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Arabella da’Alistair is aware of her fate. The daughter of
an evil king, she knows she must be sacrificed to allay the people’s fear she
will become a creature of magick. But suffering so at the hand of her father is
more than she can bear. She wants one more chance to be wrapped in a magickal
ménage with the warriors she has been meeting in secret. Warriors who have no
idea who she truly is.

Caedan and Daelan of the Ogre house Dungarrin agree to save
a woman destined for horrors, as demanded by their two kings. She may not be
the woman they long to possess, body and soul, but they will follow their duty.
But fate shines on them and the twins will do whatever it takes to save this
woman—their woman—and deliver her to the safety of their arms, and the pleasure
of their bed.
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Prologue

 

The Vale.

It was a place of pure magick. A place where magick was
rumored to have been birthed.

Spora, the crystalline spores of dried liquid magick,
drifted on the breeze like playful feathered seed as it danced about on
currents of magick-scented air. It was said to have once filled all of Sentmar.
That it fell as the flakes of snow fell upon the Glacial Mountains and filled
the valleys like a heavy magick fog.

That was before the Sidhe tricked the magick sects and
placed the humans within the most distant mountains of the planet. Those
creatures who were not natural to the lands, their evil was like a plague, like
a sickness that arose from the magick and the lands they inhabited became
imprisoned within.

The Vale was to most, even those of the magicks, known to be
only a place of legend now. Only a precious few knew the Vale still thrived,
the magick that sustained all of Sentmar flowing from it to those created to be
sustained by it.

To the warriors of the Causeway, the Ogre, it was a place
where no taint of human darkness could be found. A place of primitive, powerful
magick.

Within the Vale the Ogre could heal, surrounded by pure
magick pools, or bathe in heated streams of magick-infused waters. They could
find ease for their desires with the priestesses they could call to them,
provided by their Guardian Selects, the demi-gods the One chose to protect the
magick of Sentmar’s lands.

And once, long before, when the mists separating the lands
were first formed the One had whispered the secrets of Ogre warriors’ ability
to draw their magick females to the Vale. Magick would always breed magick, the
One had sworn. The Ogre, great of power, filled with honor, created to endure
both the magick realms and the human lands, would not be forsaken in claiming
those women filled with the magicks the Ogre was to protect. They too would
have the ability to draw and claim their hearts and desires—or so legend once
said.

But that was long ago—

* * * * *

Arabella da’Alistair, daughter of King Herndon Alistair the
Perverted of Yarba’s Eldorah Province, paused at the edge of the Causeway, her
gaze searching both the mists as well as the land behind her for any hidden
dangers. And there were many dangers that could be enemies. Enemies who would
eagerly see her destroyed for the crime she was about to commit once again.

Were she to be caught here, her sentence would be death, no
matter which sect found her.

Should her father’s forces glimpse her then he would
sacrifice her to allay the people’s concerns that she would become a creature
of magick. Should the fearsome Ogre find her, then she would be driven mad by
the sight of their grotesque visage just before being roasted upon their fiery
pits to feed their depraved legions—or so the Wise Fathers had always taught.

But should she be lucky once more, she would slip through
the mists to find that place time and land had forgotten and the warriors she
could feel pulling her to them.

For but another moment in their arms she would brave her
father’s evil as well as the Ogre pits. For but one more touch, a single caress
from those males, she would brave evil itself.

Oh how she ached to hurry to them.

It seemed ages since she had laughed with them, felt warmed
by their caresses and entranced by their kisses. And this could be the last of
such times they would be permitted to share. Come the morrow she was to be
presented to her future husband. A man she knew to be wizened and nothing like
the warriors she craved nightly.

She might never see nor touch the warriors she thought of as
hers ever again. She could not consign herself to such a fate without seeing
them one last time.

Stepping into the darkening swirls of magick-laced clouds,
inhaling as a drunkard did when given his first drink in days, Arabella once
again tempted all the forces that would see her destroyed should they learn of
this heresy.

Magick was forbidden to find a harbor in any human in such a
way, especially one whose Halfling roots were so far removed from the hierarchy
of true magicks. Humans were forbidden to touch, to taste or to draw the scent
of the spice-laced spores into themselves. To do so was a crime upon both
magick as well as humanity. But there were those, so very few within the human
lands, whose blood craved the magick that swirled about the Causeway. Those who
felt a hunger for it far worse even than a drunkard’s need for his drink.

Humans such as Arabella.

A thousand years past her ancestor, a Spry prince with no
twin still living nor chance to rise above his brothers to the throne, had
slipped to the human lands. His desire for his human lover had consumed him,
causing him to cut all ties to his magick roots.

The legacy of his birth had left his line with the power to
survive within the mists and turn away the creatures of dark magick that
inhabited them. It had also left them in true danger of meeting the fate of so
many others her father Alistair the Perverted had managed to uncover.

Moving quickly along a narrow, almost hidden path, Arabella
found the entrance to the valley she sought. Stepping past the rising obelisks
inscribed with graceful script of a long-ago language, she nearly staggered
from the feel of magick suddenly surrounding her.

Should any place hold true magick then it was here, in this
place. It infused her. She grew giddy within its fold, drawing it into her,
feeling it rise around her, inside her, as though welcoming her once more.

Beauty surrounded her in the form of great rising trees
whose leafy abundance parted in a multitude of steps to catch the rays of the
sun beaming overhead and spill them to the lush grass beneath.

Fabled tweeterlings flew overhead, their wings stretched
wide to catch the warming currents of magick that flowed through the land.

Blooms of all shapes and sizes, all manner of colors and
designs filled bush and brush and through it all a many-layered path of marble
said to enhance all forms of magick spread out between lush greenery and blooms
in all directions.

Winsome, fluttering puffs of seed resembling puffers, the
tiny feathery flowers that as a child she had made wishes upon before they flew
free of their stems, filled the air. The incredibly soft forms never fell to
the ground. As though moored to the breeze itself they danced with capricious
abandon about her as she hurried along the path leading to the heated springs
where her warriors always awaited her.

She knew they awaited.

She always knew when they rested within this place of
magick.

She could feel them calling for her in a way that reminded
her that her magick might be separated by at least a thousand years but still
it pulsed within her. A fragile spark mayhap but a spark that grew ever
brighter here, within this magick realm.

Lifting her long skirts, she moved ever faster, the blood
coursing, pounding in her veins as heat began to infuse her entire being.

How she ached for them.

How she longed for them…

A sudden band about her waist drew her to an abrupt halt as
she passed yet another obelisk rising to the brilliant, blue sky.

Her back met the muscular breadth of a powerful chest as her
fingers curled over the iron-hard forearm shackling her close.

A smile curved her lips as a moment later her head tilted
up, resting against a warrior’s chest as his brother stepped slowly from behind
the rising fronds that sheltered the pools from prying eyes.

“Sweet little heart,” said the darker warrior who held her
and lifted her until her feet no longer touched the ground.

“You wear far too many clothes.” The other, her dark
warrior’s brother, his black hair shot with golden hues, caught her to him then
as the other lifted her knees to clasp his brother’s hips.

“The days have been far too long,” the warrior groaned
behind her, quickly unlacing the snug ties securing her dress at her back. “How
we hunger for you.”

She was undressed quickly as the now-familiar crackle of
power began to ignite within her body. She could feel it awakening, warming,
heating beneath her flesh. It invaded her bloodstream, striking sparks in the
tender flesh between her thighs.

Between rising magick and impatient male hands she was
quickly undressed before her golden-hued warriors bore her to the heavy,
moss-laden bed they often laid her upon.

“Dearest heart.” The shifting star-studded black of their
gazes stared down at her in hunger as she was lowered to her feet before easing
her to her knees. “Ease me, love. I ache as a warrior mortally wounded.”

Sweet mercy, the pleasure of these stolen, forbidden hours.

Drawing her nails down the rock-hard planes of his
tightening chest to the muscles below, she quickly found the formidable
strength of his shaft as it rose to meet her touch.

Curling the fingers of both hands around the width, she
leaned forward, her lips parting over the flared, pulsing cap of his erection.

As she leaned close to taste her warrior’s desire her knees
were pressed farther apart, the feel of course strands of her dark warrior’s
hair smoothing over her thighs. His head moved between her spread legs, strong
hands catching her hips as Arabella parted her lips wide enough to take the
fierce dimensions of his brother’s throbbing erection. Her lips tightened
around the heavy crest, her cheeks hollowing to suck at the throb of hunger
against her tongue as a harsh moan rasped her throat.

“Easy, love.” A strong hand clasped the side of her head as
her knees trembled.

Between her thighs a wicked tongue tasted her with such
intimate devastation her senses exploded with agonizing pleasure.

Heated, diabolical, the tip of his tongue rasped over such
sensitive flesh, flicked and relished the taste of moisture that had gathered
in slick layers upon the feminine folds.

As she suckled greedily at the thickened flesh moving between
her lips, her warrior tasted her with heavy male hunger.

Magick flowed then.

It burst from her, from her warriors and wrapped around the
three. Blunt male magick found the clenched entrance as his lips found the
little bud of exquisite sensation at the apex of her folds.

Heated spirals of darker magick slid erotically between the
curves of her rear, caressing slowly, needily to the tighter, puckered entrance
below. They had accustomed her to their magick invasions in the months past.
Made her ache for it.

Thrusting shallowly between her lips, one warrior possessed
her mouth with such gentle hunger he shackled her senses. Between her thighs
the other began suckling firmly at the little bud he’d captured, piercing her
senses with rising ecstasy.

Magick slowly, heatedly penetrated the slick depths of her
feminine heat as threads of powerful heat worked slowly into the tightly
puckered entrance of her rear.

Burning heat, a painful pleasure she sought more of each
time she felt it invading her, pulsed through her. Locked between the width of
the fierce flesh shuttling between her lips, the hungry kisses and tastes of
the warrior between her thighs, and their combined magick penetrating each
entrance below, Arabella could feel her own magick building, rising. Here in
this place she was one of great power, matching the warriors who drew her to
them.

She was meant to be theirs, yet birth decreed otherwise.

“Ah yes, my sweet,” the man before her groaned as he thrust
against her lips. “Such tight, sweet lips. Suck me, beauty. Take what only we
can give your sweet hunger.”

Her lips tightened further, her moans rising in lush hunger
as the magick they shared sped through her veins, creating a need, a brutal
desperation for the taste of his seed filling her mouth, caressing her tongue.

Between her thighs magick stroked into her nether regions,
stretching her inner muscles, stroking her flesh with burning stokes. Within
that place where she was taught none should touch, magick lashed at her with
fiery sensation. It stretched the small entrance, drove into it with powerful
strokes and filled her with an agonizing need to be taken fully.

Not by magick alone. To be taken by their bodies, by the
hard shafts they had yet to penetrate her with, with the heavy release of their
seed filling those places that no other had ever touched.

