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    Hey you. 
 
    Yeah, you. You should join my Patreon page. When you join, you will get preview chapters of my future books to both read and listen to. You’ll also be able to see cover art sketches and get copies of sexier, NSFW versions of my already super sexy covers. If you are into audiobooks, I have a tier where you get 3-4 every month included for a crazy low price. Woah. 
 
    Click here, or search for my name on Patreon.com 
 
      
 
    If Patreon isn’t your jam, you can always join my Facebook group to get updates there. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 1 
 
    It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, but right now we were focusing on the best of times as we made our way to the new and improved Station Twenty-Seven for Sashti’s Ascension Ceremony. 
 
    The three Claden’Du sisters, Helera, Dagwyn, and Tryss, plus myself were almost finished climbing the steep stone steps that would lead to a tower at the top of Station Twenty-Seven, where the Ceremony would take place, and the others were already waiting for us. 
 
    Since I’d killed Daria Ozin-Na, formerly Matron Mother of Station Twenty-Seven, and then killed Elviramosa Kun-Valdar, formerly Matron Mother of Station Twenty-Eight, and then when my House of Claden’Du made alliances with Drindessa Bahna’Faar, previously Unhoused, and Belarbreena Yatzek’Ra, Matron Mother of Station Twenty-Nine, the politics of the Lower Houses in Oshara had changed, which I hoped would usher in the best of times.  
 
    The Lower Houses were left with two empty stations, so Mother Sevahtra did some rearranging. Drindy had moved into Station Twenty-Seven with her twin daughters, so Bahna’Faar was finally Housed. Sashti Ozin-Na, whom we’d rescued from her Mother Daria’s evil banishment, was joining the ranks of Bahna’Faar, which we were on our way to make it official with the Ascension Ceremony.  
 
    And now that the festivities of Kels’Rin-Kai had ended, life was getting back to normality, whatever that really looked like in the drow world. Though we were starting off our stretch of normality with a rare, sacred Ascension ceremony, so normal was a loose term. 
 
    “Void, this is a lot of stairs,” Tryss said as she blew out a labored breath, and I shook the thoughts of House politics out of my head as I looked down at my lavender-skinned lover, the Third and youngest Daughter of our House. The silver-haired beauty was wearing a decorated ceremonial two-piece, and the thin, sheer fabric of her triangle top couldn’t conceal the outline of her dark purple nipples that were standing at attention in the breezy staircase. 
 
    “Where is Aspien?” Helera, First Daughter of Claden’Du, moaned from two steps ahead of us. 
 
    Aspien was Mother Sevahtra’s fae wyld, a giant, beautiful black panther who had carried us up the hundreds of flights of stairs on the way to the Claden’Du sisters’ Ascension Ceremony.  
 
    “Probably up there waiting for us,” I sighed as my weary feet plopped down on the seven thousandth stone step, probably. 
 
    “Oh, it’s not so bad, we’re almost there,” Dagwyn said over her shoulder from at least twenty steps above us. The middle sister was the smallest of the three, but what she lacked in stature, she made up for in attitude. Daggy was known to be the fiercest fighter of the House, so her strong legs and superior lung capacity allowed her to pound up the stairs like it was a light warm-up for her.  
 
    “You know, if you spent half as much time on your magickal studies as you did on your physical training, you’d be one of the best priestesses in Oshara,” Helera chided. 
 
    Daggy stopped in her tracks, spun around, leapt off the stone step, and landed gracefully on the step above her twin sister. Helera took a step back, which nearly caused her to tumble backward off her own step, but she managed to catch herself at the last moment.  
 
    “But then I wouldn’t be able to kick your ass, my dear sister,” Daggy purred as she reached up and tucked Helera’s long, silver braid behind her ear, and then shot us a wicked grin as she turned and pounced back up the stone staircase. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, you’re so tough, but I could still take you,” Helera grumbled after her rambunctious younger twin.  
 
    “You wish, bitch, what are you going to do, recite an entire book at me? Bore me to death, maybe?” Daggy was already continuing up the staircase. 
 
    “Brave words, I’d love to see you back them up,” Helera said coolly, because while the eldest sister was the most bookish of the three, her fighting skills were nothing to scoff at.  
 
    “Let’s save the fighting for after the Ceremony,” I said with a grin in an attempt to keep the peace, which was an almost impossible task with three such headstrong female drows. 
 
    “I wonder what the Ceremony will be like,” Tryss said as she smoothly changed the subject. “I hope it’s like Mother’s.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Helera sighed wistfully.  
 
    I recalled the stunning Ascension Ceremony for the sisters. Mother Sevahtra had used her magick and fashioned an incredibly realistic forest setting, complete with giant fae wyld companions. I allowed myself to close my eyes for a moment and recalled in vivid detail the sweet forest smells, the soft spongy moss beneath my feet, the colorful auras from everyone’s ethers, and, my favorite part, the floofy white coat of Nemrys, a fox fae wyld who kept me company while the sisters Ascended.  
 
    I grinned at the memory, and then I opened my eyes and continued up the stairs.  
 
    I reached up and adjusted the eyepatch that concealed my Dark Eye. I looked forward to removing it for the Ceremony, so I could see everyone’s auras dancing around in the darkness. Then I suddenly realized everyone in my presence was well aware of my unique eye situation, so I whipped the eyepatch off and tucked it into the waistband of my ceremonial loincloth.  
 
