re being a fool.”
 
   “I can’t stop being a fool for you.” The mage smiled.
 
   The waitress brought over two cups of coffee and placed them on the table with a smile. The mages took the warm coffee and sipped. The conversation turned to lighter topics. Trystan continued to hold Nia’s hand, afraid to let go for a second. The fire mage would squeeze his fingers, letting him know with unspoken words that she felt the same. 
 
   Trystan smiled but in the back of his mind he worried. Memories from faint nightmares prowled his thoughts. Not knowing what had happened to him only deepened mysteries he wasn’t ready to fully explore. Staring at Nia only pushed him to want to protect her.
 
   Sunlight poured onto the couple through café windows. Trystan basked in it while keeping dark thoughts to the edge of his mind.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Three
 
    Trystan slid a book onto a shelf while holding another open book in his other hand. Eyes scanned the page as his hand dropped and picked up another book. The library was quiet with hardly a soul moving about. The peace was welcomed as the mage worked and read at the same time. 
 
   Behind him on a table sat three open books, each turned to different pages. The cart next to Trystan was nearly empty. Glancing down at it, he finished reading a page and placed the open book on the table with the other three. It would only take him a moment to restock the cart and come back. Taking hold, the mage pushed the cart back to the main hall to gather more books left behind on tables and floors.
 
   The silence caused him to reflect as he strolled. It had been a month since waking up in woods with no memory. The days grew shorter and the air carried hints of darkness and frost. The streets carried less people as the warmth of their homes kept them inside. Next week was the Feast of Giving and Trystan had no idea where he was going to celebrate it. Thoughts of Nia floated into his mind and he looked forward to spending the time with her.
 
   When Trystan wasn’t in class or working on projects, he spent his time at work, studying anything he could find on the Libro Nocte. The library had a frustrating wealth of conflicting knowledge on the tome. The mage tried to pick through it in hopes of something making sense but the mystery only deepened. The book was believed to be written before the Mana Cataclysm over ten thousand years ago. Some other sources spoke of the book as a recent blip in history when it came to arcane knowledge. Trystan found it difficult to get pass the egos of some writers and mages as they discussed the subject. Great debates were held if the book even existed. Trystan couldn’t break away from his own memories as he glanced at the book deep under the library. It was real and somewhere in the world.
 
   Trystan stopped at a desk covered in books. The mage began placing small stacks on his cart, his mind a million miles away. Life had returned to a relative normalcy. The fear and uncertainty seemed to bleed away from Trystan and Nia. Trystan could see how they had relaxed and carried on as if nothing had happened. The only reminder between them was every time they were naked they glanced at the spiral tattoo over Trystan’s heart. Nothing would be said but they both knew deep down it carried a shadowy weight in the back of their minds.
 
   Trystan continued to visit Gwen once a week. The ink witch would take long moments of inspecting the spiral before they would turn to discussing normal everyday events. There was no change to the tattoo. Trystan tried to not think about it but looked forward to seeing Gwen each week. Trystan stacked his cart high as he remembered he had to see her after work.
 
   Walking back to his area, thoughts floated to Bella. The slime familiar continued to sleep. Trystan brought it up to Gwen but she informed him that it can happen from time to time with slimes. After all the previous events from the prior month, the ink witch seemed to think that Bella needed some extra rest. Trystan could feel that he could wake her but instead let her sleep. If she wasn’t awake by the Feast then he would have no choice but to wake her, even for a little bit.
 
   Picking up one of the open books, Trystan went back to reading and letting his other hand touch a closed book on his cart. He did this just in case Mistress Jenny happened by and accused him of loafing around. When the mage felt a presence behind him, he quickly pulled a book from his cart and tried to find a home for it.
 
   “Hi Trystan.” said a voice from behind.
 
   Nonchalantly Trystan turned around and looked up from the open book to slicked black hair and pointed green ears. Tilting his head down, he saw the serious pointed green face of Reeko. The goblin looked up with a half-smile but his eyes seemed a little wide.
 
   “Hi Reeko. What can I do for you?” Trystan said as he closed the book in his hand and placed it on the cart.
 
   “I wanted to stop by and talk to you for a moment. We haven’t really run into each other lately and Nia told me you were at work. Is it okay to talk?”
 
   Trystan looked down the hallway and turned his head side to side for any sign of Mistress Jenny. When the coast was clear, he smiled at the goblin. “My boss isn’t around so sure. What’s on your mind?”
 
   Reeko’s face took on an uncomfortable grimace. “I’m not sure how to ask this so I’m just going to say it. I have been looking for roommates. I asked Nia but she said she would move in as a roommate if you moved in as well. I asked another to move in so it would be four of us.”
 
   Trystan was a little shocked. He knew from Nia that Reeko owned a penthouse across from the college. “Roommates? Are you hurting for coin?”
 
   The goblin’s brow turned into a V for a moment before melting back into his forehead. “No. It has been a little odd having the entire place to myself. My family is very communal so this has been a different experience for me. I have several bedrooms so everyone would have their own room.”
 
   “Thank you for offering but I doubt I could afford to stay there.” 
 
   Reeko gave an understanding nod. “I already worked it out. You don’t have to pay rent. Everyone would put the same amount of coin in a pot for supplies, shopping and whatever else is needed. The amount of coin per person would be low so you wouldn’t have to worry.”
 
   Trystan scratched at his head. The goblin stood before him clearly uncomfortable. It must have taken a lot to get him to work the nerve to visit the blue mage. Nia had visited the penthouse and sometimes couldn’t stop talking about it. Trystan did like the idea of living a little more comfortably then the small dorm room he called home.
 
     “It sounds good. I’m willing to give it try.” Trystan said with an upbeat tone.   
 
    Reeko nodded again and gave a faint smile. “You can move your stuff in this weekend. Do you have plans for the Feast of Giving?”
 
   “Now that you mention it, no.”
 
   “We can celebrate everyone moving in. I’ll have everything prepared. We can sit back and enjoy ourselves by stuffing our faces.”
 
   Trystan found himself grinning. The Feast of Giving was such a lonely holiday for him year after year. The few warm times was when Nia’s family would invite him over. Thinking about those few times made him feel good.
 
   Reeko’s jaw tightened slightly and he looked up to Trystan with a hint of embarrassment. “Trystan…..I never properly thanked you for what happened in the catacombs and the party.” The goblin stuck out his green hand.
 
   Trystan hesitated. “I didn’t really do anything. Professor Hart was the one who saved us.”
 
   “You are too modest. You brought Professor Hart and freed us. You stayed at the party and saved people while everyone else ran away. I have a lot of respect for you and I want us to be better friends.”
 
   “Thank you Reeko. I would be honored to be your friend.” Trystan reached out and shook his hand.
 
   The goblin held the mage’s hand. “And just to clear the air, I admire and respect Nia. I know you two are seeing each other and I just wanted to tell you that Nia is important to me as a friend. She was the first fellow student to approach me and talk to me without fear in her eyes. I have no other intentions toward her.”
 
   It was Trystan’s turn to feel uncomfortable. He had seen the look of attraction on the goblin’s face more than once but now he felt stupid for not giving him more credit. “Thank you Reeko. Nia is very special to all of us. I know you have only the best of intentions.”
 
   Letting go of each other’s hand, mage and goblin stood awkwardly for longer than an average moment.
 
   Reeko spoke first. “I will let you get back to work. The doorman knows who you are. Stop by anytime to see the place before you move in.” And with that, the goblin turned and walked away.
 
   Trystan turned to his cart and picked up a book. Despite the oddness of Reeko’s visit, Trystan enjoyed the thought of staying in a penthouse. Maybe he would do it for a year and see how the other half lives. Smiling, the mage went back to work feeling lighter than he had felt in a while.
 
   ***
 
   Trystan sat in the plush leather chair as Gwen leaned over him with her cell phone. The ink witch had decided to take pictures of the spiral tattoo with every visit to compare them and see any changes. Trystan thought it was a great idea and happily exposed his chest for the photo shoot.
 
   “It looks like it is getting a hair smaller. I’ll compare it next week when we take another photo.” Gwen said after snapping the picture.
 
   “Thank you Gwen.” Trystan said cheerfully.
 
   “You are in good spirits. I would like to think it is because of my pleasant company.” The ink witch put her phone away.
 
   Trystan sat up. “That could be part of it. I have been feeling a lot better lately.”
 
   Gwen smiled. “Your mana pathways have been brighter.”
 
   “You can see that?”
 
   “It’s amazing what you can see when you open your eyes.” Gwen smirked.
 
   “Thank you again for all your help.” Trystan said as he closed up his shirt.
 
   “You continue to thank me. I’m just keeping an eye on you and making sure you’re okay.”
 
   “Well it’s also because it’s good to see you. Aside from Nia, I don’t know anyone else here from Sapphire Cove.”
 
   The ink witch stood up with kindness in her eyes. “I feel the same. Thank you for helping this city feel like home.” 
 
   Trystan looked to Gwen and for a space of a breath, he couldn’t take his eyes off of her.
 
   “How’s Bella?” Gwen asked as she turned away.
 
   “She is still asleep.” Trystan said as the spell was broken.
 
   “It has been a long time. Maybe we should have a look at her?”
 
   Trystan looked down at his arm. He began to miss the blue goo girl lately. With a mental push, mana prodded the sleeping slime. At first, Bella didn’t move. A second push and the slime stirred. Mist slowly slipped out from Trystan’s left sleeve until a torrent came flooding out. Gwen watched the mist as it took a womanly shape and Bella appeared.
 
   The blue slime stood, eyes lost. Trystan reached out and touched her shoulder. The slime turned her transparent head to him, a gentle smile blooming on her lips. Then as if a light was turned on, Bella looked at her master with adoring eyes.
 
   “Master, so good to see you.” Bella said in sleepy tone.
 
   “It’s good to see you. You have been asleep for a long time.” Trystan stood up from the plush reclining chair.
 
   “I must have been more tired than I thought.” The slime said and her eyes turned to Gwen.
 
   The slimes expressions shifted to wonder as she stared at the Ink Witch. “Have we met before?”
 
   Gwen kept a polite smile. “Maybe in a past life. How do you feel?”
 
   Bella moved her arms slowly. “Tired but otherwise I’m well.”
 
   “Your master has told me a lot about you. Do you remember anything before the ruins he found you in?”
 
   Bella looked down, deep in thought. “Only bits and pieces. I have memories of the ruins and some fragments of my former master.”
 
   Gwen stepped closer, eyes drinking the slime in. “Has Trystan been a good master to you?”
 
   “Oh yes. He is a kind and generous master. I do love him so.” Bella said without hesitation.
 
   Trystan eyed the back and forth. He felt like this was a private conversation and had an urge to leave. Gwen looked to the mage as if she was reading his mind and gave him a comforting smile.
 
   “Good. I just wanted to be sure.” Gwen smiled.
 
   Bella oozed forward a little toward the ink witch. “I feel I should know you. I feel like we have spent time together but I can’t remember.”
 
   “It’s natural. Most familiars feel a kinship with Ink Witches since we practice the same craft. May I speak with your master alone?”
 
   Bella looked to Trystan and then back to Gwen, she nodded and turned back to mist, returning to Trystan’s left arm.
 
   “She seems fine.” Gwen smiled.
 
   Trystan eyed the witch. “Gwen, I never asked before but what is Bella’s story? You asked me to find her but I never had a chance to know why she was in the ruins in the first place.”
 
   “What did she tell you?” Gwen asked as she leaned against the shop counter.
 
   “She told me about her master and how she tried to kill one of his favorite familiars. She said he cut her off of his skin and imprisoned her in the ruins, feeding on the mana of those who found her.”
 
   Gwen crossed her arms. “She told you more than I would have expected. I didn’t know how much of her memory was intact.”
 
   Trystan stepped closer to the ink witch. “Who was her former master?”
 
   Gwen stared off as distant memoires played in her eyes. “He used to be a good man full of life and positive energy. You remind me of him sometimes. Bella was his first familiar and they were the best of friends.”
 
   Trystan thought about Sylk. The mage cared for both of his familiars but Sylk was his first. There was simply a special place in his heart for her.
 
   The witch continued. “I wasn’t there when he cut her from his skin but I have dreamed of her since that day. She was in terrible suffering, lost and confused. I had planned on going to the ruins myself until I met you. I stopped feeling her pain when she bonded to your skin.”
 
   “How can a mage cut a familiar from their own skin?” Trystan said as if trying to understand such a decision.
 
   “There are many people and monsters in the world who have no empathy for anyone other than themselves.” Gwen sighed.
 
   “And her former master?”
 
   “I lost contact with him long before he did that terrible thing to Bella.”
 
   Trystan could feel Gwen holding back, almost afraid to speak some terrible truth. After everything that had happened, the mage wanted to press but his heart said otherwise. The mage kept his mouth closed and looked to the ink witch as she remembered events from a long time ago.
 
   The bell at the front door chimed. Trystan and Gwen looked over as a pale woman stepped into the shop. The woman was dressed in a black corset and long flowing dress. Lacey ruffles ran around the hem of her dress and surrounded her wrists. Pale eyes looked to Gwen and then centered on Trystan.
 
   The mage took a step back and spells immediately came to mind. Shock ran down his face and a deep chill surged up his spine. The mood turned jagged as Trystan took hold of Gwen and pulled her to him.
 
   Before the ink witch could say anything, Trystan prepared a spell.
 
   “The Dead Mother.” The mage said with fear in his voice.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Four
 
   “Trystan, calm down. She is my 7pm appointment.” Gwen said as she gently removed the mage’s hand from her arm.
 
   The pale woman looked down with sorrow etched into her eyes. Trystan let the spell fizzle but kept his eyes on the woman in black, the mage’s heart beating like a drum.
 
   “I understand why he is surprised.” The woman said sadly.
 
   “I….I’m sorry.” Trystan let the words hang in the air.
 
   “I am the one who is sorry. I’ve been meaning to come to you so we could talk.” The Dead Mother said as she walked closer with her head down and fingers entwined.
 
   “Forgive me Trystan. I should have warned you Vanessa was stopping by.” Gwen said softly.
 
   Trystan looked to Gwen and then Vanessa. “I thought you were going to be tried.”
 
   The pale woman nodded. “I was tried and found guilty. They sentenced me to finish college and become an upstanding Stukarr citizen, under constant surveillance of course.”
 
   “Then why are you here?”
 
   Vanessa looked away. “When I died, my familiar died with me. Since it has been decided I would continue my studies, I will need a new familiar.”
 
   “I’m sorry I don’t mean to be rude but how can an undead have a familiar?” Trystan knew of mages with undead familiars but the other way around was practically unheard of.
 
    Gwen walked over to Vanessa and put hands on her shoulders. “The undead can still use and produce mana but it’s slower and not as powerful due to most of it being used to keep them animated. They cannot have high mana using familiars. We have to get creative and find one that will suit an undead mage.”
 
   Trystan moved closer. “Vanessa, I’m really sorry. I was startled and……”
 
   The undead woman cut him off. “It’s okay. You should have been warned first. I did worry that we might run into each other.”
 
   The mage felt his curious mind kick in. “If you don’t mind, how can you feed a familiar if you produce little mana?”
 
   “I have to supplement my mana with taking mana potions. It is the only way to fight the hunger.” Vanessa said not looking him in the eye.
 
   “Hunger?” 
 
   “The undead have a hunger for living mana. It is like a drug for them.” Gwen said as she directed Vanessa to the counter.
 
   Vanessa turned her head to Trystan. “I wish I could show you how sorry I really am about what happened. I had no control over my actions. It still haunts me. I hope one day you can forgive me.”
 
   Trystan let his shoulders drop and a small smile bloomed. “I’m happy that you get a second chance. Forgive me for my terrible reaction.” Trystan bowed.
 
   Vanessa smiled faintly. “It would seem we have forgiven each other. Thank you Trystan.”
 
   The mage stood up and looked to the undead mage. An idea glowed warmly. “What are you doing for the Feast of Giving?”
 
   Vanessa’s eyes widened. “I haven’t really thought about it. Nothing I suppose.”
 
   “I’m moving in with Reeko and Nia. We are planning a Feast of Giving dinner. You should join us.”
 
   Vanessa looked away as her eyes watered. The corner of her mouth pursed as if she was holding back a flood of emotion. Gwen patted her shoulder.
 
   “I didn’t mean to get you upset.” Trystan said with concern.
 
   Vanessa wiped at the corner of her eye. “No, I’m not upset. I just never thought I would feel kindness again since I did all those terrible things. It makes me happy.”
 
   Trystan relaxed “Like you said, you weren’t in control. It might be the best thing for everyone if we start with a clean slate. I will let everyone know you’re coming.”
 
   “I don’t know what to say.” Vanessa said flatly.
 
   “What is your favorite dish? We can have it ready at the feast.”
 
   “I….I don’t really eat or drink.” Vanessa said as she regained her composure.
 
   “Undead can only feed on living or mana infused food.” Gwen smiled. “Raw meat is a good substitute but you may want to pick up a bottle of mana infused wine.”
 
   “I will let Reeko know we should have some of that at the feast.” 
 
   “You are too kind.” Vanessa said with stars in her eyes.
 
   “We shouldn’t dwell on the past. Let’s look forward to the future.” Trystan said with positive bright eyes.
 
   “I’m happy you two connected.” Gwen said with a knowing smile. Turning to Vanessa, she continued. “How about we look at some familiars and decide which will be the best fit for you.”
 
   Vanessa looked to the ink witch and nodded. 
 
   Trystan picked up his back pack from the foot of the reclining chair. “I will let you two ladies carry on. Gwen, same time next week?”
 
    “Same time. I will wear something pretty for you.” Gwen winked.
 
   Trystan nodded with a smile and walked to the front door.
 
   ***
 
   The elevator doors opened to a wide hallway. Trystan hoisted up his back pack of holding further up his shoulder. Stepping out, he walked the hallway to a set of double doors. A mirror hung on each of the side walls. Trystan looked into one and smoothed his hair and checked his teeth to see if there was any food stuck between them. The mage felt a nervous vibe seeing Reeko’s penthouse. He still couldn’t believe he was going through with it.
 
   With his teeth fully inspected, the mage stepped to the double doors and took hold of a handle. Opening the door, the mage stepped in and was immediately dazzled. The main room was furnished with several leather couches. Wall high windows looked out to the tops of buildings and clear blue sky. Sunlight bathed the room in a beautiful warm glow. Off to the right was the biggest kitchen the mage had ever seen, complete with an island, bar and shiny kitchen apparel.
 
   The mage walked in as the large flat screen played out news feeds of current events. A fireplace was directly under the flat screen, cold and unlit. Stepping to the glass wall, outside was a medium sized pool and a hot tub.
 
   “I could like it here.” Trystan said to himself.
 
   “Trystan, welcome!” said a familiar voice.
 
   The mage turned to Reeko as he walked out of the hallway in a black bathrobe and a wide smile.
 
   “Thank you Reeko.” Trystan smirked.
 
   “What do you think of the place?” Reeko said as he walked to the kitchen.
 
   “Impressive.” It was the only word Trystan could think of.
 
   “Thank you. My home is your home. Pick one of the rooms down the hall and drop off your stuff.” Reeko opened the refrigerator and poured himself a glass of juice.
 
    “Thanks but I wanted to talk to you first about something.”
 
   “Fire away.” Reeko said as he took a sip of his juice.
 
   “I ran into Vanessa Shroud and thought it would be nice to invite her to the Feast.”
 
   Reeko’s happy demeanor shifted. “The Dead Mother?”
 
   “I don’t think she goes by that name anymore.” Trystan tried to stay upbeat.
 
   The goblin swirled the drink in his green hand, lost in thought. “I heard she had her trial and I have seen her around campus. I wasn’t sure what to make of it.”
 
   “Her trial ended and her sentence was to finish college and become an upstanding Stukarr citizen. She doesn’t have anyone to share the feast with so I thought it would help break the ice between all of us.”
 
   Reeko looked over to Trystan. “I can see why Nia speaks so highly of you. If she is reformed, then I would say yes.”
 
   Trystan nodded. “I will let her know it’s okay that she can come.”
 
   Reeko stopped swirling his drink. “Under one condition.”
 
   Trystan was silent.
 
   “She brings wine. “Reeko smiled. “I do believe we have enough but I’d rather have more than just enough.”
 
   “You drive a hard bargain.” Trystan smiled.
 
   The goblin walked over and clapped a hand on Trystan’s shoulder. “Let me show you the rooms.”
 
   ***
 
   The days bled together for Trystan. It didn’t take long for the mage to get used to his new home. Nia had taken up residence in the bedroom next to his but they often spent nights together in one or the other. The Feast of Giving was fast approaching and the penthouse was filled with music and preparations. Trystan asked about the fourth roommate. The mage was living there a few days but didn’t see them at all. The goblin said she would move in the day of the feast. She was finishing up some details with her current arrangement and couldn’t move in until the holiday.
 
   The mage shrugged and the world spun on. Classes were demanding as the holiday approached. Despite the heavy workload, the mage basked in a comfortable peace. While running from class to class, the mage came across Aznara from time to time. The succubus stopped him each time to talk and catch up. She was looking forward to the feast at Reeko’s penthouse.
 
   The night before the Feast, Trystan was working in the library. He had about thirty minutes before his shift ended and thoughts of his new home sprang to mind. Falling into his big bed made the mage feel good and tired. He picked up the last book from his cart and slid it into a shelf. Mist rolled off his left shoulder and the mage peered down. 
 
   Bella appeared out of the mist and stood silently, eyes staring at nothing. 
 
   Trystan turned to her. “Bella?”
 
   The blue slime was silent as a tomb.
 
   “Bella? Are you alright?” Trystan said with growing concern.
 
   “The whispers are getting louder.” The slime said with no emotion.
 
   Trystan reached out to touch his familiar when a surge of pain blazed through his chest. The mage clutched at his robe as he fell to his knees. Lashing tendrils of pain struck out like hot pokers. The very air left his lungs and the mage struggled to breath. Bella fell to her knees taking hold of her master with wide eyes.
 
   Trystan clawed at his robe, a surge of adrenaline causing him to rip it open. Bella looked down as her master gasped in agony. The black and purple spiral on his chest moved clockwise, spinning faster and faster. It became a blur as Trystan twisted and contorted his body, nerves flared with impossible light. The spiral pulsed and then coalesced into a small design. 
 
   The mage looked down to see the spiral slow and shrink. The pain subsided and Trystan managed a deep intake of air. Eyes on the tattoo, it pulsed one more time before forming a black oval. Then suddenly the pain stopped. 
 
   Trystan blinked as Bella held him close. The mage noticed she seemed more like herself. Coughing, the mage held onto his slime familiar as if she was anchoring him to this world.
 
   “Master?” the slime stared down with worried eyes.
 
   “I need a moment.” Trystan huffed.
 
   The mage could feel his body returning back to normal. A darkness pressed against his mind. Something unseen was there, watching him. As soon as Trystan was on his feet, the feeling faded into the background.
 
   “Should we see Ms. Azure?” Bella said as she oozed up onto her feet.
 
   Trystan remained silent. The library took on a stillness that the mage couldn’t fully explain. Looking around, he spread out his senses. Something smirked in his mind and vanished. The mage looked down at the black oval now surrounded by a red and pink glow. 
 
   Trystan took a seat in a nearby chair. “What is happening to me?” The mage said in a low whisper. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Five
 
   The aroma of cooking floated through the air. Nia and Reeko were working in the kitchen cooking and preparing several dishes. A room over, Trystan and Sylk were preparing the dining room. Classical music played from hidden loudspeakers throughout the penthouse. The smell of cooking food drifted into the dining room and Trystan’s mouth began to water.
 
   “I don’t understand why we can’t sit down with you for dinner?” Sylk said annoyed.
 
   Trystan began putting down utensils. “The dining room is big but not enough to for all guests and their familiars. You can join us when the dinner is over.”
 
   “I still think I should be able to sit with you. Nia gets to sit by you but I can’t.”
 
   Trystan ignored his irked familiar. The mage was looking forward to dinner as was everyone else. Judging from the guest list it was going to be a full event. Putting down the last set of utensils, the mage scratched at his chest.
 
   The black oval over his heart itched from time to time. The mage tried his best to forget the events from the night before. Despite the pain he felt that night, he hesitated on bringing it to Gwen’s attention. It was right before the holiday and the mage decided it would be best to let her know after the holiday weekend. Right now he focused on the preparing for the feast. Excitement ran through his veins as he assisted Sylk with placing the plates.
 
   With the dining room all set, the mage and familiar stepped out into the living room and kitchen. Reeko was sautéing some garlic and vegetables. Nia was preparing appetizers, cutting up slices of cheese and salami. The main dishes were already prepared and sat on trays covered in metal covers. Trystan stepped closer and took in the scents as he picked up a small slice of cheese from Nia’s cutting board. 
 
   Sylk opened the door to the patio and quickly stepped out into the freezing gray weather. The pool was on and heated. The siren’s thin little bikini disappeared and jumped into the warm water. Trystan watched her as she surfaced and did laps on her back, her firm breasts rising above the water line.
 
   “I think she wants you to join her.” Nia smiled.
 
   “She feels left out.” Trystan said as he turned away and stole another piece of cheese.
 
   Reeko turned down the flame from the burner. “I wish we had more room to accommodate all the familiars.”
 
   “I know. I told her that but she is being stubborn.” Trystan sat at the small bar.
 
   Reeko threw pieces of chicken into the vegetable mix. “I know Vanessa is bringing some mana infused wine. I bought extra just in case. I know the familiars will love it one they taste it.”
 
   Nia stopped cutting. “Are we sure we are okay with Vanessa being here for the feast? I mean I’m okay but are both of you okay with it?”
 
   A sizzling mist rose from the pan as Reeko flipped the ingredients. “I’m okay with it as long as she doesn’t turn us into the undead.”
 
   Trystan looked to Nia. “You haven’t talked to her yet. She is almost like a completely different person. I think it will be fine.”
 
   “I’m sure she is. I just hope everyone else is as accepting of her. Sunara had the worst of it when we were her captives.” Nia continued cutting.
 
   “Did she seem bothered by Vanessa coming?” said Trystan.
 
   “She told me she was okay with it but it’s hard to read her sometimes. She always has that same focused expression.”
 
   “As long as nobody gets into a fight, then dinner should be fine.” Reeko said as he flipped the chicken again.
 
   The doorbell rang. Trystan hopped off his stool and took big steps to the door. Taking hold of the handle he opened it with a smile. Instantly horror bled into his face. An urge to slam the door welled up but he was rooted to the spot, staring with wide eyes.
 
   A woman with short hair looked to the mage. Shy eyes blinked and her hand tightened onto the backpack strap over her shoulder. Spider like legs jutted up and down with a full black abdomen behind her. The arachnix wore a simple top and coat, her lower half that connected at her midsection was covered in a medium length dress. The edges of the flowing skirt turned upward against her segmented legs.
 
   “You must be Trystan.” The arachnix bowed her head with a shy smile.
 
   Trystan stood speechless.
 
   The arachnix held out a human looking hand. “My name is Skella.”
 
   Trystan didn’t move.
 
   The arachnix continued to hold out her hand but embarrassment melted into her face.
 
   Trystan’s mind raced as old memories sprang to mind. Images played out like a movie when he was trapped in an arachnix’s home. The female wanted his seed and had him strung up against a wall while she pleasured herself on him. The mage had repressed those memories but with an arachnix in front of him, it all came flooding back.
 
   “I’m your new roommate.” Skella said trying to stem the awkward situation.
 
   Waking up from his personal nightmare, the mage feebly picked up his hand and gave Skella a trembling shake. “Pleased…to….meet…you.” The mage said with a quiver in his voice.
 
   Trystan continued to block the door with his frozen body. Skella looked passed him and skittered forward just an inch. The mage backed up and turned around. The arachnix moved into the living room and looked over to Reeko.
 
   “Skella! You made it!” The goblin cheered as he took off his apron and walked around the island to greet her.
 
   The arachnix bowed her upper half to the goblin. Reeko gave her a big hug and was dwarfed by her side. Trystan went straight to the bar and pulled out a bottle of wine and a glass. Nia stopped what she was doing and also came over to Skella. As they exchanged hellos, Trystan worked feverishly, stabbing the cork with a cork screw and began twisting it in. Nia looked over with a raised eyebrow. The cork was pulled and the mage began pouring himself a glass.
 
   “Isn’t it a little early for wine?” Nia said in a low voice as she walked over to the mage.
 
   “No.” Trystan said as he nearly finished the glass and poured himself another.
 
   ***
 
   Aznara and Sunara were next to arrive. The succubus sisters brought wines and cheese cake. Aznara was quick to put everything down and run to Trystan, throwing her arms around him and kissing him furiously on the neck. The wine was helping the mage relax and he playfully pushed her away. 
 
   The next guest arrived and Trystan watched from the bar. Snaking in was a red lamia. Her upper body was that of a beautiful woman with light red hair and the lower half of a red scaled snake. She made her way in and coiled her tail under herself, sitting on it. Reeko played gracious host and handed full wine glasses to each and every guest.
 
   Trystan had forgotten that all the guests were para-humans with only himself and Nia as normal humans. He saw the names but he didn’t piece it together until it was too late. He focused so much on preparations that he simply didn’t make the connection. Old fears rose up as he looked at the lamia, arachnix and goblin talking it up. After another sip of wine, the mage started laughing at himself in his head. He was being absurd to hold onto such outdated fears. Growing up and hearing all the stories about monsters outside of the city walls really affected him. Seeing them carry on a conversation only made him feel incredibly stupid. 
 
   The mage looked at the wine glass. “Thanks for helping me sort that out.” He whispered to the nearly empty glass.
 
   The final guest arrived. Vanessa timidly stepped into the penthouse with bag of holding on her shoulder. Nia was first to greet her. The mood was warm and inviting. Vanessa spotted Trystan and made a beeline to him. The wine was in full effect and Trystan gave the undead woman a big hug. 
 
   Vanessa felt the nervousness melt away. Opening her bag of holding, she pulled bottle after bottle of mana infused wine. Everyone watched as the number of bottles on the bar grew from one to eight.
 
   “I wasn’t sure how much to bring. Is this enough?” The pale skinned dead woman said.
 
   “Oh I’m sure we will go through it.” Reeko said with a sinister smirk.
 
   Light conversation blended with music. The blue haired Sunara spent much of her time talking to Nia on the leather couch. Trystan watched Skella as she spoke with the red scaled lamia. Trystan overheard her name was Karla. Reeko was making sure all the food was finally prepared. Vanessa sat on another couch, keeping to herself. Aznara sauntered over to Trystan with an empty wine glass.
 
   “Fill me up.” The red headed succubus said with a playful lick of her lips.
 
   Trystan took hold of an opened bottle and poured it into the empty glass. Aznara’s pointed tail snaked around and caressed the mage’s thigh. Trystan handed the glass back but didn’t push the tail away.
 
   Aznara lingered as she eyed the mage with lust in her eyes. “I have to ask, how serious are you and Nia?”
 
   “Why do you ask?” Trystan said with rosy cheeks.
 
   “It’s not fair that she keeps you to herself. Some of us want a taste.”
 
   “You may have to ask her.” The mage said politely, not taking the demon too seriously.
 
   “Maybe I will.” Aznara reached down and squeezed Trystan’s thigh.
 
   A naked Sylk walked up and eyed the succubus. “I’m finished swimming master. This is your last chance to invite me to dinner.”
 
   Trystan looked to his familiar with kind eyes. “After dinner you can join us.”
 
   The siren gritted her teeth, turned to mist and flowed onto his right arm.
 
   “I like your familiar. Maybe the three of us can spend some time together?” Aznara leered.
 
   “You are a bad girl.” Trystan laughed.
 
   “I have to be me.” Aznara grinned but didn’t take her hand off his thigh.
 
   Reeko walked into the middle of the living room. “The feast shall begin!” The goblin shouted.
 
   Everyone was up and practically running to the dining room. The doors opened and senses were caressed with trays of delicious food. Silent with hunger, bodies packed in and took seats. Karla the lamia coiled her lower half and sat down. Skella sat on a chair with no back. Everyone else took a seat in a normal chair. 
 
   There was no ceremony as everyone took hold of utensils and attacked the feast before them. Meat was cut, gravy ladled, bread was buttered and wine poured. A quiet hush fell over the table and then the sounds of pleased moans filled the air. Vanessa cut a piece of raw meatloaf while others took slices from a cooked one. Karla and Skella took hearty slices of several meats, filling their plates. Nia took mostly greens and a few small pieces of succulent steak. Sunara was helping herself to a little of everything while Aznara wasn’t even using a fork. The succubus had a huge turkey leg in her hands and ripped off a piece of meat with hungry fervor. Reeko joined the succubus by taking the other leg and tearing into it. The goblin and succubus looked to each other and laughed.
 
   Trystan could feel the wine relax him further. The food was welcomed as he scarfed down with everyone else. On and on it went. Food consumed and arms moving slower. Thirty minutes later everybody was leaning back with full bellies and content smiles on their faces. Trystan sobered up a little as the food filled his stomach with rich goodness.
 
   Ten minutes later, bodies stood up and wandered out of the dining room to the living room. Trystan moved like a zombie. A mist flowed from under his right sleeve and Sylk appeared. The mage raised an eyebrow as the blue siren was dressed in a pretty black dress. Sylk smoothed out her already perfectly smooth dress, not looking at her master.
 
   “You look beautiful.” Trystan said astonished.
 
   “Thank you.” Sylk said and walked to the bar.
 
   Bursts of mists clouded the area and formed into a few familiars. Wendy the ogre smoothed back her blonde hair and ran fingers up her lone horn. She wore a frilly pink dress that hugged her muscled hour glass figure. Red Fang walked over to the bar with Sylk. He wore a tuxedo and a clawed hand reached for a wine glass as Sylk poured. Aznara’s vampire familiar, Vossa, also joined in wearing a blood red dress. Vossa patted Red Fang’s broad shoulder so she could get closer to the bar.
 
   Mana infused wine was poured and the familiars started their own little party. Trystan walked over to a couch and plopped down. Nia was next to him, sitting down and pressing her body to his. The mage took her hand and held it. 
 
   Reeko moved to the music controls and tapped the screen. The music changed from classical to something with a faster beat. The familiars broke into dancing by the bar, holding wine glasses and drinking at the same time.
 