Pleasure became a creature of such greedy hunger, such
aching need that their surroundings disappeared and all their passions knew was
the explosions, the rapid-fire strikes of ecstasy consuming them.

* * * * *

Muse stood still and silent, her gaze narrowed on the trio,
her own senses not unaffected by the Dungarrin warriors and their little hidden
sorceress.

How had the princess’s power survived the human lands? That
place where no magick, save the darker arts, were known to exist?

Was this yet another example of the lessons the One had
decreed that those he’d placed as the protectors of magick must learn?

The fusion of magick building in the hidden realm of the
Vale, within the Gardens of Nirvana sparked and spiked with such greedy passion
now that even she, said to be the least passionate of the Guardian Sentinels,
was not unaffected.

But then, since arriving in the Ogre stronghold of the
Obsidian Fortress, many things now affected her. Come the new moon phase she
was to leave for the Covenan castle while her sister Nemesis would depart
Cauldaran for the bleak shadows of the Causeway, and their younger sister Nyx
would depart from Covenan.

How long had it been since she had seen her baby sister? Or
even the older of her siblings? It had been even far longer since she had seen
her parents, the Guardian Select who oversaw Sentmar from the twin moons and
the brilliant light of the sun said to be Musera’s glory.

In truth, the three traveled between the two moons, using
the sun’s brilliant light to watch the children of the One and to protect them
in his stead.

Before she could leave this place though, this passionate
trio must be certain to persevere. That battle she sensed would not be the
easiest she had yet faced, for it was her mission to ensure their magicks
became fully aligned. She must ensure the princess’ survival and her escape
from the human lands even as she guided the Dungarrin warriors to claiming the
magick and the female, as only the males of Sentmar could do. As only their
magick could claim her.

Together.





Chapter One

 

The mists of the Causeway surrounded him, the screams and
moans of magick souls lost to dark magick following his every step. His heart
was racing, fear snaked through him, making mockery of the sword he carried.
Though that brave blade would do him little good without the knowledge to wield
it effectively, he knew. Still, he hoped but for a moment, with the blade shielding
him, to convince the Ogre to hear him out.

He would die in this place either way. He was only twelve
cycles old, and his sister Arabella was always telling him he had a great and
wondrous future ahead of him, if he swore to the One to never follow his
father’s path.

He hadn’t followed that path. He’d resisted at every turn.
But his great and wondrous future would end here.

Darkness shrouded him, though it was early morn in Eldorah.
The lands of Yarba that his father, King Alistair, ruled were shrouded in light
until it met this dismal place. Here there was no night or day, there was only
the freakish mists and shadowed forms that followed his every step.

The Ogre.

He nearly choked on his own spit as he spied yet another
huge form crouched and moving along his periphery. Was this not how all
twelve-year-old princes dreamed of meeting the afterlife, he asked himself
caustically. At the end of an Ogre’s sword?

He was the son of a king, Quin reminded himself as the
hulking demon shapes surrounded him, the mist obscuring their features as they
brought him to a stop within the circle of their gathering bodies. He would not
beg for mercy for himself. He would not plead for his own life. He prayed to
the One and the magick Guardian Selects that his sister would appreciate this
sacrifice one day. He had yet to even taste his first woman, and now, he would
die instead.

“We have us a human.” Amusement filled the booming voice,
though from which beast it came from, he did not know. “A boy human at that.
What manner of men are humans who send their children to the Causeway?”

“Men? I thought that title exempt from those lowly forms,”
another boomed with an edge of laughter as Quin lost his ability to control his
flinch of fear. “And here this one carries a blade? Think you he can wield it?
Or shall he fall upon it?”

Their laughter only grew, flooding his face with shame.

He was his sister’s only hope. He could not fail her.

But he was so frightened, his knees shaking with such fear
that he wanted only to cry, to hide behind Arabella’s soft skirts as he had in
years past.

Ogres were said to be horrifying creatures to behold. Quin
kept his gaze trained below where their faces might be. His uncle Finn said no
creatures could be as terrifying as legend portrayed the Ogre. But his luck had
not been going so well this moon phase, as his sister often said, so he
preferred not to chance it.

One-eyed, grotesque and misshapen, the sight of them was
said to drive grown men to madness. What would it do to a boy, he wondered,
flinching as one shifted closer to where he stood.

They were said to be the finest warriors in either human or
magickal lands too, and weren’t warriors supposed to respect strength?

Could he be strong enough to earn such respect? Surely even
at twelve cycles he could show more courage than others his age.

“I am Prince Quin Alistair,” he finally found the courage to
inform them. “And I come to you on an urgent matter. I would beg you hear me
out before your fury takes me from this life and sends me to my ancestors’ arms.”

For a second silence reigned, then once again deep-throated,
fearsome laughter jeered at his determined statement.

“Your ancestors’ arms?” That guttural tone mocked him now.
“Boy, you’ll go to pay for your father’s sins until the time he can arrive to
pay for his own, do you not think?”

Fear was an acid taste on Quin’s tongue now, but he’d made a
vow to take the punishment he would face for being the son of Alistair the
Perverted.

“Whichever it is to be, I have come to the Ogre on an urgent
matter. I would beg but a moment of time, and should I have it, then I shall
willingly face the punishment reserved for Alistair the Perverted in the
deepest reaches of the pits of Shadow Hell.”

His voice shuddered, though he did not mean it to, drawing
chuckles, rasping sounds of amusement from the dark shapes that surrounded him,
that found amusement in the courage he’d scraped from the depths of his soul to
speak rather than scream out for Arabella to save him.

Oh mercy, where was Arabella? She always saved him when…

Ah, for a second he had forgotten, Arabella could not save
him this time. This was why he was there to meet his death, to save Arabella.

Was that not a brother’s duty?

He prayed to the One, the god of magick and all of Sentmar
for but a moment’s courage to face whatever horrors these creatures would mete
out to him in exchange for that one moment with the Ogre Tribe.

“And what would such a boy, no more than a mere child have
need to see the Ogre about?” he was questioned, the booming voice causing his knees
to shake with such force that he near stumbled into the muck beneath his feet.
“What think thee that we have time for such a pathetic twit as a human ‘get’?
Especially one of Alistair the Perverted?”

His teeth were near shuddering now.

“I beg but a moment.” He tried to sound firm. Truly he did.
But tears were gathering in his eyes and fear was cramping his stomach with
more force than the fish Cook hadn’t prepared properly several evenings past.

“Why?” The growl sent a flinch jerking violently through his
limbs and causing those he feared the most to laugh at his weakness.

They laughed at him.

“You jeer,” he snapped back, anger giving him but a moment
to allow his voice to deepen before it cracked with humiliating weakness, the
sound causing his teeth to clench as laughter echoed around him once more. “I
may be but a child, but I come to face my death for but a moment of the Ogre’s
time. That is worthy of more than your laughter.”

“Poor little prince,” another mocked him. “You’re not even
worthy to be a snack this eve. What thinks you we would hear anything you have
to say?”

He had not considered the Ogre would not even hear his plea.

His grip tightened on the sword he carried, his hands
shaking as anger tore at the fear that would cloud his mind.

“I have been tasked with this journey by the One who created
us all. Do as you will, but should you deny my claim, should you deny my
audience, then you deny the One who created you as well.” How his voice
trembled with fear, and how he hated the sound.

Silence surrounded him now. He could feel the beasts
watching him, towering over him as he kept his head held high, his gaze
straight ahead, praying he did not chance to meet the black and fearsome gazes
of the creatures said to have the power to steal a man’s soul.

“Boy.” One stepped forward. “Know you the punishment for
lying in such a way?”

“I do not lie.” Quin gritted his teeth, hoping to forestall
that sound of stuttering fear as it lingered on his tongue. “Whatever your
punishment, warrior, I will accept for invading your lands. I was given a
vision and a voice called me forth to come to this place of mists to seek out
the Ogre Kings Kellan and Aherin. Tell me how I would know two kings share one
throne if not brought here by such a vision. I can naught but obey the demand
of Sentmar’s creator.”

 

Caedan stared at the boy, nay a child, as he quaked and
shuddered in fear and cold.

He could be no more than ten and two, shuddering with such
force that his bony body threatened to come apart at the joints.

Terror whitened his face, trembled on his words and scented
the air around him, yet still he stood before them, certain he would die this
day, and demanded what even grown men would have bitten their tongues off
before demanding.

No human ever returned once given an audience with Kings
Kellan and Aherin of the Ogre Tribe, Taithleach. Certainly no boy could be
allowed to carry the tale of the Ogre twins and their lands back to a king
whose perversions and taste for magick blood had earned him the name Alistair
the Perverted.

“Child, know you that you will not return from this
journey?” Caedan questioned him, his voice lowering as he eased to a crouch to
watch the terror that filled the boy’s eyes. “Turn now, return to your own
lands and we will forget this trespass, this one and only time. Continue in
your demand, and Shadow Hell will greet you as a willing lover whose blade
seeks the very depths of your soul.”

The kid was about to wet himself. Caedan could sense it as
surely as he had sensed the child’s trespass into the dark dangers of the
Causeway.

“I fear a willing lover I will never know, Ogre.” He sighed
then, a rather pitiful sound of regret that had Caedan’s lips threatening to
curl in true amusement. “I cannot be swayed. I will not be swayed.” Resignation
and tears filled the youth’s oddly colored eyes of the purest hue even as his
shoulders shook with the fear he fought to hold back.

By Musera’s hand, what manner of trickery did the humans
hope to accomplish…

“Secure him and grant his audience before the fire pits are
prepared to roast his meatless body,” Daelan, the twin who had stood silently
behind Caedan ordered, his tone harsh as two fat tears fell from the boy’s eyes
and terror glowed as pinpoints of light in his brilliant gaze.

“We’ll go hungry this night,” Caedan sighed, shaking his
head as he straightened, the compassion he felt for this child unfamiliar and
oddly saddening. “Humans cannot even feed their young now? How are we to
survive on such meager fare?”

Still, the boy stood still and silent as the sounds of
several warriors bore an iron cage to Caedan’s side.

It was large enough to house several of the human “gets” of
his size, yet was the smallest the Ogre possessed. The metal bottom and arced
iron bars that surrounded the base similar to the cages humans used for
feathered pets.

Caedan restrained a heavy breath. Mayhap the ironsmith
should set about making smaller ones if human children had such death wishes as
this one seemed to possess.

Reaching out and releasing the magickal locks, he then swung
the iron door open and gestured inside. “In you go, little human,” he grunted,
fully expecting the child to turn and run at the command.

Trembling, pale, the boy slowly extended the sword toward
him, always careful not to peer into any of the warriors’ faces. Taking the
sword, Caedan restrained his smile once more.

Surprisingly, rather than running as even grown men were
wont to do, the child of Alistair the Perverted stepped inside, two small hands
gripping the bars at the side of the door as Caedan slapped the door closed
with more force than necessary.