    Tryss grinned at me before she reached for my hand and gave it a squeeze, and we continued up the stone steps hand in hand.  
 
    “Well, it can’t be a battle to the death,” Daggy said from her heightened position. “Not with the Blessed Eights all knocked up. Thanks for that, Fynn.” 
 
    “Sorry, I had no choice,” I chuckled as I shrugged my shoulders.  
 
    The Blessed Eights referred to Drindy’s twin daughters, who were currently carrying my offspring due to an arrangement between Drindy and Sevahtra. In order to form an alliance with Drindessa and take down Elvy Kun-Valdar, Drindy requested that her two daughters be bred by the Named Son of the House of Claden’Du, yours truly.  
 
    “I can’t wait until that’s me,” Tryss whispered in my ear, and the sound of her silky voice and the feel of her warm breath on my ear sent shivers down my spine and blood to my manhood, which stirred beneath the thin fabric of my loincloth as I thought about impregnating my true love.  
 
    “Hopefully, Mother approves of it sooner rather than later,” I said as I pulled Tryss’ lean body against mine. 
 
    “Ohh, I have a feeling it’ll be sooner than you think.” Tryss grinned, and I wondered what my smooth-talking lover had up her non-existent sleeve.  
 
    “Maybe Drindy will have Sashti perform some sort of magick for her Ascension,” Helera mused.  
 
    Ascension Ceremonies were rare and private ceremonies, so how they were conducted was up to the Mother of the House. Some of them had their children fight to the death or perform certain magicks. Sevahtra took a unique approach with her own Daughters’ Ascension Ceremony, but it was anyone’s guess as to what Drindy would do under her own name and House. 
 
    “Do you think?” Tryss asked uncertainly. “I’m not sure that would be entirely fair considering she was locked away from civilization for so long.” 
 
    “We’re heeeere!” Daggy called out, and she hopped off the last step onto the landing and then waved her hand at us to hurry up.  
 
    “We’re coming,” Helly grumbled, and we all picked up the pace for the last twenty or so steps, until we joined Dagwyn on the landing.  
 
    “Finally,” the Second Daughter teased lightly.  
 
    “Blah, blah,” Helera said as she caught her breath and gestured to the set of tall wooden double doors across the landing, on the side of the large spire that was Station Twenty-Seven. “Let’s get in there. Can you imagine the notches in our ears if we’re late for this?” 
 
    “Void no” Daggy shuddered, and her long ears pinned themselves back on her head, as if the very thought of a sharp knife against their delicate skin was enough to scare them.  
 
    “Let’s go then,” Helera said sharply. 
 
    I chuckled at the sisters’ bickering, and we all followed Helera as she took long strides toward the double doors, which opened on their own accord as the priestess approached.  
 
    The sisters and I filed into the darkened room, and the sweet smell of jasmine tickled my nose pleasantly as we stepped deeper into the cool space. In addition to the jasmine, the air smelled earthy and damp, but in a pleasant way. We funneled through a small corridor, and we came out on the other side to a bright, magickal rendition of the moon that dominated the large, circular room.  
 
    The moon hung low and bright above us, and in the middle of the room, Sashti was glowing in the pale light as she laid upon a large, smooth stone. Behind Sashti and her stone, there was a beautiful lake glimmering in the moonlight, and seated along the side of the stone was Drindessa and the twins, Tasi and Eli.  
 
    I could see their swollen bellies from here, and my breath caught in my throat with the understanding that my children were floating in those round bellies. Next to the three Bahna’Faar House members, Mother Sevahtra was seated next to Nodrin, the patron Wizard of Claden’Du, and Sevahtra’s lover. The two seemed to be leaning against a large black rock, and they waved us over to join them. 
 
    It wasn’t quite the forest setting Sevahtra had magicked up for the Claden’Du Ascension Ceremony, but it was a stunning lake scene nonetheless. As we approached the spectators, I realized the black rock I thought Sevvy and Nodrin were leaning against was not a rock when a yellow eye appeared from the darkness, and Aspien lifted his large head to greet us.  
 
    “I was hoping to see you here,” I said with a grin, and I rushed forward to pet the friendly fae wyld.  
 
    “Mmmrrrr,” Aspien purred as the sisters and I showered him with pets and small kisses.  
 
    “Children,” Sevahtra whispered, but not unkindly, but we quickly took our cross-legged seats next to our Matron to enjoy the ceremony.  
 
    As we took our places next to our Matron, the Blessed Eight twins giggled and waved at me while they rubbed their swollen bellies. The identical women were even more gorgeous now that they were carrying my children, and their golden eyes glinted as they flicked their long silver-white braids over their shoulders.  
 
    Drindessa shot us a smile and a nod, which was kinder than the dominatrix usually was, but I supposed she was in a good mood for the Ceremony. Her twins were the only offspring that remained, so it did her House good that she was able to adopt a Zara, or Third Daughter, into her ranks.  
 
    The stronger the Inner Circle of a House, the stronger the House.  
 
    “Where’s Essie?” I whispered to Sevahtra as I settled into my seat next to her. I was referring to Sashti’s young toddler. I’d grown quite close to the cute kiddo since we’d rescued her along with her mother from the evil mirror dungeons, but the pale child was nowhere to be seen in the moon lake room.  
 