   Karla clapped as she watched the familiars dance. Skella and Vanessa had started talking. Sunara sat on the other side of Trystan while Aznara sat beside her. The mood was infectious as Reeko poured more wine and placed full glasses in empty hands.
 
   Sunara leaned in, making eye contact with Trystan. “You never told us how you two met?”
 
     Trystan smiled. “It’s a boring story. I rather hear about how you decided to come to Stukarr to study.”
 
   Nia punched Trystan in the arm. “It’s not a boring story.” Nia looked to Sunara. “He is just embarrassed because I came to his rescue.”
 
   Trystan noticed for the first time that Sunara’s’ eyes glowed with curiosity. Nia snuggled in a little closer to Trystan, wrapping her arm around his.
 
    “Our brave mage here and I were orphaned when we were young. I used to watch him as he drew in small notebooks he managed to find. One day a bunch of the bigger girls cornered him by the woods. They pushed him into the woods and held him down as they each took turns kissing him.”
 
   Trystan’s face grew redder and it wasn’t from the wine. Sunara drank in the story while Aznara winked at the red faced mage.
 
   Nia continued. “I picked up the biggest stick I could find and ran into the woods yelling at the top of my lungs. The older girls barely had a chance as I slammed the stick over one of their heads. The stick must have been old because it shattered to pieces. One of those pieces cut the girl on the forehead. The moment everyone saw blood, the girls ran off, leaving me, Trystan and the crying girl with a drop of blood on her forehead.”
 
   “It sounds like they had what was coming to them.” Aznara said with a rosy smile.
 
   Nia held Trystan closed. “I wish I could say justice was served. The girls came back, pointing and saying Trystan and I attacked them. The sobbing girl backed their story.”
 
   “We were placed in solitude together to think about what we had done.” Trystan managed to say barely.
 
   Nia looked to Trystan. “He still had his dog eared notebook and spent the time drawing my face. It wasn’t very good but it was special because he was doing it.”
 
   “So remember everyone, if you’re stalking someone and they are in trouble, run to their rescue and you will fall in love too.” Trystan laughed.
 
   All four mages laughed on the couch. Heads from the dancefloor turned and smiled. The familiars continued their dance marathon except for Sylk, who watched her master out of the corner of her eye. 
 
   Nia looked to Trystan with amorous eyes. The mage was having such a good time that he didn’t notice Sunara’s hand on his thigh. Nia looked to Trystan and then her eyes met with Sunara’s. The succubus’s pale face was a little red. The four of them felt a burst of heat connect them. Aznara leaned back into the couch and licked her lips, hips moving slightly.
 
   No one seemed to notice the four on the couch except for Sylk. The siren kept glancing over as Nia placed her hand on Trystan’s other thigh. The air took on a heat with full bellies and wine flowing. Aznara opened her eyes and stood up, walking over to the dancing familiars and joining in. Body moving with a sensual vibe, the succubus let her hips sway to the rhythm. Nia, Trystan and Sunara watched as the succubus put on an almost seductive dance. The familiars danced behind her, lost to the rhythm.
 
   The other guests turned their heads to see Aznara dance to a primal beat. Reeko nodded with intense eyes as he drank in the curvy demon. Eyes half opened, Aznara looked to Trystan and gave a come hither glance before turning her attention to her movements. Nia stared and Trystan could feel her pulse quicken against his arm. The music continued to play while monster and familiars moved to primal melodies.
 
   Sunara moved her face closer to Trystan and Nia. “You are both very lucky. Many go their whole lives not meeting their true love.”
 
   “He is lucky to have me.” Nia smirked.
 
   Nia and Sunara laughed while Trystan sunk into his seat, hoping it was enough for him to disappear. Reeko stepped to the control panel by the kitchen and tapped the screen a few times. The lights dimmed and colored lights emerged from secret compartments. The music turned up and everyone began cheering.
 
   Karla and Skella joined the small dancefloor. Aznara continued to move to the deep bass. Sunara pulled her hand from Trystan’s thigh and sauntered up to her rookery sister. Vanessa stayed in a single plush seat and watched everyone with a glass of wine in her hand. 
 
   Trystan turned his head to Nia with half closed eyes. “Should we join them?”
 
   “I think you should show me your room.” Nia said with wicked intent.
 
   “What about everyone else?” Trystan could feel where this was going.
 
   “They will be here when we get back.” Nia said taking Trystan’s hand.
 
   The fire mage was to her feet and tugging Trystan up with her. Nia led the way, pulling Trystan by the hand toward the bedrooms. The mages and familiars danced to the rhythmic vibrations. Sylk watched as her master walked down the hall and disappeared from her sight. The siren turned back to dancing, ignoring her own sadness.
 
   Opening the bedroom door, Nia pulled Trystan in. The mage was about to turn on the light when Nia pushed him against the door. Lips touched and tongues caressed. The mage let his hands fall to Nia’s hips and held her close. The fire mage put her arms around his neck and held tight. Dim light from the street filled the room with a faint calming glow. 
 
   The mage let one hand go and tried to lock the bedroom door. The moment his hand touched the lock, Nia pulled him with her arms. Awkwardly they moved to the edge of the bed. Instantly they broke apart and began stripping their clothes off. The fire between them burned bright as their bodies hungered for each other. No words were said as clothes ended up all over the floor. Trystan looked to Nia as her bra fell away revealing her creamy breasts. The red head fell to her knees, fingers digging into the band of his boxers. Smiling, she could see that the mage was already hard and straining to be free. Yanking them down, the fire mage took a long second to stare at Trystan’s veiny manhood.
 
   Trystan let out a loving sigh as Nia pressed his member to her parted lips. Looking down, he could feel love welling up as his beautiful lover took him into her mouth. Nia took hold of him with her lips, slowly bobbing her head along his member. Muffled music played in the background as gentle wet sounds filled the room. Nia moaned her approval as Trystan was hard as stone. The mage could feel madness taking over as he reached down and picked Nia up. His wet cock fell from her lips as she was brought to her feet. The mage couldn’t contain himself any longer. With a rough push, Nia fell onto the bed. Giggling, Nia didn’t fight back as Trystan took hold of her panties and slipped them off.
 
   Trystan parted Nia’s legs and looked down at her tender valley. Bringing his head down, his lips touched her womanhood. Nia gasped as the tip of his tongue touched her sensitive nub. Hands clutching at his head, Nia kept Trystan in place. Eyes closed, sensations rolled through her body. Trystan licked and played with Nia’s throbbing nub. Thighs clenched and small moans echoed from her throat. A deep emptiness filled the red head the more her lover toyed with her.
 
   “I need you.” Nia whispered desperately.
 
   Trystan looked up with a wet smile. Breaking from her hold, the mage crawled over her body, his hips sliding between her pale thighs. Fingers dug into flesh as the tip of Trystan’s staff touched her thin opening. Holding onto each other, Trystan pushed at Nia’s line. The fire mage moaned loudly as inches pushed in, spreading her open. Nia squeezed and moaned, face buried in his neck. The outside world faded as their bodies connected in the most intimate fashion.
 
   When Trystan pushed to the hilt, he stayed there, making Nia squirm under him. He knew how sensitive she was and tortured her until she began moving her hips. It was one of their favorite little games. For a moment he would control her until she couldn’t take it anymore. Then she would turn the tables and force him to do her bidding.
 
   Feelings and bodies blended to become one being. Nia kissed as Trystan began moving his hips. Legs curled around Trystan’s waist as Nia pushed against the mage pushing into her. Wetness flowed and the tempo was even. Eyes meeting, they gazed with hungry desire and a burning flame of passion. 
 
   With each push, Nia moaned. The fire mage took a closed fist and pounded on Trystan’s shoulder, hard. Trystan pushed up on his arms and Nia twisted her hip. The movement was enough to force Trystan on his back. The red head planted her hands on his chest and continued to ride his manhood. The blue mage reached up and cupped her breasts, thumbs sliding over pointed nipples. Pleasure whipped at their bodies and the tempo increased.
 
   Trystan watching with loving eyes. Nia had closed her eyes and was enjoying herself with moans of approval. The mage loved how she almost selfishly wanted to take what was hers and pleasure herself. When Trystan squeezed her creamy breasts, she would squeeze him, coaxing him to climax.
 
   Lost to blissful sensations, the couple didn’t hear the door to the bedroom open. With a gentle shut, Trystan looked passed Nia while Nia turned her head. Standing by the closed door was Sunara in her corset and white dress. Horns shined in the dim light and her blue hair had a faint supernatural glow.
 
   Trystan and Nia stopped their movements but didn’t break their connection. The mage looked up to see Nia staring at the succubus and a small naughty smile. Sunara stepped closer with a craving in her eyes.
 
   “I couldn’t stay away.” The succubus said with a hint of shyness.
 
   Nia moved her hips slowly but kept her eyes on Sunara. The succubus looked down to Nia’s round bottom as Trystan was snug inside her. The mood didn’t shift to embarrassment or rushing to dress. Trystan felt it was the wine talking because he was still rock hard. Nia gave no impression of wanting to stop and moved her hips gently along Trystan’s manhood.
 
   “The heat from you both is intoxicating. I…..I….need a taste.” The demon said as she walked to the edge of the bed and sat down.
 
   “I didn’t want to intrude…..” Sunara trailed off.
 
   Nia bounced and eyed the succubus. “Join us.” The words hung heavy in the air.
 
   Trystan felt he should have been surprised but he wasn’t. He could tell the yearning Nia had to explore. When they made love it was almost in the back of their minds, wanting to be said out loud but fearful of what the other would think. The heat in the room dialed to eleven and a pointed tongue licked hungry lips.
 
   The succubus stood up, unbuttoning the back of her corset. Nia and Trystan gazed at the demon as she shed her corset. Sunara had perky breasts a shade smaller then Nia’s. The demon pushed down her long white skirt to reveal she wasn’t wearing any underwear. The succubus had sensual curves as she stepped closer. Even in the dim light the couple could see the small strip of blue hair between her legs. Sunara’s tail whipped around and she crawled into bed with them.
 
   A clawed hand squeezed Nia’s ass as she moved on Trystan. Fingers touched the wetness between the couple and she brought it to her lips. Licking it caused her eyes to flutter in ecstasy. Nia let Trystan’s member slip from her and she crawled over the mage. Trystan took hold of Nia’s hips as she was on her knees, her wet line inches from his mouth. Nia lowered herself onto Trystan’s parted lips. His tongue reached up to penetrate her pink folds and caress her nub.
 
   Trystan let out small moan as a mouth wrapped around his still hard member. Inches passed Sunara’s lips as she touched her own blue valley. Holding onto Nia, the mage settled in to licking and teasing the red head. Nia bit her lip as Trystan licked her just the way she liked it. Nerves tightened as Nia could feel a growing pressure between her legs. Fingers dug into the mage’s hair as she moved her hips against his tongue. Sunara was quietly sucking away on Trystan’s manhood.
 
   The door opened and a demon peeked in. “Trystan?” Aznara asked with a wicked grin.
 
   Looking in, the succubus’s grin melted into shock and quickly turned to rage. Her eyes fell on Sunara. The succubus looked up with Trystan’s cock on her mouth but didn’t stop bobbing her head. Trystan and Nia were so focused on each other that they didn’t hear or notice her. 
 
   Aznara stared at her rookery sister, her brow a firm V. Sunara managed to smirk and moaned loudly from her throat. The red headed succubus clenched a fist and pulled her head back, closing the door to the threesome. Sunara closed her eyes as a drop of pre come touched her tongue.
 
   “I’m….going…to..come…” Trystan said in a muffled voice.
 
   Nia moved her hips against his tongue and mouth. Nerves burned bright as she felt her body getting closer to orgasm.
 
   “Me first.” Nia said in a heated whisper.
 
   The wild urges pushed her to move faster. Trystan licked and slathered over her wet opening. Nia’s body shuddered and a deep moan rose up her throat. The dam broke and wetness poured over Trystan’s tongue, mouth and chin. 
 
   “Sunara, come here.” Nia commanded.
 
   The succubus pulled Trystan’s cock from her mouth and crawled over. Nia moved from Trystan’s mouth and slid down his body. Taking hold of the base, she pushed his hard manhood to her slick line. Sunara brought a creamy thigh over Trystan’s head. The mood burned with lustful urges. Sunara faced Nia and lowered her line to his mouth. The succubus pressed her ass to Trystan’s face. The mage let his tongue roll out and lick at the wetness spilling from her. Looking up over her round bottom, a tattoo of a cloaked figure stared back at him with glowing eyes. The mage didn’t have time to stare back as Sunara blocked his vision with her bottom and caressed the side of his head with her tail.
 
   Sunara looked to Nia as she slid down to Trystan’s base. “Thank you Nia. Thank you Trystan.” The demon moaned.
 
   Nia leaned forward, watching Sunara move her hips and ass on Trystan’s face. The mage was so occupied that he couldn’t see Nia lean in and kiss the horned demon. Sunara welcomed it, hands squeezing each other’s breasts and playing with hard nipples. On and on it went, the three locked in a seductive tryst. Trystan could feel the growing pressure and he couldn’t hold back any longer. Nia squeezed him as Sunara’s tongue played with hers. 
 
   Before Trystan could come, Sunara let out a high pitched whine, her body shuddering. The sound of it was so passionate that the mage made a muffled groan. Nia moaned as jets of hot come spurted into her. The fire mage clenched around Trystan, milking more and more of his seed. Sunara whined and quivered as she climaxed again. Pleasure and bliss crashed into the three as they moved to their intimate dance.
 
   Nia pulled herself off of Trystan. Sunara stared as come leaked from her pink line and down her inner thigh.
 
   “I want a taste.” Sunara nearly begged.
 
   Nia sat back between Trystan’s legs, rubbing her nub. The succubus moved forward and Trystan took a deep breath. The demon’s scent coated his mouth and he raised his head. Sunara took a clawed finger and tapped a spot on Trystan’s legs. Mana touched a chakra point. Trystan felt his heart pump harder. Blood rushed to his wilting member and it became hard again. Bewilderment cascaded over his mind until Sunara pushed her tight line to his hard member. Sliding down, the mage moaned. The demon knelt her head down and snuggled between Nia’s thighs. Tongue snaking out, she licked come from Nia’s quivering opening.
 
   Bodies glistened with perspiration as the three carried on. Trystan watched as Sunara lapped and licked at Nia. The fire mage looked pass the blue haired demon to Trystan. They said without saying anything that they were both having a good time.
 
   In the living room, monsters and familiars continued their dance. Aznara took hold of a full bottle of wine and began gulping it down. A storm raged in her heart and she tried to put it out with as much wine as possible.
 
   “You should save some wine for the rest of us.” Reeko said with a drunken smile.
 
   The succubus looked down at the goblin and gave a wicked smile. “Want to show me your room?” The demon said with a seductive hiss.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Six
 
   Trystan, Nia and Sunara crowded together in the small bathroom. Each bedroom had their own but all three had to freshen up before joining the celebration again. Trystan washed his face as Sunara clasped her corset together and smoother down her long white skirt. Nia was tying her hair back and checking her dress for wrinkles. In the mirror Trystan could see Sunara glancing at Nia. Her intentions for Nia was plain but the mage didn’t dwell on it. All three shared a moment and it was fun for all involved.
 
   “Do you think everyone is going to know? We were gone for a while.” Trystan said as he dried his face with a towel.
 
   “Does it matter?” Sunara said matter of fact.
 
   “I don’t want to be rude.” Trystan smiled and threw the towel at the succubus.
 
   Sunara caught it in midair and smiled. “I don’t believe you’re capable of being rude.”
 
   “You two need to stop flirting or we will be right back where we were.” Nia leered.
 
   “I can go another few rounds. I’m not sure your human bodies could handle it.”
 
   “Someone is bragging.” Trystan laughed.
 
   Nia looked to Trystan and then to Sunara. “Maybe when everyone leaves. I need water.”
 
   Trystan nodded but Sunara sighed. The three were clean and ready when they stepped out of the bedroom together. The music was still going. The familiars were drunk and laughing. The vampire Vossa was leaning into Red Fang. The hulking wolf man’s tuxedo suit was unbuttoned at the top and a slender pale hand was touching his chest. Sylk sat in a lone chair, half a glass of wine and glassy oval eyes. Wendy the Ogre were still dancing and nearly shaking the room.
 
   “I thought I was going to have to go in and find you guys.” Reeko said as he drunkenly strolled up to the trio.
 
   “Where is Aznara?” Sunara asked after scanning the room.
 
   “After I politely deflected her advances, she growled and left. She seemed drunk and angry.” Reeko said as his eyes lowered.
 
   Trystan and Nia looked to each other but Sunara let out a huff. 
 
   “Enjoy the celebration. I have to go find her before she does something stupid.”
 
   The succubus grabbed her coat from the coat closet and said her goodbyes. The demon kissed Trystan on the cheek. She moved to Nia and put one hand on her waist, bringing her close and kissing her on the lips. The rest of the guests watched as Nia closed her eyes. A second later, Sunara broke away and walked to the door, waving.
 
   Red Fang rushed Nia and took her hand. Twirling, they moved to the music. Trystan moved to Sylk who eyed him with half closed eyes. The mage put out his hand and the siren simply looked at it.
 
   “Yes master?” Sylk said with a slurry edge.
 
   “I miss you. Dance with me.” Trystan smiled.
 
   The siren wanted to turn away but staring at her handsome master only made stars’ shine in her eyes. A blue webbed hand reached up and took hold of Trystan’s hand. They joined the dancing bodies as the music and bass played on.
 
   ***
 
   Pain throbbed like incoming ocean waves. Trystan blinked as morning light poured in through his bedroom windows. The mage tried to move but found himself trapped in the arms and legs of a beautiful red head. Nia made a little moan and held him tighter, eyes still shut.
 
   “Nia?” Trystan whispered.
 
   “Nia’s asleep.” The red head whispered back.
 
   “Can you wake her and tell her I have to use the bathroom?” 
 
   Nia snuggled her face into his neck. “She said hold it. She is busy sleeping.” The red head whispered.
 
   Trystan could feel nature calling and it was ringing louder and louder. The mage untangled the arms and legs from his body. Nia let her arm swing out and she laid on her back. Trystan slipped out of bed and Nia made sure to spread her body out so she covered the bed. The mage smiled and raced to the bathroom.
 
   When the mage was finished, he walked back to see Nia spread eagle with her eyes closed. Urges raised their wanting heads and the mage could feel himself growing harder just looking at her. With his spear at half strength, the mage took the opportunity to invade Nia’s valley. Crawling over her, his spear point touched her line and nuzzled against it. The red head didn’t move until he prodded her a little more. With sleepy writhing, she moved her hips to assist with the mage’s conquest. Pushing in, a small moan escaped her lips. Trystan could tell she was awake but that didn’t stop him from sinking inch after inch into her. When he reached his base, Nia writhed and let out small gasps.
 
   “I’m so sore.” Nia said with closed eyes.
 
   “Me too.” Trystan said and began moving his hips.
 
   “Did you have fun last night?” Nia said as she turned her head and gasped again.
 
   “I had fun last night and I’m having fun right now.”
 
   “Good, I’m glad.” Nia said in a low voice.
 
   “Sunara has a thing for you.” Trystan said with a small grunt.
 
   “Yea, I know.” Nia said whimsically.
 
   “I just wanted to be sure you knew.”
 
   “She is sexy but she doesn’t have the equipment I crave.” Nia said as she put her arms around Trystan and held on.
 
   Body writhing, Nia held on to Trystan’s shoulders, helping move her hips to his movements. The couple matched their motions and their moans grew in intensity. The sound of love making filled the room until they couldn’t hold back any longer. Internal explosions caused them to moan in unison. Trystan collapsed on Nia, breathing heavy. Nia was breathing heavy but hugged her mage lovingly. The two stayed like that for a long moment before Trystan rolled onto his back.
 
   “Will there be more times like last night?” Trystan asked nonchalantly.
 
   “We can have anything we want. As long as we know we are here for each other.” Nia whispered.
 
   “I’m here for you.” Trystan said in a low loving voice.
 
   “I’m here for you.” Nia echoed.
 
   The rest of the morning the two mages held each other in bed, basking in the blissful light of their love.
 
   ***
 
   Trystan was first to arrive at the empty classroom. Taking a seat, he pulled out his Trial Spell book and opened it to a blank page. Afternoon light poured in. The mage looked to the window and beyond. Outside the trees began to sprout buds as hints of Spring warmed the land.
 
   The winter was long and Spring was a welcome relief from the cold gray season. Trystan continued on with his studies and working at the Library. The mage took his subjects seriously as he learned mana manipulation, elemental creation, sword fighting and archery. Once a week he would visit Gwen to examine the black oval tattoo over his heart. The ink witch was at a loss to understand what was happening to him. Trystan on the other hand began to accept the strange mark on his skin. There were no more bouts of pain and any other strangeness. The black oval appeared only as decoration and he would often forget it was there. Time with Gwen seemed to move on from the mystery on his skin to having tea and talking about life.
 
   Trystan did not however give up on trying to find anything he could on the Libro Nocte. The black book would prey on his thoughts like a mantis ready to strike. But the more he searched, the more bizarre information he would find. Taking a step back and looking at everything he learned about the book, he could only conclude that it was a rare item and used for dark deeds and rituals. More often than not, any writing he came across on the book indicated that if you encountered it, never read it. Trystan would almost agree since he glanced at but a few pages of strange symbols and couldn’t stop thinking about it from time to time.
 
   Living in the same place did cause Trystan and Nia to come up with a schedule on when they could spend time together. Sylk grew more and more irritated that Nia was practically sleeping in Trystan’s bed every night. The fire mage was understanding and the two mages had their cool off periods. Trystan reluctantly agreed. Sylk and Bella were nearly jumping for joy when they spent time with their master. Trystan thought the ne living arrangement was working out until he noticed Sunara visiting on their off days. The mage felt he couldn’t really say anything but it did float into his mind every now and again.
 
   Trystan woke from his daydreaming when the front door opened. Professor Hart walked in with Gwen right behind him. The mage felt instantly relaxed as the professor smiled at him. Looking over at Gwen, she beamed when she saw Trystan.
 
   “You’re early. Are you trying to make me look bad in front of Ms. Azure?” Professor Hart grinned.
 
   “No Professor.” Trystan said genuinely. The mage did wonder why Gwen was here in the first place.
 
   Professor Hart tapped the front desk and a large tome appeared. Opening it, he leafed through the pages. One hand made a quick hand signal and the sink faucet turned on. Water flowed into an orb and hovered in the air. When it was the size of a large ball, the faucet turned off and the orb floated right above to the professor’s shoulder.
 
   Door opening again, Nia walked in with Sunara and Aznara right behind her. Everyone smiled when they saw each other and the mood lifted even higher. The fire mage and two succubi took seats in the front alongside Trystan. Trial Spell books opened and pens were pulled out.
 
   Professor Hart looked up from his book while Gwen leaned against the wall. “Thank you all for coming. I know this is pretty exciting so let’s get to it. Early in the school year you were told of the Trials. As mages you must complete Trials to become true masters in your craft. With the winter ending, your group has been chosen for this particular set of Trials.”
 
   All four mages leaned forward.
 
   Professor Hart continued. “Not far from Stukarr city there is a cluster of ruins. I believe Trystan and Nia have explored these ruins before arriving here to attend college.”
 
   Trystan and Nia looked to each other with concern.
 
   “It was brought to our attention here at the college by Ms. Azure. We have had teams of mages exploring and documenting the site. It has a wealth of unknown magic. Some of your fellow classmates have been studying the arcane symbols and designs all winter. What we didn’t know was there are two more ruins exactly like the one Trystan and Nia discovered.”
 
   Gwen stepped forward. “There has been rumors circulating that these ruins are hot spots for para-humans. Bands of para-humans have been gathering around the two locations similar to the one by Stukarr city.”
 
   The orb of water surged and flowed like a living thing, spreading out and taking form. After a few seconds, a watery map appeared hovering in the air. 
 
   Professor Hart stood by it. “We found similar ruins here and here. One is about a two days’ journey from the Druid city Karath and one is about three days from the Faith city Lumair.”
 
   Nia raised a hand. “Have the colleges in those cities explored the ruins yet?”
 
   Professor Hart shook his head. “Not yet. Since you two are the leading experts, they want to send a student from each college with you to explore the ruins.”
 
   Trystan raised a hand. “Leading experts? We only spent a night there.”
 
   “I didn’t even go down into the ruins.” Nia chimed in.
 
   Professor Hart leaned against the desk. “We have taken that into account. It has been decided that two teams will be formed and each one will explore a ruin. A student from the local colleges will explore with you and determine if more study is required. We have to stress the importance of this trial. You are first year students and often times first years do not go on these types of trials until they have more experience.”   
 
   Gwen looked to the students. “That is why Professor Hart will be taking one team to the ruins by Lumair and I will take the second team to the ruins by Karath.” 
 
   “Have the teams already been decided?” Trystan asked.
 
   Professor Hart nodded. “Yes. Nia and Sunara will be travelling with me to the Lumair ruins. Ms. Azure will be taking Trystan and Aznara to the Karath ruins.”
 
   The two succubi gave each other a nervous glance. 
 
   Professor Hart put up his hands. “I know you two do everything together but if you want to succeed at this college, you have to be your own persons. This will be an excellent time to show that you two can work independently.”
 
   Trystan looked to Gwen. “Are you a professor here at the college now?”
 
   The ink witch shook her head. “I am merely here in a consultant capacity. But do not think I will not guide and protect you with every ounce of my being.”
 
   Professor Hart smiled. “Ms. Azure has worked with the college many times before. She is trusted and we welcome her knowledge and experience.”
 
   “As far as we know, what can we expect when we reach the ruins?” Sunara asked the professor.
 
   “Ms. Azure and Trystan have spoken at length about the ruins by Stukarr. Much like his familiar Bella, we believe there will be a powerful slime at each location.”
 
   Trystan’s eyebrows went up. “Slimes?”
 
   Gwen leaned against the desk next to professor Hart. “I wasn’t sure about the information until recently. We are still sort of in the dark which is why we must investigate to be sure.”
 
   Gwen snapped her fingers and a large jar appeared out of thin air. Trystan’s eyes went wide as he immediately grew a hard on. Mentally cursing himself, he was glad he was sitting at a desk instead of standing.
 
   “Professor Hart and I will be carrying these special jars to capture a slime if there is one at the ruins.”
 
   “Let’s be honest here, we are taking precautions but this is an exploratory trial. It all counts toward your grades but we don’t want any student taking unnecessary risks.” Professor Hart added.
 
      “Professor Hart and I will fill you in on some of the finer details when we are on route to the locations. We ask you to keep this secret.”
 
   “How are we getting there?” Aznara asked.
 
   Professor Hart smiled. “My team is leaving tonight by train. Ms. Azure’s team will leave tomorrow night. Once the trains arrive at their perspective cities, the teams will hike to their destinations.”
 
   All four students couldn’t contain their shock.
 
   Professor Hart continued. “I know it is a bit of a surprise but time is of the essence. Nia and Sunara, you will be leaving classes early today to prepare. Ms. Azure’s team has the night to prepare for tomorrow.”
 
   The room grew silent as the students mentally mulled over the information.
 
   “If you don’t think you want to be a part of this trial, it will not count against you if you decide to back out.”
 
   The students remained silent but their eyes showed their willingness and resolve.
 
   Professor Hart smirked. “Good. Let’s work on some of the finer details shall we.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Seven
 
   An uncommon fog rolled in. The city street lights glowed in the eerie mist as a lone figure walked the cobbled path. Memories washed against mental sandy shores. Trystan felt his heart wince as he thought about Nia. They talked for an hour before Nia’s train set off. Holding hands, the two made promises to be careful. Sunara had met them at the station but respectably kept to herself. Trystan was thankful but he would see the succubus eye Nia every few moments. The mage knew he had nothing to worry about but it didn’t stop him from wondering what would transpire between the fire mage and the demoness now that they were travelling together.
 
   Trystan smiled as he remembered their long kiss. When they parted he mentioned something about the heart growing fonder and Nia gazed at him like his words were magic. After seeing her off, he slowly made his way home. Knowing that Nia was not in the room next to his caused a small spike in worry and anxiety. Bella could feel her master’s depression and was happy to sleep by his side. Trystan snuggled close but his thoughts wandered to his beautiful friend.
 
   Hoisting the back pack of holding over his shoulder, the mage looked down the street to the glowing lights of the train station. Memories floated to the back of his mind as mild excitement rolled through him. He had never taken the train before. He often dreamed about it, wondering about all the exotic locations and people along the rails. It brought a sense of adventure and he was ready for his first trip. The closer he walked, the more his heart beat.
 
   Reaching the station, he fished out his ticket and looked around. Steam poured from the front engine adding to the gloomy evening. The mage eyed the cars. Large runes ran along each train car. He knew they were protection and stealth spells engraved on each car to hide and protect against gremlin attacks. Trystan researched everything he could on trains and felt pretty confident about his first ride. 
 
   Mist parted and a pointed hat with wide brim appeared. Trystan turned to see Gwen emerge from the gloomy mist with a smile. The ink witch wore her trademark black leather pants and boots. A black travelling jacket covered her top and a back pack of holding was over her shoulder. The mage smiled back while drinking in the rhythm of hips as she walked toward him.
 
   “Greetings mage.” Gwen smiled and leaned in for a hug.
 
   Trystan felt an awkward straightening of his spine as he hugged her back. Mentally the mage wondered why he was so damn stiff and weird around the ink witch. It was like this since he first met her and time has done nothing to dampen it.
 
   Pulling away, Gwen looked around. “Where’s our little succubus?”
 
   “I’m here.” Aznara said while emerging from the mist.
 
   Trystan noticed the succubus was dressed in travelling pants and jacket with a back pack over her shoulder. She wasn’t wearing any of her usual provocative clothes and she carried a look of determination in her brow, horns glistening against the light and mist.       
 
   Gwen gave the demon a quick hug. “Good. The train ride will only be for the night. Mid-morning, we should be at Karath and meet our guide. Do you both have everything you need?”
 
   The two mages nodded their heads.
 
   “Let’s board.” The ink witch said with a touch of excitement in her voice.
 
   All three boarded the train with Trystan taking one last look at the station and Stukarr buildings beyond. Inside they moved through as other passengers boarded. Trystan looked around to comfy seats facing forward. The air carried scents of different locations and he took a deep breath. Heart pounding, he was nearly jittery as they passed through from car to car. Reaching the sleeping cars, Trystan pulled a sliding door to a small thin room. Inside was a bed folded out, window and small closet for his back pack and clothes. The mage thought it was fantastic as he threw the back pack down and looked out the window. The train hadn’t started moving and the mage looked around his room like it was a palace.
 
   Trystan moved to the open door. Gwen stepped into her room on the left and Aznara disappeared into the room to the right. The mage stepped out and over to Aznara’s room. The succubus was putting her back pack in the closet when she turned to the blue mage. 
 
   “Anything you need?” Aznara said with an indifference in her eyes and words.
 
   “Have you ever ridden in a train before?” Trystan asked while being upbeat.
 
   Aznara nodded. “When I first came to Stukarr City.”
 
   Trystan could feel the distance between them. “We can talk later if you want to settle down?”
 
   Aznara looked to the mage and let out a small sigh. “I’m sorry if I’m acting strange. This will be the longest my sister and I will be apart. She drives me crazy but we have always been there for each other…….” Aznara looked down. “…..most of the time.”
 
   “Do you want to talk about it?” Trystan said with concern. He didn’t realize how difficult this trip would be for the red headed succubus.
 
   “No, thank you. I just need some time by myself.” The demoness said with a sad smile.
 
   “If you want to talk, I’m right next door.” The mage said with a heartfelt smile.
 
   Turning away, the mage stepped over to Gwen’s room. Her door was open and she was sitting on the edge of the bed. Trystan watched as she pulled off her jacket and looked to him. Excitement and warmth filled his eyes as he stared at the ink witch with a wide grin.
 
   “You seem pretty full of energy. First train ride?” 
 
   “You can tell can’t you.”
 
   Gwen smiled back. “It is pretty obvious.”
 
   “Since I was a kid I wanted to ride on the train. It’s like a dream come true.”
 
   “Well we shouldn’t waste the experience. Meet me in an hour in the dining car. We should celebrate.”
 
   “Should we ask Aznara if she wants to join us?”
 
   Gwen shook her head slightly. “I think she may want to be by herself and I’d rather have dinner with you alone.”
 
   Trystan nodded but a rush of heat filled his cheeks. The mage was having a difficult time hiding his enthusiasm and looked down the small hallway as if something caught his eye.
 
   “Wear something nice.” Gwen said with a wink.
 
   A short time later the train lurched to life. Trystan spent thirty minutes trying on different shirts in his room. The gentle rocking motion of the train made the mage weave to the unfamiliar motion. Letting the experience flow over him, he quickly adjusted to it. A mirror was attached to the closet door and the mage turned to his side with judging eyes.
 
   Mist rolled off his right arm. Sylk appeared on the bed, sitting on the edge in the already cramped room. Her face was inches from his hip.
 
   “Wear the white billowy shirt.” The siren said not amused.
 
   Trystan turned in the mirror again. “I tried it on before. I don’t think it’s formal enough.”
 
   Sylk huffed. “It looks good on you. It shows your collar and a hint of your chest. The billowy sleeves suit you. I’m sure she will like it.”
 
   Trystan turned an eye to the pouting siren. “Talk to me.”
 
   The siren stood up and helped her master take off his current shirt. “You know how I feel when you show your attention to other women.”
 
   Trystan threw the shirt on the bed and picked up the white one Sylk mentioned. “We are sitting down for dinner. That is hardly me showering her in attention.”
 
   “Master, it is obvious you have an attraction to Gwen.” The siren smoothed the shirt down as it went over Trystan’s head.
 
   “I have no intentions other than dinner and completing this Trial.” Trystan tucked the shirt into his pants.
 
   “You may think you have no intentions but I know if she tries anything you will quickly be under her spell.”
 
   Trystan looked down at his naked siren. Wide knowing eyes stared up to him. The mage tilted his head and kissed her on her blue lips. Holding each other, master and familiar enjoyed their warm embrace.
 
   “You don’t have to be jealous. You know I love you with all my heart.” Trystan smiled.
 