The small, involuntary whimper that escaped his throat had
anger beginning to brew within him. Since when did Ogres terrorize children
seeking to carry a message from the One? And no doubt the boy had been given a
vision by some force greater than human, for none but the Guardian Selects,
Sentmar’s protectors, chosen by the One himself knew that the Ogre kings were
indeed twins this rule.

“Let us go then,” his own twin ordered. “The sooner the
scrawny chuck has said his peace, the sooner we shall be given leave to begin
preparing the fires to roast his scrawny body.”

Daelan had little mercy for humans and none for weakness in
any form. Caedan saw little weakness in the boy though. Oh aye, weak of
strength and maturity, certainly. But despite the tears and the scent of his
terror, still the boy had not yet wet himself nor lost his battle with the bile
gathering in his stomach.

It was clear Daelan’s harsh, icy tone and booming voice was
tipping the little human to losing both forthwith though.

“Leave off, brother,” Caedan demanded along the link
they shared as twins. “This child shows courage no human male I have ever
seen has shown. Terrifying him further could only affect any message the One
may have sent, if indeed he carries such. But for his age, even if deceit is
his game, he shows great courage.”

It was a strength Caedan couldn’t help but admire in the
little chuck.

“What manner of treachery could this be that Alistair
allows his only male heir into a place such as this?” Daelan questioned
harshly. “I had heard Alistair placed great store in this boy, if not in his
daughter as well. Yet he lingers here in this place where naught but dark
magick and death could waylay him at any moment.”

“Aye, I heard such as well,” Caedan sighed.
“Already Alistair has named this boy his successor should his perversions be
cut short and his life extinguished.”

“Good thing,” Daelan growled. “Think you
perhaps the perverted king has heard of the assassins being amassed by the Pix
and Fey tasked with ending his reign?”

Caedan could only shrug as he glanced into the cage being
secured upon the back of the short-legged, fearsome Blade that would carry him
into the hall of the Ogre Kings.

King Alistair’s taste for the blood of magick beings was
becoming a concern for the Guardian Selects of Power, the protectors the Ogre
served as well as the Pix and Fey whom Alistair seemed much too lucky in
acquiring in recent years. The land itself was beginning to tremble with fury
at the perversions the Secular king practiced with a frequency that threatened
to drain the crystalline spores of power of far too many magickal beings.

And what the depraved king did to the bodies of the magi he
captured was nothing short of demonic. Bleeding them nightly by the gobletful,
savoring the warm Spora-infused life he drained bit by bit before practicing
such heinous crimes against their helpless bodies that even the dark “get” born
of the Guardian Select were said to turn away from the sight of it.

What could this boy know though? What message could the One
possibly give to a child?

“’Tis madness to take him to the Fortress, Daelan,”
Caedan sighed. “We should take him to the boundary of the mists and set him
free. Mayhap confuse him in what he has seen…”

“He reminds me of her! I cannot turn this child away. And
I would question him, brother, learn her name if possible.”

Her. The delicate, magick-infused human who had managed
to breach the Vale and who tempted a hunger inside them that they could not
assuage without her.

They had demanded her name countless times, and still, she
refused. The past week when she had left the Vale, tears had whispered down her
cheeks as she stared at them from the human side of the mists and whispered she
would not return to them again.

Why? She had turned and run rather than explain and both
Caedan and Daelan had felt a foreboding impossible to forget.

Urging the blades to move faster as he and his fellow
warriors followed along, Caedan could one hope that whatever it was, that this
child had no great love for his father, King Alistair.

For soon, he would have no father at all.





Chapter Two

 

The Ogre Kings, hidden within the magick mists, listened in
horror to the message the human child brought to their ears, as the One had
given it to him as he slept. Standing just behind them, the daughter of the
gods assigned to the Causeway by the One himself watched the child in sorrow
and regret.

Her large violet eyes darkened as the boy’s fear and pain
could be heard, the long waves of inky black hair crackling with the energy of
her anger as the child’s voice trembled and he begged for the life of the
princess.

“She is my sister.” The boy trembled within the mists. “King
Alistair has whispered that her woman’s peak is nearing and the magick that
infuses her must be destroyed.” Tears dripped from the boy’s eyes for a sister
he obviously held much love for.

Small fists were clenched, betrayal echoed in every word,
and the knowledge that the child had opened his mind to allow magick to read
the truth of his words was lost on none of the Ogre. Especially those of the
kings sworn to protect all magick from the humans.

“She is bound in chains, infused with a spell purchased by
some witch taken many years ago. She was bathed and dressed as though to be
wedded,” the child continued tearfully. “When night falls on the first crest of
the full moon in but two eves from now, he will…” Ah, the boy was fast losing
his ability to hold back the pain and betrayal of a father’s depravities. Not
that Daelan could blame him.

Shadow Hell, what monster of evil could countenance the
repeated raping of his own child? Especially a rape he would inflict himself? A
child once treasured and adored by him before he began using her as a source of
the blood he craved?

Magickal females did not lose their power per se when taken
before the peak of their magick. That magick became trapped within them
instead, rising and amassing in their bodies with no outlet for there was no
longer trust left within her to open herself fully to her magickal twins.

Their blood became so infused by the crystalline spores of
their magick that many were driven to insanity because of it. Scarlet blood
gleamed like diamond-studded essence when drawn directly from their fragile
veins. Especially the blood of their females. As though their life’s liquid
were filled with crystal dust.

“And how would we know your sister has not lied to you,
boy?” King Kellan questioned the child in a voice of harsh anger. “What proof
have you that she is of magick? Magick cannot exist in Secular lands or within
human soil.”

“Not true.” Prince Quin trembled once more. “She is of the
Spry—the Crae’all line. Royalty to the Spry hierarchy and destined for warriors
of incomparable strength. The One told me this.” Desperation was beginning to
lace the lad’s tone now. “I came as I was bid when I prayed upon the stone that
glitters like diamond dust, passed down from eldest child to eldest child of
that line, and carries the mark of magick.”

Caedan shook his head then. There was no mark… His gaze
whipped to his brother at the sudden tension whipping through Daelan as the boy
mentioned a mark.

“And what mark would this be? Magick carries no mark, boy,
proving you to lie as all your kin.”

“She does,” the boy cried out furiously, thin little fingers
clenched white around the iron bars of his cage. “At the very base of her back.
I have seen this mark myself and her mother swore to her it was the mark of her
birth of the magick house whose blood she carries. The mark of the Crae’all
line, a flaming sword set as though piercing her flesh.”

A mark neither Caedan nor his brother had heard of existing.
A glimpse of Muse’s surprise hinted that perhaps she had indeed heard of such,
though.

“You cannot deny her.” Terror scented the air in a surge of
raging emotion. “You must go for her now!”

“You do not order me, boy.” Cold and shocking in its lack of
mercy, the voice of King Kellan did no justice to the concern and fury that
burned in the eyes of the Ogre King Aherin. As he and King Kellan glanced at
each other, Muse stepped forward slowly to stand between the heavy Ogre
thrones.

“I do not order you,” the boy denied desperately. “I beg of
you.” The young prince went to his knees. “I beg thee.”

“Rise, child,” Caedan murmured from where he stood to the
side of the cage. “Do not weaken now.”

Trembling, tears wetting his face, the boy rose to his feet,
his shoulders straightening despite his fear. What courage the boy had. And
what a shame that a child of such will had a father to shadow his days as this
one did in Alistair the Perverted.

King Kellan stared at the boy thoughtfully for long moments,
his fingers tapping restlessly, silently on the wide arm of his throne. Muse
bent to his ear, whispering some message to him as her gaze stayed on the boy.

“As Prince, you have certain rights,” King Kellan stated
moments later, causing the boy to visibly start as his head lifted, hope
brightening his gaze. “Is this not true?”

Confusion filled the young heir’s gaze. “I have been told.”
He nodded slowly.

“In matters of a sister’s safety, is it not true that a
Secular heir to a throne may petition champions to her protection?”

Blue eyes widened as the young prince fisted his fingers in
determination. “I have been told.” He swallowed with difficulty though.

“What say you then, young prince?” King Aherin questioned
him suggestively. “As keeper of your sister’s protection, is this your
request?”

“Aye.” The boy’s voice strengthened. “I request champions to
my sister’s protection.”

“Know you that such champions may lay claim to the princess
should their magicks align?” King Aherin asked then. “That in deigning to take
responsibility for her life, they are given also the chance to accept
responsibility of taking her as their consortess?”

“Would they be cruel to her?” Prince Quin appeared concerned
now. “She is a delicate thing.” He worried, fists clenching once more. “She is
not like other women. Small of bones, my uncle has said. She would break
easily.”

“Are champions known to be cruel?” King Aherin boomed then, causing
the child to flinch in fear.

He shook his head quickly. “Nay, sire.” His voice shook, but
the boy did not back down. “Should you swear to know champions who would not
break or abuse one so fine as she, then I petition your highness to choose from
among your warriors champions to rescue her from the horrors that await her.”

Caedan glanced at his brother again, baffled by the feeling
Daelan communicated with the kings, but unable to decipher what conversation
they shared.

King Kellan leaned forward upon his throne, his gaze moving
about the warriors assembled before him. “Have we volunteers? Have I warriors
who would champion a Spry princess of delicate form and tender heart?”

“Aye, sire.” Daelan stepped forward.

Caedan stared at his twin in true shock.

They? Champions? To one of a delicate body and a tender
heart? What joke did his brother play?

Their kings sat upon their thrones, gazes narrowing on
Caedan rather than Daelan. “What say ye, Caedan?” Aherin asked softly.

Caedan would not consider ever naysaying his twin, the
eldest of birth, but later he might question his sanity. They had sworn to
await one last chance to hold the one who came to them from the human lands and
whose magick perfected theirs. That was no Spry ancestor’s magick she possessed.
Why would his brother align with this cause after having made such a vow?

Stepping forward, he faced his kings confidently. “Aye,
sires,” he answered the question. “The house of Dungarrin champions the Spry
princess and requests permission to begin preparations to collect her
immediately.”

Both Kings Kellan and Aherin were silent then, Muse between
them, tense and watching Daelan closely.

Was it the tiny goddess his brother spoke with?

“Prepare your warriors and gather your weapons.” King Kellan
sighed then. “We will begin preparations to rescue us a princess.”

The boy prince seemed to wilt.

He slid against the iron bars of his cage until he sat upon
the floor, his arms wrapping around bony knees with a grip born of a courage
that even many men, human and magick alike, did not possess.

The tears were dried, large blue eyes reflected grim purpose
and resignation that Caedan found distasteful. His gaze lifted to his rulers to
find them watching him expectantly.

“House of Dungarrin.” It was Muse who spoke, her voice a
wash of warmth and gentle compassion, as soft as the breeze that caressed the
Whispering Mountains, as mysterious as the hush that could descend over the
Mystic Mountains.

The young prince’s head lifted from his knees, his senses
perking with a young man’s solace as though he sought to convince himself he
had heard that sweet, gentle sound.