    “Drindy’s ceremonies aren’t entirely kid-friendly,” Sevahtra whispered back at me with a grin.  
 
    “Drogu’s tits,” I chuckled. I hadn’t thought of the kind of ceremony that a dominatrix like Drindessa would host, but I was about to find out.  
 
    Drindessa stood up then, and there was a hushed silence as we watched the newly Housed Matron make her way over to the stone where Sashti was lying down. Then Drindy reached her hand down, and Sashti took it and rose to her feet gracefully.  
 
    Sashti looked stunning in a long, shimmering dress made of sheer white fabric. The dress tied around her neck, and the bodice dipped low and barely concealed the swell of Sashti’s beautiful pale breasts. The skirt was long and flowing, and the moonlight shone through the fabric, which cast Sashti’s long legs in a dark contrast. The slender female was paler than most, due to her Aseni nature. She was ‘moon blessed,’ hence the shimmering mirage of the large moon in the background, which meant her moon magick was particularly powerful, and I knew she’d be prone to other amenities I wasn’t aware of yet.  
 
    I hadn’t been a drow for that long, after all.  
 
    The newly housed Matron looked pretty damn impressive herself. Drindessa wore a tight red leather bodice and a long, billowing skirt made of woven black ribbons with a pair of spiked heels underneath, and her long wheat-blonde hair was coiled into ringlets that hung down and tickled the cornflower-blue skin stretched across her strong shoulders. There was a thin black belt wrapped around her strong waist, but after a beat, I realized a leather pouch hung down from the belt and almost disappeared into Drindessa’s skirt. 
 
    Drindy leaned down and pressed her forehead against Sashti’s forehead, and the Matron Mother began whispering in a tongue I didn’t understand, but the power of the words filled the room with a low hum of energy. I could feel it in my ether, and I glanced around as faint auras started to appear above everyone’s head through my Dark Eye. I grinned at the rainbow of colors that now filled the room, and then I turned my attention back to the two stars of the show.  
 
    Sashti’s aura was a soft blue lined with a glowing white, which was fitting for the Aseni woman. Drindy’s was a fierce red lined with a deep contrasting blue, which also seemed very appropriate for the dominatrix. Sashti joined in on her new Matron’s whispering, and the hum of energy built up in the room until even Aspien cocked his head at the buzz. As the words spilled out of the two women’s mouths, so did wisps of silvery fog I recognized from the only other Ascension Ceremony I’d ever attended. They were prayers being released to Drogu-ani, the Goddess of Chaos.  
 
    Suddenly, the whispering stopped, and Drindessa leaned back and released her hold on Sashti. The moon mirage swelled in the magicked sky above us and cast beautiful shadows across the lake, and we watched from the sidelines as Drindessa produced a blue shimmering object from the pouch that hung around her waist. It was too thick to be a magickal wand, but Sashti seemed to know its purpose because she took it from Drindessa with a gracious nod. Drindessa then stepped back and pulled a small chalice out of her pouch while Sashti lowered herself back onto the large stone.  
 
    Instead of lying all the way down, the beautiful pale woman sat upright, and then she spread her legs wide with her knees bent so her dress fell open to reveal a thin strip of fabric barely containing Sashti’s labia. Sashti lifted the blue shimmering wand, and I realized what was happening.  
 
    Drindessa’s Ascension Ceremony involved a sexual offering to Drogu-ani. Very fitting for the Matron Mother who made her livelihood dishing out or denying orgasms at her clients’ requests.  
 
    I spun around to face Sevahtra, who met my gaze with a serene smile.  
 
    “You weren’t joking,” I said as I turned back to watch the show.  
 
    “Nope, Drindy has always embraced the power of a sexual offering,” my Matron chuckled.  
 
    It did make sense. Sex magick was one of the most powerful forms of magick, because the concentrated energy from a really good orgasm was the perfect vehicle to drive an offering to Drogu-ani, the sexy, chaos loving Goddess.  
 
    And what was sexier than watching a beautiful woman bringing herself to orgasm in front of an intimate audience, which was also full of beautiful women.  
 
    I leaned forward as Sashti lowered the sparkling sex wand between her legs. The pale woman had a relaxed smile on her face, and she didn’t seem the slightest bit self-conscious as she spread her legs wider. Then she reached down with her other hand and tugged the thin fabric of her panties until the fabric gave way, and the panties fell to the side.  
 
    “This is not the sort of ceremony I was expecting,” Tryss giggled as she leaned in and nuzzled into my neck.  
 
    “Shame yours wasn’t like this,” I teased, and I reached a hand around and grabbed a fistful of Tryss’ round ass as she leaned into me more.  
 
    “Nahh, not with my sisters, I’ll save that for our special offerings to Drogu,” Tryss purred as she flicked her tongue out and caressed my ear with it.  
 
    “Can you two keep it together, this is Sashti’s ceremony,” Helera snapped quietly from the other side of Tryss. 
 
    “Sorry,” Tryss whispered, and she shot me a wink as she pulled herself upright again.  
 
    We turned our attention back to Sashti, who had leaned her torso back and pushed her hips forward so the lips of her eager labia met the smooth shimmering wand.  
 
    The silvery fog started to spill from Sashti’s mouth again as she tilted her head back and pressed the curved end of the sex wand into herself. She’d begun speaking her prayers to Drogu-ani into existence as her right hand plunged the dildo into her magenta center. Sashti’s prayers were punctuated with soft moans, and Drindessa stepped forward and then leaned down with the chalice to collect the whispered prayers.  
 