   Sylk held onto her master and looked away. “Our lives are getting crowded with friends and lovers. I don’t want to be an afterthought. You are my master but you are my lover as well.”
 
   Trystan pressed her head to his chest. “It may be like this for a long while. I don’t know where college is going to take us but I look forward to a long life together. Your heart is secure with mine.”
 
   “I know that master. I just want you to be happy.” The siren sighed into his chest.
 
   Trystan pulled away and put his arms out. “We are happy. Now tell me how do I look?”
 
   The blue siren sat on the bed and stared at her master. “Good enough to fuck.”
 
   Smiling, Trystan went back to posing in front of the mirror. When the hour mark struck, Sylk was back on her master’s arm and Trystan was leaving his room. A conductor came through asking for tickets. The mage fished his ticket out of his pocket and handed it to the man in the blue uniform. With that done, Trystan inquired where the dining car was and the conductor pointed down the hall.
 
   Walking through two train cars, the mage spotted the wood and glass door. Opening it, he stepped through to a car with dim lighting. Plush booths ran down the right and left sides of the train car. Men and women in white coats moved with trays of food and expert balance to tables. The mage wondered how anything on the tables wouldn’t go flying but he quickly saw that the tables were bolted to the floor and the train moved pretty smoothly. Glancing out the windows, dark trees blurred passed against a dark purple sky.
 
   A hand reached up and Trystan quickly saw it was Gwen. He almost didn’t recognize her without her witch’s hat. The mage dashed to her booth and slid in across from her. Trystan was about to talk but he couldn’t help notice how beautiful she was. The ink witch wore a white dress with a plunging neckline. Blue earrings dangled from ears and red lipstick painted her lips. Eyeliner made her blue eyes even more sensual and they sparkled like sapphires.
 
   “You are beautiful.” Trystan said with genuine praise.
 
   “And may I say you look dapper tonight.” Gwen’s own eyes shined a little brighter upon seeing the young mage.
 
   A waiter appeared next them and placed a menu in their hands. Trystan immediately looked to the menu. If he didn’t then he would have continued to stare at the ink witch. Sylk’s words echoed through his mind as he found it difficult to concentrate on the words in front of him. Part of the mage wondered if Gwen simply enjoyed toying with him. But another part wanted to be toyed with by her. He couldn’t explain it but there was something there between them and the mage was honestly afraid to explore it.
 
   Gwen turned to the waiter. “A bottle of wine to start with. We are celebrating.”
 
   The waiter nodded and dashed away. A short time later the waiter returned with two wine glasses and a bottle of red. Pouring into glasses, Trystan and Gwen took them by the stem and clinked them together. The mage and witch ordered their meals and quickly fell into casual conversation.
 
   Trystan found the wine delicious and the food fantastic. Gwen had ordered a fish expertly prepared with greens on the side. Trystan had ordered a small steak with mashed potatoes and broccoli. By the end of the meal, both leaned back and washed it down with a second bottle of wine. The waiter quickly cleared the table and placed dessert menus on it.
 
   “Feeling a dessert?” Gwen asked with a decadent gleam in her eye.
 
   “As long as the wine keeps flowing.” Trystan smiled with rosy cheeks.
 
   They ordered two slices of chocolate cake and the waiter was off like a shot. The train rocked and swayed and Trystan found it comforting. The conversation slowed to a lull and the mage found himself staring at the witch in white.
 
   “I see the wine has relaxed you.” Gwen said, holding her glass in her hand.
 
   Trystan looked away. “I’m sorry if I’m being rude. I think the excitement of being here is making me too relaxed.”
 
   “You have nothing to be sorry for. I’m enjoying the company.” Gwen took a sip.
 
   “Me too.” The mage said and tried to not look at Gwen’s chest for the hundredth time.
 
   Gwen eyed the mage and swished the wine in her glass. “Do you mind if we have an intimate conversation?”
 
   Trystan didn’t know where this was going but nodded his head and took a long sip of wine.
 
   Gwen put her glass down. “It’s about Bella.”
 
   Trystan’s attention caused him to sit up straighter. “Bella?”
 
   “I know I haven’t really been forthcoming about Bella’s history. I feel I need to come clean about it.”
 
   “I figured it was something private. Something you weren’t ready to talk about.”
 
   Gwen gave a slight nod. “It’s true, I have been hesitant to discuss. I’m sorry for not telling you everything but I feel I wasn’t ready.”
 
   “Gwen, I understand. There will be no judgements here and we can keep it between us.”
 
   “Thank you Trystan.” Gwen hesitated before continuing. “Bella isn’t the Bella I asked you to rescue.”
 
   Trystan was silent.
 
   “The slime familiar you have is Bella or at least a part of her. When you showed her to me, it struck me odd that she was blue. Her original color was purple. When I saw her and she had no memory of me, I used my knowledge to try and piece together what happened.”
 
   The mage listened intently as Gwen continued. 
 
   “I began searching with clairvoyance spells to try and find out what had happened to Bella. I was hitting dead ends until parts of her began touching my dreams.”
 
   “What do you mean parts of her?”
 
   “There are two more exact copies of Bella, a green one and a red one.”
 
   Trystan tried to keep the shock from his eyes. Images flooded his mind of the strange dreams he had about the Libro Nocte. A chill ran down his spine as he recalled the green and red slimes standing by the dark tome in his dreams. How they leered and spoke of destiny. The mage thought it was just his nightmares playing out but now he wasn’t so sure.
 
   “Does this have anything to do with her former master? Did he split her into three pieces?”
 
   The corners of Gwen’s eyes took on a dark edge. For the first time, Trystan could see the witch was uncomfortable. Gwen reached for her wine glass and took a long sip before putting it down.
 
   “I never thought I would ever have to speak of him again.” The witch’s eyes glistened.
 
   “Gwen, if you do not want to talk……”
 
   “I do want to talk about it. This Trial can be dangerous and you should have all the information. Bella’s former master is my ex-husband.”
 
   Trystan was silent as Gwen seemed to pick her words before she spoke again.
 
   “His name is Damon Wick. When I knew him he was a bright spirit, ready to learn everything the world had to offer. When he walked into my shop, it was love at first sight. I inked his first familiar, Bella, and he adored her. We were a loving family filled with hopes and dreams for the future.”
 
   “What happened to him?”
 
   Gwen looked down. “One night he changed. His bright spirit began to fade. He left Stukarr college. He would go on long trips without telling me. When he came back, he had me ink more familiars into his skin. I did it while trying to help him but some darkness had taken hold. He blocked my ability to scry him. The secrets and lies were too much and when I refused to ink anymore familiars into his skin, he laughed and left. That was the last time I saw him.”
 
   “Did you ever discover what changed him?” Trystan wanted to reach across the table and take her hand to comfort her.
 
   “No. He disappeared. For years I heard an odd rumor about him here and there but soon even those rumors faded. Before you walked into my shop is when Bella appeared in my dreams. She was so confused and hurting. I was her only lifeline to save her.”
 
   Trystan stared into Gwen’s eyes. “You knew I would save her. You knew it the moment I walked in.”
 
   “Please do not think any less of me. I knew the journey would be difficult. I owe you more then you know. You have such a bright spirit; it reminds me of him when we met.”
 
   Trystan nodded, thinking over everything Gwen had just said. “Bella could have killed me and Sylk.”
 
   Gwen shook her head. “The stars I inked into your skin protected you from such a fate.”
 
   Trystan reached across the table and took Gwen’s hands into his. “I do not think any less of you. I can understand why you made the choices you had to make. You watched over me and Sylk during the whole quest. You healed me when I was hurting and you checked in on Sylk. You helped open my eyes to the outside world. I spent my life behind the walls of Sapphire Cove. If it wasn’t for you, I may not be here at the very college I wanted to attend and living the life I had always wanted.”
 
   Gwen looked deep into Trystan’s eyes. “You don’t think I’m a terrible person?”
 
   Trystan gave an understanding smile. “I think the opposite, you’re an incredible person. I’m very happy having you as a friend.”
 
   “Oh Trystan…..” Gwen trailed off with a kind smile and squeezing his hands.
 
   “I just don’t understand why Damon Wick had Bella split into three separate slimes? Bella couldn’t tell me exactly but from what I saw, the tomb she was in was collecting mana and storing it.”
 
   “Professor Hart and I came to the same conclusion when I brought it to his attention. He brought my information to the Headmaster and Headmistress and they agreed this needed to be looked into immediately. Since the information is sensitive, we needed to be discreet. The mages studying blue Bella’s tomb were Professor Hart’s most trusted students.”
 
   “Is that why you didn’t want Aznara to join us for dinner? You’re not sure whether to trust her or not?”
 
   Gwen was silent for a long moment. “Succubi are hard to read. Their lust is so overpowering that most cannot truly decipher their desires or motives. Professor Hart and I decided that we best split them up and keep an eye on them.”
 
   “You want to see what she will do? Are they suspects in some grand scheme?” Trystan wondered.
 
   “We can’t honestly say but we are being proactive. I know she is a friend but there is something there under the surface.”
 
   Trystan’s face darkened. “Aznara is a friend. For now, I will keep this information between us but sooner or later one or both of us will have to tell her.”
 
   “I admire your friendship. I promise we will speak to her together and let her know what the truth when the time is right.” Gwen nodded.
 
   The waiter walked over with two plates of sliced chocolate cake and a bottle of wine under his arm. After placing the plates down in front of the witch and mage, the waiter presented the bottle of wine.
 
   “Compliments of the chef. You both make a beautiful couple and the chef wanted to make your night unforgettable.”
 
   Trystan was about to say they weren’t a couple when Gwen spoke first. “Thank you. Please tell the chef the food and service has been amazing. We will toast to his splendid abilities.”
 
   The waiter smiled and bowed. With impeccable skill, the waiter unplugged the cork and poured more wine into their glasses. He bowed again and was off. Gwen grinned at the mage and raised her glass.
 
   “This is turning into a magical night.”
 
   Trystan clinked his glass against hers. “A magical night only matched to your magical beauty.” 
 
   “Careful mage. If I didn’t know any better, I would say you’re flirting with me.”
 
   Trystan said nothing as he took a long sip of red. With forks up, the witch and mage stabbed into their cakes and feasted on sugary goodness.
 
   The last bottle of wine proved too much for the mage. The train seemed to move more and more underneath him as he tried to navigate himself back to his room. Gwen was behind him, hands on his waist as if trying to center him as he walked. Even the witch had rosy cheeks but her balance was excellent considering. 
 
   The two had reached the sleeping car and a door slid closed behind them. Trystan tried to take a step forward but the car shifted and sent the mage stumbling. Gwen took hold and helped keep him upright. Trystan put his back to a wall, eyes meeting Gwen’s. Time seemed to stop as the witch and mage gazed into each other’s eyes. A hint of shyness touched the witch as she looked away for a moment. Trystan could not stop himself as he admired her beautiful neck and full cleavage. Eyes moving down her body, he spied her waist, the curvature of her hip and finished at the side slit of her white dress. The witch’s scent was intoxicating as he took a deep inhale and savored it.
 
   “We are almost to your room.” Gwen said quietly.
 
   “You are beautiful.” Trystan managed to say. Some of it was the wine, another part was from deep within.
 
   “You are handsome……” The witch let it trail off.
 
   “I dream of you from time to time. I cannot……deny………”
 
   “I will see you to your room. You must rest up for the journey ahead of us.” Gwen said as her hand touched his chest. 
 
   “We can rest together.” Trystan said seriously, even if he swayed when he finished speaking.
 
   “You tempt me bold mage. But I believe you should rest. Maybe we can discuss the subject again when there is less wine in you.” 
 
   “The wine cannot shroud what is already there.” Trystan said and his hand moved to Gwen’s hip.
 
   “What would Nia think?” Gwen whispered in his ear.
 
   The thought of Nia bloomed and a sharp pain stabbed at him. The mage let go of Gwen’s hip and stood straighter, fighting the effects of the wine.
 
   “Sleep well Ms. Azure.” Trystan said with new found strength.
 
   The ink witch watched as Trystan stumbled off, opened his door and fell into his room. Stepping over to peek in, she saw that he lay partly on the bed. The witch made a quick hand signal. An unseen force moved the mage fully onto the bed and his shoes came off, settling neatly on the floor. Gwen blew him a kiss and shut the door to his room.
 
   Trystan lay with his eyes open, staring at nothing as blood rushed to his manhood. The connection was there but he wasn’t confident if Nia would approve. The mage wondered if he just committed a terrible act to his relationship with Nia. It was true they were dating and not exclusive but he questioned his own motives. His feelings for Gwen concerned and confused him. Could a man love more than one woman? Could he live a life like that? Could Nia?
 
   Mist rolled off his right arm and pooled onto the carpeted floor. The mage looked up sideways as Sylk appeared naked over him. The stirring and wanting were still there, thoughts of a naked ink witch satisfying his terrible hunger.
 
   “Master?” Sylk said with wanting eyes.
 
   “Sylk……..” Trystan managed.
 
   Webbed hands touched his side and rolled the mage onto his back. The blue skinned siren took hold of his belt and unbuckled it. Trystan watched as his muscles felt like dead weight. The only thing that moved was his eyes as he watched the siren dutifully undress him.
 
   “I can feel it in your mind. I can feel you yearn for her.” Sylk whispered.
 
   “Sylk, I’m sorry if I don’t always make you feel special.” The mage said as his pants were pulled down and off.
 
   “You don’t have to be sorry master. I am yours. I’m happy to be here for you. Let me help drain some of your frustration.” The siren said with cool understanding.
 
   Trystan sat up and webbed fingers took hold of his shirt. “You are special to me. I should have had you sitting with me at the feast.” The mage said or at least that is what he thought he said.
 
   Sylk looked to her master after pulling his shirt off and throwing it aside. “Master, let me please you. Let me show you how much you mean to me.”
 
   The siren reached down and hooked the edge of his boxers. Pulling them off, her master’s manhood broke free from its fabric confinement. Sylk sat alongside her master and took hold, gently stroking. The mage simply watched, his hands behind him, holding him up. The siren knew how to stroke and please him. Images of Gwen floated in his mind and the mage tried his best to push them away.
 
   “Master, I will do anything to please you.” The siren snapped her fingers with her free hand.
 
   The surge of blood to Trystan’s member nearly brought him to orgasm right then and there. Looking over to Sylk, the mage sat astonished. The siren slowly blinked as a witch’s hat appeared on her head and what looked like a cloak appeared on her shoulders. Trystan couldn’t make sense of the outfit because it functioned like a cloak but the middle was open and a long V shape cut in the back. The siren wore nothing else and smiled.
 
   “I will be your witch for tonight or any other night.” Sylk said slyly.
 
   The mage was at a complete loss for words. Blood pounded and hungry urges bit and clawed to be free. The mage felt solid like a stone as his familiar stroked him. 
 
   “I will cast spells to ensnare your heart. I will pull your seed into my hungry mouth. What can this little witch do for her strong and handsome master?”
 
   The entire evening had pushed the mage’s limits and possibly his boundaries. Passion and lust rained down on Trystan as he nearly lost complete control. Hands reaching out, he took hold of the siren and lifted her up. Animal instinct took over as all he wanted to be was pleasuring himself to the beautiful creature in his hands. 
 
   Sylk yelped with pseudo surprise. Trystan put the siren in his lap, hands taking hold of her round bottom. The siren whined and begged as her webbed hands took hold of his member between them. Trystan reached under the siren’s rump and touched her tight slit. Wetness coated his fingers as he pulled them out, helping the siren guide him in. 
 
   The siren cooed and gasped as her master forced his way into her. Once the tip was in, Trystan took hold of her hips and slid her down to the hilt. Sylk closed her eyes and put her arms around her master’s neck. The mage was unchained as his mouth latched onto a blue nipple and licked away. The siren had no say as the mage controlled the tempo. Sylk moved to his demanding directions, up and down on his shaft, faster and faster.
 
   “Yes master yes!” Sylk cried.
 
   Trystan grunted as the siren squeezed him. There were no thoughts other than satisfaction as Trystan continued to invade the siren on his lap. Sylk held onto the witch hat with one hand while holding onto his neck for dear life with the other. Pleasure spiked and the siren was finding it difficult to keep her voice down.
 
   “Fuck your little witch!” The siren screeched.
 
   Trystan could feel his cock bulge as his seed screamed to be released. The mage wasn’t ready just yet to shoot his come. Flipping sideways, the mage roughly threw Sylk to the bed. Lust crazed eyes blinked at her master as he took hold of her and flipped her onto her stomach. Pulling at her hips up, the mage pushed his cock to her tight valley. Sylk’s eyes rolled up into her head as inches pushed as deep as he could. The mage didn’t wait as he began pounding, hips smacking into the siren’s blue round ass. Sylk looked back, eyes filled with submissive wanting.
 
   Trystan took hold of her neck and pushed her face into the pillow. The siren bit down as bliss flared and nerves exploded. The siren screamed into the pillow as she shuddered again and again. Trystan continued to have his way, plunging her tight quivering depths. The mad urge for release was all consuming.
 
   Sylk pressed her webbed hands to the bed, lifting her face just a few inches from the pillow. “Master, do it! Fuck your witch!” The siren said through heated breaths.
 
   Trystan let out a soul crushing groan as his cock stiffened. Sylk smiled wickedly to herself as jets of molten come spurted into her, flaring with bright mana. The siren arched her head up and stomach down as ecstasy rolled between them. Hat shaking off her head, the siren fought through the waterfalls of bliss to grab at it. Trystan stared, come pulsating into his familiar. When it stopped, the mage pulled out and sat down, his back against the wall.
 
   Sylk turned on her hands and knees to her master. The look of triumph was written all over her face. Trystan said nothing as the siren knelt her head down and took the tip of his spent cock in her mouth. The witch hat bobbed up and down and the mage could feel the guilt cover him like a poisoned blanket. Thoughts went to Nia and to Gwen as his siren playfully sucked his manhood, the mage lost in a sea of regret.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Eight
 
   With puffs of smoke and engine revving up, the train slowly left Karath station. Trystan looked up at the glorious morning sky. Pale blue, it stretched from horizon to horizon without a single cloud. Taking a deep breath, the air felt crisp and cleaner than the city air. Eye’s lowering, the mage spied the protective walls of Karath city, home of the druid college. Curiosity pushed at his mind, wanting him to walk to the city and see what it had to offer. Instead the mage turned his head to his travelling party.
 
   Aznara wore her travelling jacket and normal looking clothes, her back pack over her shoulder. The mage could see that she was not going for her normal provocative appearance but even with near normal clothes, her womanly shape made the mundane sexy. The succubus had a blank expression as she turned toward the nearby forest and surveyed the surroundings.
 
   Gwen hoisted up her back pack. The ink witch wore her jacket, tight black shirt with a deep V neck, witch hat and black leather pants. Trystan knew they had to focus on the trial but the mage also knew he had to talk to Gwen and apologize for how acted last night.
 
   “Isn’t our guide supposed to be here already?” Aznara said with a huff.
 
   “They should be here shortly.” Gwen said while looking around.
 
   Trystan saw a tree next to him and leaned against it. The morning was cool despite the sun rising up. Soreness bit into muscles as the mage tried to mentally push away last night’s activities with Sylk. The familiar was peacefully sleeping on his right arm.
 
   The mage let out a relaxing breath when something touched his back. At first Trystan thought it was a bug but five points pushed against him harder. The mage bolted off the tree and turned around. Eyes wide he drank in the hand made of tree bark. It pushed out farther, revealing an arm and then a shoulder. Gwen and Aznara turned to see something brown and green emerge from the tree. The mage took another step back as the vague humanoid shape slipped out of the tree and took a step toward them. The bark and what appeared to be green moss seemed to shift and change before their eyes. A moment later a short woman in a brown robe stood before them. Trystan admired the straight and long green hair flowing from a widow’s peak to over her head and passed her shoulders. Green oval eyes blinked and a small smile appeared on her lips.
 
   “Hello. Sorry for being a little late. Time and I are not friends.” The green haired woman smiled.
 
   Gwen was first to walk over with hand outstretched. “Lori Leaf Haven?”
 
   The green haired woman took Gwen’s hand and shook it. “Yes. You must be Gwen Azure.” Looking pass the witch, eyes met the other two mages. “This must be Trystan Song and Aznara Kulmare.”    
 
   Lori let go and walked over to Trystan, shook his hand and then moved to Aznara. The succubus gave a weak smile but a firm handshake. When introductions were finished, the druid turned to Gwen.
 
   “It is a pleasure to meet you all. I will be your guide to Grey Peak mountain. It will take about two days to get there on foot. I would have brought horses but some of the land between here and there would be hard for them to navigate.” Lori smiled.
 
   “If you don’t mind a question, how did you come out of the tree?” Trystan was fascinated. He had heard of druid magic but to see it firsthand caused a flurry of questions to explode in his mind.
 
   Lori nodded. “I understand it can be a little off putting seeing it for the first time. Druids can travel through trees to different locations. As long as there is a tree there, we can travel it.”
 
   Aznara’s eyes narrowed. “Then why don’t we all travel by tree to this mountain? Why do we have to hike through dangerous lands to get there?”
 
   Lori gave the succubus an understanding nod. “For a druid, the spell doesn’t require much mana but I’m not skilled enough to take myself and three others over such a distance. But you needn’t worry about the lands to our destination. I have spent much time exploring and cataloging all manner of plants and beasts. My professors believe I am the best druid for the task at hand.”
 
   Gwen smiled. “The professors do speak highly of you Lori. We trust in your abilities to get us there safely.”
 
   “Thank you. Now if there are no further questions, we should be on our way.” Lori said with a cheerful smile.
 
   Aznara rolled her eyes a little but remained silent. Trystan’s eyes were still wide as he wondered what other magical abilities and spells druids may possess. The little druid turned and began walking North toward the edge of a dark and foreboding forest. The witch and mages followed after the green haired druid. When they reached the forest edge, Lori tapped a tree. A staff emerged, slipping from the bark and into her small hand. Trystan felt a rush of excitement as he stared at the druid leading the way.
 
   “Why don’t you walk with her if you’re so interested?” Aznara said dripping with sarcasm.
 
   Trystan ignored Aznara’s tone but did just that. With a quick hop and a skip, the mage was next to the druid. Aznara watched and fumed a little as the mage began asking questions and Lori cheerfully answered them. Gwen glanced at the mage and barely could contain her smirk as Trystan fired away question after question like it was his first day at college.
 
   The forest loomed over the four magic users as they penetrated deep into the forest. Shafts of sunlight stabbed at the land with a caressing light. The sound of wild birds sang their song as trees swayed in the gentle breeze.
 
   ***
 
   The march through the forest was easier than Trystan thought. They had been at it for hours, following along. Trystan and Lori led the way with Gwen close behind. Aznara took up the rear, keeping a healthy distance from the other three. The succubus walked with her head down and gloomy thoughts slinking around in her mind. 
 
   Trystan thought he would run out of questions but as Lori talked, more questions would spring to mind. The druid was patient and understanding, answering what she could for the curious mage.
 
   “So druids don’t need familiars?” The thought boggled Trystan.
 
   “Some do have familiars but we can pull mana directly from living creatures and plants. We can even pull mana from the very ground if we need to.”
 
   “Does pulling mana from a living thing hurt it?”
 
   Lori shook her head. “No, not normally. Most living things have an abundance of mana. You just have to know how much to take. If you take too much, then the creature will weaken. If you take all of it, they will die.”
 
   “Can you take it from people?” Trystan’s mind worked hard to process everything being said to him.
 
   Lori let out a small laugh. “It’s harder to take from intelligent creatures. A person can shut it off like a faucet if they so choose. And before you ask, yes, plants and animals can shut it off too. That is why we live in harmony with all living things. Plants and animals are more than willing to share their energy because they understand the balance being kept. Not so much with intelligent beings.”
 
   “You are blowing my mind.” Trystan said as a flood of new questions came to mind.
 
   “We believe in sharing knowledge. Maybe in the summer you can come to Karath. I know many students who would love to show demonstrations of nature magic.”
 
   Trystan nodded. “I may just do that.”
 
    The druid stopped in her tracks. Trystan stopped with Gwen and Aznara doing the same. The druid’s expression went from kind understanding to intense observation. Everyone remained silent as Lori scanned the forest. Without a word, she moved to a nearby tree and pressed her hand to it.
 
   A long moment passed. Trystan held his breath, waiting for something to happen. He inventoried a few spells and had them ready just in case. Lori pulled her hand from the tree and took a step back. The rough bark waved and shifted. A bulge appeared from the middle of the tree and it shapeshifted into a kind face.
 
   “Afternoon kind druid. How may I help you?” The face in the tree said.
 
   “I see from the tracks and whispers in the forest that a large group of para-humans came through here. Can you tell me anything you may have noticed or heard?”
 
   The tree face was silent for a few seconds before speaking. “Goblins and orcs travelled through here a few days ago. They were heading East. They spoke of a gathering on the coast.”
 
   “What was their mood? We’re they hostile?” Lori asked.
 
   The face shook from side to side. “No little druid. They were excited. Some spoke of the gathering with wide eyes and happy smiles.”
 
   Lori nodded and patted the side of the kind face. “Thank you elder.”
 
   “Thank you for speaking with me kind druid. I wish you the best on your journey.” The tree gave one last smile before shifting and melting back to normal tree bark.
 
   Gwen moved closer to Lori. “I have heard similar rumors from colleagues across the lands.”
 
   Lori looked to Gwen. “We have heard it too. Most students have come across the same information over the last year. Entire tribes of monsters moving East but no one can figure out why.”
 
   “Gathering to the East?” Trystan repeated. He had no idea this was happening across the lands.
 
   Lori turned to the mage. “I know our professors have talked about it. They thought there was some preparation for war but now they are not sure. The bands of monsters aren’t hurting anyone. They are moving as secretive as they can, leaving no hints of what is happening.”
 
   Aznara stepped forward with arms crossed and eyes closed. “Some of my people left my village for this gathering to the East. No one had a chance to question it because one day they were there and next they were gone.”
 
   “You never found out why they left?” Trystan looked to the horned demoness.
 
   Aznara shook her head. “My sister and I were so focused on going to the Elemental college that we didn’t bother to ask. Not that there was anyone to ask. I told the Headmaster and Headmistress the same information as part of my interview.”
 
   Gwen looked to the small group. “It doesn’t seem we will find out any more information. We should be on our way so we can set up camp before nightfall.”
 
   All three nodded their heads.
 
   Trystan turned to Lori. “How did you know to ask if anything came through here?”
 
   Lori pointed to the ground. “I can see the faint outline of disturbed earth and plants rebounding.”
 
   The mage looked down and he too could just make out the imprints of three toed feet and plants with bended stems. Gwen tapped the mage’s shoulder as he stared. Trystan looked up to the ink witch and gave an embarrassed smile. The small band turned north once again.
 
   The sun passed overhead, shifting light as the group travelled further. When the sun hung low in the afternoon sky, Gwen pointed to a small clearing to set up camp. Trystan and Aznara dropped their back packs of holding and began pulling their tent gear. Gwen pulled out a bedroll and laid it out. Trystan was about to question if the ink witch had a tent when Lori moved her hands. Earth moved and shifted before her. From the ground an earthen cone rose up. A hole appeared at the base and earth moved to hollow out the triangle. When it was done, it looked like a large cone like tent, sturdy as stone.
 
   Trystan stared awe struck. Aznara walked over to the stunned mage and grabbed his collar.
 
   “Let’s collect some fire wood, or is your girlfriend going to do that too?” Aznara seethed.
 
   Lori turned to the succubus. “I cannot summon fire like you can.”
 
   “Wow, one thing you can’t do.” Aznara said as she pulled Trystan with her into the forest.
 
   “Did you see that? I mean I heard about druid magic but to see it is a whole different thing!” Trystan said as he walked with Aznara.
 
   Aznara walked with a creased brow and stiff arms. Her hands were balled into tight fists at her sides and stared forward. It was then, after about a hundred feet away from their camp, the mage noticed the succubus was tight lipped.
 
   “Aznara?” The mage asked with a raised eyebrow.
 
   “We have never been apart this long.” The succubus growled.
 
   Trystan remained quiet. The energy from the demoness came off in waves and the mage silently walked along with her.
 
   “I think I would have been better if I had more time to mentally prepare for it but…..she didn’t even seem to care that we were separating.”
 
   “Sunara didn’t care?”
 
   Aznara closed her eyes and stood still. “She seemed all too happy to go with Nia. They have been spending so much time together that it makes me want to pull her blue hair!”
 
   Trystan listened as the succubus continued.
 
   “She talks about her all the time. She was never like that before. She is in love with her.” Aznara seethed.
 
   “Sunara loves Nia?” Trystan said as the words sunk in.
 
   Aznara opened her eyes and turned to Trystan with a glare. “You are a fool! Such a fool! You never noticed how they would make points in the day to meet? How Sunara would stay over in Nia’s room from time to time?”
 
   Trystan let out a small sigh. “I noticed but I kept myself out of it. Nia and I are dating but we are not exclusive. I figured she was spreading her wings a little.”
 
   “Nia may be doing just that but I know my sister. She is falling for her rather quickly.”
 
   “I don’t think Nia is falling for her.” Trystan said with an edge of uncertainty.
 
   Aznara gave Trystan a crazy smile. “It doesn’t matter! When my sister wants someone, she gets them. She has been like that since we were little.”
 
   “If Nia falls for her then there is nothing I can do about it. People love who they love.” Trystan tried to say with confidence. 
 
   The succubus eyed him. “I know part of you wants to believe that. You want to believe if you love someone and set them free, they will come back to you. That is not how life works. Sunara is always hungry. She has that calm demeanor but she is a starving beast and has no qualms stepping over anyone to get it.”
 
   “I admit you know her better than I do but what makes you say this? They are both women and can decide for themselves what they want.”
 
   Aznara turned away, her shoulders giving a little tremble. “I’m going to tell you something. I hope it doesn’t destroy our friendship.”
 
   Trystan put his hands on Aznara’s shoulders as she continued. “I saw you three together the night of the feast. I came to your room so I could talk and maybe share some private time. My intentions were not innocent. When I opened the door, Sunara was the only one to see me. You and Nia were occupied.”
 
   Trystan remained silent.
 
   “My sister and I had a wager on who could seduce you first. We play that game sometimes. We both have an attraction to you but I think Sunara was more interested in Nia. I think she also wanted to rub it in my face that she could have you first.”
 
   Trystan’s face darkened. “You two were betting on who would have sex with me first?”
 
   Aznara turned to the mage with watery eyes. “She knows I want you. It was stupid for me to confide in her. I knew what she would do. I just thought it would be natural between us.”
 
   Trystan let go of Aznara’s shoulders. “My feelings and body are not some prize in your twisted game.”
 
   Aznara’s eyes widened when she heard the angry edge in his voice. “I wouldn’t have told you but my sister has been distant since even before the trial. I’m sorry for telling you such awful things but I really do care for you.”
 
   Trystan could feel his blood boil. Years of being manipulated and treated like a plaything bubbled to the surface. Aznara looked to him as the mage turned away and began picking up fallen branches for firewood. Trystan tried his best to sooth his own rattled heart but awful memories of being bullied surged like a volcano. Aznara stared as the mage picked up a few more branches, stood silently for a few moments and threw them at a tree.
 
   Some of the branches broke on impact as the mage couldn’t contain himself. With a balled fist, the mage punched a tree. Pain rocketed up his arm but Trystan remained quiet, the only sound was of him heaving. The succubus stared with a hint of fear, her arms hugging herself and a chill running down her spine. Looking away, the pain of hurting her friend struck her like cold water.
 
   Turning around, Trystan stalked toward the succubus, shoulders heaving and trickles of blood on his knuckles. The mage stood in front of the succubus, lifted his bloody hand and pointed a finger at her.
 
   “Don’t ever do that again. If we are really friends, then you will never lie and manipulate me ever again. I would never do such a thing to you or anyone for that matter. I will not be treated like some toy for your amusement. Do you understand?” The last sentence came out in a low growl.
 
   Aznara’s eyes pointed down, a tear running down her cheek. She nodded without looking at him. Trystan gave the succubus a hard stare until another tear ran down from her other eye. An internal cool wind washed over the mage. The anger boiled away and his heart beat with powerful calmness. Eyebrows turned upward as if he was himself again.
 
   Aznara’s shoulders began to shake as she couldn’t look him in the eye. Trystan moved close and wrapped his arms around her, sorrow filling him. The heat of the moment faded and the mage felt a pang of guilt.
 
   “I’m…sorry.” Trystan said.
 
   The succubus hugged him back. “I didn’t think it would hurt you so much. It was just a game. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. I’m so sorry.”
 
   Trystan held her close. “I have some things in my past that are still raw. There was no way you could know. I’m sorry for showing my temper.”
 
   Aznara snuggled her face into his chest, one of her horns touching his neck. “You have every right to be mad at me. It was a stupid game. You are so laid back, I thought you might have found it funny.”
 
   “I guess we both learned something about each other today.” The mage gave a small smile.
 
   Aznara pulled back and looked into Trystan’s eyes. “I will never do such a thing again. I promise.”
 
   Trystan nodded. “How about we gather that firewood and head back. We can talk some more while we work.”
 
   The succubus silently nodded. Breaking from their embrace, the mages went back to gathering firewood. Trystan picked up the batch he threw earlier, feeling smaller somehow. Looking over, Aznara quickly picked up branches as if a fire was lit under her. Trystan mulled over what the succubus told him and his shoulders sagged slightly.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Nine
 
   Gwen looked up as Trystan and Aznara walked back to camp, their arms filled with tree branches. A circle of stones was in the middle of the camp. The ink witch was on her feet and helping the two mages with their bundles. Lori crawled out of her earthen tent. Branches were placed in the stone circle as the sun touched the horizon. The air was growing cooler and a cold breeze washed over them.
 
   When they finished putting the branches and kindling in place, Trystan mentally called up a simple spark spell. Nia had been nice enough to show him a few fire spells. The mage made the hand gesture and the spell fizzled. Gwen was about to say something when Trystan tried it again. Mana turned to small sparks and showered the branches and kindling. At first there was a bit of smoke. The mage was ready to cast it again when the kindling caught and a small flame bloomed.
 
   All four sat around the fire and warmed their hands as the sun sunk lower. The air grew colder and the final bit of sunlight faded from the sky. Stars twinkled to life and the night sky became a deep dark blue. Hands dug into back packs and pulled out prepared rations. The druid pulled nuts and berries from a pocket of her robe and happily munched away.       
 