“Aye, Lady Muse,” Caedan and Daelan spoke as one.

“What plans have you for your young brother?” she asked
then. “I would know, as caretaker of this fortress, before all is prepared and
your warriors begin your journey.”

Caedan glanced to his brother.

“We request, Lady Muse, that this prince, whose courage and
mercy have been proven in his quest to save a sister considered heinous in his
land, be guarded by the just and compassionate mercy of our sister Select’s
embrace until our return. He will be given asylum in the house of Dungarrin
until the death of Alistair the Perverted,” Daelan requested of her.

Caedan near grinned at the bewilderment that crossed young
Quin’s features.

The boy was confused, and well he should be.

With a gentle smile Muse waved her delicate hand, clearing
the mists of the Ogre’s Obsidian Hall and allowing the child to see the
champions chosen to forever guard his princess.

But of course, Quin’s gaze went first to the demi-goddess
whose mesmerizing beauty was unlike any the boy could have seen until this
moment.

She was tiny and appeared frail, dressed in the leathers of
a Sorceress warrior, a lethal sword strapped to her hips and tethered to her
thigh, small daggers sheathed to the unique Braillan silver arm bands she wore
about her firm upper arms. Young Quin would not be able to help his fascination
with her.

Then the boy’s eyes widened farther as they went around the
hall and to the warriors watching him with no small amount of amusement.

Legend told that Ogre were gruesome to behold. One-eyed,
grotesque of visage and without a feature that could be called pleasing to the
eye.

For the most part, there was some truth in this.

Ogre were always male, large, powerful warriors whose magick
lay in the strength of strategy and war, and in the ability of their bodies to
heal. They were well honed, with no great handsomeness as Wizard Twins
possessed, and they were scarred from years of battle in the Causeway.

Grotesque? Caedan near smiled, for he knew what the young
prince saw.

Magick shimmered like an aura of glittering spora across the
pitch-black eyes of each male present. Powerful bodies, tall of stature and
heavy of bones, padded with precise, well-trained muscle that served them well
in battle.

Prince Quin’s gaze moved instinctively to both Daelan and
Caedan.

“Wizard Twins,” he whispered, as though awed.

Daelan grunted at the thought. “Nay, young prince,” he
growled. “Wizard Twins are as princes to our land, heirs to the greatest
magicks. We are but the warriors sworn to defend their boundaries and rout from
it the humans who would destroy their worlds.”

A smile then lit the young prince’s face. “Great warriors
you truly are,” he declared. “Beware though, my sister may be weak of body, but
she is strong of will and a certain…ability to test even the strongest temper.
Uncle Finn has oftentimes said she would tempt even the One to rain down the
fires of Shadow Hell upon her defenseless head.”

Caedan was aware that his brother was amused, even as he
sensed the truth of the boy’s words. As well as the laughter the suddenly
far-too-pleased child was holding back.

“Rather than roasting piglet this eve, I am beginning to
fear that perhaps roast prince would have been far better fare,” Daelan assured
the hall’s inhabits.

“There’s not meat upon my bones at all,” the prince assured
him with the most solemn of tone, a false appearance if ever there was one. “I
have been told by strong and knowledgeable warriors that I am far too bony for
even a king’s snack. As a warriors’ meal, you would be left with your belly
growling at its lack of proper fare.”

Laughter filled the hall.

If there was one thing the Ogre knew a great and abiding
respect for it was courage.

And this young prince, playful and filled with earnest
charm, had such in abundance it seemed.

Caedan prayed to the Select and to the One simultaneously
that his sister shared such a quality as well.

She may well need it before her ordeal concluded and she found
herself the filling in an Ogre Joining.





Chapter Three

 

Magick, it was forbidden in the Secular lands.

Any human even suspected to have displayed such a heinous
talent was to be brought before King Alistair before she reached her woman’s
age where all manner of perversions were practiced upon her in such cruel
manners as to scar her female spirit forever more.

For it was said that if a magickal female is taken before
the age that her powers peaked, then forever her power would be trapped inside
her.

Would hers be trapped since sharing her magick with the
warriors of the Causeway? They had not taken her fully. Well, unless the touch
of magick counted.

Princess Arabella Alistair knew what her fate would be the
day she faced her father and his guards mere moments after she had crested the
path leading back to the fortress.

They had awaited her silently, their expressions condemning
as her father ordered her taken. They had brought her back to the fortress and
to a hidden room where guards had held her still and her father had pierced her
wrist with his blade, bleeding her into a blood-stained chalice.

There, the proof of her birth was found in the gleaming
sparks of power that infused the rich liquid like diamonds sewn too heavily
upon scarlet velvet.

Crystalline spores of power were unable to survive within
human soil it was said. Only a human of descendent magick whose spark would
soon find flame could gather the spores to themselves as she must have done
with the mists of the Vale and guard them within a radiant soul.

Though what a radiant soul was, she wasn’t certain. She knew
only that it was what Elvetta Crae’all had sworn she’d glimpsed within
Arabella.

Basically it had meant then exactly what it meant now. She
was doomed.

Her mother had warned her as a child that the time of a
reckoning would come, that hiding the magick of the family of Crae’all would
end with her.

Yet her mother, Elvetta Crae’all, had not just sought out
the king’s attentions as a young woman but sought to merge her line with his,
hoping perhaps Alistair would soften in his hatred of magick.

Who knew what her wayward mother had thought to accomplish
by not just wedding the perverted king, but giving him a daughter as well? A
daughter of magick. A child he would…

Bile rose in her throat.

She could not countenance such a destiny.

The father who had rode her upon his shoulders as a toddler,
who taught her to ride and to hunt the stag, who he had claimed such favor in,
he would now pervert?

It could not be.

Yet here she stood, clad in one of her finest gowns, chained
to the icy, damp wall of a dungeon she had not known existed far below the
castle.

She a princess, cherished and adored, had watched her
father’s gaze turn cold, his expression suddenly hardened with a fury she could
not bear the sight of as he condemned her a magickal “get”.

She had cried her tears.

She had raged. She had begged the guards who had overseen
her care since the death of her mother many years before. Yet it was as though
they heard her not. They stared at her now as they would stare at the barely
dressed barmaids she had oftentimes glimpsed them preparing to ride.

A shudder raced through her as a ragged cry nearly fell from
her lips.

Never could she have imagined such betrayal. Never could she
have imagined she would ever find herself without a single champion to aid her
cause.

And perhaps she would not be so adrift had she heeded her
warriors’ demands the many times they commanded her name and that of her house.
But she was the daughter of Alistair the Perverted. Who would wish to admit to
such a family line?

At that thought, the great iron doors to the dungeons
clanged open and rattled with steely purpose.

“You have company.” Trine, a guard whose daughter she had
been friends with all of her life, spat the words out as though in distaste.

He was burly, his face square and possessing no beauty at
all. Still, she had always seen him as stalwart and dependable. A good father
to Maylana, and a firm hand to his son Brine.

Behind Trine came near a dozen guards dragging the hefty
weight of two warriors such as she had never glimpsed in but one realm.

Easily half over six feet tall with heavy muscle and
powerful forms, the warriors looked as powerful as the sturdy oak. Far too
powerful to have been taken by the likes of these guards. Yet they did not
resemble the warriors she’d given herself and her magick to either.

“What manner of crime have they committed?” she asked sadly
as Trine opened the door and the guards dragged the lax bodies into her cell.

Was there actually room for both? Not hardly, for two
well-muscled arms flopped through the iron bars to fall to the stone floor
beyond.

“The crime of breathing,” Trine grunted. “They say they’re
from the Rinah Pass Province, but warriors such as those do not exist in
Secular.”

“They do not appear to be Wizard Twins,” she observed,
regret filling her that her father had found other victims to torment.

“Wizard Twins? I think not,” Trine mocked. “The king’s liege
sensed no magick in them as they sensed building in you, only the ignorance of
having stopped in Eldorah. Of being giants among men in a land where no giants
exist.”

With that, he locked the cell doors once again and stepped
to follow the guards already leaving the dungeon.

“Trine,” she said his name softly, watching as his back
stiffened, his fingers forming fists at his sides.

“Say what you must, quickly,” he commanded her, his voice
carrying the sound of a man in much pain.

“No one will tell me how Quin fares.” She fought to hold
back her tears at the thought of her little brother. He was so small and always
so frightened.

Trine said nothing but terror washed through her at the
tightening of his shoulders and the slight dip of his head.

“Trine, please. How does he fare? Does he revile me now? Has
he not asked for me?” Tears choked her voice, barely held back by the pride
Alistair had always claimed she had far too much of.

“The little prince cannot be found,” he told her, his tone
barely audible. “When last he was seen by the guard attempting to capture him last
morn he had disappeared into the Causeway.”

Arabella attempted to swallow past the sobs that would have
torn from her soul. “Why would he do such?” She shook her head in disbelief.
“Nightmares of that desolate place plague him often.”

Trine shook his head. “I know not. I must go now…”

“Trine, please…” Someone had to find Quin. He was but a boy.

“Do not, Princess,” he sighed, his tone weary rather than
filled with the hatred or anger she had heard before. “I can find no way to
help either the young prince or his much-beloved sister.”

Arabella forced back her tears. “And would you, Trine, if
you could?”

He turned back to her then, his brown gaze filled with
regret now that no others were there to witness the weakness.

“I and those of my house have fought to find a way,” he said
softly then. “I dare not risk my own daughter, Princess, or the son who will
tend me in my old age should I see those days pass. We are but three, and I
cannot read men’s minds to learn if others would aid me as well.”

“Mayhap, aid the ones who have come for her instead.”

Arabella’s gaze jerked to the warriors. Their lashes had
lifted as they stared up at her while she spoke to Trine, and she near gasped
as the sudden realization of their origin. It was there in their eyes, shifting
colors of magick as though magick spora sparked in eyes of dark, midnight
black. There were no whites framing the endless midnight of those gazes.

Black hair, unruly and mussed around their hard faces, their
cheekbones high, though both were scarred, hardened. They did not appear to be
twins, though perhaps she was mistaken in that, for their looks were clearly
closely related.

“And how should I aid you?” Trine hissed as Arabella fought
to control a sudden heat beginning to rush through her veins. As the warriors’
gazes melded into hers, her heart raced and her muscles trembled as though
weakened.

These were her warriors. Yet how could this be?

“Ensure the tunnel is without soldiers until we have her
from the castle.” Dark, deep, that voice of her dark warrior had something
fluttering in her belly that she had never felt before, even with him and his
brother.

The warriors rose to their feet, so tall she and Trine both
were forced to stare up at them in surprise.

“Think you that I could possibly do so?” Trine’s amazed
anger wasn’t lost on the warriors or herself. “It is all I can do to keep them
from falling into this vile place to rape her themselves.” He raked furious
fingers through his graying dark hair and glanced to the dungeon door once
more. “They are as the werewolves that prey within the Causeway and howl out
their craven hunger each night. Should I keep them from falling upon her and
ending her innocence before some chance at her escape be found then I shall
count my soul as forever bound for the Garden of Nirvana for that act alone.”