    Sashti’s head fell back even more, which elongated her delicate pale neck. As her arm worked the wand against her tight pussy, the movement caused the fabric of her dress to fall away, and her right breast popped out. I salivated at the sight of her perfectly round, deep purple nipple, and I wished I could cover it with my mouth. Then I secretly let out my own prayer to Drogu that I’d have the opportunity to one day, because Sashti was a beautiful woman.  
 
    “Fynn, look,” Tryss giggled, and I followed her gaze to Helera, who was leaning forward and staring transfixed at Sashti.  
 
    Helera and Sashti had a close bond, they were soul sisters who grew up together, and their bond was as strong as the one between Helera and her blood sisters, so Sashti’s happiness meant as much to Helera as her own. Helly watched her soul sister, and she had her lower lip pinched between her teeth so hard, there would be blood if she didn’t let it go soon. She was entranced by the beautiful Aseni woman, and I couldn’t blame her.  
 
    Sashti had spread her legs open even more while she worked the wand faster and harder into herself, and her prayers spilled out of her mouth almost too fast for Drindy to keep up with catching them. Soon, Sashti’s body began to shake, and I recognized the signs of an approaching orgasm.  
 
    Sure enough, Sashti increased the speed of her thrusts as the magic dildo disappeared inside her, and then she cried out as an orgasm shook her entire body. A flash of blue light emitted from the wand as Sashti pulled it out of herself, and the last of the silvery fog was captured by Drindessa in the overflowing chalice.  
 
    After she regained her breath, Sashti climbed to her feet, and Drindessa set the chalice on the stone between them. Then the two women joined hands, leaned their heads back, and began chanting as they swayed back and forth. The prayers from the chalice floated up between them and high up into the air until they disappeared amongst the moonlight. 
 
    Drindessa and Sashti stopped chanting, and they leaned forward and embraced each other in a tearful hug. Then Drindessa guided her newly adopted daughter to sit on the stone, and the Matron Mother positioned herself behind Sashti and braided her long silver hair into three even plaits that snaked down the beautiful woman’s back.  
 
    The braids matched the ones Tryss wore, since they were to denote the Zara, or Third Daughter status. The Zara of each House wore the same hairstyle, while the First and Second Daughters had their own unique styles.  
 
    Helera sported a shaved undercut and single braid down the center of her head. Dagwyn’s haircut also consisted of a shaved head, but only the left side, while the right side consisted of two thick braids to indicate her Second Daughter status.  
 
    They all looked sexy as fuck, regardless of how many plaits were in their hair.  
 
    “Sashti, you will no longer be of Ozin-Na, and you will henceforth be known as Sashti Zara Bahna’Faar, Third Daughter of House Bahna’Faar,” Drindessa said as she helped Sashti to her feet. The two women embraced again, and then the Matron Mother turned to the small crowd with a nod of her head. “This concludes the Ceremony.” 
 
    All of the spectators let out a cheerful cry, and we rose from our cross-legged positions to rush forward and congratulate the newly Housed Zara. I would almost feel bad about killing her biological mother, but Daria had it coming and worse. Plus, Sashti was actually happy to learn about the death of her mother, so I was in the clear anyway.  
 
    “Oh, Sashti, I’m so happy for you,” a tearful Helera said as she threw her arm around her soul sister’s narrow shoulders. “You and Essie finally have a home again, after all you went through.” 
 
    Helera devolved into full-blown sobs as her best friend wrapped her into a hug and silently wept with her. After a moment, the two women wiped the tears off each other’s faces before they finally broke apart. 
 
    Then Tasi and Eli rushed forward and squealed with delight as they pulled their new sister in for a group hug, which was made difficult by the twins’ enlarged bellies, but they managed.  
 
    “I can’t thank you enough, Mo-mother,” Sashti said as she broke the hug with her sisters, turned to Drindessa, and then lowered her gaze humbly.  
 
    “My dear child, it is a delight to welcome you and your little one into our House,” Drindessa replied kindly as she cupped Sashti’s face in her hands. “And really, you have Fynn to thank for all of this, he was the one to first put the idea of you joining Bahna’Faar in my mind in the first place.” 
 
    “Was I?” I asked in a surprised tone. I didn’t remember it, but it sounded like something I would do.  
 
    “Of course.” Sashti grinned a watery grin as she sidled over to me and slipped her arms around my waist, and then she mumbled into my chest. “Fynn is always exceeding our expectations of what a male is capable of.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I chuckled as I hugged the Aseni woman tight.  
 
    No matter whose idea it was, it was a big relief for Sashti and the others now that she had a House to call her own, since her last one had been eviscerated.  
 
    Sashti moved on to hug Dagwyn, Sevahtra, and Nodrin, and even Aspien came forward to give the newly Ascended woman a nuzzle.  
 
    “Now, shall we go down to my new Banquet Hall for a celebratory feast?” Drindessa suggested, and her eyes glinted as she spoke.  
 
    I could tell the Matron Mother was ecstatic to finally have a Station of her own, after being Unhoused for years.  
 
    Really, this had worked out well for all parties involved.  
 
    “Drogu, yes, I’m starving,” Sashti sighed as she rubbed her stomach.  
 