   Gwen looked over to Trystan. The mage winced as he put a piece of dried meat in his mouth. The ink witch stared at his bloody knuckles with concern. Eyes moving to the succubus, Aznara was quietly eating her meal, a distance in her eyes. Without a word, Gwen scooted closer to Trystan and touched his bloody hand. The mage looked down as Gwen took hold and a golden light bathed his battered hand. The bloody open skin on his knuckles began to close. A short moment later his hand was healed and dried blood began to flake off.
 
   “Thank you.” Trystan muttered, returning to his meal.
 
   The ink witch could feel uncomfortable energy radiate from the mage. Trystan didn’t make eye contact as he ate. Lori looked to each person in turn before settling on the fire. 
 
   Aznara was first to finish and crawl into her tent. Lori gave a faint smile to Gwen and Trystan before crawling into her earthen tent, the entrance sealing behind her. Gwen gave Trystan one long gaze. When the mage did not return it, the ink witch was on her feet and two steps later, crawling into her tent. 
 
   Trystan looked up at the sky and let out a long soulful sigh. An hour passed before he crawled into his tent. Bella emerged from his skin with open arms. The mage hugged her and fell asleep in her comforting transparent arms.
 
   ***
 
   The morning light dazzled the senses as the four companions continued their march North. Trystan tried to keep his mind and body clear like the morning sky. The breakdown of their camp was quick and efficient. Lori was cheerful as she laid out their travelling path. With nods all around, the four continued on their way to the green slime ruins.
 
   The sounds of the forest ebbed and flowed over senses. Trystan looked off into the forest and a bunny hopped off. Smirking to himself, the mage took another cleansing breath. Gwen slowed her pace so she could walk alongside the mage. Lori led the way while Aznara stayed far behind to the rear, a gloomy cloud over her horned head.
 
   “I have been thinking about your memory loss.” Gwen said.
 
   Trystan let out a huff. “Before you go any further, I want to apologize for how I behaved on the train. It was rude of me. I value our friendship and I don’t want it ruined because of ……” Trystan trailed off.
 
   Gwen gave a hint of a smile. “No need to apologize. You didn’t do anything rude…..or unwelcomed.”
 
   Trystan glanced over to the ink witch. “I wish I could believe that personally.”
 
   “Is there something more you want to say?”
 
   Trystan could feel his shoulders sink lower. “I have enjoyed our time these last few months. But how I acted on the train indicates that there might be something more than friendship between us. I love Nia.”
 
   Gwen looked forward as she spoke. “Trystan, no one is denying your love for Nia. I believe your ideas on love are a bit old fashioned but that doesn’t make it any less beautiful and enduring. Love can be just as wonderful as studying the art of magic. I’m not here to tempt you. I value our friendship as well. No matter what happens, I am your friend.”
 
   Trystan’s eyes lowered. “Thank you.”
 
   “Let’s change the subject. As I said, I may have a way to recover your memory loss.”
 
   Trystan looked up and was all ears.
 
   Gwen continued. “I had spoken to a few of my colleagues and some of the professors at the college. I was sure to keep your name out of it but most of them seemed to understand the need and wanted to help. Professor Luna was especially helpful with a certain technique.”
 
   Trystan listened intently. 
 
   Gwen was sure to make eye contact when she spoke. “I could mentally dive into your mind and search along your mana pathways. It would require me to see your thoughts and intermingle my mana with yours.”
 
   Trystan grimaced. “I don’t know if I’m comfortable with you in my head. I mean, I’m a pretty private person.”
 
   Gwen nodded. “I know but it is our best chance at uncovering your missing time. My mana would help open those pathways and flood them. That should destroy the block you feel.”
 
   “Is this the only way?”
 
   “For now, yes. I can continue searching but since the tattoo has changed, I feel like we may be running out of time.”
 
   Trystan was silent for a long moment. “When do you want to try?”
 
   “We can do it this evening after we set up camp. I have to warn you; you must open your mind completely to me. If you hold back, then it will make the process that much harder. I know your uncomfortable with me seeing your thoughts and memories but I promise to be professional. Anything I see will not go beyond us.”
 
   “Thank you Gwen. I don’t know how to repay you for all your help.”
 
   “Let’s see if we have any success first. Then we can discuss payment.” Gwen smiled.
 
   The hike North went on without incident. The sun moved through the sky and the four marched with even purpose. Trystan spent most of the time trying to get his thoughts in order. He could feel the specter of worry hovering over him. The thought of having someone in his head was bad enough but to have Gwen searching through his mind set the mage on edge. Try as he might, he pushed away every seductive thought out of his mind only to have them rushing back. Secret desires and lurid fantasies played out and a few times the mage felt his cheeks flush red.
 
   Gwen continued on, walking alongside Lori, discussing possibilities when they reach the ruins and courses of actions. Aznara continued to float behind them, the gloom over her growing more and more. Trystan tried every meditation trick he could remember but it was no good. Unfortunate acceptance curled around the mage’s mind as he finally gave up. The ink witch was going to see his thoughts and he simply had to be okay with it.
 
   The sun dipped low and the four companions stopped their trek. In a small clearing they set up their camp. Lori and Aznara walked off to gather firewood, leaving Gwen and Trystan alone as they prepared the fire pit. When they were done, Gwen went to her tent and pulled out a rolled up blanket. Trystan could feel himself grow more and more nervous. Thoughts spilled from fantasies to the block of darkness shrouding the corner of his mind. The mage felt deep down he didn’t want to unlock what was hiding there. It slept like a beast, making small sounds and licking its lips. Trystan knew it would not be pleasant but he must do something. The mage had to trust his friend, even with the secrets of the Libro Nocte.
 
   Lori and Aznara walked back with bundles of sticks in their arms. Trystan jumped to his feet and helped them. A short time later, a fire burned bright. Aznara and Lori sat down, ready to eat their meals. Trystan was about to sit with them until Gwen silently put a hand on his shoulder.
 
   “Lori and Aznara, keep an eye on camp. Trystan and I are going to patrol the area. We may be gone for a while so don’t wait up.” Gwen commanded with a gentle tone.
 
   The druid and mage nodded but their eyes turned to each other for a moment. Trystan could feel the hand on his shoulder curl into his jacket and the mage was gently pulled to the woods.
 
   The witch and mage walked for a long while, the sun setting to the West. They reached a small clearing, the tops of trees taking a calming orange glow. Gwen unrolled the blanket in the middle of the clearing and set it down. Sitting down with legs crossed, she beckoned the mage closer. Trystan walked over and sat on the blanket across from the ink witch, fingers fidgeting.
 
   “Take a deep breath and calm your heart and mind. I will be doing all the work. You just have to sit and open your mind to me. Don’t concentrate on anything but the sound of my voice.”
 
   Trystan nodded.
 
   Gwen moved a little closer, her knees touching Trystan’s. Pale hands reached out, one touched his neck while another touched his chest. Gwen’s eyes closed and lips parted. Trystan took a deep breath and let his body relax. He treated it like he was going to the healer’s office. Gwen was just going to poke around and see what was wrong. Then she will give him a prescription and he will be on his merry way. Despite the internal pep talk, Trystan felt his heart beat just a tad faster.
 
   Gwen started a humming chant. The vibrations from her throat were low but they grew with each passing moment. The hum was hypnotic and Trystan found himself mentally swaying to it. On and on it droned, flooding their senses and bringing them to a state of openness. The mage could feel wisps of energy reaching out and touching him. At first it tingled but soon tendrils caressed his own mana. The outside world fell into a wavy darkness. Trystan felt like he was under water, sinking lower and lower until he reached the bottom. There he swayed to the currents, lost to warm vibrations and gentle caresses. A pair of hidden eyes opened. Something pushed along his mind and finally dived in.
 
   Trystan floated like a leaf on the breeze. The mage opened his eyes to a purple sky. Lifting his head, he could see his body floating along tall grass. With a mental push the mage was on his feet and searching the yellow field. A shadow pushed through the tall grass. The mage stared as it took shape. A feminine form coalesced with a steeple hat on her head. Gwen lifted the rim and smiled gently, stepping closer and closer to the mage. Trystan could not take his eyes off of her. Hips swayed as she walked to him. Hands reached up and took hold of his waist. Looking down, the mage saw he was naked.
 
   Gwen eyed him, pressing her body against his. Another shadow rose behind the ink witch to form another Gwen. Trystan looked passed Gwen’s inviting lips to the other Gwen who smiled.
 
   “The image you are touching is from your mind. I’m the real Gwen.”
 
   Trystan looked to each Gwen in confusion. Hands slid around his waist and touched his back. Gwen walked over and stopped a few feet from Trystan. The Gwen touching Trystan cooed and pushed her body against his.
 
   Gwen tilted her head. “She is stopping me from getting closer. Or better yet, you are stopping me.”
 
   “I’m not doing anything. I’m just here.” Trystan said and the Gwen on him kissed his lips.
 
   Gwen pressed her body, clothes slipping away to nothingness. Breasts touched Trystan’s bare skin and blood began to rush. Gwen watched as her false image took hold of the mage whispering in his ear to lay down.
 
   “Trystan, your blocking me and you are using her to do it. Send it away.” Gwen said with a commanding edge.
 
   Trystan shook his head. “I don’t think I can send her away.”
 
   From the tall grass rose another feminine form. Trystan turned to see red hair and a sly smile. Nia stepped closer, hands out. Trystan could feel an edge of panic. Embarrassment coiled around his mind. Trying to break from the false Gwen, the image only held on stronger. Nia stepped close, breasts pressed against his arm. The mage was having difficulty breathing as his temperature skyrocketed. 
 
   The true Gwen stepped closer. “Let me into your mind.”
 
   Trystan tried to untangle himself but Nia and the false Gwen held him tighter. False Gwen slid to her knees. Trystan looked down and could see he was hard and throbbing. Nia took hold of his member and pressed the head to false Gwen’s lips.
 
   True Gwen reached out and touched Trystan’s head. False Gwen let his cock slide between her lips into her wanting mouth. Moans filled the area as both female images moved their bodies against the naked mage.
 
   Spikes of mana pushed though the mage’s skull. Trystan tried to relax but the Gwen on her knees happily sucked his member. The mage let the spikes dig deeper and deeper. Gwen placed her hand on his other cheek and let her mind push further into his. A black book appeared and disappeared behind true Gwen. The mental cages rattled as the ink witch bore her way through. Mana surged as walls broke down. Trystan wanted to let himself be free but a terrible hunger raked claws against mental bars. Nia tried to pull true Gwen’s hands free from Trystan’s face. The ink witch held fast and the red head’s eyes turned demonic.
 
   “You are going to let this bitch inside you. I thought you loved only me!” The image of Nia growled.
 
   False Gwen pulled Trystan’s cock from her mouth. “He can’t love another. He only has feelings for me. He pleasures himself to this body. He wants me and cannot deny his urges.”
 
   “Trystan, ignore them. I can touch the darkness. I can feel it cloaking itself in your mind. Push them away and let me cut away the shadows.” Gwen said as her eyes rolled into her head.
 
   Webbed blue hands touched Trystan’s bare chest. “Master belongs to me.” The siren said seductively.
 
   Trystan’s emotions ran off the rails. In the purple distance, tidal wave hundreds of feet high swept towards them. The mage looked up as it blocked out the purple sun and ate up tall yellow grass. Gwen held tighter, digging deeper. The darkness felt the witch and growled deeply, claws flashing.
 
   “Almost there….” Gwen whispered.
 
   The wave was over them, the top cresting. Trystan gazed upward with helpless eyes. The darkness let the ink witch in a little closer before slashing outward. Gwen grunted. Nia and false Gwen were on their feet and attacking true Gwen. Trystan let out a yell before the wave came crashing down. The force was enough to slam the mage down and hold him in a vice.
 
   Trystan and Gwen opened their eyes. The mage’s lungs burned as he held his breath. Gasping, the mage took in a long inhale of clean evening air. Gwen sat back, her hands on the blanket and arms holding her up. A sad disappointed look creased her brow.
 
   “I’m sorry.” Trystan said as he gulped in air.
 
   “Take slow breaths. Calm yourself.” Gwen said.
 
   “I….I didn’t know…I didn’t know you could go that deep. It felt like you were touching my soul.” Trystan said as he slowly calmed himself down.
 
   “In a way, I was. Your anxiety made it very difficult to part the darkness in your mind. I managed to touch it but only barely.”
 
   “I’m sorry you saw that.” Trystan said as his eyes pointed down.
 
   Gwen’s eyebrows arched upward. A hand reached up and touched the mage’s cheek. “Trystan, you have nothing to be sorry about. Would it help you feel better if you knew I had my own fantasies about you?”
 
   Trystan’s eyes widened. “You have?”
 
   The ink witch nodded. “There is no shame in it. You speak to me about your desires but I have my own. I……cannot deny my own wants.”
 
   “I feel selfish for having so many feelings. I love Nia but I have feelings for a few people. They speak loudly and I feel I must spend my time chaining them up.” Trystan brought his knees up and placed his arms on them.
 
   Gwen looked down. “You have feelings for me and I have feelings for you. I wish I could give any answer that would satisfy you.”
 
   “What do we do now?” Trystan asked.
 
   “I will need time to think over how we can overcome your mental blocks. You my dear mage will have to work on calming yourself and accepting me into your mind.”
 
   “How do I do that?”
 
   Gwen looked to the mage. “I will teach you some meditation techniques and breathing exercises. Maybe with a little time, your mind will be calm enough to let me in.”
 
   “If you think it will help. When do we start?”
 
   Gwen smiled. “We start now. Tomorrow we reach the ruins and we will have to capture the green version of Bella. Once we complete the trial, we can try again to part the darkness in your mind.”
 
   Trystan listened as Gwen began explaining the exercises. The night air grew cooler but the mage continued to feel warm. Listening to the ink witch only made his heart beat with a heated glow. Crickets played on in the background as the crescent moon took its place in the night sky.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Ten
 
   Trystan placed his bedroll into his backpack and closed it. Standing up, he saw the others finishing packing up. Birds chirped around them and the sun appeared from behind the horizon. The mage felt better after a good night’s sleep. The aches seemed a little less from their travels and the spirit was alive. Memories of last night played out as the mage remembered the meditation exercises Gwen showed him. Before he fell asleep, he ran through the techniques and blissfully fell to sleep.
 
   Aznara glanced over at Trystan as he stared off, lost in his head. The succubus smirked as she admired him but only for a brief moment. A pang of guilt snaked into her mind and her eyes saddened. Closing up her back pack, she stepped to the fire pit, ready to kick dirt and ash on it.
 
   Gwen let her mind float. Showing Trystan her techniques only made her heart grow fonder. A battle of emotions raged on but the ink witch soothed them to complacency and locked them behind iron doors. The temptation was too much and she knew she could not fall into it, not again. Despite her best efforts, the wide eyed mage pushed at her resolve and she felt it was only a matter of time before she succumb to it. The witch felt so strong in many ways but her heart whispered weakness to her listening ears.
 
   Lori turned to the forest and pretended to not notice her three companions caught in some silent struggle. The druid often wished she wasn’t so nosey. The trees and animals whispered everything that had happened. They told the druid about the discussion between the mage and the succubus. They told her about the secret meetings between the mage and the ink witch. The druid couldn’t understand the appeal personally. The mage was handsome and good natured but hardly a man worth fawning over. Still the druid remained quiet and refused to interfere. Better to listen then to get involved. With a half a day’s hike ahead of them, she had to be sure they reached Gray Peak Mountain safe and unharmed. Once they completed their trial, she would return them safe to the train.
 
   The druid stared out to the forest, planning their path when a cold chill ran up her spine. At first Lori thought nothing of it until another ran up her spine. Spreading out her senses, she searched. The druid asked the trees but they were strangely quiet. She reached to the birds but they sang on, almost like they didn’t hear her. The druid mentally touched upon rodents but they burrowed deep as if they were trying to get away. 
 
   Dark realization spilled over the druid as her senses touched hearts. Their beat was steady and filled with purpose. The druid called up spells and spoke louder to the trees. The trees did not answer back, as if something was keeping them quiet.
 
   Trystan walked up to Lori. “So do you think we will get there by noon?” Trystan asked.
 
   The druid remained still, eyes wide.
 
   “Lori?” Trystan asked again with a raised eyebrow.
 
   “Trystan, we are surrounded.” The druid whispered.
 
   Trystan instantly became still, his own senses spreading out. He could not detect anything beyond the normal forest sounds and rhythms. 
 
   “They are masking themselves. Turn around slowly and tell the others.” Lori whispered out the side of her mouth.
 
   Trystan silently turned and moved to Aznara. The succubus looked up with a small smile on her lips. It quickly faded when she saw Trystan’s grave expression. The mage reached to his belt and unscrewed his canteen top, placing the top in a pocket. Aznara noticed his action and readied spells in her mind.
 
   “We are surrounded.” The mage said and turned toward Gwen.
 
   The succubus called up air spells as she slung her back pack over her shoulder. Trystan continued to walk as normal as he could. The ink witch saw him, her eyes then darting to Aznara and finally Lori. Trystan was halfway to her when the witch nodded her head. Eyes spoke more than words and all four prepared for the unknown.
 
   Lori let her senses touch the ground and trees around her. It was her ears that heard the pull of a bow strings. Foul breath drifted on the wind and black eyes glistened in the shadows of trees. Everything stopped and all waited for the world to breathe again.
 
   A roar pierced the calm morning air. Arrows from all sides rained down on the four companions. Aznara acted first, calling a wind wall spell. Clawed hands moving, mana shot out and took hold of the very air. Like a thunder clap, the air whipped around them in a protective shroud, knocking every arrow out of the air. Lori spoke to the dying wood in the arrows and pleaded with the air spirits. Where Aznara’s spell forced the air to her command, the druid asked for the spirits to help.
 
   Arrows rose back into the air, turning their sharpened points away from them. The druid whispered thanks and the arrows shot out. Sharp points struck shields, trees and earth. The force striking the shields caused the attackers to be thrown to the ground. Lori sniffed for blood but not a single drop was shed.
 
   Trees rustled and massive shadows moved. Emerging from their hiding places, hulking green skinned monsters stepped into view. Pointed ears and protruding teeth gleamed in the morning light. Black hair covered some of their heads as Mohawks or long braids. Others were shaven and covered in tribal tattoos. The four companions backed up, backs to each other as more and more monsters surrounded them.
 
   “Orcs.” Lori said with staff in hand and determination in her eyes.
 
   “Surrender and you will not be harmed.” An orc with a long single braid stepped forward, curved sword in his meaty hand.
 
   “We are on an expedition from the Elemental College and the Druid College. We mean you no harm and respectfully ask you to leave us to be on our way.” Lori said with conviction.
 
   The orc gave the small druid a hard stare. “We know why you are here. The volley of arrows was to test your strength. You passed. We are to escort you to Gray Peak Mountain to meet with Lord Dubok.”
 
   “The witch and mages are under my protection. This will be your last chance to leave us be.” Lori remained steadfast.
 
   The orc lowered his blade. “Tell me druid, how many orcs do you see?”
 
   Lori remained tight lipped. Trystan could count about twenty. Aznara licked her lips as she readied for a fight. Gwen whispered something quietly.
 
   “I will tell you. You see twenty but there are thirty more ready to let loose another volley. Even if you four possess some expert skill at your various crafts, I doubt all will survive if I lift my sword up. Fifty orcs are ready to lay their lives down to escort or kill you. If I was in your boots, I would take the escort.” The orc finished with a sardonic grin.
 
   Gwen put her hands up first. “We will go quietly.”
 
   All three turned their heads to the witch in disbelief.
 
   “Gwen, orcs haven’t been known for their kindness.” Trystan said with a spell ready.
 
   “I cannot risk the three of you getting hurt. For now, we will go with them.” The witch said with a hard edge.
 
   “I thought you would do anything to protect us.” Aznara said with a hint of craziness in her eyes.
 
   Gwen looked back to the orcs as they stood ready for either decision. “If I knew for certainty that none of you would be harmed, I would lay all of them to waste. There is a game being played so we will join the game willingly. Put your hands down.”
 
   Heads turned to each other and reluctantly hands went to their sides, spells fizzling. The circle of orcs moved closer, muscles bulging and ready for anything. The head orc sheathed his sword and stepped to the ink witch. His black eyes looked the witch up and down, his pointed little nose taking in her scent. Gwen showed no fear as the orc leaned in closer.
 
   “You are strong. I like a challenge.” The orc leered.
 
   “I fear this challenge will only kill you.” Gwen said defiantly.
 
   “Be still my black heart.” The orc turned to his soldiers. “Take their packs and weapons. If any one of them whispers one spell, slay all of them.”
 
   The orc moved through his soldiers as they relieved the four companions of their packs and Lori’s staff. An orc removed Trystan’s canteen from his belt. Aznara blew an orc a kiss as it searched her, a rough hand fondling her breast.
 
   “You might want to check between my legs. I have kept many swords snug there, tight and warm.” The orc ignored her as he finished patting her down and stepping away. 
 
   The leader turned to the orcs and four companions. “Let us be on our way. May the Emerald goddess smile on our travels.”
 
   ***
 
   Trystan studied the enemy as they flanked their sides. Two hours had passed as they marched further and further North. The orcs did not speak or even acknowledge their presence but the mage could feel them watching from the corner of their eyes. 
 
   Trystan remembered everything he could about orcs. He knew they were savage brutes who attacked towns, raping women and killing men. They were of low intelligence, basing everything off their simple urges. The mage wanted to shake his head as he thought about myths and legends. The orcs here were organized and spoke with a normal intelligence. Watching the leader, he knew that they weren’t the brutes and animals they have always been made out to be. The mage continued to wonder why so much propaganda was placed on anything not human. The college accepted para-humans this year and now he and his friends were caught by the politest war party he had ever heard of. There were no snarls or pathetic attempts of brutality. The orcs marched and their group marched with them in uncomfortable silence, hardly the monsters of legend.
 
   The mountain had poked high in the sky hours ago but now it loomed before the mage. Small streams of smoke rose into the air as the mage looked down to the base and saw a wooden town. A wall of pointed spears surrounded the town as chimneys bellowed smoke. Orcs dressed in simple folk’s clothes looked up and waved to the war party as they returned. 
 
   The main gates opened and three rows marched in, two rows of orcs on either side of the leader and the four companions. When the last two orcs marched in, the gate was closed and sealed. Trystan looked pass meaty green necks as orc children pointed and stared, calling out to their mothers. For the first time, Trystan felt like he was the monster on display and his stomach soured.
 
   The war party continued their march until they stopped at the largest structure in the town, a stone and wood building built out of fine craftsmanship. The main double doors opened. The orc soldiers moved in unison as they stood off to the side, leaving the four prisoners standing alone in the middle.
 
   A male and female orc stepped through the main doorway followed by a female orc in a black robe and the biggest orc Trystan had ever seen with a large hammer over his shoulder. The first male and female orc were dressed in ornamental clothes fit for royalty. The male wore a mixture of armor and green fabrics. The female wore a jewel encrusted circlet and fine clothes adhering to a strong womanly body. The second female wore a robe indicative of a court sorceress. The larger second male looked like a bodyguard. 
 
   The male orc stepped forward, lower jaw jutting out and two tusks pointed up pass his bottom lip. “I welcome you to Rudal. I am Lord Dubok War Bane and this is Lady Ursa War Bane.”
 
   Gwen stepped forward. “I would introduce ourselves but from how your captain spoke at our capture, you already know who we are.”
 
   Lord Dubok nodded. “I do apologize but my kinds reputation precedes us. I felt an invitation would not convince you to come willingly.”
 
   “Why are we your….guests?” Gwen asked.
 
   The orc lord took another step forward. “We can speak more once inside. I have had the chefs prepare a feast in your honor. We can talk further on many subjects.”
 
   “And our equipment and gear?”
 
   The orc smiled. “It will be kept safe until you are ready to leave our little town. Please come in and we shall allow you a moment to freshen up.”
 
   Orcs behind the group took two steps forward. With little choice, the four followed the lord and lady as they turned and strolled back into the main hall. Once inside, all four were separated. Two soldiers escorted Trystan down a hallway and into a room. Closing the door behind him, the mage exhaled like he had been holding his breath for hours. Looking around the room, the mage spotted a large bed with fine clothes laid out. The windows were closed but the light from outside showed there were bars over the tinted golden glass. A mirror stood with a closet off to the left of it. A lavatory stood opposite of the bed with a single small window with bars on it. The mage felt like a special guest. So special that they put bars on the windows so he couldn’t escape their hospitality.
 
   Trystan stepped over to the bed and peered down at the clothes. The garments were well made and pretty stylish. Feeling like he had little choice, the mage took off his jacket and threw it on the bed. A knock at the door caused him to turn around.
 
   “Come in.”
 
   The door opened and the black robed orc walked in. Closing the door behind her, she turned to Trystan and pulled back her hood revealing painted markings on her green skin. Her hand contained a small bowl with a black liquid.
 
   “My name is Batul Seer Fang, Court Sorceress to Lord Dubok and Lady Ursa War Bane. I’m here to ensure you are fully prepared for dinner later.”
 
   Trystan blinked. “Prepared?”
 
   The sorceress gave a sly smirk. “Contrary to popular belief, we do not eat humans.”
 
   “Ummm…I didn’t mean that. I just don’t understand….” The mage was cut off.
 
   “Please remove your shirt. I must inspect your skin.” Batul said with authority.
 
   Trystan was hesitated. “Why do you need to inspect my skin?”
 
   The orc moved closer and placed the small bowl on the bed. Gracefully she took hold of Trystan’s shirt, undoing a button. “You are a mage and have familiars. We must take precautions if you decide to unleash them and attack our lord.”
 
   “I had no plans on letting my familiars out or attacking anyone.” Trystan said genuinely. He was ready to defend himself and his friends but attacking wasn’t even his fourth option.
 
   The orc unbuttoned the last button and opened Trystan’s shirt. Black eyes looked over Trystan’s skin as she peeled away his shirt. “You may be speaking the truth but we must be sure. I see you have two familiars, one on each arm.” The orc looked a little closer at the black oval over his chest. “What is this marking?”
 
   Trystan looked down. “No idea. A bad decision after a late night out with friends.”
 
   The sorceress peered closer. “May I inspect it?”
 
   “I don’t see the harm. Maybe you can tell me what it is?”
 
   A clawed hand pressed against the mage’s chest. Purple energy surrounded the orc’s hand as her eyes closed. The orc was silent as energy caressed Trystan’s skin. The mage could feel a tingling right before a small flash. The orc pulled her hand away like she was burned and clutched it to her chest.
 
   “Why do you have such terrible magic marked on your skin?” The sorceress hissed.
 
   “Terrible magic? I don’t know what it is. Why is it terrible magic?” The mage asked as if he offended the orc.
 
   The sorceress picked up the small bowl and dipped two fingers in. “Someone has marked you. They can see into your mind. The mark has tendrils reaching deep into your chest and entwining with your heart. I must put it to sleep before you can step out of this room.”
 
   Trystan watched as the orc sorceress painted a line over the oval. She then moved and painted a line over Sylk. The orc peered at the image of Bella with several stars around her form. A moment passed before she painted a line over the blue slime. 
 
   “How can you tell? How do you know?” Trystan asked.
 
   The sorceress made eye contact with the mage. “My people have studied and passed down the old ways. You have a tribal marking mixed with many different techniques. The marking I have placed over your tattoos will seal them into place. You will not be able to call on your familiars and they will not be able to hear or speak to you. The effect is temporary. You will be able to remove the seal by morning.”
 
   “Will they have any ill effects? Will they be okay?” Trystan worried how Sylk and Bella were going to take it knowing that they were imprisoned on their master’s skin.
 
   “You familiars will be asleep for the duration.” The sorceress leaned in close, fanged mouth an inch from Trystan’s ear. “Be sure to remove the markings I have placed by morning. Do you understand?”
 
   Trystan nodded with a slightly confused look. “I understand.”
 
   The orc pulled away and took one last eyeful of Trystan’s chest. “Then dress. Guards will come at dusk to escort you to dinner.”
 
   ***
 
   Trystan walked with two orc guards slightly behind him. The waiting was the worst but he was finally glad to be out of his room. The setting sun painted windows a deep orange. The mage looked around as he walked a long hallway. Tapestries hung from the walls. Orcs in various battle poses stood with groups of orcs looking to their leader. Trystan eyed a tapestry as he walked by it, the orc leading a charge had the same features as their host. The mage wondered if the lord of Rudal had an ego the size of his tapestries.
 
   Further down the hall, Gwen walked toward the mage with two guards at her back. The mage turned to see the ink witch, dressed in red with embroidered long sleeves and crisscrossed thin rope down the front of the dress. On top of her head was her witches hat. Gwen looked to her friend and smiled, eyes drinking in his royal looking garb and happy smile on his face.
 
   The two met in the middle, in front of a pair of large and sturdy wooden doors. One of the guards took to each side and opened both of them. The mage and witch stepped into a large banquet hall. Candles glowed and a fireplace warmed the room. A long table sat in the middle. Lori and Aznara were seated, the druid and succubus wearing similar dresses as Gwen’s, Lori in green and Aznara in black and red. Lord and Lady War Bane sat at the head of the table. The guards escorted the mage and witch to the head of the table. Trystan took a seat to Lord Dubok’s right while Gwen took a seat to Lady Ursa’s left.
 
   Servants poured in from side doors, carrying silver trays and bottles of wine. The trays were placed on the table and covers lifted. Scents of freshly cooked meats swirled and more trays of breads, cheeses and fruits were placed on the table. Goblets were filled with wine and placed in front of each dinner guest. All four eyed the wine. The same bottles were used to fill the lord and lady’s goblets. Lord Dubok took a long sip and placed the cup on the table.
 
   Aznara took her goblet and took a sip. She put the cup down and looked to Trystan and Gwen and nodded her head. All three took their cups and sipped cautiously. Trystan looked off to the side to see the captain from their capture leaning against a wall in the corner. The orc used a toothpick to clean his teeth. Glancing over at Trystan, the orc nodded and went back to picking at his teeth, a sheathed sword at his hip.
 
   “Captain Sord is here merely in a protective capacity.” Lord Dubok smiled at Trystan.
 
   “Is he here to protect us from you?” Aznara said sarcastically.
 
   Lord Dubok looked to the succubus and let out a hearty laugh. “You have such wit. It pleases me you can join us for dinner.”
 
   The table was quiet.
 
   “Please eat your fill. I’m sure travelling all this way has left you famished.” Lord Dubok said heartily.
 
   The succubus was first to reach for the food and start tearing away at it. Lori soon followed. Trystan gave a look to Gwen and began filling his plate. The lord and lady began eating from their full plates in earnest. The room filled with the sounds of eating and Trystan had to admit the meat was delicious.
 
   Gwen nibbled a bit of meat before speaking. “How long do you plan on keeping us here as your guests?”
 
   Lord Dubok sipped his wine. “I believe only for tonight. You can leave in the morning back to your homes.”
 
   “I noticed your town is right before the mountain. We are travelling there on college business.” Gwen let go of her goblet and looked at their host.
 
   “Yes it is. I also know you seek to capture the Emerald Goddess. That is why we are having a lovely dinner so you will be refreshed when you leave back the way you came.”
 
   “Please pardon me if I may come off rude but how do you know our intentions or our quest?” Trystan asked as polite as he could.
 
   “The Emerald Goddess informed me of your quest and intentions. We had a very long discussion a few days before you arrived.” The orc lord said and stabbed a piece of steak with his fork.
 
   “We mean no harm to you or your people. We mean to only investigate the ruins and speak with the slime living there.” Lori said as she leaned in to see the orc lord.
 
   Lord Dubok took a bite of meat and sat back. “Do not presume I am some brute who doesn’t understand what you are doing. I know the lovely Ink Witch has an artifact that can capture our goddess.”
 
   “Lord Dubok, we only have such an artifact if your goddess means us harm. We simply wish to investigate the ruins as part of our research.” Gwen said while making eye contact with the lord.
 
   “Despite whatever your intentions are, I will not risk it. The Emerald Goddess has shown my people and I more than any human ever has in the history of Lurth.”
 
   “What if we promise to not interact with your goddess? What if we can see the ruins and make some notes?” Trystan asked.
 
   Lord Dubok smiled. “Notes? I know mages are a crafty lot. You will say anything to achieve your goals.”
 
   Lady Ursa was quiet. Goblet in one hand, she reached out and touched her husband’s with another. “Husband, maybe we should hear them out? Come to some agreement we all can settle on?”
 
   Lord Dubok took her hand and squeezed it. “You fear too much my love.”
 
   The orc lord looked to the questioning faces of his guests and continued. “My wife has concerns just as I do. The Emerald Goddess will only speak with me. There will be no reasoning with her if you arrive to take notes.” The last word came out with a hint of sarcasm.
 
   “Lord Dubok, we cannot leave until we have investigated the ruins. We believe there is foul magic being used. Surely you do not wish for the college to send a stronger force?” Gwen said.
 
   The orc lord’s mouth twisted into a frown. “You eat at my table and then throw out a threat?”
 
   Gwen lowered her eyes. “I meant no disrespect. This has become an urgent matter for the college and the wellbeing of all creatures. We simply need a small amount of your time to see if there are threats on your lands.”
 
   Lord Dubok sneered. “And the college will come along and snuff out those threats? My calm demeanor will only take this abuse so much. My lands know peace. While the other orcs, goblins and trolls run to Fallen York, my tribe is here and living in peace.”
 
   “Fallen York?” Trystan repeated.
 
   The lord looked at him coolly. “You must have heard of the migrations?” Lord Dubok turned to Lori. “Druid, you have heard the whispers?”
 
   Lori was quiet for a moment. “We have heard of it but we didn’t know the location.”
 
   Lord Dubok smirked. “It is no great secret. I find it hard to believe you didn’t know completely. Emissaries have passed through, telling of a new age. A place where our various races can grow and learn in peace. The wilds have been harsh on many and they took to the sweet talk of a future paradise. Fallen York is the location of the great migration. My people have been happy here and have chosen not to leave. Our Emerald Goddess has taught us much so we are now self-sufficient.”
 
   “Then it is important that we investigate the ruins so your people may live on in peace? You spoke of concerns and we are willing to help with those concerns.” Gwen spoke with an edge of pleading.
 