They stared at Trine for long moments then, as though his
disbelieving anger and dramatic claim was as a child’s outburst they had yet to
figure out.

“Matters not.” Her golden-hued warrior shrugged nonchalantly
as his dark eyes seemed to sink inside her spirit. “Those whose eyes glimpse us
will not see morning’s light but for you. Had you not shown her kindness though
in these final moments, then ’tis a fate you would have shared as well.”

A frown pulled at Trine’s brows. “And who are you that you
could make such a claim?”

“The ones who have claimed Prince Quin as a brother of
courage and rare bravery and shall endeavor to ensure his sister is reunited
with him before the twin moons kiss the soil of Yarba this eve.”

“Quin?” Arabella whispered her brother’s name in hope as the
surprise of seeing her warriors before her was supplanted by her concern for
her brother. “You took him from the Causeway? He has such fear of it.”

“Fear?” A slight tug at her golden-hued warrior’s lips as
his brow arched in arrogance assured her he did not share her belief of her
brother’s fears. “That chuck has no fear of the Causeway. Nay, with naught but
a sword he faced the Ogre themselves and demanded a champion to ease the plight
of his most vulnerable sister.”

Moving to her, a powerful hand gripped the chains secured
into the stone wall above her and pulled them free as though they were not
enchanted nor locked about her wrists.

“Do you seek ease to your plight, Princess?” His head
lowered, his lips at her ear as he whispered the words. “Do you seek the
punishment we promised for refusing us your name and that of the house you
belonged to? Know you, we would have rescued you long before this had we
known.”

Her head rested against his chest, moisture filling her eyes
at his gentleness. “You did not reveal your name, or that of your house,” she
reminded him, her voice husky as she fought to hold back her sobs. “And how
could I reveal the craven evil of that which I was born into? Such shame tore
at my soul when faced with the honor I found within the mists.”

“I am Caedan, twin to Daelan, and we are of the Ogre house
Dungarrin, aligned to tribe Taithleach, guardians of the Causeway and all its
realms.” His lips brushed against her cheek. “And you are ours.”





Chapter Four

 

“What…?”

“Forgive me, Princess,” he begged her leave gently, pulling
back as she stared up at him, silent and still with her shock. “The manacles
are indeed enchanted. Once this place is behind us though, the magick of them
will weaken and they will release you easily enough.”

“What madness is this?” Confusion filled her, locked within
her mind, and made even the fact that the chains were no longer secured to the
wall hard to process.

How had they pulled free enchanted chains? How could they be
Ogres rather than mere warriors? They were not of grotesque form. They had
driven her to the heights of pleasure, but never to the heights of madness.

“Do not use the tunnels,” Trine told them then. “There is
another way free of this place.” He glanced to Arabella, pain marking his lined
face as helpless regret shimmered in his eyes. “I could not release those
chains, I have tried many times before. But they are free now, and King
Alistair will know it was not of my doing.” He glanced to the iron door behind
him quickly. “Can you unlock the cell door as well? The key used to open it
moments ago will no longer work. The enchantment requires a different key each
time it’s released. The stones of the far wall.” He nodded to the back of the
dungeon. “Press your palm to the center stone and it will open to allow you to
pass to tunnels hidden from even King Alistair’s knowledge.”

“We need no keys,” the other warrior murmured as she found
herself unable to tear her gaze from the one watching her so intently.

What manner of heat was building in her veins?

What was this strange lethargy that had her tight in its
grip?

The warrior’s hand lifted then, touched her cheek, then her
brow as his arm slid behind her back.

“Sleep, Princess,” he whispered, his fingers moving to brush
against her lashes as she felt her eyes close, unable to keep them open. Sleep
claimed her as the warrior lifted her into his embrace and moved for the door.

 

“Forgive me, Trine,” Caedan murmured as he flicked his
fingers to the warrior and watched him slowly wilt to the floor in sleep.

The powerful sleeping potion purchased from the Gnomes of
Spring Valley was one of the few properties that worked for both human as well
as the magi.

He was aware of Daelan holding the princess in his arms now,
more tender than he had ever sensed his brother being.

“We move,” Caedan hissed at the sound of voices moving along
the hall.

Stepping to the cell door, he inserted the key the Ogre Mage
had bespelled before their leaving the Obsidian Fortress and turned it quickly.

The cell door opened soundlessly as Caedan drew his sword
and allowed Daelan to pass first with his precious burden.

Their consortress. How much more precious could any woman be
to her warriors than this one, to warriors who had never imagined they could
have such a creature for themselves? One who braved the mists to find them. One
whose powers would create an alignment of power that they had never dreamed
would be theirs.

Pressing his palm into the stone, Caedan watched as the wall
moved slowly, far too slowly, for the voices moved closer far faster than the
wall moved.

Finally, Daelan was squeezing through the narrow opening. As
he passed through Caedan followed, gripping the side of the door and dragging
it quickly behind as he did so. The sound of metal keys clanging and voices
calling out to Trine could be heard as the stone slid smoothly back into place.

At the scrape of the heavy rock meeting, indicating it was
once again secured, the guards’ voices raised in alarm from the dungeon on the
other side of the stone wall.

Standing still, silent, Caedan waited until the sounds of
the guards’ voices were loud enough to ensure any sound their passage through
the narrow tunnel made would be covered before leading the way through the
near-dark of the corridor.

The darkness showed in shades of colorless gray as the night
sight the Ogre possessed ensured their way was clearly seen.

“Her magick awakens, Caedan.” Tension filled his
brother’s thoughts as heated magick began to build within her as it reached out
to both Caedan and Daelan as they raced through the tunnels.

They had hoped that using the sleeping dust would ensure her
magick slept as well. Ever when they were about her, magick touch made them
insane to have her.

“Warh, our exit has changed, can you locate us?” Caedan
called out to the commander at arms, hoping the Ogre sense would work in the
human lands as it did in the mists.

The gifts magick had given them for the purpose of
protecting the mists were unique among all the magicks. The gift of night
sight, apparent by the spora dust that glittered in their black eyes, and their
Ogre sense for each of those belonging to individual houses were but among the
few.

“We await you, sire. You will exit from the fortress
along the banks of Eldorah Falls. A very clever exit.”

“And why did we not sense these tunnels when we scryed
the area?” Caedan questioned the commander, the thought of the ease that
they could have taken her versus the intricate plan they’d been forced into
before clenching his teeth in irritation. “No magic exists in this land
supposedly, yet I find a female unlike any I have known of existing, manacles
bespelled and tunnels magickally hidden, though we cannot find the magick to
scry these places?”

“Aye, sire, answers will be found,” Warh assured him.
“Perhaps our isolation had made the humans as much a mystery to us as we are
to them. Once the princess is safe I will gauge the danger of speaking to the
one called Trine and enlisting his aid and possibly that of his house.”

“Once we exit the falls we must ride hard for the mists,”
Caedan told the commander as he sensed Arabella’s magick brewing within her. “There
is no time to spare. Since the moment we entered her cell her magick has begun
sparking with a power we cannot hope to contain in this place.” A land so
hungry for magick that the Ogre could often hear it weeping for the bright,
heated touch of what it had lost so long ago.

“She is the Dungarrin Consortess then?” Warh
questioned, the reserve Caedan could feel emanating from the Ogre commander
reminding him of all the dangers they would now face in ensuring her safety.

“She is ours,” he assured the warrior, knowing she
was much more than they had suspected. “We must find our traitor, Warh. No
longer is just our Guardian Select’s daughter in danger, but the source of what
could be the Dungarrin’s greatest power.”

“Sire?” Whar questioned the last statement with a
heavy sense of tension.

“She is not of the Crae’all line. This is no Spry our
magick has aligned with,” Caedan informed him. “It is not a consortess
we have, Whar, but a Consortress. She is a Sorceress, and no Halfling either.”

Caedan could sense the magick rising inside her, feel its
threads and knew its warmth as the lands knew the warmth of the sun.

“The House of Dungarrin has been gifted a Sorceress for
the first time in all of the magicks. A Sorceress who does not yet know the
essence of her magick, and one all of Sentmar, magick and human alike, would
kill to possess before our alignment,” Daedan warned them both, the strain
of holding the princess so close, her magick all but flesh to flesh with his
own, was no doubt torture.

There was no comment, no thought emanating from Whar as he
blocked his mind, though not his presence from his liege.

“All preparations are being made,” Whar informed him
moments later, assuring Caedan that whatever he thought of his liege’s
suspicions of a traitor, still, he was preparing for their escape. “We are
but a short distance from the mists of the Causeway from where you exit the falls
and should have your Consortress safely within the Obsidian Fortress before her
magick can be detected by Wizard Twins or by her magickal sisters.”

And this, neither of them had thought of, Caedan thought in
disgust.

“Have we ever not thought to think of the impossible?”
Daedan’s irritation fed easily to both Caedan as well as Whar.

“Have we ever thought to have to deal with such magick
needing rescue from human lands?” Whar asked then.

Caedan could not have imagined such a thing before now.

As his gaze searched carefully for the end of the tunnel
shades of color began to simmer in the air around Daelan’s shoulders, the
oddest colors of bronze and sweet golden hues of magick.

“We must hurry, Whar,” Caedan warned the commander. “Are
we near?”

“Very close,” Whar assured them. “You should hear
the falls.”

They did indeed hear the falls. And none too soon, for the
powerful magick of their sleeping Consortress was wrapping about Caedan now,
slipping beneath the coarse material of the woven shirt he wore to touch flesh
that had never known the sweet caress of such powerful magick.

That magick slid over the skin of his chest like the
softest, warmest hand, calling to his own power, sensitizing his flesh until
the caress was the most delicate torture he had ever known.

“Light.” Caedan felt his body tense further, Ogre hunger
gnawing at the broad shaft of his cock now. A fierce, burning need, a sense of
the pleasure to come tightening his body as anticipation surged like a summer
storm over the Mystic Mountains.

She was theirs.





Chapter Five

 

At that moment, Whar stepped to the entrance, the moisture
of the falling water tumbling over the cliffs beading his face as eyes as black
as a star-studded night swept over them quickly.

“We ride,” Whar growled. “Humans are riding this way and we
have not much time.”

Definitely no time to enjoy the caress of his Consortress’s
magick.

“Shadow Hell,” Daelan cursed, his entire body tight, tense
with a need unlike any he’d ever known even when her magick had touched them in
the Vale. The touch of her unconscious magick had his shaft harder than the
obsidian stone of the fortress and his body as sensitive as a babe’s.

He prayed as he never had before that somewhere within him
he could find the strength to hold back the hunger raging at him until they
reached safety. And for the first time in all his decades of war, he was
uncertain if that were possible.