    “No wonder, after that display.” Helly winked slyly as she linked an elbow through Sashti’s.  
 
    “You know, I thought I’d be nervous, but I wasn’t at all,” Sashti giggled as the two women moved toward the double doors. “I just went for it, and it was like I could hear Drogu encouraging me, so I didn’t even mind the audience.” 
 
    “It was some show,” Helly said with a nudge.  
 
    Aspien suddenly darted forward and shot across Helera and Sashti’s path, and then he lowered his front legs and bowed his head.  
 
    “Awww, thanks Aspien,” Helera said, and the two women stepped forward and climbed up onto Aspien’s broad back. They stroked his sleek black fur as the panther purred happily before he raised back to his full height and trotted to the door.  
 
    “Hey, what about us?” Tryss called out.  
 
    “Guest of honor gets the first ride,” Helera replied as she held up Sashti’s hand. Then the trio disappeared through the double doors, and I could hear the happy cries of the women as Aspien took flight to carry them down to the Banquet Halls of Station Twenty-Seven. 
 
    “Not fair,” Tasi and Eli pouted together, and I glanced back to see the pregnant twins frowning as they rubbed their bellies.  
 
    “Don’t worry, he’ll be back for the rest of us,” Sevahtra said as we all made our way to the doors.  
 
    Tryss and I were the next to reach the doors, so I pushed through them and stepped out onto the landing, and I was surprised to see an unexpected guest waiting for me. 
 
    “Greenie!” I cried out, and I rushed forward to greet my riding lizard. My girl flicked her tongue in excitement, and she lunged forward and licked my face furiously the second I got closer. I rubbed her scaly neck with my knuckles like she liked, and her eyes went half-closed in bliss. “What are you doing here, girl?” 
 
    The lizard flicked her tongue again as she shot up to full attention, did a quick spin, and then stood in front of me expectantly blinking her eyes.  
 
    “Aww, did you come to help us down? That’s so sweet of you.” I smiled as I rubbed Greenie’s neck again.  
 
    The others had joined us on the landing by now, and Tryss and Daggy joined me in showering Greenie with the affection she deserved. I shot a look at the waiting crowd, and I gestured Tasi and Eli over.  
 
    The twins perked up and held hands as they skipped happily over to me.  
 
    “Yes, Fynn?” Tasi asked as she batted her long lashes up at me. The twins rested their free hands on their stomachs, and Tasi started to rub hers in small circles, like she was reminding me it was my child inside there. 
 
    “Why don’t you two take Greenie down first?” I stepped back and held an arm out in the direction of Greenie’s back.  
 
    “Oh, really, Fynn?” Eli asked, and the two women squealed before they rushed forward to Greenie, who dutifully stood still so the twins could mount her.  
 
    I helped them get up onto the riding lizard’s back and then made sure they were holding on tightly before sending Greenie and the two pregnant women down the tower together.  
 
    “That was sweet of you, Fynn,” Tryss said as she looked up at me with wide, adoring eyes. “Are you going to be that sweet to me when I’m carrying your child?” 
 
    “That’s nothing compared to what I’m going to do for you, my precious,” I said, and I swept Tryss up and spun her around while I gave her a deep kiss.  
 
    When I released her back onto the ground, I heard a sneer from behind us.  
 
    “Oh, get a cave or something,” Dagwyn said as she mimicked a gagging gesture, but then the middle sister broke into a grin. I knew she was only teasing because Dagwyn and I had had our own fun together, and the feisty sister sure hadn’t complained about my prowess then.  
 
    Before we could respond, Aspien made a graceful landing next to us. He shook his large head from the journey, and then he lowered down for the next passengers.  
 
    “Come on, we’ll keep our hands to ourselves while we ride,” I said with a grin as I gestured Dagwyn forward.  
 
    “For like five minutes, please,” Dagwyn scoffed, but she joined my side.  
 
    Tryss, Daggy, and I climbed onto Aspien’s back and waved goodbye to the others as the panther plunged over the edge.  
 
    “Uuuugghhh,” Dagwyn moaned as she squeezed her eyes shut and grabbed onto my waist as tightly as she could. The middle sister was terrified of heights, so a fae wyld wasn’t her ideal mode of transportation, but it was the fastest way down to the Banquet Halls.  
 
    “It’s not long, sis,” Tryss said reassuringly from behind her sister.  
 
    “Just tell me when we’re there,” Dagwyn mumbled, which was impressive considering her face was pressed into my back as hard as it could be.  
 
    I was surprised she could even breathe.  
 
    Her long, sharp nails dug into my skin, and I winced at the pain, but I didn’t say anything to the terrified sister, I just let her use me as a… 
 
    I had a flash of a distant memory. Sitting all the way back in a chair with some contraption in my mouth and a masked stranger standing over me. The stranger placed something soft and squishy into my hand and told me to squeeze it if I felt uncomfortable. He called it a stress ball. Then the masked stranger leaned close to my mouth, which was forced into an open position as I squeezed the ball hard. 
 
    Dagwyn’s sharp claws dug into me harder as we swooped down and then up again, and I shook my head to clear the memory from my mind. I wondered what sort of sick torture I’d had to endure in another life, and suddenly being used as Dagwyn’s personal stress ball didn’t seem so bad. 
 
    Finally, Aspien glided onto the platform outside of the Banquet Hall of Station Twenty-Seven and landed gracefully on his large paws. He leaned down to let us disembark, and I hurried off so I could help Dagwyn down.  
 