   Lord Dubok gave her a hard stare. “I doubt anything you or the college can do will change anything. You will leave in the morning. If the college decides to send more mages to my doorstep, they will be met with war.”
 
   Lori stood up from her seat. The druid walked over and bowed before the orc lord. Captain Sord put his green hand on the pommel of his blade. 
 
   “I believe we can negotiate for fair terms on both sides. We have come all this way and simply cannot turn back.” Lori said with her head bowed.
 
   Lord Dubok gave a small deep laugh. “I admire your tenacity but you have nothing to bargain with. Even if you did, I doubt it would change my mind.”
 
   Lori stood up and stared into the orc lord’s black eyes. “I believe we should continue negotiations. Are you aware of the Nobo Accord?”
 
   The orc lord was silent for a long moment, fingers pressing together as he gazed at the druid. “The Nobo Accord has not been used in over two hundred years. Not since most of humankind pushed away contact between the races.”
 
   Trystan looked around. “Nobo Accord?”
 
   Gwen picked up her goblet. “The Nobo Accord is a form of negotiating practiced centuries ago. It was a way to gain intimate knowledge and sharing for improved contracts and treaties.”
 
   “The druids still hold this form of negotiating in high regard and though it is not practiced in the world at large, druids still practice it to this day.” Lori said with conviction.
 
   Lord Dubok gave a hearty laugh. “You intrigue me with this possible solution.”
 
   “I feel like I’m missing something.” Trystan said as the orc eyed the druid.
 
    The Orc Lord turned to the mage and gave a sly grin. “The witch and druid mean to say that we would negotiate with our bodies in an intimate fashion.”
 
   Trystan’s eyes widened. “You mean…..”
 
   Lord Dubok turned his head to Lori. “I am willing to follow the Nobo Accord….” The orc lord then turned to his wife. “…..will you join me at my side?”
 
   Lady Ursa smiled and nodded to her husband. “It sounds exciting.” The Orc Lady turned her black eyes to Trystan.
 
   The orc lord stuck out his chin. “You may choose your negotiating party but the Ink Witch may not be a part of it. As much as I would enjoy exploring her body, she is far too powerful to be trusted.”
 
   Lori nodded reluctantly. “Trystan and Aznara will be part of my team.”
 
   The mage and succubus looked at the green haired druid in disbelief. 
 
   Lord Dubok glanced at his wife and then turned his head to the captain. “Lady Ursa and Captain Sord will be on my team.”
 
   “No hold on. Do we have a say in this?” Trystan blurted out the question.
 
   Lori turned her head slightly in Trystan’s direction. “You do not have to join. But if we do not have an equal amount then we cannot carry on with negotiations.”
 
   Gwen looked to the mage. “Trystan……” the name hung heavy in the air.
 
   Trystan picked up his goblet and took a long deep sip. “It sounds like we don’t have much of a choice.” The mage said after putting his cup down.
 
   Lord Dubok smiled. “Not if you want to see the ruins and take your important notes.
 
   Lori bowed again. “It is settled then?”
 
   The orc lord bowed his head to the petite druid. “I will have the servants prepare a room. After dinner we can continue with our negotiations in comfort.”
 
   Trystan looked to Aznara. The succubus had a heated glassy eyed expression. The demoness then licked her lips. The mage picked up his goblet again and finished it. Gwen reached over with a bottle and poured more into his cup, a sad expression etched into her brow. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Eleven
 
   Trystan walked along behind the group with guards behind him. Wild scenarios played out in his head as he tried to make sense of it all. Lord Dubok led the way. Reaching a single large door, the orc lord opened it and stepped inside. Lady Ursa and Lori were next. Captain Sord held out a green hand to Aznara and let her walk in next. Trystan was last to enter. Guards closed the door behind the mage.
 
   Trystan looked around the large room. Thick furs and blankets covered the floor. Comfortable couches lined the walls with one or two in the middle. Against one wall was the biggest bed Trystan had ever seen. It had four tall bed posts with a canopy top. Curtains were tied to each post to leave it open and inviting. Single comfortable chairs dotted the room and stone pillars stood. Small tables filled nooks with goblets and bottles of wine. A fireplace roared against another wall, warm light filling the room.
 
   Lord Dubok walked in with arms outstretched. Turning to the group, a toothy smile beamed. “Only the finest for our negotiations.”
 
   Trystan looked to a pillar and noticed cuffs and chains dangling from a metal ring surrounding the stone column. Lori stepped forward as the orc lord took a seat in a single chair with a high back.
 
   “First there must be agreements placed.” Lori said seriously.
 
   “What do you have in mind?” Dubok smiled.
 
   “No blood and no torture. Negotiations end when the safe word is uttered.”
 
   Lord Dubok nodded. “Agreed under the condition that if anyone says the safe word, all negotiations end. My court is ready; I hope yours is up to the task.”
 
   Lori nodded. “Agreed.”
 
   “Since you are visiting, you may decide on the safe word.” Dubok eyed the druid with more than a passing gaze.
 
   “Peace.” Lori said simply.
 
   “Agreed. Is there anything else you wish to add before we get started?”
 
   “How long can negotiations go for?” Trystan interjected, a slight tremble in his voice.
 
   Lady Ursa smoothed over her long black hair with a green hand. “Are you a virgin dear mage?”
 
   “No my lady but what if one of us cannot perform…for….uhhh….long time?” Trystan said with eyes turning down.
 
   Lady Ursa smiled. “I doubt a young strapping mage like yourself will have that concern. I’m sure we can tease you to attention when we begin.”
 
   Lord Dubok looked to Lori. “It would seem one of your team may have issues with performing.”
 
   Lori looked to Trystan with understanding eyes. “I’m sure the mage will rise to meet the challenge.”
 
   “You do understand that this is new to me? I have never negotiated like this before and still getting used to the idea.” Trystan said while not trying to come off defensive.
 
   Captain Sord clamped a strong hand on the mage’s shoulder. “I’m sure nature will kick in. We are all here to work through it.” Sord grinned.
 
   Lady Ursa removed her circlet and hung it on a pointed top of a chair. “I believe the mage will come around.” The womanly orc pulled at a tassel hugging her waist.
 
   “If we are in agreement, then let us commence.” Dubok said as his eyes remained on the druid.
 
   Trystan moved back and turned to a small table. He quickly poured wine into a goblet and drank deeply. The mage could feel nervous energy spiking along his skin. It was difficult to get into the mood and the wine did nothing to calm his nerves. He briefly considered telling Lady Ursa about the little trick of snapping her fingers but with Aznara here, he did not want to risk letting that bit of information out there about him.
 
   Lori turned and faced the orc lord as he sat. Hand touching his jaw, he sat as if expecting more from the druid. Lori gazed at him, her eyes softening. Looking down, she pulled at the fabric over her shoulder and let bare skin slip out. 
 
   Sord stepped behind the druid and assisted with undressing her. “Dubok is a lord. You must be presented to him.”
 
   Lori did not fight him as big hands pulled at her dress. Fabric slipped along her smooth skin and finally puddled at her feet. Dubok drank in the druid’s curves. Lori stood with petite breasts, pink nipples pointed. Her body was slender with small hips and round rump. Green hair neatly covered her womanhood. Athletic slim thighs continued down to dainty feet. The druid pulled at her ponytail and let her long green hair fall over her shoulders.
 
   Sord knelt down and picked up her clothes, gently tossing them to the side. The captain undid his clothes, eyes on the small druid. Aznara looked to the lord and captain as they drooled over the green haired druid. The succubus felt her own heat begin to magnify as Sord removed all his clothes. The orc had a solid body of muscle, shoulders forming a nearly perfect T shape. When the succubus caught a glimpse of his dangling orchood, her mouth watered.
 
   “Undress me little druid.” Dubok commanded.
 
   “If only you will hear my case.” Lori said without moving.
 
   “We are here. I will hear you.” Dubok said with half closed eyes.
 
   The druid stepped forward, delicate little fingers taking hold of the lord’s garments and helping pulling them off. The lord undid his belt and slipped his hips out of his pants. The druid pulled at the waistband to help the lord along. Eyes stared at the bulge between his legs barely contained by his black small clothes.
 
   Trystan was about to pour himself another cup of wine when strong green hands encircled him from behind. A sharp mouth closed around his earlobe and gave it a playful pull. Heat poured off the orc as Ursa pressed her chest to his back. The mage could not turn around for fear he would not be up to the experience. Being with an orc was not on his spectrum of secret desires.
 
   “Do I repulse you?” The lady whispered into Trystan’s ear.
 
   Trystan turned to Lady Ursa. The orc took a step back to reveal her dress barely clinging to one shoulder. A pointed green nipple on a large heavy breast was exposed while half the dress covered her other breast. Trystan looked at the royal orc, her skin was smooth but muscle lines showed. Ursa’s face was smooth and her lips were normal despite small pointed tusks protruding up pass her bottom lip. Ears were slightly pointed and small. The lady had a combination of powerful and sensual. Trystan noticed she was a few inches taller than him and had to turn his eyes up to meet hers. Black eyes stared with a gently wide brow.
 
   “You do not repulse me.” Trystan said truthfully. “I am just having a hard time separating everything I have been told about your kind for most of my life.”      
 
   Ursa smiled. “You will find many things in the world are not exactly as you may have thought. This may be your opportunity to discover for yourself what is truth and what is fiction.”
 
   Lady Ursa reached out and took hold of Trystan’s clothes. Fingers unbuttoned one by one. The mage watched as the orc eyed him. Opening his shirt, the lady gazed upon his chest.
 
   “Your kind has fascinated me. This is my first time with such a handsome human.” Ursa said with a breathy tone.
 
   “I only wish I was up to the experience.” Trystan frowned.
 
   The womanly orc let her hand cup his bulge and found it only half engaged. She was about to say something when Aznara stepped closer. The succubus drew herself in close and eyed Trystan.
 
   “I know this mage very well. Maybe I can help set him up to task?” Aznara said to Lady Ursa.
 
   “Do you not believe I can set him to task?” Lady Ursa gave the succubus a cold stare.
 
   “I believe my lady can certainly do it but let me get him ready for you. Royalty should not have a rope when they can have a hard spear. I will just be a moment and he will be all yours.”
 
   “Do not take his seed. I want the mage to warm my belly with it.” Ursa demanded.
 
   Aznara bowed her head. “The mage will spurt his seed into you as promised.”
 
   Lady Ursa nodded. “Show him your talents.”
 
   Aznara fell to her knees in front of Trystan. Looking up, she winked at the mage. Trystan looked down as the succubus undid his pants and pulled them down. When Aznara pulled down his under clothes, the mage was exposed and half hard. Trystan couldn’t believe what was happening as the succubus licked her lips and took his manhood into her mouth.
 
   The succubus closed her eyes as inches sank passed her lips and a groan flowed up her throat. The mage glanced at Lady Ursa as she shed the rest of her royal clothes, then back to eyeing the demoness as inches appeared and disappeared into her mouth. A heated growl rose up the orc’s throat as she clearly enjoyed watching the mage getting harder.
 
   Trystan couldn’t contain himself. Aznara let her sharp teeth barely graze his shaft. The motion and sensations caused blood to flood his member in short order. The tips of Aznara’s horns touching his exposed stomach only added to the danger and seduction the succubus was providing. Sord walked over and watched alongside Lady Ursa and the succubus moaned her delight.
 
   “He seems to be rising to the occasion.” The captain smiled.
 
   “Yes he is.” Lady Ursa whispered, her own hand running along her thigh and touching her hairless slit. Finger tips pressed at her own opening and wetness flowed.
 
   Aznara’s moans filled the room as she sucked on Trystan’s cock. The mage was rock hard and a small moan escaped his lips. Lady Ursa stepped forward and grabbed Aznara’s red hair. Pulling, she yanked the succubus off Trystan and stared at her.
 
   “Thank you. Now please Captain Sord.” The orc said as she let go.
 
   Sord took hold of his member. Aznara was unchained as her lust turned feverish. The succubus launched her mouth on the captain’s girth member and sucked with extreme relish. The orc captain let out a small groan as his head tilted back. Aznara’s hands were on his hips as she force feed his cock into her mouth and deep down her throat. 
 
   Lady Ursa picked up Trystan and took several big steps to the bed, throwing him down onto his back. The mage barely sat up as the orc crawled over him. Big firm breasts pushed against his face as a drop of wetness fell on his thigh. Trystan muffled out a breath and a green nipple pressed into his mouth. The mage felt his heart pump in his chest as wild urges lit up his entire body. Lust welled up and quickly his mouth took hold and sucked on pointed tips.
 
   The female orc took hold of Trystan’s manhood and pressed the throbbing head to her wet slit. Eyes closed, the orc bubbled up a long deep moan as she mounted the mage, inches pushing into her. Trystan let out his own muffled groan. The orc was tight, almost impossibly tight. When she squeezed, the mage could barely contain how good it felt. When her womanhood touched the base of his member, Trystan nearly cried out on how snug he was.
 
   “That’s it mage. Please your lady. Please me all night.” Lady Ursa moaned as she moved her hips slowly.
 
   Sitting naked, the orc lord looked to the druid. The sounds and moans from the others only seemed to inflame the lord. Lori knelt down between his muscled legs, his member nearly fully hard. The druid’s hand took hold of the base as she licked the end. Looking up into Dubok’s black eyes, the druid closed her mouth around the end and pressed her tongue to the tip. The orc lord made no sound as he watched the druid pleasure him. Sitting nearly bored, he stared as inches filled her mouth.
 
   “You will know what it is like to be taken by an orc little one. Pleasing me with your mouth is merely an appetizer. I will be sure to spurt my seed in all those tight holes.” Dubok grinned.
 
   Lori ignored the orc’s words as she bobbed her head. The salty taste of his skin lit up her tongue as she took him up to half way point of his cock. He was much too large to fit completely into her mouth so the druid pressed her tongue along the underside. Pinning his cock against the roof of her mouth, the green haired druid moaned and sucked with increased tempo. The orc lord’s eyes opened a little wider but only a little.
 
   Sord looked down at Aznara as she suckled his cock. Big green hands reached down and took hold of her arms. Pulling her to her feet, the captain’s cock slipped from her mouth and the succubus whined her displeasure. Before she could attack him, the orc slammed her against a pillar. Aznara heaved and whimpered as her wrists were cuffed and chained to the stone pillar. Looking back at the orc, his member pointed at her like a weapon.
 
   “I will enjoy it more with you at my mercy.” The orc grinned.
 
   “I believe I will enjoy it more.” The succubus hissed with delight.
 
   Clawed hands took hold of her dress and ripped at it. Aznara whined and moaned as large strips of black and red dress came off. Red nipples were revealed as breasts bounced from ripping clothes. The succubus writhed as the captain’s hands ripped at her undergarments to reveal a reddish strip of hair over her thin slit. The orc fell to his own knees, pressing his mouth to the succubus’s valley. A pointed tongue snaked out and licked her wet opening. The succubus’s eyes turned into her head as pleasure spiked. The demoness squeezed her thighs around the captain’s smooth head. The orc took hold of her thighs and pried them open wide. Wetness spilled into his mouth as he tortured the sex demon with his tongue. Aznara moved her hips to his tongue and strangled moans rose up her throat.
 
   Lady Ursa pressed down her weight onto the mage. Trystan struggled to keep from releasing his seed. The orc lady seemed increasingly sensitive for each thrust down on his manhood made the orc whimper louder and louder. The tempo had moved from a slow even pace to a faster and faster rhythm.
 
   “Yes mage! Please…..your….lady!” The last word came out in a growl.
 
   Ursa let out a long nearly painful growl as her nerves lit up. An internal wet explosion shocked every part of the orc. Growling, another orgasm shattered her nerves and quickly followed by another. Trystan suckled and nibbled the sensitive orc as she thrust down onto his staff. The mage could not believe it as Lady Ursa’s womanhood clamped around him, milking her own orgasm over and over.
 
   Trystan’s mouth let go of her nipple and his head fell back into bed. The orc continued to slide on him and not letting go. Wild urges lashed at his being as a growing pressure pounded to be released. Trystan grunted and groaned but the orc was so tight around him that he could not release his seed.
 
   “Too…tight…..too…tight..” Trystan groaned over and over.
 
   The female orc looked down, milking another orgasm and staring at the struggling mage. With half closed eyes and a playful smirk, she released her grip on his throbbing manhood slightly. Trystan felt the opening and cried out. Lady Ursa smiled as jets of molten come spurted into her tight space. The orc helped the mage along by squeezing and milking each long spurt. Trystan’s senses exploded as bliss crashed into him. Heaving, more come was pulled from him and the Lady Ursa looked down pleased.
 
   “You have really set me on fire, mage.” Lady Ursa said as she let the mage’s cock flop out of her.
 
   Trystan gasped for air and then sat up. Lady Ursa moved her body down and took his cock into her mouth. Pointed teeth grazed his shaft, causing the mage to stay hard out of pure fright.
 
   Dubok moved his hips slightly, spearing his member into Lori’s already full mouth. The druid cried out as her own fire was lit. One hand snaked between her legs and fingers played with her dripping womanhood. Head bobbing, the druid released her own wants and desires on the lord.
 
   “Release my cock. I want it to taste your tight cunt.” Dubok commanded.
 
   Lori pulled the orc’s cock from her mouth and stroked it with one hand, letting the tip touch the side of her cheek. “You will hear my case.” The druid whispered.
 
   Dubok smiled. “Tell me you case and I will see if it is worth it.”
 
   “Let us explore the ruins…..and I will give myself to you.” Lori whispered.
 
   “You have already given yourself to me.” Dubok leered.
 
   “No I haven’t.” Lori said in a heated whisper. “I have not given myself to anyone.”
 
   Dubok’s black eyebrow raised. “You are still a virgin?”
 
   “My womanhood is still pure as is my bottom. My mouth has pleased many and you are just another notch on my staff.”
 
   Blood coursed into Lord Dubok’s member. “Give me your cunt and I will consider it.”
 
   Lori gave a seductive shake of her head, still stroking the lord’s cock. “You may not until we have an agreement.”
 
   Lord Dubok stood up and glared at the druid. Lori was taken aback by the abrupt movement from the orc lord but quickly recovered by taking his hanging hard member in her hand and continued stroking it.
 
   “You think you can bribe me? I could take you now. I could have my guards come in and hold you while I shove my cock deep in you.”
 
   Lori looked up with big eyes. “Then you would be breaking our agreement. I’m sure the druid college will have no choice but to have you answer for your crime.”
 
   Lord Dubok fumed. Lori gently took his cock into her mouth, gently suckling like some wild animal drinking from a pond. Pulling the wet end of his cock from her mouth, she looked up with innocent eyes.
 
   “No need to be upset my lord. I would gladly give you my tight body in exchange for safe passage to the ruins. Assure me we can explore and I will let your majestic cock invade my valley. I will always know that it was you my lord who conquered me and you will always know that your spear slain my virginity.” Lori said and licked the end of his cock.
 
   The orc lord stood silently as the druid hungrily took his cock into her mouth, moaning and whimpering with each playful suck. Moans and the sound of skin on skin filled the room as the orc lord considered the druid’s demands.
 
   Captain Sord was on his feet, hands holding Aznara’s thighs wide apart. The succubus looked down with a hunger, eyeing his hard green cock. Without a word, the captain pressed the head of his member to Aznara’s tight opening. The succubus shuddered as he sank every inch into her. Not long after, the orc’s hips thrusted with power, impaling the demoness. Aznara struggled in her bonds, wanting to clamp her claws on his muscled back. The thrusts caused her tits to bounce. The orc glided his tongue along her nipples, sending the succubus into a frenzy.
 
   Lord Dubok looked over to his captain and the succubus. “Captain, when you are done, I will have need of you.”
 
   “Yes my lord.” Captain Sord managed as he thrust to the hilt, forcing the succubus to squeeze his throbbing member.
 
   Dubok looked down at the druid as she lazily sucked his member. “I will agree to your terms on a condition.”
 
   Lori pulled his cock from her mouth. “I will consider it. What is the condition?”
 
   Dubok looked to Trystan as his wife’s head bobbed between his thighs. “You are taken by all three of us. I will invade your valley. Captain Sord will invade your ass and the mage fills your mouth. Are we in agreement?”
 
   The green haired druid stroked the orc’s thick cock, her own hand touching her glowing nub. “I accept.” Lori whispered.
 
   “Captain. Mage.” Dubok said simply.
 
   Sord was thrusting so hard into Aznara that the succubus was lost in a sea of pleasure. With a mighty grunt, the orc’s cock thickened and Aznara cried out. The succubus clenched as an orgasm blasted her senses. Thick hot come spurted into the demoness causing her to grip her chains tighter. Seconds felt like hours as pulse after pulse of pleasure and bliss rained down. White touched the edge of Aznara’s vision when suddenly the captain pulled his cock from her. The succubus felt an emptiness and whined her disapproval. Sord took hold of the pin to her cuffs and pulled it. The succubus collapsed to the floor, fingers immediately pressing and stroking her own nub.
 
   “Duty calls. I will return when I’m finished.” Sord said and walked over casually to his lord.
 
   Trystan’s eyes were locked on the Lady Ursa’s head bobbing on his surprisingly still hard cock. The orc had her own fingers between her thighs, rubbing herself and shuddering to her own touch. 
 
   Pulling her mouth from Trystan’s cock, she turned her head to her husband. “I’m not finished with him.”
 
   “You can have him when we are done sealing the agreement.” Dubok said with authority. 
 
   The Lady Ursa took one last lick of Trystan’s glistening member and sat on her knees, fingers pressing against her throbbing clit. Trystan looked over as the orc lord placed a hand on Lori’s shoulder and shoved her to the fur covered floor. Lori looked up with a hint of fear, legs open and body quivering. 
 
   Trystan slid off the bed and was on his feet. “Lori you don’t have to do this. Not for the college, not for anyone.”
 
   Lori looked to the mage. “I do this because I believe I must, for all our sakes.”
 
   Dubok eyed the druid like a predator watching their prey but spoke to Trystan. “Come here mage. Tonight you become an orc brother. Tonight you share a prize with us. When we conquer, we all take part in the spoils. Join us or the agreement fails.” 
 
   Trystan kneeled down by Lori’s head. “Don’t do this. Let the agreement fail. We can find another way. Don’t let him take that part of you.”
 
   Lori looked up at the mage with understanding eyes. “I see now why they adore you. You have nothing to fear gallant mage. I am working out my own fears and desires. Tonight was the tipping point and I accepted what I must do. Tonight we will do what we must to achieve our goals.”
 
   The orc lord grunted. “Enough talk. I will take her first.”
 
   Dubok was on his knees, big hands on the druid’s knees, staring at her green valley. Lori looked up with a touch of fear and a heated breath. The orc took hold of his thick spear. Nearly falling on the druid, the point of his member pressed against her tight opening. Lori’s breathing quickened as fear and desire spiked. Trystan had full view of the orc lord. The green monster grinned as hips pushed. Lori’s mouth made a perfect O as wetness coated Dubok’s cock and he pushed in. The druid let out a soul sucking scream as inches pushed against tight walls. Chest heaving, she moaned as pain and pleasure bloomed. Dubok continued to leer as inches sunk into her tight depths.
 
   The orc’s body nearly engulfed the petite druid. Lori closed her eyes, body trembling from an ocean of bliss and new knowledge. Pain stretched out like tentacles for long moments before it began to ease. The orc lord did not give the druid time to adjust as he moved his hips. Thrusting caused Lori to yelp, hands clutching at the lord’s muscled back.
 
   “I will fill your belly with my seed. You will dream of my cock when you sleep.” Dubok grunted.
 
   Captain Sord stood over his lord as he took the druid. Trystan was frozen, staring at Lori as she seemed lost to blinding sensations. Lady Ursa sat at the edge of the big bed, legs open and fingers swirling her bare slit. Aznara looked around hungrily. Needing to satisfy her own demonic desires, the succubus crawled across the floor to Dubok’s wife. Without any acknowledgement, the demoness pressed her mouth to Lady Ursa’s fingers and full lips. Ursa looked down and pulled her hand away, letting the succubus lick her wet gash.
 
   Dubok grunted as he increased the tempo. Lori could barely contain the orc lord as he invaded her. Squeezing only made the sensations flare up and she gulped down air. Dubok’s eyes widened as he moved closer and closer to release.
 
   “Your lord comes!” Dubok groaned.
 
   “You…..are….not…. my lord!” Lori managed as her body shuddered.
 
   The orc’s cock thickened, sending the druid into a maelstrom of bliss. Heat burst from her small form as an orgasm flashed. Lori’s eyes rolled into her head as explosion after explosion caused her to tremble and shudder. White come burst from the orc’s cock. Molten heat spurted into her small womb. On and on it went, the orc lord staring down at his conquered prize. Lori looked to Trystan, eyes glassy with bliss. The mage could see as the lord pulled out slightly, blood covered his shaft.
 
   Trystan remembered what Lori said about no blood or torture. He was about to say something when the druid shook her head slightly. A grave shadow covered the mage’s expression as he remained silent.
 
   Huffing, the orc lifted the druid effortlessly in his arms. Rolling onto his back, he was sure to have the druid not break contact between them. The sudden shift caused Lori to moan as white seed dripped from her full womanhood. Taking hold of her arm, Dubok pulled the druid to his chest.
 
   “Captain.” The lord said simply.
 
   Captain Sord was on his knees, his orchood fully erect. It glistened with Aznara’s wetness. A moan filled the room as Lady Ursa watched, the succubus licking her clit and tasting her wetness. The orc was silent as he stared at Lori’s bottom. Dubok took hold of her ass and spread her cheeks. The orc pressed his spear point to her pucker. Lori looked back with wide eyes. She turned to Trystan as the captain slowly pushed at her opening. Trystan ran fingers through her green hair as her mouth hung open. The captain’s head pushed through and penetrated her tight opening. The druid trembled, biting her lip to keep from screaming again. The mage did what he could to comfort her but Lori knocked away his hand. A fierce hunger took hold in her eyes. Of her own accord, the druid pushed against both orc cocks. The lord watched as Lori moaned and pushed against them. Sord was slow at first, moving in and out, giving her time to adjust. The druid nearly growled as she thrust on them, squeezing and making herself tighter and tighter.
 
   “Trystan…give me your cock.” The druid glowered.
 
   Trystan did not move. The druid huffed her dismay. Reaching out, her small hand took hold of his half hard member. The mage was pulled to his knees as the druid closed her mouth around his cock. Lady Ursa groaned another orgasm as she watched all three men take the small druid. Bodies moving to hot rhythm, Lori gave muffled moans. Dubok lay with the druid moving on top of him. Sord pushed to the base and back out in long strokes. Trystan felt himself getting harder and harder as the druid pressed her tongue under his shaft to the roof of her mouth.
 
   All four moved to lust crazed desires. Trystan was the only one holding back, feeling shame that the druid would make such a sacrifice for them. Reason began to ebb the more Lori sucked and stroked his cock with her tongue. The beast deep within the mage began to awaken and a warm shudder ran up his spine. Despite trying to keep it at bay, it rattled the cage and pulled on the chains.
 
   “I come again.” Lord Dubok grunted.
 
   The orc lord’s hips pushed up, cock stiffening and exploding with spurts of hot seed. Lori did not break the tempo as she moved, come dripping out of her and down the orc’s shaft. Sord was holding the druid’s thin waist when she shoved his cock to the base. Lori let out a muffled scream as the captain’s cock thickened and spurted come into her. The druid tightened her come filled holes, milking all she could from the two orcs.
 
   Trystan could not keep his darker self at bay any longer. The lust was so thick you could cut it with a knife. The mage took hold of the back of the druid’s head and helped her along, sucking on his cock faster and faster. Without warning, come spurted into her mouth and down her throat. Lori could not contain herself any longer. Body pushed just beyond her limits, the druid climaxed. The orgasm and release caused her entire body to tremble on the edge of infinity.
 
   Time stood still as bliss covered all in its seductive embrace. Trystan pulled from the druid’s mouth and she took a deep breath. The orcs kept themselves inside of her, milking more of their obscene amount of seed. Trystan was on his feet, still hard and wanting more. Lady Ursa looked to the mage and beckoned with a clawed finger. The mage stalked forward. Aznara looked away from the orc's slit, mouth and chin covered in wetness. Moving aside, the succubus watched as Trystan aggressively pushed the Lady Ursa onto the bed.
 
   The female orc moaned her approval as the mage drove his staff into her waiting portal. Wild horny rage took over and the mage drove himself deep. The orc moaned to the savagery of Trystan’s assault. The mage could not control himself as he bit her protruding nipple. The orc cooed her pleasure and held the mage close. Trystan pulled his head from her full breasts and groaned by her ear. The orc nibbled on the mage’s ear as he slammed his hips in between her thighs.
 
   “He will betray you.” Lady Ursa said with the barest whisper.
 
   Trystan did not stop his need for release but the words burned into his mind.
 
   “I’m coming!” Lady Ursa quickly followed with a loud groan.
 
   The orc tightened around the mage but this time nothing could stop him. The mage growled like a beast as come forced its way through his and spurting into her tightness. The orc squeezed him to her own breaking point as orgasm after orgasm exploded internally. Bucking, the orc moaned her pleasure.
 
   With the beast sated, Trystan felt his former self begin to return. Looking at the lust filled eyes of the orc, he wondered if what she said was true. Was Dubok going to betray them? Why would she say this about her own husband?
 
   Lady Ursa took hold of the mage’s jaw and turned his eyes to hers. “I’m glad you finally let your true self out. Now rest up because the night is just beginning.” The orc grinned.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Twelve 
 
   Hot water cascaded down the mage’s body, mind numb with dark thoughts. Trystan tried to push it all away but it hung on like a fisherman’s hook in his skin. Lady Ursa’s words as he took her rang on and on. The mage had not seen anyone since last night’s activities and tried to figure out how he was going to tell them of Lord Dubok’s betrayal.
 
   Memories from last night swirled into his addled mind. All six had gone on for hours and hours. Trystan didn’t know he could push himself to that limit. Lord Dubok was first to fall asleep. Lori was next as she lay curled on the fur covered floor. She was exhausted and seemed to take solace that she could sleep. Aznara and captain Sord continued their activities. Trystan last remembered the captain passing out and the succubus still riding him. Lady Ursa held the mage close as she fell asleep. Trystan noticed she had a small smirk on her face as he too drifted to dream land. When he woke up, guards were coming in and handing them their clothes. The orcs were gone and only Lori and Aznara remained. Trystan was quickly escorted to his room and needed a shower badly.
 
   Steaming water streamed over his shoulders as he tried to think of anything to alert his companions. The soreness in the mage’s shoulders sent prickles with every bit of movement. Thoughts turned to Gwen and the mage’s heart sagged in his chest. He was thankful she didn’t have to endure the night with them but he wondered if she spent her time worrying about all of them.
 
   Trystan rubbed soap onto his skin. Hands scrubbed at his arms, removing the sorceress’s mark over his familiars. Once it washed away, two bursts of mist flared. Sylk and Bella appeared in the shower and nearly knocked the mage into the wall. Arms hugged him as they kissed and held him.
 
   “Master! We didn’t know what happened. It was dark and we could not hear, see or feel anything.” Sylk said and planted kisses on his neck.
 
   “We were so worried. We thought something terrible happened to you!” Bella said as her blue goo arms encircled the mage and siren.
 
   “I’m okay. I’m okay.” The mage repeated.
 
   Sylk pulled slightly away and looked up into her master’s eyes. “Did you black out again? Are there new markings on you?”
 
   “No. The sorceress had to imprison you on my skin. They feared you would do something to the orc lord.”
 
   Sylk raised a blue eyebrow. “We would never do anything to him. We would only defend you.”
 
   Trystan laughed. “That’s what I said but they were being extra cautious.”
 
   “What happens now?” Bella asked.
 
   Trystan held them close to him. “First I will finish my shower. Then we will come up with a plan. I was informed that Lord Dubok may betray us. We need to alert the others and figure out how we can get out of this.”
 
   “Are we going to the ruins?” Sylk asked, holding her master a little tighter.
 
   Trystan nodded. “We are. Once we are there, we must capture the green slime at all costs. Lori bargained our way there so we cannot fail at our trial.”
 
   Sylk and Bella nodded their heads in unison, determination filling them with new resolve. Trystan turned his head in the steamy water. The mage then looked to the blue slime as she moved from the shower. Pondering for a moment, an idea formed.
 
   “Bella, stay behind. I need to try something.”
 
   “Yes master.” The blue slime said with a small concerned smile. 
 
   ***
 
   The very air held a chill as the sun blazed high in the afternoon sky. Trystan looked to the mountain as they marched closer and closer. Lord Dubok led the way, sheathed sword at his waist. The four companions walked behind him. The mage noticed that Aznara was bright eyed and full of energy but she kept herself steady. Lori had faint rings under her eyes. She too seemed no worse for wear. Gwen walked along, eyes forward as if she wasn’t ready to talk to the mage just yet. Behind them, Lady Ursa and sorceress Batul strolled along. Behind them was a regiment of orc soldiers being led by Captain Sord.
 
   “We are nearly there.” Lord Dubok bellowed.
 
   At the base of the Gray Peak Mountain, thick rectangular stones jutted from the land. The closer they walked, the more defined they were. A square entrance of stones appeared against the mountain base, leading to a dark cave.
 
   The regiment of orcs halted. Lady Ursa and Batul walked closer to the four companions. Trystan quickly took in his surroundings. A field of ankle high grass covered the area and little else. The mage noticed no water for him to manipulate and that shortened his options considerably. Running through his spells, he knew he could change mana into an element but water was the third hardest one to do, with air and fire taking first and second. Earth the was the most difficult but easy to manipulate like air. The mage only had a handful of spells in the other elements and all were not useful for a large battle.
 
   The companions had even less equipment. They were not given their back packs or Lori’s staff. Trystan knew Gwen carried the jar needed to capture the slime and wondered if the witch had a backup plan? Trystan disliked the idea of anyone getting hurt, much less being killed. The mage worried that today might be the day he may have to take a life and it did not sit well with him.
 
   Lord Dubok looked to the druid. “As promised, escorted safely to the ruins. You may now explore and take your notes.” The orc chuckled after the last word.
 
   Lori stepped forward. “And what will you do now Lord Dubok?”
 