As twins, he and Caedan had not known hungers this powerful
to sweep through them. As all magickal twins, they were wont to share their
women, even to take a single magickal female as a lover should they not be
opposed. But this hunger to share a woman, to mark with not just their body but
the magick surging inside them like a storm was near more than they could
believe. It was much stronger, much hotter than all the times they’d touched
her, prepared her in the Vale for their possession in the past.

And a Sorceress? A true Sorceress. This fierce little thing
whose pride had held back her tears, whose sense of belonging to her brother,
and wild, tempestuous magick within a hidden realm was like a call to the very
depths of what he had not realized was his and his brother’s lonely hearts for
such a radiant soul—this being of female heat and magick most beloved by the
One.

Holding to her tightly, he rushed to the huge, surefooted
horses they had called to them as they stepped from the mists the past eve. As
Caedan swung onto the first jet-black beast, Daelan relinquished his burden to
his brother, aware of Caedan’s indrawn breath as the magick pulsing beneath her
skin took him unaware.

There was no time to acknowledge it, nor to truly enjoy it,
for the sound of the humans’ mounts beating upon the path leading to the falls
could now clearly be heard.

Gripping the beast’s mane, Daelan swung himself onto the
animal’s back, gripping its powerful sides with his knees as he pushed his
leathered feet into the stirrups of the light saddle.

Without sound, the animals moved swiftly the short distance
to shallower waters before splashing across the wide stream to the forest on
the other side.

The Ogre warriors disappeared into the forest just as the
humans’ mounts were galloping to the banks beyond.

They had escaped, though how the king’s guards had known to
search first a place well removed from the fortress, he would know soon. There
was a traitor among the Ogre, they had known this for many years. How else
could the human hunters slip so easily, so quickly across the Causeway to steal
away with the magickal beings that had obviously been drawn to a place where
they could be taken?

Even the little goddess Muse was not exempt from treachery,
though knowledge of her origins was limited. Not but a fortnight past she too
had confronted human males intent on removing her from the Causeway to the
human stronghold of Alistair the Perverted.

She had escaped without showing her power only by chance.

As the horses tore through the forests, instinct guiding the
magick they possessed only when the Ogre rode them. They were as swift as the
once-plentiful Pegasus, and as surefooted as even the mountain werecats.

This day, Daelan and his brother both knew it was not just
their lives they owed to the beasts, but the life of their Sorceress as well.

* * * * *

As the mists of the Causeway enfolded them, the mounts were
brought to a stop, the warriors dismounting quickly and moving to the
four-legged, broad-muscular mounts of the Causeway, the Torc.

Torc, resembling the small-winged dragons or the enchanted
dragon form of the Sorceress protector Garren, though without the ability to
walk on two legs or speak with disrespectful mockery. For that, the Ogre
thanked the One.

The Torc were large, with blocky bodies, carnivorous
appetites for human flesh and excellent hearing and eyesight. They were the
perfect creatures for moving quickly through the Causeway.

The little prince who had arrived begging for his sister’s
life was shadow-damned lucky he had not been found by the Torc before the Ogre
sensed him.

Transporting the sorceress to the Taithleach fortress though
would be a bit tricky, especially for Caedan, the only warrior of the group
whose Torc had been trained to allow a female upon his back. He was so trained
by Muse, giving Caedan to wonder once again why she had chosen his mount.

Torc, like the wizard snow owls, bonded with their riders,
which made it near impossible for other Ogre warriors to ride them.

And Torc rarely sensed females in the mists and had no trust
toward them. That quirk had made it incredibly difficult for Muse to train the
creature. It ensured now that the Torc accepted Arabella easily.

With her slender legs now straddling his thighs, her breasts
pressed against his chest, she was a treasured weight.

A torturous pleasure.

“Brother.” Daelan’s low tone drew his immediate attention
for it was heavy with warning.

“Daelan?” he questioned his twin.

“Should you close your senses to me while carrying her so,
for even a moment—take even the briefest second of shared sensation that I may
feel from her riding atop your cock and I promise you I’ll feed you to the
dracas outside the fortress myself. Do we understand one another?”

And Daelan was in no joking frame of mind.

Caedan maintained his blank expression but amusement
threatened at the corners of his lips as he gave a short nod.

“Understood,” he assured his brother.

Accepting the rest of the slight weight of the petite
princess as Daelan arranged her thighs over his, Caedan swore he would lose his
seed to his breeches immediately.

“Sweet mercy,” Daelan rasped as Caedan felt the soft heat of
Arabella’s mound settle across his hardened flesh.

“Aye, brother,” Caedan breathed out, his voice rough as his
twin stepped back slowly.

“Ride easy,” Daelan bit out, his voice guttural as Caedan
buried his fingers into the long curls trailing down her back.

Silken.

Daelan could sense the feel of her hair against his own palm
as the twin bond kicked in more strongly than ever before, Caedan knew.

Caedan blew out a hard breath and closed his eyes briefly.
He assured himself he would indeed survive this venture into the magickal
alignment that would ensure the bond of warriors to a Sorceress they had never
imagined could be theirs.

 

Such pleasure.

Arabella wanted to lift to it, to ride the peaking
sensations heating between her thighs and torturing her mound with such exquisite
sensations.

The hard heat of her warrior’s leather-covered erection was
making her crazed. Especially after her father’s mistresses had torn the curls
of her mound free with the heated wax they’d poured upon it days before.

Her thighs clenched on the powerful breadth of his, her
nails biting into the woven shirt covering his back.

Caedan. She knew his name.

Just as she knew his brother’s, Daelan.

They were the lovers she’d met in the enchanted garden of
the Causeway. The ones she had so grieved of losing when she’d left them last.

“Ease me,” she whispered as her magick gathered, writhing
beneath her flesh as she fought to release it.

“Soon, little heart.” His voice was rough, controlled. “Too
many warriors surround us now.”

“They can turn away.” Her thighs clenched again, found
strength, then slowly rode the thick ridge torturing her sensitive flesh.

Such pleasure. It bloomed and burned within her as the
prickling heat of magick built with such wondrous power that it should have
frightened her. Always she had feared the magic growing inside her, knowing
that should it be detected her life would be forfeit.

Here, in this dark, desolate place, it was only growing
though. Held against one of the warriors she had grieved of never seeing again,
she could feel those twisting bands of power reaching out to both of them. Not
just the one who held her, whose hardened shaft she rode with such pleasure.

“Sweet princess,” he groaned, his lips caressing her neck as
his breath came hard, panting from his chest. “I cannot allow you to find your
release yet, love. Not here, not as we did within the Vale.”

She was so close. How could he stop her from that pleasure?
How could he refuse the bands of sensation tightening between her thighs from
releasing?

Yet she hadn’t found release, she reminded herself, no
matter how desperately she reached for it. No matter her need for it.

Lifting her lashes to stare at the warrior holding her, she
was shocked by the sight of the luminous threads of magick weaving around her,
touching her, stroking her, mixing with the strands of her own violet-hued
magick. Magick that had never wafted from her in such a way.

It twined with their magick, stroked over it, stroked over
the warrior holding her as well as the brother she considered the darker of the
two, the one whose magick called to her on a level that went beyond her spirit.

“I ache for you, warrior,” she whispered. “For both of you.
We near the Vale, I feel it within my spirit, calling to us, tempting us.”

“Aye, it tempts,” he whispered as a moan slipped from her
lips, the feel of potent magick easing deeper in her rear, sliding free and
returning. Burning pleasure-pain she craved, that sent shivers racing over her
flesh. “But to take you now would cause you harm, sweet. We will never cause
you harm.”

Harm? It was harming her to wait.

Gripping his thighs with hers, she rode the hard ridge
beneath her, the heavy erection hot and throbbing, driving her mad with the
need to feel it inside her as she felt the warrior’s magick taking her.

She moved against him, their touches, caresses driving her
to the heights of pleasure yet never allowing her to fall over, never allowing
her to find the release for which her need was only growing. The need burned.
It rose inside her like an inferno she could neither avoid nor ease. The agony
of it was unlike any she had ever known.

 

This must end, Caedan groaned across the link he
shared with his brother. “I do not know if I can hold back my release much
longer.”

Their magick was a spiraling haze of color and power that
the other Ogre were careful to keep their distance from. The depth of it, the
strength of it a barrier that only the greatest of magicks would be able to
penetrate.

We near the Obsidian Fortress, Daelan assured him
then. We are but moments from haven, brother.

Moments? Could he last moments?

Daelan could feel his brother’s pain as though it were his
own. Ogre twin bonds were more sensitive than any other, save for Wizard Twins,
for the very fact that rarely were twins born to the warrior sect. Only in past
generations had twins been born to the Ogre sect since the separation of
Sorceresses and Wizards.

The Ogre had protected the Causeway since the dawn of human
and magick separation, their power to blend in with either sect their greatest
defense. They could slip into magick lands and track any human who may have
made it past the Causeway, or slip into human lands and trick those there to
rescue the magickal beings taken from their lands.

Their magick was hidden from even the greatest powers of the
lands unless they wished it to be seen. Once slipping into human lands, no
magick existed within them until their return to the Causeway. Their strength
and ability to deflect blows was their greatest power there.

Here within the Causeway they were more powerful than any
but the gods the One had selected to watch over Sentmar as he slept.

We are here! Daelan felt relief pour over him as the
Obsidian Fortress rose before them. Unscalable walls of magick-infused obsidian
surrounded the main fortress. None but Ogre magick could pass through it, and
for those assigned to rule the land, the magick of the stone would conform to
their demands. Whether in creating a chair, a bed or warding off an attack. The
Obsidian stone was tied directly to the Guardian or in the case of this rule,
the Guardians of Obsidian—the darker magicks.

The stone portal slid open as the Torcs stopped before them,
the shadowed opening parting for the warriors.

Daelan slid quickly from his mount and moved to his brother,
the warrior nearly lost in the pleasure wrapping around him in the form of the
princess’s magick.

Gripping her hips, he eased her into his arms, near gasping
at the pleasure, increasing a hundredfold from what it had been without contact
with her flesh. How in the name of the One had Caedan born such pleasure
without finding his release?

“Warrior.” Muse stepped into their path as they entered the
Great Hall, intent on bearing their Consortress to their quarters where they
could touch her freely, together.

“Guardian,” Daelan gritted out. “Allow us leave to pass
quickly.”

Her smile was somber, filled with regret as she lifted her
arm and gestured to the heavily robed maidens who gathered often to do her
bidding.

“My handmaidens will take her for but a moment, warriors.
Preparations for her Joining must be made.”

“What say you!” Caelan growled, obviously surprising the
demi-goddess. “She was born of human lands, not magick. Sorceress she may be,
but without the defenses one of magick lands would have provided her woman’s
spirit.”

Her eyes narrowed, brilliant hued, snapping with sudden ire.

“Know you for certainty her magick defenses, warrior?” she
snapped. “Which would have greater knowledge of what preparations she would
need? Warriors infused with the hunger of her magick or a Guardian who has
sought the wise council of the great Garron, a magick that harkens only to the
Sorceresses of Covenan?”