    “Drogu’s tits, I hate flying.” As soon as the Second Daughter landed, she let out a shaky sigh and shut her eyes while she laid a hand over her stomach. 
 
    “Well, maybe flying hates you, Daggy, did you ever think about that?” Tryss joked as she gracefully lowered herself off the fae wyld’s back without any help from me.  
 
    “Good,” Dagwyn said with a shudder. “I’m happy to remain distant acquaintances with flying.” 
 
    “But she’s such a close friend, you’re going to have to get over your differences eventually.” Tryss grinned, but she hooked an elbow in her sister’s and pulled her into a side hug.  
 
    The sisters loved to wind each other up, they were sisters after all, but I knew that deep down, they always had each other’s backs, no matter what. Especially considering the rest of their House had been slaughtered, and they really didn’t have anyone else except each other. And me.  
 
    We made our way into the Banquet Hall, where Sashti and Helera and the Blessed Eight Twins were already seated at the main table.  
 
    “Fyyyyyyyynnnnnnnnn!” a small voice cried out, and Essie suddenly appeared from under the table and ran toward me as fast as her little legs could carry her.  
 
    I crouched down and held my arms out, and the pale toddler launched herself into my arms. Then I stood and spun her around as I showered her with kisses while she squealed in delight. 
 
    “There’s my girl,” I said as I slowed my spins until I was standing still, and Essie clutched at my side.  
 
    Tryss stepped forward, gave the child a kiss on the forehead, and then tickled her belly, which caused her to squirm uncontrollably in my arms, and Dagwyn joined in on the tickle fest.  
 
    “Fynn, I misssssssed you,” Essie said with a gap-toothed grin. The toddler had only recently learned how to pronounce her s’s, so she liked to exaggerate them when she got them right.  
 
    “And I misssssssed you, but we’re here now, and we’re huuuungry,” I said with a toss of my head. “Are you hungry?” 
 
    “Thtarving,” Essie giggled. She didn’t always get the s’s right.  
 
    “Let’s get a seat at the table,” I said, and since I was holding the toddler, she couldn’t object.  
 
    Tryss, Dagwyn, and I crossed the Banquet Hall with Essie in my arms to join the others at the table, and I took in the newly decorated area. I’d never been in the Banquet Hall when it belonged to Daria Ozin-Na, but I could definitely see the new Matron Mother’s influence on the decor.  
 
    The tapestries hanging along the high walls were black fishnet designs, and there were various whips, chains, morning stars, paddling boards, pleasure wands, and other sexual gratification devices between them. There were also huge bouquets of black and red roses on the tables and the walls, along with soft red lighting. Huge red swatches of fabric canopied the ceiling, and it was a very cozy, sexy setting to feast.  
 
    Tryss and I found seats near Sashti and Helera as the rest of the crew filed in. Soon, the table was buzzing with conversation as it filled up with everyone. Sashti and Drindessa sat at the head of the table, then Tasi and Eli, then Tryss and myself and Dagwyn, then Mother Sevahtra and Nodrin, and I noticed Fespius was waiting nervously at their side. Belarbreena also joined us for the feast, though she hadn’t been at the Ascension Ceremony. The young Matron Mother was still getting her feet under her with her newly found freedom, and an Ascension Ceremony for another House would be too intimate for her to attend just yet.  
 
    Once we were all seated, Drindy gave a quick speech thanking us all for joining the Ceremony and for making it possible in the first place. Then she waved her hands, and the table in front of us suddenly became filled with plates and platters of food and carafes of drinks. My mouth salivated at the sight of the food, and I wasted no time in piling my plate high with all the options.  
 
    There were thick, juicy slices of marinated mushrooms as well as several different cuts of bloody meat. My favorite meat and mushroom parcels were there, along with various vegetables. Some were smoked, some grilled, some mixed with rice and chunks of meat. I served myself generous portions of everything I could get my hands on, and then I filled my glass with mead and tucked into the feast.  
 
    I started with a meat and mushroom parcel, and as soon as I bit into it, I felt the warm juices burst in my mouth and slide deliciously down my throat. I moaned in pleasure before I took a swig of the tart mead to wash it down. Then I glanced around the table to see everyone was eating with as much fervor as I was, so I grinned and tucked back into my plate.  
 
    The table was quiet for a few moments while we devoured the food and took the edge off our initial hunger, but eventually, Drindessa broke the silence when she pointed a long finger at Sevahtra and cleared her throat.  
 
    “Sevvy, you know I’ll never be able to thank you enough for what you’ve done for Bahna’Faar,” Drindessa said. “Housing us after decades of being Unhoused is something I will never be able to repay you for. But it’s time we started looking to the future, now that Bahna’Faar is Housed.” 
 
    “I agree,” Sevahtra said with a diplomatic nod.  
 
    I raised my eyebrows as I looked between the two Matrons. The conversation had started civilly, but I’d witnessed a conversation between the two stubborn Matrons turn almost deadly before, so I was prepared for the worst. 
 
    “Good,” Drindy said as she blinked, almost like she was surprised at Sevahtra’s diplomacy as well. “I think the first thing we need to address is the issue of chattel. As in…I have none. As you know, this feast was only made possible by using the chattel we recovered from Elvy’s resources.” 
 