   The orc looked up to the sky and smiled. “I will take in this beautiful day and wait.”
 
   Gwen’s mouth pursed. “Wait to take us back?”
 
   Lord Dubok looked to the ink witch and a darkness crawled into his expression. “I don’t believe you will be coming back.”
 
   The wind picked up for a moment as the words sunk in.
 
   Lori glared at the orc. “You promised us safe passage.”
 
   Lord Dubok crossed his arms. “And I have delivered as promised. We never discussed you returning.”
 
   “I wish I was surprised.” Aznara said in a low voice.
 
   Gwen stepped next to Lori, staring at the orc lord. “Lord Dubok, the colleges will not stand…..” The witch was cut off.
 
   “Spare me your threats! The Emerald Goddess has powerful allies ready to defend my people from your kind.” The orc lord shouted.
 
   Lady Ursa stepped forward along the four companions. “Please husband, let us all turn back now. We do not have to go down this dark path any longer.”
 
   Lord Dubok eyed his wife with contempt. “Dark path? They should be honored. The Emerald goddess will take their sacrifice and reward us with untold knowledge. Why do you wish them to turn back? Do you want to resume your former position of sacrifice?”  
 
   “I want us to live our lives without bending knee to some horrific monster. What goddess would require sacrifices in her honor? Not a benevolent one!” Lady Ursa shouted back.
 
   Lord Dubok drew his sword. “Know your place, wife! We will discuss your treason back at the keep.” Dubok looked passed the small group to his soldiers. “Archers!”
 
   A row of orcs stepped forward with bows notched and strings pulled. 
 
   The orc lord pointed his sword at Gwen as he stepped a wide circle around the four companions. “It was a pleasure meeting and fucking. Now go to your end so I may enjoy the rest of the day.”
 
   Gwen silently began walking toward the ruins. Trystan, Lori and Aznara followed. The succubus gave the lord a long hard stare and flipped him a middle finger. The orc chuckled as he stood by his wife.
 
   Trystan walked by Gwen’s side. “Lady Ursa warned me that this would happen. I never had a chance to inform everyone.”
 
   Gwen continued to look forward. “It wouldn’t have changed anything. I knew our host would betray us the moment we met him.”
 
   “So you let him toy with us?” Trystan wasn’t sure if he should have been upset.
 
   Gwen turned to the mage with soft eyes. “We needed to play the game to get this far. If we tried to sneak or power our way in, one or all of us may not have returned.”
 
   “We may still yet not return if this slime is as powerful as everyone thinks she is.” Trystan said in a low voice.
 
   “Trust me Trystan. The orcs haven’t outwitted us. We have them right where we want them.” Gwen turned her head to Lori and Aznara. “Be ready to defend yourselves.”
 
   All three nodded their heads. The four stepped closer and noticed a large slab stone directly in front of the cave opening. The gray stone was stained with streaks of red. The top of it was concaved, stagnant blood and water puddled within. The cave opening was dark as sunlight bathed their bodies all around them. Trystan tried to pierce the darkness by squinting but the abyss would not give up its secrets.
 
   “I will take point.” Trystan said.
 
   “No need.” Gwen whispered.
 
   In the dark gloom, something moved. Seconds ticked away as the four stared into the cave. Shadows slowly parted as hints of green appeared. The light straining to penetrate the darkness met with something transparent and fluid. Wet green legs appeared with a waist next and then full breasts bouncing. A smile bloomed in the darkness, glowing green.
 
   The four companions stepped back further and further. The feminine slime stepped out of the dark cave and into the brilliant sunlight. Crazed eyes stared unblinking at the four and a jagged grin grew wider. Trystan could see that the slime was almost an exact copy of Bella except for the green color and madness in the eyes.
 
   “Welcome brave mages and druid. I have been expecting you for some time.” The slime even sounded like Bella.
 
   “Bella?” Gwen whispered as she stared at the green slime.
 
   The slime shook her head slightly. “Not Bella. Master calls me Bellatrix. Our red sister is Belle.”
 
   “The slime by the Faith college?” Trystan asked as he took another step back.
 
   “You are a smart one Trystan Song. Tell me, do I light your desire like my dear sister?”
 
   Trystan opened his senses. “You reek of madness.”
 
   Bellatrix laughed long and hard. “You have an intuitive mind. Belle has our rage while Bella contains our shyness.”
 
   Trystan could sense streams of mana connected to the green slime as it moved closer. The mage guessed everyone else could sense it as well. Gwen stopped walking back and held her ground.
 
   “Bellatrix, we’ve come to take you home. We want to heal you and your sisters.”
 
   “Why mother? I like it here. The orcs supply me with sacrifices and the cave is very comforting. You should stay here. I have a place to store your skeleton. It will look great at the head of the table. You can judge me and tell me how awful I am. It will be truly like family.” Bellatrix let out a crazy giggle.
 
   “Why…why did he do this to you?” Gwen asked, eyes watering.
 
   Bellatrix tilted her head. “Father? We tried to kill his pet. He knew we would try again. That filthy bitch took up all of his time. If I had my way I would have sliced her open and made her dance for me. Father knew we would try again so he gave us new purpose and I couldn’t be happier!”
 
   “What purpose? What does he want you to do?” Trystan asked.
 
   Bellatrix’s eyes grew impossibly wide. “We are to feed. He will call onto us when the ritual is completed. He will direct us to our final duty. Then he will forgive us when the task is complete. Oh how I dreamed of his seed splashing down my throat in blissful redemption.”
 
   Aznara bended at the knees and called up a spell. “She is completely mad.”
 
   Bellatrix turned her head to the succubus. “Madness is a state of knowing. Let me show what madness can do.”
 
   The green slime’s arms lifted up and split into several tentacles. The tentacles lengthened and the ends turned into sharp arrow headed points. Grinning with sharp green teeth, the slime’s face distorted into a mockery of her former beauty. The slime slithered forward, tentacles whipping about.
 
   Aznara acted first. Mana surged into her hand, whirling and sparking into a fire ball. The mage whipped her hand forward and sent the fire ball streaming toward the twisted slime. A tentacle smacked it out of the air and it struck the ground in an explosion. Bellatrix laughed and all her tentacles whipped out.
 
   Everyone dived out of the way with sharp blades just missing them by inches. Aznara was back on her feet and running, fireballs appearing in her hands and hurtling at the slime. Explosions ripped the area apart as green transparent tentacles stretched and sliced at the succubus. Lori whispered to the air spirits and they listened. A hurricane powered blast of air came rushing down, slamming into the slime. Bellatrix was blown back but quickly righted herself.
 
   Trystan cast a spell to control the green slime’s watery body but the spell fizzled. Quickly he tried it again but it also fizzled. Something prevented the mage to harness and control her body. Trystan looked to the altar and whispered a spell. The blood water surged up and formed into three blunt cylinders. The mage flicked a wrist and all three struck the slime from behind, impaling themselves half way in her. Trystan flicked his wrist again and the cylinders burst in all directions, shards of hardened blood water ripping the slime apart.
 
   The mage knew it was not enough to kill her as he readied another spell. Bellatrix quickly flowed together and her grinning face appeared. Lori spoke to the earth spirits and they listened. Rocks from the side of the mountain crashed and crunched together. An earth spirit took a basic humanoid form, stomping toward the emerald slime. Bellatrix turned and raised an arm while screaming. A rock fist came crashing down turning the slime into a splat across the grass. The earth spirit heaved up but the green slime snaked up its legs and burrowed into the spirits chest. The rock spirit made a strange sound as green slime surged and finally tightened. The boulders holding the spirit together exploded into dust and fist sized stones.
 
   “Oh my, an earth spirit that couldn’t stay hard.” Bellatrix laughed as she quickly reformed.
 
   Gwen had kept her distance, standing and watching. Trystan glanced to her wondering if she was going to join in. Casting a spell, the blood water formed into a chain with a collar. The mage poured mana into the collar, making it denser. Whipping it at the slime, the collar clamped onto the slime’s neck. Bellatrix looked down and smiled until and collar squeezed hard and bonded with her goo neck. The other end of the chain anchored to the ground. The slime tried to pull from it but found it holding her in place.
 
   Trystan concentrated. The mage tested the spell on Bella back in the room to ensure it would hold. From Bella’s details he had to keep pouring mana into the spell to hold her in place. For it to succeed, the mage had to keep his familiars on his skin to ensure a steady flow of mana. If he broke his concentration, then she would be able to slip out. 
 
   “I can’t keep this up forever!” Trystan shouted.
 
   Aznara walked a little closer to the slime, a stream of fire pouring from her hand and burning organic goo. Bellatrix laughed and screamed as she struggled against Trystan’s spell and the burning sensations. Body bubbling, a blunt tentacle shot out, striking Trystan in the hand. Bone cracked and Trystan grunted as the spell was broken. Blood water fell away. A tentacle lashed out, striking Aznara at her side and sent the succubus flying into Trystan. The mage, clutching his broken hand, managed to just turn enough to miss Aznara’s horns. Her body slammed into his and they both went tumbling to the ground.
 
   Gwen held out her hand and whispered a word. A large jar appeared in her hand. Mist rolled up her jacket collar and streamed into the air. Bellatrix turned to the witch, mist rising up and a jar gleaming in the sunlight.
 
   “You will not take me Mother! I have purpose now and you will not interfere with father’s designs. You will bend your knee and know your place just as all humans will!” The slime frothed and surged toward the witch.
 
   The mist over Gwen took solid shape. Blue scales gleamed in the perfect sunlight as a long serpentine body grew solid. Trystan managed to look up as pain crawled passed his wrist and up his arm. Eyes frozen, he stared as a serpent appeared over Gwen. White feathered wings extended and beat, keeping the serpent in the air. Its body was thick as a man’s waist. Slitted eyes peered down at the slime as it hovered over its mistress.
 
   Bellatrix glared at the blue serpent. “I’m not afraid of you Quintin! You hold no power over me……”
 
   The blue serpent opened its maw, blue light glowing from inside. A second later, a stream of lightning burst from his mouth. Bellatrix surged forward only to have the lighting streak toward her and slam into her transparent body. The slime exploded and landed in large glops all around the ruins. Trystan watched as the globs rolled toward a central point to reform. The winged serpent familiar unleashed volley after volley of lightning bolts, blasting craters into the earth and sending slime everywhere. The mage was in awe of the serpent’s power and stared as lightning blasted several more craters. Smoke billowed and everyone watched and waited silently.
 
   Slime rolled together and slowly formed into Bellatrix. The slime laughed and laughed as she pulled herself together. The process was slow but her face showed she was not finished yet.
 
   “Fools. You cannot stop me…….I am the chosen…I am….” Bellatrix stopped.
 
   A jar flew at her with blinding speed. The open end struck her chest and the mouth sank into her goo. Bellatrix looked down with a questioning stare. A moment later she screamed profanities. Green slime was sucked into the jar. Tentacles and Bellatrix’s face writhed and held onto the edge, trying to fight the suction. She gave one last look to Gwen and growled before being completely sucked in. The cover slammed shut and the metal clip snapped into place around the neck of the jar. It fell to the ground and rolled into a smoking crater.
 
   Gwen stepped forward. Mist flowed up from Trystan’s arms. Sylk and Bella sank to their knees by their master as he cradled his hand. Aznara was on her feet and dusting herself off. Lori stepped to the crater and peered down. Quintin hovered in the air, watching his mistress step to the edge of the crater and fish out the jar. Gwen held up the jar with green liquid fully encased. She whispered a word and the jar disappeared in a puff of smoke.
 
   The ink witch turned and walked toward the fallen Trystan. The mage smirked as she calmly walked to him, bended her knee and took his hand into hers. Sylk and Bella watched as a warm glow appeared around their clasped hands. Bones pulled together and cracks were sealed. The light died but Gwen continued to hold Trystan’s hand.
 
   “You were very brave dear mage.” Gwen smiled.
 
   “We helped.” Aznara sneered.
 
   Gwen looked to the succubus. “You did indeed. You kept Bellatrix distracted long enough for me to mentally search for the jar. Had I known where exactly it was, it would have been easier to call it to me. Since the orcs stored our items, I had to search for it.”
 
   “You could have told us you needed time.” Trystan said gazing into Gwen’s blue eyes.
 
   “Trials are never easy. You all had to rise to the occasion. If I did it for you, you wouldn’t learn.” Gwen winked.
 
   “Release the Emerald Goddess.” A voice command from behind.
 
   All four turned to see Lord Dubok holding Lady Ursa by her hair in one hand and his sword at her throat with another. The orc soldiers had moved closer, bow strings pulled back and metal arrow heads gleaming in the sunlight. Lady Ursa was calm but her black eyes were wide as the blade pressed against her green skin. Batul and Sord stood with their heads down and eyes on them from behind with the orc soldiers behind them.
 
   “I said release her!” The orc lord spat.
 
   Gwen slowly stood up. Silently she started walking toward him. Arrows pulled back another inch. Captain Sord lifted his hand up ready to give the command, eyes helplessly looking to Lady Ursa.
 
   “Not another step witch or her blood is on your hands.” The orc lord said through gritted teeth.
 
   Gwen whispered a word. Lord Dubok looked to his blade as it turned into a cobra. The hood flattened out and the snake hissed. The orc yelped and dropped the snake. It turned into his sword the moment it touched the ground. Quintin beat feathered wings and opened his maw. Lightning arced, blasting the ground before the row of orc archers. The resulting explosions sent orcs flying backwards, crashing into each other and collapsing to the ground. Orcs stirred dazed and confused but alive.
 
   Lady Ursa’s hand moved like a blur, taking hold of the lord’s dagger from his belt. A moment later the point was under the orc’s chin. Lord Dubok put his hands up, eyes wide.
 
   “My lady, it was a bluff for them to release the Emerald Goddess. You know I would never harm you.”
 
   Lady Ursa stared with a cold gaze. “Was it a bluff when you told Captain Sord that I would be the next sacrifice? Was it a bluff when you marched me to the altar and I begged for you to stop? You would have done it if the Emerald Goddess didn’t inform you of the mages coming.”
 
   Lord Dubok’s expression softened. “It was all part of my design. I could never part with my wife and lover.”
 
   “The mage satisfied me more then you ever could.” Lady Ursa smiled.
 
   Lord Dubok’s gaze hardened. The orc brought up his knee into Lady Ursa’s gut. Lady Ursa grunted from the blow. Dubok reached for the dagger. Lady Ursa used her free hand to mash her husband’s face. The dagger point stabbed under the orc lord’s chin. Sharp metal punctured an artery and the end sliced into the brain. Lord Dubok gurgled as blood filled his mouth and poured down his chin. Trystan looked away as strength left the lord’s muscles and he slumped to the ground, life fading from his black eyes.
 
   The Lady Ursa’s shoulders trembled as she heaved. Gwen walked up to the orc and put her arms around her. The orc hugged the witch back. Captain Sord stepped over and kneeled to Lady Ursa as did the Court Sorceress Batul. The dazed orcs also bended knee to their Lady.
 
   Aznara’s eyes watered and she hugged Trystan. The mage held her close. Lori looked at the dead orc and spoke with kind spirits. Several spirits guided Dubok’s spirit back to the source so he may redeem himself in another life.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Thirteen
 
    Trystan and his companions waved at the town entrance. Lady Ursa and Captain Sord waved back. Behind them, nearly a hundred orcs smiled and waved as the four companions continued walking South. Some shouted thanks while others yelled good fortune. Trystan couldn’t hold back the smile. The experience in Rudal was one he would never forget. By unanimous vote, Lady Ursa had become the leader of Rudal an hour after Lord Dubok’s death. The main hall was filled with orcs ready to speak their displeasure with their former lord and embrace the Lady as their new leader. Secrets came to light how the town did not trust the Emerald Goddess. How they wished to pray to their old gods to bring fulfillment in their lives. With the Emerald Goddess removed, a sigh of relief fell over the town as orcs felt they could be themselves without fear of persecution.
 
   Trystan wished them well. Aznara had to jump on Captain Sord one last time before they left. Arms and legs curled around the orc, she shoved her tongue down his throat. When they finally broke their embrace, the succubus told the orc to call her. Lori had a long discussion with Lady Ursa to open trade paths and agreements so the town could be connected to Karath city. The lady agreed and would welcome an envoy to discuss how they can help each other. 
 
   Trystan noticed Gwen was quiet during the celebrations. Since the ordeal, the mage figured the trial must have been hard on her. Seeing one of her familiars she created to be turned to such violence and evil must have hurt more then she let on. 
 
   The town of Rudal faded into the distance as the four walked on into the beautiful day. Trystan walked side by side with Lori, asking more questions about druids. Lori seemed to take it in stride, telling him more and more about their teachings. Aznara was in good spirits as they marched on, skipping and holding her tail. Gwen smiled as the group continued but the edge of her eyes held a touch of sorrow.
 
   Spring blossomed around them as the chill melted away. The days back to Karath were relaxed. The nights held a coolness. Sylk was more than happy to sleep alongside her master, their bodies warming each other in their tent. Trystan enjoyed the company but his mind often wandered to Gwen, her tent feet away. 
 
   The ink witch spoke little as they travelled. Trystan found himself walking closer to her only to slow down when his nerve gave out. He respected what she was going through and wanted to comfort her but something told him to give her space. The mage continued on but his heart beat with worry.
 
   Two days later they reached Karath station. Trystan was never so happy to see the train. Sleeping in the outdoors was fun but he dreamed of a real bed. The small rooms on the train would have to do until he was back in his own bed in Stukarr.
 
   The druid hugged Gwen fiercely. The ink witch stroked the druid’s green hair and held her tight. Lori turned and hugged Aznara. The succubus was on the verge of tears. She took hold of the petite druid, lifting her up and kissing her on her lips. Lori playfully protested with wide eyes and muffled whines. Gwen watched with kind eyes and a small smile. When Lori broke her kiss, the succubus licked her cheek and placed her on the ground.
 
   Trystan stood, feeling awkward. He never liked goodbyes and he felt this was going to be a difficult one. The druid eyed the mage and smiled. Stepping closer, the mage and druid hugged each other tightly.
 
   “Thank you for being a positive light.” Lori said into the mage’s chest.
 
   “Thank you for being so strong.” Trystan said into the druid’s ear.
 
   The two pulled away slightly. The druid looked up into Trystan’s eyes with a glint of wonder.
 
   “We shared an experience. I hope we can share more of them in the future.” Lori smirked.
 
   Trystan’s eyebrow went up. “You mean…ummm..like when we….”
 
   Lori let out a laugh. “I mean I want us to be friends. You are a good man. I can see why Gwen cares about you.”
 
   Trystan gave a blank expression.
 
   “Trystan, I must confess something before you go.” Lori looked over to Gwen and Aznara as they walked to the station, giving the mage and druid a moment. “The forest told me what you and Gwen were trying to do.”
 
   “You know?” Trystan felt embarrassment creep into his eyes.
 
   Lori nodded. “I know. Do not worry. I will keep it to myself. But I think you need to take a long look at your relationship with Gwen. I see the spark between you both.”
 
   “Lori, you don’t know, I have someone I love very much back at Stukarr.”
 
   The druid smiled kindly. “I know you do. I can tell by how you carry yourself. You are an honorable man and that seems to be a rarity in these times. I’m not saying you stop loving your true love. I’m saying you may have more than one true love. Don’t let your honor stop you from experiencing everything life has to offer.”
 
   “Relationships can be messy. I have seen it firsthand. I don’t want to hurt the ones I love.” Trystan said quietly.
 
   Lori hugged the mage again. “If they really love you, they will understand your heart cannot be chained to theirs. You give it willingly as I’m sure they do. Know that and your anxiety will become a distance memory.”
 
   “Thank you.” Trystan whispered.
 
   “You don’t have to thank me. I just wanted to give you something to think about. I will miss you Trystan Song. If you ever feel like visiting, I will be more than happy to show you around Karath. The city really shows its best colors during summer.”
 
   “I will make some time.” Trystan smiled.
 
   Lori pulled away and looked to the mage. “We have only a short time in this world. Make sure every moment counts. Goodbye Trystan.”
 
   “Goodbye Lori Leaf Haven.” Trystan said with a sad smile.
 
   The mage turned to see Gwen and Aznara talking in the station, passengers in the background boarding the train. Walking to them, Trystan turned his head to the side to get one last glimpse of Lori. The druid was standing by a tree, her hand reaching out. Touching the tree, the petite druid slipped into it and was gone. Trystan’s eyes pointed down for a moment. He turned to Gwen and Aznara and smiled. Walking up the few steps into the station, he joined his companions and boarded the train for home.
 
   ***
 
   The rocking train was soothing as Trystan lay in his bed. Trees whipped by as the train sped back to Stukarr. They would arrive by tomorrow and report in on the details of the Trial. Trystan made a mental note to write in his Trial Spell Book but for the moment, he was so exhausted he zoned out on the passing scenery. It was nice to hear the hum of the locomotive and his body finally began to relax. The mage could feel a need for a drink. He wondered if he should ask Gwen and Aznara to dinner and then a celebration in the bar car. After all they deserved it. The mage let out a peaceful sigh when there was a knock at the door.
 
   “Come in.” Trystan said, turning his head.
 
   The thin door slid open. Gwen stepped in, head down and the brim of her hat covering her eyes. Trystan propped himself on his elbows as the witch closed the door behind her. The room was quiet for seconds. Gwen removed her hat and placed it on a peg by the door. Trystan stared at her, eyes drinking in her perfect form and sensual lines.
 
   “Trystan….” Gwen said and for the first time, a heavy shyness glowed.
 
   Trystan sat up and let his legs hang over the side, feet touching the floor. “Gwen…I thought maybe we could meet for dinner later. We could invite Aznara and celebrate.” Trystan said softly.
 
   Gwen smiled. “That sounds nice.”
 
   Trystan could feel urges storm through him. Mad passions wanted to make him take hold of the witch and toss her onto the bed. Ripping clothes off, he wanted to make wild passionate love to her. The loving fantasy played out but the mage did nothing but stare at the beautiful raven haired witch.
 
   Gwen seemed to firm up her shoulders. “I….I have been thinking about how we can overcome your anxiety so I can help you recover your lost memories.”
 
   Trystan gazed and his heart thumped in his chest.
 
   Gwen continued. “There is something there between us. I think if we explore it then maybe you will be relaxed enough for me to recover your memories. I can…..” Gwen was stopped short.
 
   Trystan stood up and hands touched the witch’s waist. Gwen’s eyes were wide as the mage leaned in, lips touching hers. The small room grew warmer as mage and witch kissed, tongues slipping into mouths. Arms taking hold, the witch felt her own hips grind against Trystan’s. The mage pulled at her shirt, natural feelings clawing at the fabric. Gwen pulled away to take deep breaths. Trystan kissed along her neck, lips pressed against the space right before the ear. The witch quivered as she held him close, pressing her body against his.
 
   “Trystan…..I…..I…just want you to know…..I…will remain…..professional…” Gwen tried to say through heated gasps.
 
   Trystan pushed Gwen against the wall hard, his body pinning hers. “Gwen…..I need you….”
 
   Gwen’s eyes closed as the mage kissed and held her in place. The witch curled a leg around Trystan’s hip, pressing him closer, a firmness growing against her.
 
   “I need you too.” Gwen whispered as her last shred of willpower fell away.
 
   Hands clawed at each other’s bodies. Trystan took in the Gwen’s scent. The witch pushed at him a little, breaking their hold. Gwen took hold of his belt and unbuckled it. Unzipping his pants, the witch pushed down and they puddled to the ground. Trystan took hold of Gwen’s tight shirt, lifting it up, fingers grazing swollen breasts. Lifting her arms up, the shirt was pulled off and thrown aside.
 
   The mage could not contain himself. Hands taking hold of her arms, the mage threw the witch onto the bed. Gwen looked up, topless and eyes filled with wanting. Trystan pulled his shirt up and off. The witch admired his toned body as her hands unbuckled her own belt and snaked legs out of pants. Laying in black panties, the witch eyed the mage as he slipped the last of his under clothes off and stood naked, his manhood hardening.
 
   Gwen lay on the bed, nude except for her black panties, the final piece of fabric keeping them apart. Trystan stared at the beautiful woman. Large firm breasts beckoned to him with pointed light brown nipples. Alabaster skin brightened against the light from outside, making her glow with desire. The mage was fully hard as Gwen breathed with lust in her eyes.           
 
   Trystan knelt down at the edge of the bed. Heat poured off his body as hands took hold of black fabric. Before he pulled at them, the mage snuggled his face between her legs, mouth over fabric. Gwen let out a gasp. The teasing was too much and she moved her hips, grinding her womanhood to his mouth. Wetness bloomed. Trystan pulled fabric aside to reveal a black triangle of short curly hair and a slit directly in the middle. The mage stared as wetness glistened along the plump line. Gwen stared as the mage pressed his lips to her. A moment later bliss flared as his tongue traced along her sensitive flesh.
 
   Gwen gripped the bedsheet with tight fingers, another gasp escaping her lips. Sitting up, she watched with half closed eyes as Trystan licked along her line, pressing the tip of his tongue to her throbbing nub. Gwen felt the growing empty pit inside her and she wanted nothing more than to be filled by this young man she hated to admit she loved.
 
   The witch tried to control the urges pressing against her very being. The mage pressed his lips to her mound, tongue swirling against her. Nerves coiled and the witch made small moans. The panties were getting in the way. Trystan took hold and pulled his mouth from the writhing witch. Slipping them off, the mage threw them aside and gazed once again at the fully nude Gwen. Hips moved with the witch pleading with her eyes. The emptiness was too much and she silently begged him to end her torment.
 
   Trystan felt warm confidence flow over him. There was no need to rush as he snuggled between creamy thighs, slowly whipping at her pink line. Gwen pushed her hips against him, mad desire exploding as the mage teased.
 
   “Trystan……please…..I need you….I need….” Gwen huffed and writhed.
 
   The mage ignored her cries, teasing and playing with her, savoring every moment. The scent of sex filled the small room. Gwen flopped back and accepted his torture. Chest heaving, she attempted to calm down and ride the pleasure of Trystan’s mouth and tongue. The mage curled arms around her thighs, keeping her in place as he licked away. Gwen could feel her nerves tighten. Her mouth made a perfect O as pressure built up. The sensations were overpowering and Gwen bit her lip to keep from screaming. Breasts bounced as her breathing quickened. Eyes flashing open, the witch stared up as the pressure reached the tipping point.
 
   The room filled with soul curling moans. Trystan smiled as he licked and slathered between Gwen’s thighs. The witch bucked and clamped her thighs around his head, keeping him in place as he traced her sensitive nub. A flood of euphoria splashed against tight nerves. The moan turned into a long gasp. Wetness flowed and the mage lapped at her honey. 
 
   “Please lover. Please take me. I have needed you for so long.” Gwen begged.
 
   Trystan pulled away and stood up. The witch stared with eyes dripping bliss. The mage knelt on the edge of the bed. Then his body glided over Gwen. Hands reached up and ran along his toned body. The witch glanced down to see the mage was fully hard, his purple headed staff throbbing. 
 
   Trystan cupped Gwen’s breast and let his tongue glide over her pointed nipple. Goosebumps raised and Gwen smiled. Trystan took hold of his manhood and pressed the head to her quivering folds. Gwen was still like prey caught in a predator’s final act of snuffing her light out. The mage stared into Gwen’s eyes as he slowly pushed his way in. Gwen held her breath as she parted, inches pushing her open. She finally took a breath when the mage’s member was fully sheathed.
 
   Trystan took hold of each of Gwen’s wrists. Holding her arms down, he kept her at his mercy. The witch moved her hips, squeezing him, coaxing him to impale her over and over again. The mage’s resolve began to falter and his hips moved to her motion. Control was being lost as Gwen turned from prey to predator. She had him inside her and now she would make him feel paradise.
 
   The mage fought for control but it was a losing battle. Gwen moved with seductive rhythms. Experience moved her body, her womanhood squeezing and caressing the mage’s manhood. With heated breath, the witch pressed her chest against the mage, sensitive nipples against his smooth toned chest. Trystan found his tempo increasing. 
 
   “I have you my handsome mage.” Gwen whispered playfully.
 
   The sensations were too much as Trystan lost control. Gwen teased him and that only caused the mage to push harder and harder into her. Trystan’s cock was nearly vibrating as blood pooled into every vein and capillary. Heart beating stronger with every push and pull, the mage groaned as pleasure spilled over his mind. Stress bled away and bliss took its place. The sound of skin on skin filled the room. Gwen looked up seductively as her hands slipped from Trystan’s hold. Hands took hold of his firm ass and she helped his tempo, moving faster and faster.
 
   “You have my heart.” Trystan whispered.
 
   Gwen clutched at the mage, bringing him down on her. Bodies pressed, she held him close, hands beginning to glow. Hips pushed between tender inner thighs. The sounds of love making washed over them. Mana pathways opened as the mage moved with a fevered pitch. Gwen moaned her delight, holding Trystan close, her body bouncing to his strong thrusts. 
 
   “You have snared mine.” Gwen whispered in his ear.
 
   Trystan couldn’t hold on much longer. Gwen could feel the mage thicken and she goaded him on. Moans silenced as the ocean of pressure pressed on every cell in the mage’s body. Bodies glistening from heat swirling around them, Trystan pulled back to see Gwen staring back. Souls touched as something greater than themselves spoke of hidden knowledge.
 
   “Give me your magic seed my mage.” Gwen said with a breathy command.
 
   Trystan moaned as the world tipped. Gwen felt a rush of heat as she climaxed. Streaming spurts of come splashed into the witch’s tight depths. Gwen squeezed with all her power, her own orgasm turning into waves of shuddering contractions. Trystan pushed into the witch with all his strength as Gwen pushed against his member, holding on for dear life. 
 
   Time stood still as pleasure pulsed and pulsed. Trystan felt he could leave his body as Gwen moved her hands to the sides of his head. The witch whispered arcane words as Trystan looked down at her in a dreamlike state. With a final word, there was a flash. Energy poured into the mage’s mind, striking the dark silent part of his brain. The ink witch faded from view as the darkness opened and memories spilled from their imprisonment. Trystan remained still as the darkness parted. 
 
   “I remember.” Trystan whispered as pain coiled around his heart.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Fourteen
 
   Blackness melted away with each blink. A gloomy confusion stirred as light burned in the distance. Eyes focusing, the orange and yellow light turned into torch fire against dark stone walls. Heaviness pressed down on wrists and ankles. Trystan tried to move a hand and metal clinked. The air was hot and humid, covering his skin like a blanket. The mage moved again and felt the heavy pull of chains on his wrists and ankles. Breathing a deep sigh, vision sharpened and the mage turned his head to take in his surroundings.
 
   In a wooden chair, an old man in a black robe sat. The man’s head was tilted forward and his eyes were closed. His hair was white and sparse, wrinkles running along his skin. Looking further sideways, a leather case sat next to the chair, shadowy firelight illuminating it. 
 
   Trystan turned his head slowly, taking in more of his surroundings. The room had a vaulted ceiling. The walls were made of stone and torches lined pillars in the corners. One wooden door was a medium distance from his feet. There were no windows and the air was heavy, making it hard to breath. Trystan lay naked on a stone slab as sweat gleamed from his pores. Chains rattled again as he tried to move.
 
   The door opened and a shadowy figure stepped in. The mage stared at the hooded figure, eyes trying to penetrate the darkness of the hood. The door closed and the figure stepped closer. Trystan was silent as the figure moved to his side, the light just enough to show a feminine chin and lips.
 
   A cold chill ran along the mage’s spine. Even with the little he had seen he knew who it was. Gritting teeth, the mage turned his head and stared at the blank ceiling.
 
   “I’m happy to see you.” The voice came out delicate but with hints of sarcasm.
 
   Trystan remained silent.
 
   “Don’t be like that.” The figure took hold of the edge of the hood and pulled it back. “You can’t stay mad at me forever.”
 
   Trystan glared at Freya’s evil eyes and grin. “Let me go and I won’t have to go to the magistrates about this.”
 
   Freya continued to smile as she ran a finger along his chest. “You could go to them but they will do nothing. The world is becoming a different place. One in which their power is inept to handle.”
 
   “I wish I could say I was surprised that you would do something like this but I know you to well. Free me now!” Trystan spat.
 
   Freya pulled her hand back and feigned shock. “You have grown strong my love. What will I ever do? Will you beat me like on the road? Will you bruise me and yell at me? I have to say, that was a turn on. I wished you did that when we were together instead of being a weakling loser.”
 
   “It’s over between us. I thought you would have moved on.” Trystan growled.
 
   Freya tsk tsked. “Don’t you remember. It’s never over between us until I say it’s over. I said I would make you pay and I will. No one leaves me.”
 
   A small delicate finger touched Trystan’s temple. Shadows arced and the mage winced. Trystan turned to Freya once more but the room began to spin. Clutching at his own chains, Trystan held on for dear life. The room began to bend and shift like a funhouse mirror. Vertigo swirled and Trystan tried to right his mind.
 
   “I have to keep you docile. Wouldn’t want you to summon your familiars or cast one of your pathetic spells. You should have come with me to the shadow college. The magic there is amazing. The things I can do to you. The things I will do to you.”
 
   Freya turned her attention to the sleeping old man. “Harold! Wake up and get to work.”
 
   The old man lifted his head and opened his tired eyes. Standing up without a word, the man reached down to the leather case and put it on the chair. Hands dove in and fished out vials, a case of needles and a small bowl. Turning, the old man walked over to Trystan and placed the equipment by the mage’s head. Pulling out a needle with a small cup at the end, Harold inspected his tools.
 
   Freya looked down at the confused Trystan. “Harold here is very good at what he does. He is going to work on you while…..” Freya looked along Trystan’s body and bit her lip. “…….while I work on you.”
 
   “Stop this Freya. You have always crossed the line but this is too much even for you.”
 
   Freya’s eyes locked on Trystan’s wilted manhood. “This is only the beginning. Do you know why I kept you around for so long? I mean I still fooled around but I liked having you there just for me.”
 
   Trystan groaned as the room spun out of control.
 
   Freya continued. “I felt you were one of those boys that had to be molded and shaped. You would never achieve greatness and needed a woman to ensure you reach your full potential. I saw that in you and now I am going to make that happen for you.”
 
   The shadow mage snapped her fingers. Blood rushed to Trystan’s member and it quickly stood to attention.
 