In that moment, iridescent magick filled the hall, bringing
even the Twin Kings to their feet as they watched curiously from their thrones.

Garron, the great dragon of magick and lore, had come to the
Causeway only once before, it was said, on the eve of the conception of the
Ogre twins to the King of the Causeway and his mate.

Colors of rainbow hues rippled over the scales of his
powerful body as he stared down at the Sorceress who lay within Daelan’s arms.

Her magick was sizzling now, snapping against their bodies,
somehow greater, brighter for the presence of this being.

“What manner of visit is this, Garron?” King Aherin and his
brother moved from the throne dais to the floor of the hall as Garron’s head
tilted to the side, watching the magick of the Sorceress as it began to shift
in color, violets and blues and sparks of multihued greens.

“Ah, the Twin Kings.” Garron’s voice was a hiss of amusement
as he turned and glanced at the two powerful warriors nearing him. “The Ogre
rule has never been so strong as it is now, the land whispers. All of Cauldaran
and Covenan owe you a great debt for your protection.”

“We do that which our One commanded us to the best of our
strength and our magick,” Aherin deflected the compliment. “We need no thanks
for what is ours to do.”

Garron nodded at this. “Humble as well. Wizard Twins would
have much to learn from you.”

He turned back to Arabella as she stared up at him,
mesmerized by the magick flickering over his body, snapping in his eyes.

“Sorceress,” he said softly then, lifting a clawed hand to
wave before him. “What magick fills you, Halfling, and how did such come into
being?”

Daelan felt his brother’s surprise merge with his as their
magick parted from their princess, easing back to them beneath Garron’s command
as Muse stood silently to the side.

He had called her Halfling? Halflings did not possess such
power. It was unheard of. It was impossible.

Lifting both clawed hands, Garron silently called her magick
to him, watching with eyes black as the Ogre, yet filled with such pinpoints of
color, such powerful magick that surely he could awaken the One with it by
thought alone.

“Such power,” he crooned as her magick twined about his
hands, spreading over his fingers, lingering against his touch with the
impression of a child seeking a father’s favor.

He spread his hands farther and spiraling threads of magick
moved back to the princess, easing inside her, calming as a measure of control
returned to Daelan and to his brother.

“Be at ease, Ogre,” he said quietly as though only now aware
of the dozens of Ogre that had moved into the hall, their hands braced upon
their swords as though prepared to battle. “There is no dark magick here. Your
Guardian Muse can attest that I am not the twin whose evil seeks to fill this
place.”

Shock resounded about the hall. Even Muse had seemed unaware
of the battle they fought daily to weed out the infecting dark evil attempting
to turn the dark magick of the Causeway against its protectors.

All magick that had been drained from Sorceresses and other
creatures of magick during the birth of evil had been gathered here within the
Causeway, its hatred of humans a barrier against them. Yet somehow humans
always found their way across it. A pathway would create itself, the evil of
hatred parting the magick to allow those seeking magickal beings to transport
across it and feed the depravities of those awaiting it on the other side. Before
the Ogre could reach it, it would dissipate and then reopen elsewhere.

“He is Garron,” Muse attested. “I visited his lair the
moment the princess entered the Causeway and sought his counsel.”

Her beautiful, mystical voice eased the tension gathering among
the warriors.

“Give your princess leave to be prepared, Ogre Dungarrin,”
Garron requested then, or rather ordered gently. “She will come to no harm, and
when she returns to you, you will find a power you have never beheld in your
lives. This creature found your Vale and her warriors because Sorceress magick
commands such powers. She will always move to it, long for it, just as the
Castle Covenan and its Sorceress will always command that which lies beneath
it. To attain her power, to learn her own secrets, before merging with the
power of her warriors, she must first merge with the power of the liquid magick
you protect the gateway to.”

The handmaidens, guided by Muse, eased Arabella from their
protection then as Caedan and Daelan stared at the great dragon in shock.

“She is indeed a Sorceress then, just as we sensed?” Daelan
whispered.

“Aye, Dungarrin,” Garron assured him, the title of their
house one of great respect from the creature of absolute power they faced. One
greater even than that of Muse. “A rather unique Consortress you have attained.
One who cannot be lured by magick, by wizard or by the designs of any greater
magick. The lure of this Sorceress Halfling was one of the heart. The awakening
of her power, long held dormant, gathering and strengthening over the centuries
for lack of sharing, has created a power none have yet known. The power you
have found, Ogre, is one even history has not heard of. She is the Seed. The
Ogre of Dungarrin is the Rain. Together, the power the Kings of the Causeway
have prayed to the One to grant them, to protect its treasures, has been
granted you. Shall we see now how the Ogre shall use the newly awakened
strength that will soon emerge within it?”





Chapter Six

 

Arabella was bathed within the pools of the Vale that had
been calling to her, yet the laws of the Ogre had forbidden her to step into
it.

She was laid upon a smooth slab of black obsidian, its cool,
polished surface easing the heat raging through her as the reemerging curls,
torn from her flesh by her father’s mistresses, were magickally removed
completely. There was no abrading of her softest flesh, no discomfort, but the
sensitivity of it…

A moan slipped past her lips as her hips arched, the
invisible magick of the Vale caressing her, whispering over her and drawing the
slick warmth from her woman’s flesh well.

As she lay there, nothing covering her, comfort and warmth
surrounding her, she was aware of the handmaidens moving slowly away. Their
golden eyes and dusky skin had been a surprise she hadn’t expected when they’d
disrobed.

In their place stood Muse, the Guardian—daughter of the
Sentinel Select.

Arabella stared up at her in fascination, amazed at the
heightened power she felt within herself, and the power she felt within this
being.

Violet eyes, pitch-black hair flowing around her. Dressed in
warrior’s leathers, a sword at her side, her creamy flesh so pure and pretty it
was enchanting.

She was a being with secrets though. Dark secrets she dare
let none reveal so she kept them close to her spirit. Secrets that could rock
the hierarchies of power…

“I cannot hide from you, just as Garron predicted,” Muse
sighed. “How humbling for one called a god to realize there is a power that can
see into the spirit she keeps carefully hidden.”

Arabella licked her lips nervously. “Your secrets are safe
with me, Guardian,” she promised. “As are the secrets of those you claim as
your own.”

Muse ducked her head for a moment before sighing as though
weary and staring about the Vale where she often found solace, Arabella
thought.

“This place is within Nirvana,” Muse told her then. “Did
your warriors tell you this?”

Arabella shook her head as she sat up slowly, staring
around.

Spora—that was the feathery stuff drifting through the air.
Pure magick in its second form after leaving the liquid pools where it bubbled
and swirled and played like living particles of dampness merging together.

“I had not known of Nirvana until I was drawn here,”
Arabella revealed. “I knew of the One, though humans call him by a different
name, and give him a bearing of retribution which does not sleep.”

Muse nodded. “Perhaps our One does not sleep exactly.” She
smiled. “He always seems to know when we are in need though. This land,
Sentmar, it was created by him for magick. There was only peace here until the
humans invaded our lands.”

“They say they tricked the Sidhe to come to this place, for
magick is evil, no matter its place, no matter its type.”

Muse nodded. “Humans twist what they do not understand.
Perhaps the One created their plane without such magick, and the two were not
to merge.”

“Perhaps.” Arabella thought this might be true. “What do we
know of such beings’ thoughts though?” She shrugged.

“And now we find ourselves here, Halfling,” Muse sighed.
“You are unique among our kind, among all magick. A creature created by untold
generations of building magick and careful tempering by the land around it. The
magick of your family line is of all magicks of the land. Over generations
magick has merged with magick as magickal beings have added to each
generation’s addition until the creation of the Seed emerged. You are the Seed
Sorceress. A creature of all the magicks of Sentmar brought into one. You will
birth a new magick in this land, one that may well prevail against human and
evil in future generations.”

Arabella blinked back at her in surprise. “Mother said my
line is Spry, not any other magick.”

“Perhaps she knew not of your other magick,” Muse said
softly. “It is a magick you have fought, have you not?”

“I have come to it with reluctance,” Arabella agreed. “I
knew the Vale drew me. I knew the warriors were mine. But I did not believe I
would be gifted with the chance to have them as they seem to believe we should
be.”

Muse smiled back at her. “They are to be yours forever,
Arabella. This place of magick we call the Vale, the Causeway they protect and
all its mysteries will one day breed a magick that no being can trespass or
manipulate without the protector’s knowledge. That will be your gift. The
magickal children born of you and your warriors, merging one day with the
children of the rulers of this land. Never fear, my reluctant Halfling, your
place within your warriors lives. This land, and magick itself, is assured from
this moment forth.”

“You will help me with this?” Arabella wondered if she
possessed the knowledge, the wisdom to be such a person.

“I must leave soon…”

“You must not.” Reaching out, she grasped the hand of the
one magickal being called a god and became trapped, pulled into knowledge, into
secrets, into a world of a woman’s aching needs, the torment of twins she
believed would not be hers and the passions they shared.

“No!” Muse jerked back, cradling her hand to her chest,
shock and despair filling her violet eyes. “You were not to see such things.”

Arabella sat back then, not at all sorry, pleased to know
this exceptional woman before her had her own place within the magick Arabella
would come to know.

“So many secrets the Guardians know,” she whispered. “And so
much you do not know. You will not leave me here within this place alone, for
we are to be honed within this place by a most powerful friendship. This place,
the Vale, the Causeway, merges our destiny, Guardian. I wish you to stay for a
while longer, as is my right as the Sentinel of the Land, the first seeded by
the magick of the lands and planted by the One who created us all.”

Lips parted in surprise, Muse drew in a harsh breath as
Arabella revealed the destiny even she herself had been unaware of.

“Sentinel of the Lands?” she whispered.

“There will be four,” Arabella told her then. “Princess
Serena will be the second once she has found her path back to her magick.
Sentinel of the merging Cauldaran and Covenan lands. The third shall merge the
hidden magicks.” The third, Arabella knew, would be this gentle child of the
gods of Sentmar. “The fourth shall be found in human lands once more, to
rebuild the magicks humans have desecrated. That land shall be painted with
blood,” Arabella whispered sadly. “Sentmar was created to protect all magick,
and the humans brought with them the evil that would destroy it. They will
become beings of magick, or they will die upon the blades of their own hatred,
it shall be their choice.”

“And what of Sentmar’s Guardian Select?” Muse whispered.
“The gods who have guided this land for so many eons?”

Arabella smiled, a smile of brilliant peace, of love and
joy. “The One gave them a promise, Muse, long before humans came to this land.
When they alone heard his message and tamed the magick beneath the lands. Would
he break the covenant he made with them?”

Muse shook her head. “He swore it was ever reaching.”

“Ever reaching for the unit they became and for the children
who followed their teachings and the magick the One created,” she agreed. “Have
no fear, Muse, for your destiny as well is far more than you could ever
imagine.”