    “And as you know, Claden’Du is also low on chattel, considering our House was almost completely destroyed by Ozin-Na,” Sevahtra pointed out. “So, this is a high priority for us also. The chattel we have currently stationed in your House can remain here to start building up your own supply. 
 
    “Thank you,” Drindessa said with a nod. “Of course, we’re going to need a fuckton more if we ever want to be a House of respectable standing.” 
 
    Drindessa’s eyes darted over to Belarbreena, who was sitting across from Sevahtra. The young Matron Mother of Station Twenty-Nine noticed, and she sat up straighter as she put a sliced mushroom back on her plate.  
 
    “O-Oh, um, ahem,” Breena said as she shifted in her chair uncomfortably. “Twenty-Nine still has some resources and chattel, I could probably loan some out to help with rebuilding the Bahna’Faar name. After all, I’m in the same position as Drindessa. I’d never be here right now if it weren’t for the help of Claden’Du, and I am indebted to them for all their services.” 
 
    Breena lifted her glass in a toast, but her eyes were fixed on me, and she shot me a grin before she sipped on her wine.  
 
    “Hmph,” Tryss said quietly from her seat next to me. I looked over to see my lover shoot Breena a nasty look, and then she leaned in close to me as Breena turned her way. “She better not be getting any ideas about how to thank you.” 
 
    I grinned at her words. Drow weren’t particularly known for their jealousy, especially when it came to male drow. Males were the lower sex in drow society, often seen as only being useful for fighting and fucking. Most female drow shared their male consorts freely since they have no emotional attachment to them.  
 
    Tryss and I were different, though, we had a special bond that transcended drow habits. And that bond was love.  
 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t accept any thanks without your permission,” I whispered back.  
 
    “That’s not quite how it works,” she sighed. “If the Matron Mother wants to breed with you, I’ll have to allow it.” 
 
    “Maybe you can watch or participate?” I purred.  
 
    “Ohh, I like the way you think,” she said, and my lover and I shared a giggle while Breena and Drindessa discussed details of transporting chattel between their Houses.  
 
    Suddenly, we were interrupted by the sound of a loud bang and a bright pink flash.  
 
    Then Essie screamed as the doors to the Banquet Hall were blasted into pieces. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    If you’d like to see a map of the Council Tower , you can find it in my Facebook group (Search for Logan Jacobs in Facebook Groups), or on my Patreon (search Google for Patreon + Logan Jacobs). 
 
      
 
    “What the…” I shouted as I shot to my feet. My chair clattered against the stone ground as it flew backward, and I reached for the knife tucked into my ankle sheath.  
 
    Before I could make a move toward the door, Breena cried out. 
 
    “Mizzy!” Breena shot to her feet too with a shocked look on her face, but she turned to us and raised her hands. “It’s okay, she’s my friend, don’t attack.” 
 
    A tall drow female appeared as the dust from the blast settled, and I took a moment to study her. She was impossibly tall, the tallest in the room for sure. Her skin was a deep, dark purple, and her hair was a pretty lavender color, similar to Sashti’s skin tone. Mizzy’s tall frame also supported her incredibly large tits and huge, muscular thighs, and she wore a curve-hugging two-piece dress that suggested she wasn’t here to fight. Maybe this bitch just liked a dramatic entrance, and I couldn’t blame her. The drow woman was sexy as fuck, and it was a great way to get all eyes on her.  
 
    “Friend?” Drindessa screeched, and the Matron was on her feet, too, with a murderous look in her eye. “Friends don’t go around blowing up other people’s fucking doors when we’re in the middle of a fucking feast.” 
 
    “I’m not so sure about that, Drindy,” Sevahtra said serenely as she remained seated and shot her friend an amused look. “Remember that time before the plague? My birthday?” 
 
    “That… was different,” Drindessa huffed, but her anger deflated some as Mizzy strode across the Banquet Hall. Then Drindy turned her glare back to the approaching intruder. “Who the fuck do you think you are?” 
 
    “This is Mizzrym Aleanrahel, Matron Mother of Station Thirty, and my friend,” Breena explained quickly as she crossed the Banquet Hall to greet the Matron.  
 
    “You are no friend of mine,” Mizzy growled, and the impressive woman suddenly produced a knife as if out of nowhere, and with a quick flip of her wrist, she sent it soaring through the air toward Belarbreena’s heart.  
 
    “Mizzy, no!” Breena cried out, and she flung herself to the side. The knife narrowly missed the young Matron’s body, and Breena’s face flushed in anger as she recovered. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “You backstabbing bitch,” Mizzy seethed as she lunged at her friend with a murderous look in her magenta eyes.  
 
    Mizzy plowed into Breena’s stomach, and the two Matron Mothers went down. There was the sickening thud of skin and bone as they slammed against the stone ground, followed by a series of screams and grunts as the two women battled from their entangled position on the floor.  
 
    “Fynn!” Tryss said in a strangled tone.  
 
    “On it,” I said, and I rushed around to the other side of the table and threw myself between the two warring women.  
 
    I managed to grab hold of Mizzy by her narrow waist, and I dragged her backward away from Breena as Dagwyn stepped in to help hold Breena back. The two Matrons tried to break free from their restraints, but Dagwyn and I kept a firm grip on them until they finally calmed down. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” Drindessa demanded as she joined us away from the table. 
 