   “I’m glad my teachings have not fallen to the wayside. I thought maybe your red headed bitch would have taught you a new trick.”
 
   “Freya…I never wanted greatness…..I just want to live my life…” Trystan said as his eyes darted around in their sockets.
 
   Freya took hold of his member and stroked it slowly. “Sometimes greatness is thrust upon you. Did I forget to mention that you don’t have a say in it?”
 
   Sharp pain stabbed into Trystan’s skin. Even through the confusion, the mage could see Harold stabbing his needle into skin over his heart. Pain flared again as the old man poured black liquid from a vial into the small cup at the top of the needle.
 
   “What are you doing?” Trystan asked through the pain.
 
   “Harold is going to give you something special. Something to remember me by.” Freya said whimsically as she let go of the mage’s cock.
 
   The shadow mage took hold of her robe and peeled it open. Trystan turned his head to Freya. The room still spun but her body was stable in the chaos. The petite woman let the robe drop to the floor. Hand sized breasts hung, defying gravity, nipples pointed. Her shaven womanhood was plain to see. One thigh held the tattoo of a dark elf while the other had a tattoo of a ghost.
 
   “I don’t want this…whatever it is…” Trystan said in a low voice.
 
   Freya moved closer. “It is a gift. You can’t send it back. It will take some time for Harold to complete it so I thought we would spend some quality time together.”
 
   The shadow mage crawled into the stone slab and nestled between Trystan’s open thighs. The mage picked his head up to see her dip her head down, eyes meeting his. Trystan tried to fight but his body betrayed him. Lips kissed the tip of his manhood and a small tongue slipped out to lick it.
 
   Shadows bloomed along the walls. Freya continued to kiss and lick Trystan’s member as figures emerged from the shadows. The mage turned to see several robed figures with their backs against the walls. Hoods covered heads and the gleaming shine of eyes stared at the mage.
 
   “Don’t mind them. They are some of my friends and classmates. I talked about you so much that they had to see you.” Freya said it like it was nothing before taking his cock head back into her mouth.
 
   Harold pressed the needle to skin again and again. Trystan growled to the pain and gasped as Freya sucked inches into her mouth. The room tilted and spun. Trystan fought to regain some kind of control. Struggling, Harold pressed harder. Pain spiked and Trystan yelled.
 
   “The more you move, the more it will hurt.” Harold said impatiently.
 
   Freya continued to suck and suck as the mage felt his strength give out. Laying on the cool stone, Freya continued to sloppily suck his member. On and on it went as ink was stabbed into skin. Freya could feel her own desires well up as the mage stopped struggling. With him submissive, she let go of his member and licked her lips.
 
   “My pussy missed that hard cock of yours.” Freya said as she crawled over the mage.
 
   The shadow mage looked into Trystan’s confused and pained expression and satisfaction seeped into her eyes. Pressing her shaved womanhood to his throbbing member, she pushed down. Freya let out a long deep moan as the bound mage’s cock spread her inner walls. Wetness dripped down his shaft and the shadow mage hissed her approval.
 
   The door opened and another robed figure stepped in. Trystan lazily looked passed Freya as she mounted him. Eyes focusing, he could see the man with short black hair stare back at the mage. He wore a dark purple robe and a smirk on his lips. The man was handsome as he stepped closer. His face had strong features and a square jaw. Trystan thought he looked like a prince from some fairy tale. Gray eyes looked down at the mage and stood by the stone slab, opposite of Harold and his work. The other robed figures in the room bowed their heads.
 
   “This is him.” The man said with a deep voice.
 
   “Yes master.” Freya moaned as she began to move on Trystan’s staff.
 
   The man turned an eye to Freya. “Please Freya, call me Damon. You sound so formal when you call me master.”
 
   “Forgive me….Damon.” Freya moaned as she moved her hips.
 
   Damon turned his attention back to Trystan. “So the witch chose you to be Bella’s new master. I can see why she would. I can smell the purity of spirit. She likes them young looking.”
 
   “Who….who are you? Why……” Trystan could barely manage to talk.
 
   Damon smiled kindly. “It will all be revealed with time. I can tell you have touched the Libro Nocte. The hint of shadows touched your mind and you beg to know more. Thank you for helping us gain the ritual from the black book. Your actions will help the cause greatly.”
 
   “The Dead Mother….you…”
 
   Damon nodded. “She was a means to an end. She served her usefulness and now we have the next part to a grand design.”
 
   “Why?” Trystan stared.
 
   Damon ran fingers through Trystan’s hair. “Can’t spoil the surprise now can we. When everything is said and done, there will be a place for you within our colleges. For now, continue as though nothing has happened.”
 
   Freya moaned louder as she moved her hips to a faster tempo. Trystan felt a groan escape his own lips and deep needs pushed to be released.
 
   “I will tell the professors. I will tell them of you.” Trystan said with conviction.
 
   Damon smiled. “No you won’t. You won’t remember any of this until the time is right.”
 
   Freya whined and moaned, squeezing the mage between her legs. Trystan felt himself thicken as Freya’s pussy squeezed him tighter. Breasts bouncing, the shadow mage let her enjoyment become louder and louder.
 
   Damon leaned his head close to Trystan. “Be well young mage. I have a final gift for you.”
 
   Damon leaned in close to Trystan’s ear. Whispered words poured out and the mage stared at the ceiling. Arcane knowledge blazed into firing neurons as the words took a life of their own. Trystan could do nothing as the words sunk deep into his mind, into a place so far down that no light can touch it. When Damon was finished, he stood back up and grinned.
 
   “I’m coming!” Freya shouted.
 
   “I will leave you all to it. Trystan, I look forward to meeting again.” Damon said.
 
   Trystan groaned as Freya slammed her hips down on the mage’s rigid member. The heated movements caused her nerves to flare with ecstasy. Freya let out a deep moan and she shuddered with quivering excitement. Internal explosions showered her body with untold bliss.
 
   Trystan cried out as his cock stiffened to nearly the breaking point. Needle pain stabbed into his skin as hips bucked. Jets of come spurted into Freya as she languished in a blissful stupor. A part of the mage’s very spirit was pulled with him as more and more come spurted beyond his control.
 
   Damon lifted up a finger and tapped Trystan right on the forehead. Darkness smothered out the light as Trystan fell into the black abyss, spirals of pain trailing behind him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Fifteen 
 
   The light outside the moving train began to fade. Trystan sat at the edge of the bed, elbows on knees, eyes staring at nothing in particular. Gwen lay next to him, her stomach touching his lower back and her hand on his shoulder. Blue eyes stared at him, pondering on how best to comfort the mage.
 
   “Your ex-husband and my ex-girlfriend did this to me. They manipulated me and inked this black oval over my heart. I don’t even know what to say.”
 
   Gwen turned her head to the window. “Trystan……I…….” The witch trailed off.
 
   The mage turned to the raven haired witch. “I know you didn’t have any part in this. Don’t feel guilty for what your ex-husband has done.”
 
   Gwen’s expression saddened. “I do feel responsible. If I never asked you to find Bella, then you would be living your life free of these horrific events.”
 
   Trystan reached out and ran fingers through Gwen’s long hair. “You had no idea. Besides, my ex-girlfriend is a psycho. She would have found some way to punish me for leaving her. She is simply that crazy.”
 
   Gwen looked to Trystan and smiled sadly. “You don’t hate me?”
 
   Trystan smirked. “How could I hate someone I love.”
 
   Gwen smiled and her eyes held a restrained darkness. “What about Nia?”
 
   The mage let his head hang. “I love her too. I will have to be honest with her. I cannot keep this a secret.”
 
   “Neither can I. Whatever happens; I will treasure our time.” Gwen let go of his shoulder and took his hand into hers.
 
    Trystan nodded. “What do we do now? I mean this is scary stuff. How can I continue going to the college if I may be a danger to it and everyone there?”
 
   “When we get home, I will speak to the Headmaster and Headmistress. I saw everything you experienced. We can discuss how best to remove the oval over your heart and stop Damon’s plans. I will always be at your side and make sure we overcome this terrible curse.”
 
   Trystan looked down at Gwen’s nude body. “What should we do in the mean time?” The mage smirked.
 
   Gwen eyed him and a small smile appeared. “We should get something to eat. We won’t be back to Stukarr until early morning. We could spend the night talking or…..”
 
   “Whatever we do, I want us together.” Trystan said as his hand glided over her smooth back.
 
   “As you wish, mage.” Gwen said with a glowing smile.
 
   ***
 
   The gentle glow of the dawn’s early light touched the eastern sky. Rays of sunlight burned at the foggy gloom covering Stukarr city. Aznara gave Trystan a long hug before walking off back to the dorms. She couldn’t stop talking about seeing Sunara again. The mage and witch waved goodbye as the succubus was swallowed up by the morning fog.
 
   Gwen turned to Trystan. “I’ll bring Bellatrix to the college and tell the Headmaster and Headmistress about everything we have learned. I will text you when everything is said and done. They will most likely want to meet with you to discuss options and solutions.”
 
   Gwen could see the dark circles under Trystan’s eyes. They had spent most of the night together and sleep wasn’t had by either. “You should go home and get some sleep. Today could be a long day.”
 
   Trystan nodded. “I will.”
 
   Gwen shifted on her booted feet, unsure how they should part. Trystan noticed it and took hold of the witch by the arm. Kissing, they held each other fiercely. When they finally parted, Trystan looked to the beautiful witch.
 
   “I will see you later.” Trystan smiled.
 
   Gwen nodded and hugged him one more time. The two left the train station together. They parted when they were close to the college, Trystan going to the penthouse off campus and Gwen walking to the main entrance of the college.
 
   The elevator ride was quiet. The mage reached the top floor and walked down the hallway. Sleep harassed his weary form. Walking in, the penthouse was quiet. The sun shined brightly as it lit up the main room with morning light.
 
   The mage moved like a zombie to his bedroom door. Opening it, he slipped in and closed the door behind him. Looking to his bed, a figure lay under the covers, blanket snuggled to a feminine chin. Red hair splayed out over a white pillow. The mage stared at Nia as she slept, closed eyes filled with peace. Back pack sliding off his shoulder and eyes half parted, the fire mage looked to the bedroom entrance.
 
   “I missed you.” Nia said with a whisper. “Get naked and come to bed.”
 
   Trystan gave a half smile. “I should shower first.”
 
   “You don’t have to shower. I like you dirty.” Nia said as her eyes closed again.
 
   Trystan crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed. “When did you get back?”
 
   “Middle of the night.” Nia said and took in a deep breath.
 
   Trystan was silent for a moment, wondering how he was going to tell the love of his life that he slept with someone who also might be the love of his life. Nia’s eyes half opened again and she looked to Trystan’s creased brow.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Nia said as she tried to wake up.
 
   “I have to tell you something.” Trystan said in a low voice.
 
   Nia’s eyes blinked and she stirred from her comfy spot. Turning her face to Trystan, she pushed the cobwebs away and listened.
 
   Trystan’s fingers fiddled with each other as he looked to the floor. Clenching his jaw, the mage decided it was best to be honest.
 
   “Gwen and I slept together.” The mage blurted out.
 
   Nia’s eyes closed and she snuggled into the blankets a little more. “I know. I can smell her on you.”
 
   Trystan looked to Nia’s closed eyes. Regret and sadness rained down on the mage’s heart as he felt he destroyed the best thing to ever happen to him. Nerves flared as he readied himself for the storm of fighting and lashing out that happens when you hear the person you loved cheated on you.
 
   “I understand if you want yell or scream at me.” Trystan said after a long pause of silence.
 
   Nia opened one eye. “Why would I do that?”
 
   Trystan looked to the red head in confusion. “I thought that would be terrible. I thought familiars were okay but…..”
 
   “Trystan, we are dating. You can sleep with whomever you want. I’m not your keeper. Now get naked and get under the covers with me.” Nia smirked.
 
   “I said I loved her.” Trystan bared his true feelings.
 
   “I know you would. You’re a loving guy.” Nia sat up and the blanket fell away to reveal her naked body. “I’m pretty understanding but you should stop thinking everything you do is going to hurt me or hurt us. I know how you feel but tell me, do you love her more than anyone else?”
 
   Trystan was silent. He couldn’t base it off loving one more than the other. The love he felt for Nia, Sylk and Gwen was big but it didn’t overshadow each other. For Trystan, love was love. Either you do or you don’t. There was no middle ground.
 
   Nia continued. “Trystan, you love who you love. I think I know you well enough to know what I’m getting into with you. Am I wrong?”
 
   Trystan looked to the beautiful red head. “No, no you’re not.”
 
   Nia ran a hand through her own hair, firm breasts bouncing softly. “So take off your clothes and get into bed with me.” The fire mage commanded.
 
   Trystan was on his feet and shedding his clothes. Looking down, he watched as Nia’s hand disappeared under the blanket covering her waist. Hand and fingers sliding, she leaned back into the bed and stared at her mage as he undressed. When Trystan was fully naked, she stared as his manhood grew right before her eyes. Tossing the blanket aside, Trystan could see her toying with herself, her other hand beckoning him into bed.
 
   The mage slipped into bed. Bodies pressing to each other, Trystan took a deep inhale of Nia’s scent when something else mixed with it. Curious eyes turned to Nia as her hand took hold of his member and guided it toward her waiting womanhood.
 
   “I smell Sunara.” Trystan said simply.
 
   “Do you want to talk about Gwen and Sunara or do you want to fuck me?” Nia smiled.
 
   The mage returned the smile. Without much foreplay and his body aching from soreness, Trystan pushed himself into Nia’s tight opening. The mage couldn’t believe how fortunate they both were to find each other in this world and he thanked whatever gods were listening. The pain and torment of his past melted into the background. Bodies writhing and moans rising, Trystan knew he had a lot to think about. But that all would have to wait. Life was much too short to spend on the evils at his doorstep. Gasps mixed with scents of sex. Moans grew louder and louder. The fire mage moved her body to Trystan’s, eyes drinking in the hard lust in his eyes.
 
   Urges screaming, the mages moaned their desires as muscles clenched and hearts exploded. Breathing heavy, Trystan continued to move into Nia as their orgasms died down. Nia curled her legs around his waist, making sure to keep him there, milking every last drop of his seed.
 
   Trystan felt a dreamy veil descend upon both of them. The world could end tomorrow but for now, their love entwined, growing stronger with each passing moment. The mage knew that with Nia at his side, they could take on whatever horrors may come and they will succeed.
 
   Trystan rolled over but kept Nia in his arms. The two mages fell asleep, dreaming wondrous dreams in each other’s embrace.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Sixteen
 
   Trystan and Nia walked through the pristine campus grounds, fingers entwined. The mages couldn’t keep their hands off each other as they strolled to Headmaster Gloomis’s home. The red head looked down shyly as Trystan kept turning his head to glance at her. Twice they had to stop walking to kiss and hold each other. Some students huffed as they passed the couple while a few others smiled. The day was crystal clear and the sun shined brightly in the noon sky.
 
   The mages continued their slow march, passing home after home belonging to professors working at the college. The designs were modest but carried an underlining creative flare depending on the personality. It was evident when they reached Master Gloomis’s house. It stood the tallest and largest, equal to the home next to it belonging to Headmistress Vela. 
 
   Walking along the wide path to the front door, Trystan marveled at its size. It had a pointed roof but a single tower connected to the front. There were four floors, not including the attic. The wood paneling was a deep purple and white rim around windows and doors. The front door was a polished wood and the base of the home was made of stone. The two mages walked up a few steps and reached the front door where a gargoyle for a door knocker hung.
 
   Trystan took hold of the door knocker ring and hit it against the door. Nia’s hand slipped away from Trystan’s just as the door opened. Gwen beamed when she saw Trystan. Eyes turning, the witch smiled and bowed slightly to Nia. 
 
   “Come in. Everyone is in the back. We should be getting ready shortly.” Gwen smiled and stepped aside.
 
   Trystan and Nia walked in and were awestruck. The inside looked far bigger than the outside of the home. Books lined walls as the pair entered. Comfortable chairs dotted the main room and spiral staircases coiled upward. The shelves held thousands of books. Trystan took in a deep inhale, enjoying the book smell. It was just like the library and for a moment, he felt like he was home.
 
   Gwen led the way and the two young mages followed. Pass the main room was a sitting area. The entire back of the sitting area was made of glass and looked out to a lush garden. The witch opened a glass door and continued walking. Flowers bloomed and trees blossomed. Vibrant colors glowed as Nia stopped to smell a flower. Trystan eyed the fire mage as she looked to him and smirked. 
 
   Walking on, the three entered a large open grassy area. In the middle stood a fountain carved into dragons with streams of water trickling from their mouths. Around the fountain was a stone floor. A chair and table was off to the side. By the fountain stood several people. Master Gloomis and Mistress Vela smiled as the witch and mages walked to them. Professor Hart gave a bright toothy smile. Aznara and Sunara waved as they stood close together. Vanessa Shroud was there, wearing a wide rimmed black hat and black dress. The hat cast a shadow over her face but it could not contain the sad smile when she saw Trystan. Next to the group stood two glass cases, nearly six feet tall and empty.
 
   “Welcome Trystan and Nia.” Master Gloomis bowed.
 
   Trystan and Nia bowed to the Headmaster and Headmistress.
 
   Mistress Vela stepped forward to the two mages. “We are happy that you are here. Before we get started, we just wanted to speak about what has happened.”
 
   Master Gloomis nodded. “Ms. Azure has informed us about what had transpired with you Trystan. It is unfortunate a student must endure such an evil act. We will do what we can to discover what plot Damon Wick was put into place.”
 
   Trystan’s eyes looked down. “I’m sorry for being so much trouble. It was never my intention.”
 
   Mistress Vela gave an understanding nod. “Don’t be sorry young mage. You will learn that life will have many trials and some will not end on a positive note. We are happy to help you or any student that may be having a difficult time. But there are still mysteries to uncover.”
 
   Professor Hart walked over to the glass cases. “I constructed these two cases to hold the slimes so we can question them. They may try to break free but I have fortified them with binding spells. They will need plenty of mana if they even want to break the glass.”
 
   Master Gloomis stepped into the middle of the group. “Mistress Vela will probe the slime minds while Professor Hart, Ms. Azure and I question them. We ask you all to witness what transpires but do not engage them. They may use trickery and we must be prepared. Since you have all interacted with the slimes, we want to pool everyone’s knowledge once we are done.”
 
   Gwen put a hand on Trystan’s shoulder. “We have to ask you to allow Bella to be a part of this. Are you okay with her being present?”
 
   “I’m sure she is willing to help.” Trystan said.
 
   “Good. When it is time, we will ask you to call her forth.” Gwen turned to the small group of students. “Does anyone have any questions before we start?”
 
   Vanessa raised her pale hand. “I don’t understand why I’m here?”
 
   Professor Heart looked to the pale mage with kind eyes. “Due to new information, we believe you were used in a larger plot. Your presence may help tease out valuable information or help you remember more of your past.” Professor Hart moved closer and took Vanessa’s hands into his. “If you think this is asking too much then you don’t have to stay. We would understand.”
 
   Vanessa looked into Professor Hart’s gray eyes and her lip trembled. “I will stay and help any way I can. I owe you all so much. We are in it together.”
 
   Master Gloomis clapped his hands. “Excellent! Shall we get started?” 
 
   The group nodded their approval. Gwen and Professor Hart stepped forward. They held out their hands and made quick hand signals. An instant later, large jars appeared in the closed glass cases, one green and one red. The witch and professor made simultaneous hand motions. The tops of the jars opened. Green and red slime splashed upward and swirled into a chaotic storm. The jars disappeared and the slimes whirled and surged against the glass. After a long moment, the slimes sank down to the bottom of the case and sprouted upward. Everyone watched as the slimes took humanoid form in each case. Limbs emerged and bodies condensed. The faces were last to form. The green one took on wild eyes and a sardonic grin. The red one took on a hateful, scowling jagged frown.
 
   “Let us out of here!” Bellatrix screamed.
 
   “I will rip you all apart!” Belle shouted.
 
   Trystan glanced over to Mistress Vela and noticed her eyes had turned completely white. Opening his senses, wisps of mana floated like a massive web in all directions. The web was like a fog going on as far as the eye could see. Trystan guessed that Mistress Vela was aware of everything.
 
   Professor Hart glanced to Trystan. “Please call Bella.”
 
   Trystan nodded. Mist streamed off his left arm and poured onto the ground. A second later Bella appeared with her head down and her fingers entwined. The two slimes stopped their heated words and stared at the blue slime.
 
   “Sister!” They shouted in unison.
 
   Master Gloomis stepped closer to the glass. “We see and know the connection you three have. We only ask for your cooperation so we may uncover your former master’s motives. If you help us, you may yet again be together like you were so long ago.”
 
   Trystan didn’t like the sound of that. Having Bella appear to help was one thing but he could not bring himself to lose his beloved familiar. There must be more going on than he knew so the mage restrained his gut reaction to say otherwise. 
 
   Bellatrix leered. “You would hold our own sister hostage? Master warned us of this ploy.”
 
   The red Belle leaned against the glass and crossed her transparent arms. “We are not of low intelligence like our kind in the wild. You cannot tempt us. We serve a higher cause.”
 
   “What cause is that?” Professor Hart asked.
 
   Belle’s anger flared. “The one that will destroy you!”
 
   “Master will set us free. Master will destroy all your secrets. Your city will fall and your people scattered!” Bellatrix ranted with a crazy look in her eyes.
 
   Mistress Vela turned her head slightly to Bella who remained still with her head down. Trystan turned to Bella and stepped a little closer.
 
   “Master will unchain us.” Bella said in the barest of whispers.
 
   Trystan’s eyes went wide. Spreading out his senses, something tethered to the slime like a thin snake moving through the grass. The mage was about to say something when all three slimes looked up. Eyes took on a faraway expression. Standing straight up, the slimes became eerily quiet. The group looked to the slimes and each other.
 
   “What is happening?” Nia asked as she looked to Gloomis and Vela.
 
   “Something is coming through.” Mistress Vela said with a calm demeanor.
 
   The beautiful faces of the three slimes shifted and morphed. The group was rooted to the spot as the transformation continued. The shifting stopped and features changed from beautiful feminine expressions into a handsome male. Trystan stared as all three slime’s faces changed into one that he knew from a recently discovered dream.
 
   “Greetings! I’m glad we all can get together like this to discuss your futures.” All three slimes said in unison.
 
   Gwen took hold of Bella’s shoulders and looked into the man’s face. “Damon!”
 
   The blue slime’s face grinned. “You remembered me. How sweet.”
 
   Gloomis walked closer to the green version of Damon Wick. “Why have you done this?”
 
   Damon continued to grin. “I think it is time to bring my plans to fruition as it were. It has been a long time coming and it feels nearly anticlimactic that it has arrived. I won’t shed too many tears but it does bring joy to me to see your expressions.”
 
   “Out with it, Damon.” Gloomis commanded with a hard stare.
 
   Damon feigned a hurt look. “After all we have been through, you still see me as some mad renegade.”
 
   “That is all you are now. You left the college in some mad pursuit of destiny. We still hear of you, moving all across Lurth and spinning wild tales to bring more to your cause.”
 
   “What do you know of my cause?” Damon sneered.
 
   Gloomis maintained eye contact. “Enough to know you will fail. The colleges have amassed enough knowledge and power to stop your threats.”
 
   “You mean the colleges that are left.” Damon let out a chuckle.
 
   Gloomis’s eyes narrowed. Damon continued. “Yes yes, everyone knows about the great college wars. The splendid colleges of Stukarr, Karath and Lumair fought on bravely against the Terror, Night and Shadow colleges. Your side won only because the shadow college betrayed their own so they could keep their skins and black knowledge. How many students died to keep you in power?”
 
   A shadow fell over Gloomis’s eyes. “Those were truly dark times. No one is proud of the past but it helped provide a prosperous future.”
 
   Damon gave a smug smile. “Tell me, would you shed a tear for all the monsters that died during that fateful war?”
 
   Gloomis raised an eyebrow.
 
   Damon looked passed the Headmaster to Trystan. “They ever talk about it in the text books, how mages enslaved all manner of monsters to fight their war? For every human that died, a hundred monsters were slaughtered. Dark doesn’t cover how they manipulated and controlled them.”
 
   Professor Hart spoke to the red Damon. “The college continues to make amends for such a time.”
 
   The red Damon laughed. “Amends? What amends? You allow a few monsters to attend your sacred college? You call them para-human and think that will help with integration? You think that will wipe away all the blood spilt?”
 
   “I can sense mana growing at the ruins by the three cities.” Vela said calmly.
 
   “Yes, today will truly go down in history. I hope your affairs are in order.” The green Damon smirked.
 
   Gwen continued to hold onto the blue Damon’s shoulders. “Damon, please stop what you are doing. We can work together for everyone’s benefit.”
 
   Damon gave Gwen a long soulful gaze. “My beautiful Gwen. I wish it could have worked for us. We had such a wonderful time together. I would have enjoyed you being by my side instead of the warzone you are currently standing in. I will miss you.”
 
   “Mana is surging.” Vela said.
 
   Gloomis let his brow relax. “Whatever you have planned, can we stop it and discuss? There must be a better resolution for all parties. The college has many students. I will discuss anything but we must spare them.”
 
   Green Damon’s smile faded. “It is too late Joseph. It won’t just be the college that is affected. I fear the entire city must pay for the college’s past crimes.”
 
   Master Gloomis’s eyes widened. “The entire city? There are nearly a million people here. There are families and children to think of. Please stop this!” Gloomis begged with the last sentence.
 
   “What happened to the hard ass I used to know? The uncompromising mage who would barrel his way through any problem. You have grown soft in your old age.”
 
   “I have grown older with wisdom. Please do not set this terrible plan into motion.” Gloomis pleaded.
 
   “I have done what you could never do because of your prejudice and unwillingness to bend. You have heard the rumors of the mass migrations. I have given monster kind a home of their own in Fallen York. They will have access to knowledge humans felt they had to horde for themselves. I have become a beacon to all those in the wild, fighting to stay alive one more day. Humans stay behind walled cities, protected from the harsh wilderness. How safe will you feel when the greatest city in Lurth is destroyed? How will Lurth feel when they see Stukarr burning to the ground?”
 
   Gloomis shed a tear. “Please stop this……”
 
   “The Night College shall rise again!” All three slimes shouted in unison.
 
   Bella turned, arm shifting into a blue tentacle, a blunt end slamming into Mistress Vela’s neck. The headmistress went flying into the air, body bouncing twice before landing on the grass, a moan escaping her lips.
 
   Damon’s face faded from the three slimes. Their normal faces returned with knowing eyes and determined brows. Trystan made hand signals and the spell flared to life. Water streamed upward, forming into chains. Using the same spell he used with Bellatrix, the mage clamped the collar around Bella’s neck and anchored her to the stone floor. More water surged, forming into more chains. Each chain clamped onto a wrist and ankle, their ends stabbing into the stone and spiking out to remain hooked. Bella struggled against her bonds. Trystan didn’t have much practice with the spell and struggled to maintain his concentration.
 
   The ruins by Stukarr city glowed with ethereal light. Runes blazed to life as the massive reservoir of mana glowed. The same happened at the ruins by Karath and Lumair. Mana took on more power as it pushed at spells holding it in place. As if a switch was turned, the floodgates opened and mana streaked into the blue sky from all three locations. Like a living serpent, mana streamed through the air, curving into the air, across miles and downward. Distance meant little as the streams of glowing energy charged for their intended targets.
 
   Bellatrix and Belle slammed goo fists against hard glass. Bella struggled in her bonds. Nia and Vanessa ran to the fallen Vela. Professor Hart made quick hand signals. Stone chains erupted and clamped onto the blue slime. Trystan tried to keep it together as Bella growled and fought against her bonds. The water chains cracked as he feared for Bella’s safety.
 
   Aznara looked up to see three thick streams of mana curve to their location. Master Gloomis looked up and planted his feet. With wide hand movements he made three signals. Mana burst from his body, forming a shell over their location. The streams came barreling down. When they struck the barrier, it shattered instantly. Trystan lost his concentration as Gloomis grunted. Each stream slammed into each slime. Glass shattered and all three slimes vibrated, light pouring from their eyes as mana engulfed them.
 
   Trystan screamed as pain flooded his senses. Looking down at his left arm, magical fire ripped through his sleeve. The mage screamed again as the tattooed stars on his arm flared, burning and melting skin. Trystan stumbled off as the mana fire burned like acid. Falling to the ground, the mage cried out as he felt his connection to Bella was severed.
 
   Aznara fell to her knees, hands taking hold of the mage as he screamed from the intense pain. Gloomis and Hart made hand signals, casting spells. Glowing chains made of pure mana took hold of all three slimes. The slimes struggled only slightly, mana pouring into them. Gloomis and Hart’s eyes widened as the three slimes began to grow bigger and bigger. Struggling to make the chains larger, they could barely keep up. Bella, Bellatrix and Belle grew thicker and taller with each passing moment. The streams of mana did not stop as they flooded the slimes with more and more mana. Vela struggled to sit up and watched as the slimes grew taller than the house and continued to grow. Casting her All Sight spell again, the headmistress let her senses spread out around the college, the city, the lands beyond and finally settle at each coast.
 
   “There is too much mana. They will continue to grow.” Vela shouted.
 
   Gloomis and Hart adjusted their mana chains to compensate but they knew they would run out of mana before the slimes would. Minds racing, they tried to come up with an answer. Mistress Vela continued to study the ruins, seeing the magical locks were open and frozen. She could not close them again. Another idea bloomed.
 
   “We need to destroy the ruins at each location. Only then the mana will not be focused on them!” The headmistress shouted.
 
   “It will take too much time. They can destroy half the city by the time we get there.” Professor Hart shouted.
 
   Gloomis struggled as the slimes pulled at their chains, their heads reaching the height of the city walls. “Are there any protective barriers at the ruin locations?”
 
   Vela’s white eyes stared off. “Yes. You and I are the only ones strong enough to break the barriers and destroy the ruins.”
 
   Gloomis watched as his mana chains began to crack. “We destroy the ruins by Stukarr city and then we both fly off and destroy the others individually.”
 
   “It might work.” Vela agreed.
 
   Professor Hart grunted as one of his mana chains snapped. “We have to evacuate the city. They are getting too big!” The professor shouted as mana flared.
 
   Trystan stood and watched helplessly as the professor and heads of the college used all their power to contain the threat. The three slimes were now bigger than the tallest building. The entire group moved back as the slime’s chests reached the top of the city walls. The mage looked passed the slimes to the top of the walls. Guardian statues began to stir from the slumber, moving and readying themselves to protect the city.
 
   “Hart, the city’s defenses are waking up. I made the magistrates aware of the threat. We need you to lead the defense and evacuate the city.” Gloomis shouted as one of his chains snapped.
 
   “We never prepared for something of this scale.” Professor Hart stepped back as more of his chains cracked and shattered.
 
   “Get the citizens to the tunnels under the college and library. They should be protected there.” Gloomis cried out as two more chains snapped. He had only chained collars around the slime’s necks.
 
   Trystan stared as something overcame Professor Hart’s expression. The mage could see a hint of fear make its way into the professor’s heart. Even Trystan couldn’t imagine moving nearly a million people to the tunnels. The devastation would surely kill a large portion of the population. They had no idea if anything waited beyond the city gates to attack them if people fled. They were functioning in the dark and every second that ticked by made the situation more dire.
 
    Vanessa was up and helping mistress Vela to her feet. “I can get everyone to safety!”
 
   Professor Hart looked to Vanessa just as his last chain broke. The red slime was free and took one step forward, smashing into the Headmaster’s home. Without stopping, the slime brought her other knee forward to crash into the gaping hole of the house. Elemental knights exploded into action. Fire knights blazed brightly as they formed fire bows and unleashed a volley of fire arrows. Every arrow struck true. Belle turned, hand whipping out and forming a thick tentacle. Three fire knights blazed up and one was struck dead on. The knight exploded, cracked burning stone fell to earth.
 
   Vanessa rushed to Hart. His arms caught her and they stared into each other’s eyes. “I can summon all the ghosts and dead from the northern cemetery. They can possess the populace. I will be able to direct them to move immediately. The dead in the catacombs can help them get to safety once they are down there.” Vanessa shouted.
 
   “There are that many dead?” Professor Hart asked with wide eyes.
 
   “More…..but I need mana. The distance is too great and I need mana to help give the commands.” Vanessa shouted over the destruction.
 
   Gloomis took in a deep breath and mana chains snaked out of his hands. A glowing armor covered the headmaster as chains coiled around the red slime and held her in place for a moment. Water and air knights unleashed a barrage of attacks, slamming them into Belle’s face. Bella and Bellatrix broke free of their chains and turned to the destroyed house and the city beyond.
 
   Vela’s eyes returned to normal and she turned to Gwen. “Gwen, can you give her a boost?”
 
   Gwen nodded. “It will drain me completely but I think I have enough to help Vanessa give and maintain the commands.”
 
   “Do it.” Headmistress Vela commanded as a glowing white armor appeared over her form.
 
   Vanessa turned to Hart. “I will redeem my past actions.”
 
   Professor Hart ran the back of his fingers across her pale cheek. “You already have.”
 
   Along the city walls, more guardians awoke. Taking flight, their elemental abilities pulsed as they took aim at the rampaging slimes. Arrows from all four elements were let loose. A barrage of magical arrows struck the slimes, some fizzing and others exploding. The slimes moved on as if unhurt. Holes pock marked their bodies and quickly sealed as fast as they were damaged. 
 
   Resolve filled Professor Hart’s eyes as he broke away from Vanessa. “Students, I need you to alert the college staff and assist with evacuation of the college.”
 
   Trystan was first to step forward, clutching his exposed and burned arm. “Professor, I can help. Let me try to talk to Bella. She still has to be in there somewhere.”
 
   Gloomis pulled back and his mana chains broke. “It’s not a bad idea. We will destroy the ruins here first. If Trystan can get through to Bella, he might be able to stop her.”
 
   “You’re not doing it alone.” Professor Hart looked to Nia and the two succubi.
 
   Without a word, all three stepped forward. Trystan looked to them and his heart was invigorated.
 
   Professor Hart nodded. “Keep your distance and wait till the Stukarr ruins are destroyed. Things get hairy, get to the tunnels with everyone else. I hate to see my students going into something like this but we are out of options.”
 