* * * * *

Caedan and Daelan entered their chambers, the hunger
haunting them becoming a vicious beast as they saw their Consortress awaiting
them.

Her magick reached for them, merging with the luminous
threads of pale-white magick the Ogre possessed as it began curling from within
them, reaching out to her.

Clothing was shed instantly, their magick obliterating it
with no more than a thought, leaving muscle-hardened, battle-scarred flesh
bare, the powerful spears of their erections standing out from their bodies.

Going each to the opposite sides of the bed, they crawled
upon the fur-draped sponge stone harvested and molded into the bedding magickal
beings slept upon.

It firmed instantly as their weight was added to it.

Immediately, their Sorceress Halfling reached out for them,
awaiting them, well prepared for the hunger she was meeting.

Their time in the Vale had ensured she knew what awaited her
this night.

Taking her kiss, Daelan could feel the silken-soft hand
curling about his cock as his brother tasted the cherry-tipped mounds of her
breasts. Finally, Caedan’s lips covered one tender bud, sucking it into his
mouth as she arched and cried out at the contact.

Their Consortress, the woman they had loved and played with
during her visits within the Vale.

She was theirs.

 

Arabella moaned in need as her warrior’s kiss eased back,
only to feel the broad head of his cock pressing against her lips moments
later.

Parting them, Arabella found her mouth filled with the head
of his erection.

The hard lips suckling at her nipple eased lower, spreading
kisses in their wake as their magick penetrated the tender depths of her vagina
and the snug, aching depths of her anus as Caedan’s hungry tongue slid through
the narrow slit of her pussy.

Rubbing, tasting her, he flicked his tongue over sensitized
flesh, circled the sensitive bud of her clit and pushed her arousal ever
higher.

Drawing firmly on the broad crest of Daelan’s cock, Arabella
felt the merging of their magick, dragging them, tugging them closer to release
as she found her hands suddenly shackled by magick, pulled back from them.
Daelan drew the hard flesh filling her mouth back, taking the taste of male
need from her hungry tongue.

“We cannot wait,” he groaned. “The need is too strong,
love.”

Caedan eased from between her thighs, rising between them as
Daelan watched, his gaze centered to where his brother tucked the head of his
cock between the silken folds of her intimate flesh.

Arabella watched, barely daring to breathe as she felt the
first stretching of her untouched flesh, the invasion easing inside her as
magick curled around her nipples, ghostly mouths suckling at them with abandon
as more tugged at the tender bud of her clit.

She was wrapped in magick, sorcery and pleasure.

Yet her gaze was locked on the hard, heavily veined flesh of
Caedan’s cock as he pushed inside her. Her slick juices coated it as magick
wrapped around it.

His hips shifted, pushing in, dragging back, pushing in,
then back, then with one hard thrust the iron-hard flesh buried deep inside
her, though still half of the heavy erection had yet to sink inside.

“Arabella,” Daelan whispered. “I can feel your pussy
wrapping around my cock as well. Each sensation he feels…” He groaned. “Sweet
princess, take all of him. Take him, love, so I can have you as well.”

Drawing back, Caedan paused, parted the folds of her pussy
to allow his brother to see the stretched pink flesh gripping his cock.

They both groaned.

Arabella screamed out in pleasure as the hardness piercing
her plunged full length inside her. Buried to the hilt, throbbing, burning
inside her until her senses were ready to explode.

“Now,” Daelan growled.

She was lifted, magick and male hands moving her as Caedan
lay back along the bed, settling her into the cradle of his thighs, his cock
impaling her, stretching her with such a pleasure-pain she feared she could not
bear it.

Then Daelan was behind her, the heavy width of his erection
pressing at the tighter, smaller entrance there.

They had prepared her many times with their magick. But
their magick and the thick flesh now pushing past the tight ring were two
different things.

She arched, cried out their names. She felt their magick
inside her, slickening the little hole, stretching her ahead of the thick crest
impaling her as her screams of pleasure echoed around her.

They were penetrating the very depths of her.

Caedan’s cock filled her pussy, throbbing in demand, his
hips bunched, ready to begin thrusting. Behind her, Daelan bore deeper inside
her rear, her flesh stretching tight around the invasion, fire and ice lancing
at her nerve endings as she took more than she had ever imagined she could.

Bearing down, she clenched the muscles of her cunt,
tightening on the erection filling her as the tight grip of her anus began
flexing and milking the cock burying inside it.

Magick lubricated her, eased her until Daelan’s length was
an iron-hard shaft of throbbing male flesh impaling her.

They held her hips steady, holding her to them as the hard
widths of their shafts throbbed in each portal they possessed. She could feel
her anus flexing, spasming around Daelan’s cock, her muscles fighting to accept
and accustom to him. Caedan’s cock throbbed in her pussy, the little shifts of
his hips rasping the mushroomed head against sensitive tissue until she
wondered if she would be driven mad with the pleasure.

Their groans filled the room in unison as they began moving.
In perfect accord, one in, one out, tearing her senses apart with the
sensations burning through her.

Magick lips drew on her nipples, suckled her clit. Hard
cocks burrowed into her cunt, her ass, fucking her with hard thrusts and male
hunger as she began tightening in their arms, pleasure impaling her, ratcheting
through her as she fought to move between them.

Her inner muscles sucked at the hard shafts. Her breasts
swelled, her clit began to pulse deep, internal spasms as each thrust became
harder, faster.

It was building, tightening. She couldn’t bear the pleasure,
couldn’t bear the waves of heat burning between them.

Her magick tightened around their balls, stroked their
flesh, tugged at their nipples.

They were driving her mad. Her nipples and clit plumped,
becoming more swollen, flexing and throbbing until their combined thrusts sent
her exploding into a magick and a pleasure she could have never envisioned.

Their cries mixed and mingled as her warriors began
thrusting harder, then buried to the hilt, the heat of their releases jetting
inside her, filling her with the fiery heat of their seed and the remnants of a
magick her spirit drew greedily inside her.

She was a mass of pleasure, ecstasy, magick seeding deeper
inside her and well aware her warriors sensed the same. Her magick invading
them, merging with them, creating something Sentmar had not seen since the dawn
of the magickal beings the One had created.





Epilogue

 

Across Cauldaran, Covenan and the magickal lands in between,
beneath and above, magick spiked. Wizards and Sorceresses, the Pix and the
Spry, the Gnome, the Pegasus, those Griffons still in hiding and the great Gray
Doves that nested in the hidden places felt the shift of magick.

Deep within the recesses of Cauldaran springs of liquid
magick swelled and flowed, spilling over granulite that the spora soaked into,
infused and began spreading out like great luminous veins of magick until they
came to a hidden cavern where a Cauldaran Sorceress princess sat, naked,
feeling the magick building beneath her, seeking her, unwilling to wait for
that moment when memory and magick would merge.

The Veressi watched the magick spreading beneath the
pinnacle of Sentmar’s well of magick, fed by the raging seas, underground
springs and the boiling depths of the planet.

Here, the One had created one of two points that reached to
the depths of the greatest magick the land would ever hold. Guarded by the
first castle built upon the land, protected by safeguards that only the One
could reveal, it reached out now to a single Sorceress, unwilling to wait…
Unwilling to plead for another moment…

She was the Sentinel of magick, the merging of Wizard and
Sorceress magick once more, torn from her land to complete the vow she made the
warriors and magick within the Shadow Planes in a battle she told herself was
no more than a nightmare.

As evil grew upon the land, magick built, swelled, it seeded
its females, it rained upon its males and within the fertile lands of magick,
it grew silently. Not magick, evil nor human guessed the changes rippling
through the lands until the moment the first Sentinel came to being within her
warriors’ arms.

* * * * *

Garron smiled as the horrific scream of rage echoed from
Shadow Hell.

Propped against the entrance into that shadowy realm, his
dragon’s scales absent, the powerful, dark visage of the warrior wizard god
waited.

He had not long to wait before the triplet cosigned to the
dark lands rushed the entrance. He moved then with the brother he rarely saw,
and even more rarely combined his powers with.

The gates of Shadow Hell swung shut, great magickal locks
securing the only exit this being could ever know as he rammed against it with
all his vicious might.

“You will not entrap me here,” he screamed into the golden
light created by the twins, severed from their bond with the dark child evil
had implanted within their mother so long before. “My sire will not allow such.
He will not stand for my imprisonment once again.”

Garron stared back at the brother he had loved in the womb,
fought for as a child and watched in horror as his own parents turned against
him for acts this one had committed.

He had not known his true form in so many years that his
bones ached, the lack of scales and heavy muscle felt alien to his body.

“Your imprisonment is soon to be for much longer than even
the first, brother,” he sighed sadly as the power created by him and his twin
boiled and swelled, burning about them with such force that the dark one was
forced to shield his eyes. “You have caused much pain, the land will heal as
you are imprisoned here, forced to watch the dark deeds committed by you and
your sire as they are slowly unraveled.”

“It will not happen,” the dark one screamed. “My sire will
not allow…”

Piercing, bringing down rock and rippling within Shadow
Hell, another scream tore through the caverns that would hold the two for
perhaps long enough to allow the Seeds the One had sown to come together.

“You cannot do this, brother.” Strong, long-fingered, the
hands of a Wizard gripped the iron bars fused with the greatest magick in all
the lands. “Think of this, Garron. Without your dragon form your Sorceress will
revile you. Without it, your children will hate all you are for the lies you
beget. I helped you.”

“You stole from me the Sorceress meant to be mine by
stealing her life,” Garron rasped in fury. “At her rebirth, you ensured she was
given to another, the daughters who should have carried my blood seeded by one
of lesser magick. No, brother mine, you did me no favors,” he snarled. “And
now, I do you no favors. Now, bastard-get, I reclaim all that was mine so long
ago while you watch, secured by the power of the One and the magick of this
land. You sought to destroy what was not to be destroyed and now you may pay
the cost.”

Evil was not vanquished totally. The seeds of a greater
magick had been sown, but Garron knew the seeds of evil were already sown and
building within the human lands.

Stepping forward, the twin he had been forced to remain
separated from faced the surprise of the third brother they had been severed
from completely.

“Our Sorceress awaits us. The daughters we shall claim will
be protected by us, Dar’el,” he growled with a low rasp of fury. “And the
Wizard sons we shall soon see will be born safely within the protection of the
One. You will not take them from us again.”

As he had twice. Each time their rebirth had occurred, he
had destroyed them then told his brothers only moments before they were slain,
taken from life and returned to the magick of the land.

Rebirth was not common. The One was known to be possessive
of the magick that returned to him. Especially his cherished daughter’s. But
he’d sent her back twice now, and each time she had been taken from them the
lands had shook in rage.

This time, the One had hidden her carefully, aiding Garron
and his brother until the first Seed could be found and the Sentinel brought
forth from it.

Now, she awaited them.

Her daughters awaited true fathers.

Their sons awaited their birth…
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