   Trystan felt confident that if he was close enough, he could get through. His familiar still had to be in there somewhere. “We won’t let you down.”
 
   Gwen moved to Trystan and placed a glowing hand on his arm. The pain subsided but the melted flesh still stung. “It isn’t much but it’s all I can spare.”
 
   Trystan looked into Gwen’s blue eyes. “It’s enough. Thank you.”
 
   Nia turned to the three slimes as they moved off in three different directions. The earth cracked from every footfall and the ground shook. Students screamed and ran. Others put distance between them and the giant slimes, unleashing spells. Bolts of energy struck the slimes but didn’t slow them down as they reached the edge of campus and the city lay out before them.
 
   Professor Hart squared his jaw and stared hard at the slimes. “It is an honor and a pleasure knowing you all. Be safe.”
 
   Before anyone could say anything, a silver aura appeared around the professor. With one last wink he shot into the air. Professor Hart moved directly for Bellatrix and several elemental knights flew in formation around him.
 
   Gloomis in his white armor stepped to Vela with his hand out. “Shall we have this dance?”
 
   Vela smirked in her white armor. The headmaster and headmistress took each other’s hand, white aura’s appearing around them. Vela gave Gwen and Trystan a nod before they too shot into the sky. Screams filled the air as the slimes brought knees and feet forward, smashing into buildings with a terrible rumble. Arms turned into tentacles and lashed out, smashing buildings to rubble.
 
   Trystan looked to Bella as she moved possessed. There was no emotion as she lashed out, destroying anything in her path. Nia took Trystan’s arm and pulled. Aznara and Sunara followed as they all raced along the path of Bella’s destruction. Trystan gave one last look to Gwen. The ink witch stood behind Vanessa and put her hands on the undead woman’s shoulders. The witch breathed a terrible sigh as she watched the young mage run off to stop his familiar. The rim of her hat tilted as a single tear streaked down her cheek.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Seventeen
 
   The ruins glowed against the stone and grassy area. Even in broad daylight, the power radiating form the rune covered stones pulsed with unusual light. Gloomis and Vela stared for only a moment at the pulsating ruins. The students studying the area had already fled, searching for a safe place away from all the chaos. Gloomis looked to Vela and their eyes connected. Speaking without speaking, hands made signals. Arcane words floated into the air, changing the very laws of physics and bending reality. Mana flushed their bodies as they called on more.
 
   Vela could see the protective barrier surrounding the ancient ruins. It was meant to deflect any magical and physical attack. With most of the stored mana streaming to the slimes, the shield was only strong enough to stop most mages. Gloomis also looked down and smirked. Headmaster and Headmistress knew they were stronger than most mages. Powering mana in their hands, the white living energy grew stronger and brighter with each passing second.
 
   “Simple mana blast?” Gloomis asked.
 
   “Simple is the best.” Vela finished.
 
   Pointing palms outward, mana lightning arced along their armored arms. The energy grew to a fevered pitch. A mental command was given and light flashed. White energy shot from their hands, streaking toward the ruins and slamming into the invisible shield. The barrier flared from the energy pounding into it. Gloomis and Vela were calm as the mana blast cracked the shield and shattered it. Energy struck the ruins from both powerful mages. Another flash and the entire area erupted in a white hot explosion. Gloomis and Vela covered their faces as stones struck their armor like molten coals. A small mushroom cloud appeared as the two mages floated back. Before the land could settle, Vela’s eyes turned white as she spread out her senses. Gloomis looked to her to ensure they had a victory.
 
   Vela’s mouth grimaced. “The mana stream is dying. The other two locations are compensating. They are still pumping mana into all three slimes.”
 
   “We have to end this as quickly as possible. You take the ruins by Karath and I will take the ruins at Lumair. We meet back at the city and assist with clean up.”
 
   Vela nodded. Auras around both mages flared and they streaked off into the sky, pushing themselves as fast as they could. Passing over Stukarr city, they watched helplessly as columns of smoke rose into the air and chaos flowed into the very streets. They couldn’t stop. They had to get to the ruins and stop the slime’s mana supply before the entire city was destroyed.
 
   ***
 
   Gwen stayed calm as the shouts and screams of citizens filled the air. Vanessa had taken a seat with one of the surviving chairs. The ink witch stood behind her, hands on shoulders. Taking long deep breaths, Gwen prepared to pour her mana into the undead student.
 
   “Gwen, even with your power, I have never done something like this to such a scale. I have no idea what will happen. But no matter what, continue to lend me your mana.” Vanessa said with no emotion.
 
   “You are brave. I will help you as best as I can until the end.” Gwen said with closed eyes.
 
   Vanessa gave a quick nod before she too closed her eyes. The ink witch felt something dark touch her mind and heart. A moment later it took hold like a ravenous beast. Death energy wrapped and pulled at living mana. Gwen ignored the sudden pull and kept her mana in control.
 
   Vanessa opened her mind as streams of mana poured into her undead heart and mind. The undead student squeezed her eyes shut, ignoring the screams in the distance. Black energy swirled as commands were injected into it. When the final commands were given, Vanessa opened her eyes and black energy flashed. The mana boom it created nearly knocked the ink witch away. Holding on, she could feel tendrils shooting out in all directions.
 
   The Stukarr Cemetery stood silent outside the northern wall. Black energy rolled across the tombstones and snaked down holes to the catacombs below. Cold undead woke from their perpetual slumber. Commands flowed into long dead bones and ghostly spirits. The Dead Mother called to them and they loved her so. They missed her wondrous voice and wanted to hear it again. Rising from coffins and passing through hard stone, corpses and ghosts rose into the blinding sunlight. They moved with purpose, missing their queen and wanting to help her in her time of need.
 
    Vanessa never felt such power storming through her undead frame. Even with her deadened senses, old nerves burned as mana crashed in her, trying to make her live again. The undead woman screamed, hands clutching to the witch hands on her shoulders. Gwen grunted as Vanessa’s dead heart pulled at her mana, trying to steal her life and reanimate the student. Gwen felt it. If she let Vanessa consume all her mana, Vanessa would live but the witch would die. Conflicted emotions rolled through Gwen as Vanessa continued to scream, ready to live again.
 
   People ran away from the rampaging slimes. Women and men clutched at their children, trying to get away. Guardian knights pressed their attack, trying to keep the monster slimes at bay. Some knights broke off from the attack to scoop up those too close to the action. Fires burned and buildings crumbled. A teacher moved her young students, trying to stay calm as the kids looked up with terrified eyes. Belle the red slime moved indifferently as a foot went up. A shadow fell over the teacher and some of the students. The teacher used the one spell she knew. Casting it, a protective bubble surrounded the small class. Belle’s foot touched it and shattered it immediately. The teacher took hold of two little students and tried to run, knowing they wouldn’t make it but she had to try. The shadow stopped moving and the teacher glanced back. Three earth knights held the massive foot up.
 
   Crying out in relief, the teacher hurriedly moved the students along. Spirits rose up from the ground and took hold of the little souls. Chaos ended and all moved in unison away from the red slime. Belle looked down and forced her massive foot down harder. The earth knights watched the teacher and students make it away. Arms and legs cracking, they nodded to each other as the last of their mana ran out. The slime pushed a little harder, smashing the three earth knights to dust before walking on.
 
   Across the city, screams died as ghosts took possession of confused minds. Like a switch was turned on, bodies moved in orderly fashion to tunnel entrances. In mere moments, a calm fell over Stukarr City as many citizens moved to safety deep underground. The slimes continued to crash through buildings but the threat to the population diminished in moments.
 
     With the people evacuated, magistrates turned their attention to the three slimes. Creating powerful mana weapons from swords and bows to ancient guns and artillery, they unleashed their combined power. Long leather coats rustled in the air as a storm of white energy slammed into the giant slimes. Bellatrix roared her annoyance as she lashed out with green transparent tentacles. The blasts hurt but the mana streaming into her body quickly repaired any damage she felt. With another roar, drops the size of people began to drip from the slime’s legs.
 
   Green, red and blue drops splashed on the broken city streets by the hundreds. Eyes watched as they continued their barrage of magical attacks. The drops shifted and rose up, forming into human sized versions of all three slimes. Bellatrix, Bella and Belle roared a strange word. The army of colored slimes moved, spreading out and attacking any magic user within reach. The magistrates turned their attacks from the large slimes and refocused on the army of slimes attacking them. Explosions and magical fire further added to the chaos as the battle turned from hundreds of feet to mere inches.
 
   Trystan was running behind Nia, with Sunara and Aznara taking up the rear. The path of destruction was easy to follow until the drops splashed to the ground. Blue slimes rose up on thick legs. Their eyes were blank with no hint of recognition. Faces shifting into scowls, the small army of slimes surged down the path of destruction toward the four mages.
 
   Mist bellowed off skin from all four mages. Red Fang was first to appear, opening his maw and spitting a large fireball right down the middle. The fireball exploded the moment it struck one slime. Goo bodies were ripped apart by magical fire and several slimes fell to the ground smoking or in wet pieces. 
 
   The vampire Vossa appeared next to Aznara. A gloomy smoke flowed around her body, engulfing it into a solid gloom. The cloud moved forward as blue slimes charged into it. Aznara prepared a spell as the vampire familiar used the cloud to slice at slimes. The vision of the smaller versions of Bella could not penetrate the thick gloom and were cut down left and right by the pale vampire.
 
   Trystan’s senses were open and it hurt to see each Bella sliced and blasted to pieces. The mage looked up as giant Bella faced them. Three fire knights streaked across the sky, arms at their sides as they slammed head first into the blue slime. The fire knights sunk in about a dozen feet before energy arced and their bodies exploded. Trystan watched helplessly as Bella lurched forward with half her side wide open. Mana poured into her body, causing the slime to reach out and take hold of tendrils. A moment later she was healed again.
 
   Sylk was moving forward. Slimes appeared out of the Vossa’s cloud, continuing their charge. The siren let the slimes get close and she screamed. The vibrations struck the jellied bodies, amplifying the shockwaves. It was enough to cause their eyes to widened and bodies exploding. More slimes slipped passed the vampire is she tried her best to cut them down.
 
   The two succubi unleashed a torrent of spell fire. Aznara let a stream of fire pour from her hands, snaking forward and slamming into blue bodies. The slime’s bodies hardened and crumpled to the cobbled streets. Sunara unleashed a stream of molten steam, striking the slimes. With another word, the steam turned to whirling hot white blades, burning and cutting anything in their path.
 
   Trystan watched as his friends kept the wave of slimes at bay but only barely. For everyone one that fell, four more took their place. Looking up he could see that more drops fell from the giant blue slime, supplying more troops to the battle.
 
   “We can’t keep fighting this battle!” Trystan shouted over the chaos.
 
   “Open to suggestions.” Nia shouted as she unleashed fire arrow after fire arrow from her flaming bow.
 
   Trystan’s mind raced. Taking a deep breath, he calmed himself. Remembering Gwen’s teachings, the mage relaxed his mind, body and spirit. There had to be a solution. He must find a way to communicate with his familiar. He knew deep down that she was being controlled but there must be a weak point he can use to get his Bella back. The mage felt his heart slow and his mind open.
 
   Nia, Sunara and Aznara made a semi-circle in front of Trystan. The familiars took a defensive stance before them. Slimes continued to surge forward. Vossa continued to cut slimes down in the cloud until tentacles lashed out in all directions. The vampire flipped away only to have a tentacle smash into her chest. The blow was so strong, her body crashed into the cobbled street, cracking the stone under her. The cloud dissipated slowly and slimes pushed through. Sylk flipped high and landed next to the fallen vampire. Unleashing a scream, several slimes vibrated and exploded. The siren took hold of the vampire and pulled her. Red Fang formed the new front as he blasted fire ball after fireball like some animal tank. Fiery explosions rocked the area but more slimes continued to charge through the destruction.
 
   Fear snaked into everyone’s hearts as the amount of slimes doubled and tripled. Firming up their resolve, they continued to unleash everything they had. Sylk dropped Vossa at Aznara’s feet and charged back to Red Fang’s side. The slimes were within twenty feet when Sylk unleashed another scream. The row of slimes exploded but more pushed passed. The siren took another breath and screamed again as Red Fang turned the fireballs into a long stream of fire.
 
   The battle grew desperate. Sunara took a step back. Nia felt her arm tremble as she pulled back another fire arrow. Sylk fought to take another breath. The wolfish head of Red Fang furrowed as the slimes were within ten feet. Aznara cackled with an insane look in her eyes, fire streaming from her hands. Trystan stood with his eyes closed.
 
   Slimes created multiple tentacles as they were about to overrun the small group of mages and their familiars. Dread bloomed through the group as they felt their chances diminish. A second later, a wall of spikes stabbed into the air. Sharpened stone impaled slimes upward as a solid wall rose underneath. Magical barbs kept the slimes impaled in the spikes as the wall rose higher and higher. Everyone looked up to see a green goblin with slicked back hair pointing glowing thick fingers. A large feminine ogre was next to her master, holding an even larger club.  
 
   “Reeko!” Nia shouted with triumph.
 
   The goblin kept his gaze to the street as he continued to build the wall. “I was in the area and thought you guys could use a hand.”
 
   The mages and familiars pointed their spells up and blasted a volley of fire and mana discharges over the spiked wall. The slimes crowded against the new wall as magical energies rained down on them. Bodies exploded or burned. The slimes tried to climb only for the stone spikes to curve over them, trapping them when they touch them.
 
   Trystan let his mind open wide and a spark of a thought touched him. Slowly opening his eyes, the mage allowed his senses to see all the energy around him from the massive stream spilling into the giant Bella to the wisps of connections from mages and their familiars. Following those lines, the mage focused on his own connection to Bella. It was faint and fading away but it was still there. Following it, the mage could finally see mana pathways through the giant Bella’s body. They glowed like thick roads, circling and flowing, supplying mana and life to her entire form. The mage looked to her head and he could see the pathways. The experience he had with Gwen filled his mind with untried knowledge but he knew he could get through to her. He could help Bella fight for control.
 
   “I know what to do.” Trystan said loudly.
 
   Slimes opened glowing hands. Mana surged through their forms as they pointed open palms. Reeko watched from his vantage point as the slimes aimed and fired. Mana bolts struck the wall, cracking it. Several more volleys struck home, knocking away huge chunks. The goblin cast spells, trying to rebuild the wall but the slimes were throwing so much magical bolts of energy at it, he simply couldn’t keep up.
 
   “They have another trick. I can’t hold them off!” Reeko shouted as sweat beaded at his green brow.
 
   “What do you need?” Nia asked as she turned to Trystan.
 
   “I need to get up there. I need to connect with Bella’s mind.” Trystan said as it all became clear.
 
   “We don’t know any flying spells.” Aznara shouted as she streamed fire over the wall.
 
   “I think I have an idea!” Reeko shouted and looked to Wendy.
 
   The blonde haired ogre nodded to her master. A single horn gleamed in the sunlight, her massive form heaved and jumped. Trystan and Nia watched as she hit the cobbled street with a rumbling thud. Trystan looked at the ogre as she stalked closer to the mage, dropping her club to the side.
 
   On the other side of the wall, two slimes took hold of one slime. Silently they used their power to launch the slime into the air like a blue spear. The blue slime’s eyes fell on Trystan as she sailed upward. Trystan was looking to Wendy as she stalked forward, he didn’t see the airborne slime point a palm as her body sailed toward him. Nia’s eyes caught a glimpse of the slime as it aimed at the prone Trystan. Fire bow shifting, it turned into a red shield. The fire mage dug her feet into the ground and jumped. The slime stared, mana pouring into its hand, exploding and streaking forward. Trystan managed to turn his head to see the slime fire a mana bolt for his head. Nia’s body took up his field of vision as she shielded his body with hers.
 
   The bolt of energy struck the red shield, shattering it. Nia gasped as she twisted her head but it was not enough. The bolt struck the left side of her face. The fire mage spun as pain exploded. Trystan watched with disbelief as Nia fell to the ground, a wisp of smoke rising from skin and burnt hair. 
 
   Mana powered through Trystan’s body like an engine turning on. The slime’s hand formed a blade as it continued its descent, ready to drive the point through his heart. The world slowed down as Trystan raised a hand and spoke an arcane word. The slime’s eyes widened as it’s body was forcibly torn apart, not in patches or sections but cell by painful cell. It managed a small scream before it was ripped into dust. 
 
   The mage spoke a water spell as his heart hardened. Reaching out, he took control of over a dozen slimes. The mage could feel his heart burning with his own exploding mana. With Trystan in control, twelve slimes instantly turned, hands and arms forming into wicked weapons. Without hesitation, they attacked their sisters in arms, hacking and slicing at goo bodies 
 
   Madness curled around the mage’s heart. The dark beast inside was unchained and now it hungered for blood. Trystan moved like an automaton, controlling his newly acquired slimes and forcing them to fight to the death, taking down as many as they could with them.
 
   A weak hand reached up and clutched as Trystan’s robe. The mage looked down to Nia as she lifted her head and stared at him with one eye. Horrific sadness rained down on the mage as he knelt down, hands reaching out to the fallen Nia. The image of her half blackened face etched into his soul.
 
   “….save….Bella…..” Nia said weakly as her strength gave out and her head lolled to the ground, her hand letting go of his robe.
 
   Aznara and Sunara were on their knees by their fallen friend. Sylk looked to her master as he was on his feet. Wendy stepped closer, eyes wide. Trystan nodded to her. The ogre reached out and took hold. Muscles bulged as she lifted him up and threw him. Trystan held no fear as he sailed upward. He didn’t think about missing the giant slime or even if his plan was going to work. The only thought in his mind was to save Bella.
 
   The giant slime turned her head to the side, a giant eye seeing the blue mage fly toward her like an arrow. Trystan crossed his arms over his face as he slammed into the blue slime right below the ear. The mage’s entire body sunk into the blue goo. Hands and fingers unfurling, the mage held his breath and he stared at mana pathways. Remembering how Gwen touched and took hold, the mage did the same. With open mind, body and spirit, the mage let his pathways merge with Bella’s. The influx of mana was so powerful the mage opened his mouth in a silent scream. Trystan fought through the blinding pain and oceans of power taking over his body. The mage forced his body to be a conduit with torrents of mana opening up every part of his mind and lighting it up like every star in the sky. Alien control was locked away and the blue slime stood still. 
 
   “Master?” The giant Bella voiced like a scared child.
 
   Trystan had more mana then he could ever use flowing through him. The mage willed his body through the slime and emerged from her neck. He took a step and blue slime hooked his feet and ankles to keep him from falling. With another step, more slime took hold.
 
   Trystan looked out across the city from his familiar’s shoulder. Bellatrix and Bella continued their destruction. Guardian knights and magistrates fought on, trying to stop or contain the slime behemoths. Half the city lay in ruins as fires blazed and magistrates helped their wounded.
 
   “Master….I’m sorry. I couldn’t…….” Bella said with a booming voice.
 
   Trystan looked to her with understanding eyes. “I know but the whole city needs your help now.”
 
   Bella looked to the green and red slimes. “I understand Master.”
 
   Aznara screamed and pumped her clawed fist into the air as she cheered the giant blue slime on. Bella turned and began walking toward Bellatrix as the green slime swatted at elemental knights. The green slime didn’t even notice as Bella formed a tentacle and sharpened the end. The tentacle shot out and harpooned the green slime through the back and exiting her bouncing chest. Bellatrix turned her crazy eyes to Bella as the slime moved forward with Trystan on her shoulder.
 
   “Sister? You still serve them?” Bellatrix looked down as the tentacle in her spiked out and sank deeper into her body.
 
   “I serve my master, Trystan Song!” Bella boomed across the entire city.
 
   The hooked tentacle pulled and Bellatrix was yanked to her blue sister. When she was within arm’s reach, the blue slime curled her free hand into a fist and smashed it into the Bellatrix’s cheek. The blow caused her whole face to swell and wobble as the kinetic energy knocked her off balance. Trystan, taking full advantage of the nearly unlimited amount of mana surging through his body, pointed his palms and unleashed a continuous mana bolt stream. It struck the dazed green slime, knocking her further off balance. Bellatrix cried out as her body twisted and she fell to one knee.
 
   Belle turned to see Bella thrashing her green sister. The giant red slime ignored the feeble attacks of the city’s guardians and stomped to Bellatrix to assist. The red slime stopped when a single mage flew in front of her and held out his hands.
 
   “That’s far enough!” Professor Hart said with a magnified shout.
 
   Belle smirked as she continued to move forward, ignoring the puny mage. Mist flowed from Professor Hart’s robe and formed his foxy kitsune familiar.
 
   “Lana, mana merge!” The professor commanded.
 
   The lady fox familiar nodded and her body glowed. Hart turned his back to her as she floated behind him. Trystan’s senses were magnified as he watched with wonder. Lana floated behind her master, light glowing brighter. Hart disappeared in her light and the area flashed. 
 
   Belle raised a transparent red arm as a small mana wave hit her. When she lowered it, an entity floated in front of her. Trystan marveled as Professor Hart and Lana formed a new body. They glowed with golden light. There facial features mixed to form angular lines and a pointed nose. Small triangular ears pointed up as a small thinner fox tale waved from behind. Runes glowed along their white robe as they floated in the sky. 
 
   The giant red slime snarled as hundreds of tentacles burst from its body. The merged Hart and Lana darted through the sky, dodging tentacle after tentacle. When they flew just out of reach, a large red hand reached out to grab them. Trystan was spell bound as Bella struggled to keep Bellatrix subdued with another punch.
 
   The merged Hart and Lana made quick hand signals, their movements becoming wider and more spectacular. The calm day turned into a maelstrom of wind. Belle’s outreached hand opened and a mana bolt blasted forward. The fox/human entity stopped with the spell movements, one had raised up and smacked the bolt out of the sky. The bolt was redirected to Belle’s foot. The explosion destroyed part of her foot and the street underneath. The red slime stumbled, hand reaching out and crashing into a building.
 
   Hart and Lana were not done yet. They continued their spell as mana whirled and wind blasted the area. The fox/human entity screamed as mana stormed. The very air took form. Trystan watched astounded as a giant white spear formed over the city. It was nearly the size of the giant red slime. Belle looked at it with wide eyes as the spear shifted and the point aimed at her chest. A moment later it shot forward, impaling the red slime.
 
   Belle fell to her knees as the white spear pulsed with puzzle-like magic. The slime’s entire body vibrated as it struggled to get back to its feet. Hart/Lana looked down and made one hand signal. The spear glowed with cell damaging light. Belle groaned in pain as the spear tried to rewrite her very form. A red hand took hold of the spear shaft and began to pull. 
 
   Trystan stared as the red slime pulled more of the spear from her chest. Despite their best efforts, the mana flowing into them continued to heal them and overcome any spell. Bellatrix had regained her footing and slammed her shoulder into Bella. The blue slime stumbled back as the green one pulled the tentacle from he her body. Trystan pointed his hands and fired off a devastating mana stream. They had to keep fighting or the whole city was lost.
 
   ***
 
   Gloomis was over the green forest with the glowing ruins. Looking down, he took aim and called on all his mana. Words were spoken and a flash of pure mana slammed into the shielded ruins. Gloomis continued to pour it on as the shield cracked. It was harder to penetrate the shield without Vela’s help. The Headmaster let out a grunt as the mana stream burned bright. The shield collapsed and the energy struck the ruin. The shockwave knocked down trees in all directions for miles as a cloud of smoke billowed high into the blue sky.
 
   Gloomis did not take any time to admire his work as he flew off back to Stukarr, hoping it wasn’t too late.
 
   ***
 
   Headmistress Vela looked down at the base of Gray Peak mountain. An orc town was not far. The headmistress knew she couldn’t blast it for fear of destroying the nearby town. Vela made several hand signals and finished with a clap. Rocks, stones and boulders flew up to her armored form. Mana caused the very element to cling to her body. More and more rose up, encasing the headmistress in a giant ball of rock. Vela knew the only approach was a direct one.
 
   Like a bullet from ancient history, the ball of stone shot down toward the shielded ruins. Hitting the shield, she pressed with all her mana and mental power. The rock ball vibrated as the shield cracked. Energies whipped wildly until the shield shattered. The rock ball slammed into the ruins, crashing and breaking anything in its path. Vela calmly controlled every action as the ball curved underground, smashing the containment chambers. 
 
   The town of Rudal looked up to the mountain as explosions shook the very ground. After a few tense moments, a large ball of rock blasted from the base of the mountain and high into the sky. Rock peeled and fell away. The orcs stared in wonder as Vela emerged and gave a quick wave before speeding off back to Stukarr.
 
   ***
 
   Belle pulled the spear from her chest. The white spear faded before it touched the ground. The red slime stood up and glared menacingly at the entity floating above it. Before the red slime could rear a fist back, confusion filled its eyes. Trystan stared as the mana stream pouring into the slime faded away. Belle stumbled back, her body beginning to shrink. 
 
   Trystan turned to Bellatrix and she too looked confused, her body slowly shrinking. Bella cried out as her body grew smaller. The ooze holding Trystan on her shoulder loosened. The mage lost his footing and fell. Trystan tried to think of something to slow his fall, fighting the sudden weakness and exhaustion. A second later he felt his fate was sealed and he had nothing left to cast. A white blur took hold of the mage when he was fifty feet from the ground. With gentle floating, the creature that looked like Hart and Lana landed in the middle of a street.
 
   Trystan looked to the entity as it winked. A moment later, light engulfed it and split into two. Professor Hart and Lana fell to their knees, huffing and gasping for breath. Bella shrank down to her normal size with Bellatrix down the street. Trystan weakly moved to the blue slime. Bella looked back at her master with a long loving smile. The blue slime walked away from her master toward the green slime.
 
   The mage watched as the two slimes opened their arms. Hugging one another, the blue and green slime merged into one malformed blob. Trystan could barely keep himself standing as he tried to step closer. Down another street, a red slime sprinted. Trystan never saw a slime move so fast. The blob turned to meet the running Belle. The red slime made a jump into the air, arms wide. The blob reached out and took hold of the red slime.
 
   Trystan, Professor Hart and Lana watched as the color slimes merged and melted into each other. The thing pulsed, twisted and moved of its own accord. It shrank down and began to take shape. Trystan gave a weak smile as the colors changed into a violet purple. Seconds ticked away as it finished morphing into a purple Bella.
 
   “Trystan, thank you for helping me change back to my true form.” The slime looked around at all the destruction. “I am truly sorry for everything that has transpired.”
 
   Trystan fell to his knees in exhaustion. “You were separated for so long, what is your actual name?”
 
   The purple slime gave a tiny smirk. “My true name is Bella.”
 
   Trystan felt the connection between them sever completely. The slime before him was no longer his familiar. The mage looked down at his exposed and melted skin on his arm. Looking back at Bella, questions formed.
 
   “You’re not a simple slime are you?”
 
   Bella nodded. “I’m a queen slime, part of my essence taken from the true queen of slimes. Now that I am whole and no longer anchored to a mage, I can return to merge with my true self. Thank you for freeing me.”
 
   Trystan felt a sad ache in his heart. Behind him he heard shuffling down the street. Turning his head, he spotted his friends walking toward them with magistrates and mages. Wendy the ogre carried Nia in her arms.
 
   “You better leave before they make you answer for this.” Trystan said in a low weak voice.
 
   “I will always remember you dear Trystan.” The purple slime blew a kiss. A moment later her body changed into a stream and streamed into a nearby jagged hole in the street. 
 
   Magistrates moved forward, blasting the hole and diving in after the fleeing slime. Trystan used all his strength to stand up again and stumble to his friends. Aznara was first to take his arm and help him along. The mage stepped to Wendy as she held Nia in her arms. Trystan raised his arms and took Nia into his. Sinking to the ground, the mage cradled his love in his arms, holding her close to his chest. Reeko, Sunara, Aznara, Sylk, Vossa and Wendy sank down to their knees, hands all touching the tearful Trystan and Nia in his arms.
 
   Miles away, Vanessa sat with wide eyes. Gwen held on, losing more and more of her mana to the undead woman. The ink witch felt her heart flutter as life slowly drained away. Vanessa tilted her head up and let out a long sigh.
 
   “The threat is over.” Vanessa said simply.
 
   Gwen pulled her hands from the undead woman. Without a word, she stumbled off and fell onto the grass. Turning onto her back, eyes looked skyward for a long moment. The ink witch admired the beauty of the day as her strength gave out. Shadows closed in and the witch passed out into peaceful darkness.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Eighteen
 
   Trystan stood at the door in the middle of a busy corridor. Hand tightening around a bouquet of flowers, the mage took in a deep calming breath. A sweaty hand took hold of the metal door handle. The mage pushed the handle down and opened the door. 
 
   Bright light spilled in the main window. A bed of white took up the middle of the room. Red hair shifted and an eye looked to Trystan. The mage smiled ear to ear as he stepped in and closed the door behind him. Nia turned away from the mage and looked to the window, her face a mask of indifference.
 
   Trystan stepped forward and spotted a small table with an empty vase on it. The mage moved over and put the flowers in the vase and teased them a little with his fingers so they were a bit showier. The mage glanced over as Nia attempted to hide her face by looking away from him.
 
   “How are you feeling?” Trystan asked while trying to be upbeat.
 
   “You don’t have to visit me. I’m sure there is a lot going on.” Nia said in a low voice.
 
   “The city is starting to rebuild. The college is closed until some semblance of the city is in working order. I’m just glad they finally let me in to see you.” Trystan took a nearby seat, pulled it over and sat by her bed.
 
   Nia’s head tilted forward a little. “How’s everyone?”
 
   “Good. A few bumps and bruises but no worse for wear. Vanessa has been helping the Lord Mayor with construction, talking to the undead under the city to help build and repair the city during the night. Gwen has reopened her Ink Shop. Professor Hart has been busy helping with the reconstruction. There is talk that it may take a year to rebuild Stukarr to its former glory. I think they will do it sooner.”
 
   Nia’s hands clenched. “Bella?”
 
   Trystan’s head lowered a little. “Gone. When the mana streams were cut, the slimes escaped. Magistrates couldn’t find any sign of them.”
 
   Nia turned to Trystan. The mage gazed at his beautiful friend. A star shaped scare spread out with Nia’s eye in the middle of it. The healers told him that her shield spell weakened the blast as her eyelid and skin took the last of its energy. A white eye stared at Trystan but nothing registered. The healers informed him that the damage was too extensive. She will never see through that eye again.
 
   “Let me see your arm.” Nia said with hard edge.
 
   Trystan pulled up his robe sleeve, exposing melted and scarred flesh. It was still pink and Nia winced when she stared at it.
 
   “It looks worse than it feels. My left arm won’t win any beauty contests.” Trystan smiled as he looked at Nia’s eye.
 
   The red head looked away and gave an angry huff. “Stop looking at me. I know my eye won’t get any better.”
 
   “Maybe we can get you one of those cool eye patches. I hear eye patches are hot these days.” Trystan said with a wide smile.
 
   Nia turned and glared with one eye. “Stop it! This isn’t funny. None of this is funny.” The last word came out in a quiver.
 
   Trystan leaned forward and took Nia’s hand into his. “I just want to lift your spirits. We have overcome so much. Do you really think a scar is going to make me love you any less?”
 
   Nia looked down at the white sheets. “You are starting to sound like someone I know.” Nia gave the barest hint of a smile.
 
   “I had a good teacher.” Trystan kissed the back of her hand and continued to hold onto it.
 
   “It really doesn’t bother you?” Nia said with an insecure frown.
 
   “Not one bit. If anything it shows more of the real you. I always knew there was a heart of a pirate under that beautiful chest.”
 
   Nia rolled her eyes. “The pirate jokes aren’t going to stop will they?”
 
   Trystan squeezed her hand. “Are you kidding? Once we get you a cool eye patch, there will be more pirate jokes.”
 
   Nia leaned back into the bed and stared at Trystan’s smiling face. “Seriously, I’m glad you’re okay.”
 
   Trystan looked to his red headed angel. “I’m over the moon that you’re okay. If the worst to come out of this is just a few scars, then I think we all came out on top.”
 
   “I love you.” Nia said with a warm glow in her cheeks.
 
   “I love you.” Trystan said as his heart quickened.
 
   “What are you doing after visiting me?” Nia asked.
 
   “I was thinking of…..” Trystan stopped talking, blood draining from his face.
 
   “Trystan?” Nia sat up.
 
   Trystan tried to talk but the words were trapped in his throat. Standing up, he moved to the side, trying to grab anything for support. Pain stabbed over the mage’s heart and he found it difficult to breathe. Nia pulled the blanket off of her as Trystan struggled. The mage managed to lean against a wall and his throat opened. The mage gasped for air but the pain grew louder and louder. 
 
   “Stay back!” Trystan managed as the skin over his heart glowed white hot. The mage felt his life drain away into his chest. Clutching at his robe, he ripped the collar open and exposed his chest. The black oval steamed and glowed as if it was ready to explode into fire.
 
   Nia’s legs were over the side and she was on her feet. Trystan fell to his knees as something pulled more and more life from him. A stream of mist burst from the oval spot. Trystan grunted as the pain eased and billowing mist rolled off of him. The black oval disappeared with the last bit of mist.
 
   Trystan and Nia watched as the column of mist took a vaguely humanoid form. Features began to rise and take shape. A second later, the mist dissipated. Both mages stared, awe struck at the being standing in the middle of the room.
 
   Black horns emerged from short, straight, black hair. Black leather wings flexed and folded behind it. Scales ran from elbows to clawed fingers, with more scales running from knees to clawed toes. The body was short but womanly with firm perky breasts that defied gravity and a hairless slit between her legs. Trystan stared at the face as horror clawed into his wounded heart. The creature looked down at Trystan and gave a wicked smile. The thing had a face and body exactly that of Freya. The other parts looked like they belonged to a dragon. Facial expressions moved like Freya as a pointed tail whipped behind her.
 
   “Hello Father.” The dragon version of Freya let out a long giggle.
 
   Trystan heaved as he stared, mind lost and heart breaking. Seeing that creature with Freya’s face and body sent him into a panic. The dragon girl looked down at Trystan and folded her scaly arms. 
 
   “What’s the matter? Not happy to see your daughter?” The dragon girl grinned.
 
   ~Fin~
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   The Blue Mage series will continue!
 
    
 
    
 
        
 
    
 
       
 
      
 
    
 
    
 
           
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
       
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                     
 
         
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    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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