    I glanced over to see Sashti consoling a sobbing Essie, and I felt anger growing in my chest directed at the woman I was still holding onto. Who did she think she was, interrupting our feast and scaring Essie like that? 
 
    “What’s going on is this bitch betrayed me,” Mizzy spat, which caused Breena to lunge forward again, but Dagwyn managed to hold her back. 
 
    “I didn’t betray anyone!” Breena bellowed as she struggled against Dagwyn’s strong grasp.  
 
    “Well, technically, you betrayed Elvy pretty hard,” I pointed out, which caused both women to launch themselves at each other again.  
 
    “Not helping, Fynn,” Dagwyn grunted as she tightened her strong arms around Breena’s waist.  
 
    “Sorry,” I breathed and continued to restrain an aggressive Mizzy. 
 
    “You reneged on our agreement and left Station Thirty to rot while you ascended the ranks without me!” Mizzy shouted over my head. “I trusted you, you bitch!” 
 
    “No, I took an alliance to save us both!” Breena’s face was scrunched in anger, and I was sure the young Matron would hurt herself just from straining against Dagwyn’s grasp.  
 
    “Ladies, please!” I shouted above the bickering women. “If we can all calm down, we can have a civilized conversation and get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    “Calm down?” Mizzy seethed, and I felt her redirect her anger at me. “Who the fuck is this male who speaks to me as if we are equals?” 
 
    “Enough!” Sevahtra thundered as she slammed her fists on the table, and Fespius let out a squeal and dove under the table. Everyone else fell quiet, even Essie, so Mother Sevahtra had full command of the room as she rose to her feet. “Fynn, bring Mizzy over to this side of the table, Breena you sit back down, and we will discuss this. Oh, and Mizzy, if you ever insult Fynn or another member of Claden’Du again, I’ll slit your throat and throw you off the highest egress I can find.” 
 
    Mizzy blanched at Sevahtra’s commanding tone, and the Matron stopped struggling against me. I glanced over to see Breena’s head hung sheepishly, so Dagwyn released her, and the two made their way back to the table and sat down.  
 
    I guided Mizzy to the other side of the table, near Sevahtra. Breena and Mizzy glared at each other as Mizzy passed the table, but at least no knives were thrown. Once Mizzy finally took a seat at the end of the table, Sevahtra nodded, and I was surprised at my Matron’s calm demeanor. If Mizzy had invaded Sevahtra’s Banquet Hall during a feast, we’d be disposing of her decapitated body by now. Maybe Mother was feeling generous considering the special ceremony that had just taken place, or maybe she was thinking of ways she could use Mizzy.  
 
    Knowing Mother, the second option made more sense.  
 
    “Now, do enlighten the rest of us as to what the fuck is going on,” Sevahtra said in her don’t-fuck-with-me voice.  
 
    Breena and Mizzy immediately started talking over each other, and Sevahtra held up her hands, which caused the two Matrons to fall silent again. 
 
    “Breena, you will get your chance to speak, I assure you,” Sevahtra said with a nod at the young Matron. “But I want to know why Mizzy felt the need to disrupt such a special occasion.” 
 
    “Thank you, um…” Mizzy faltered.  
 
    “Sevahtra Claden’Du,” Sevahtra said, and then she lifted her eyebrow. “Though, I’m sure you’ve heard of me before?” 
 
    “Of course,” Mizzy breathed as she lowered her head respectfully. “I just hadn’t seen you before in person, I had no idea of your beauty.” 
 
    “Yes, well,” Sevahtra said as she tried to suppress a smile. “The rest of the introductions can wait until I’ve decided whether I’m going to kill you or not.” 
 
    “Oh, um, right,” Mizzy gulped as she tried to mask the look of fear that clouded her face. Then the purple-skinned Matron glanced back at Breena, and her eyes narrowed again. “Well, Breena and I had an agreement. Elvy terrorized us for years, so about a year ago we made a pact that we would join our forces and fight back against that evil bitch. Then, a few months ago, someone started acting all sweet to Elvy, and our plans stalled.” 
 
    “I had no choice!” Breena interrupted. “She was going to figure out our plans. I had to back off them and act like I was on her side.” 
 
    “Act? Act?” Mizzy exploded. “You helped her take every last rune in my vaults, you know what they meant to me!” 
 
    “She was going to kill us both if I didn’t,” Breena countered.  
 
    “I’d rather be dead than betrayed,” Mizzy spat.  
 
    “That can be arranged,” Dagwyn muttered.  
 
    Mizzy sucked in a breath at Dagwyn’s words, but the Matron shot a worried glance at Sevahtra.  
 
    “No need for that, Daggy. Yet,” Sevahtra said, and then she waved a hand at Mizzy. “Continue.” 
 
    “The past few months, Elvy ramped up her presence in my House, while she seemed to overlook Breena’s House,” Mizzy said as she narrowed her eyes at Breena. “So, Station Thirty was decimated, and I had to watch helplessly as Elvy pillaged all of my resources and absorbed my chattel as her own. Meanwhile, Station Twenty-Nine was safe and cozy under Elvy’s rule.” 
 
    “Safe and cozy? Is that what you call babysitting dozens of illegal hybrids so Elvy didn’t kill them?” Breena scowled. “Or worse, send them to kill you.” 
 
    “You should have let them die,” Mizzy seethed. “And honored our agreement. Instead, you left me to die in my destroyed House, while you used me as a stepping stone to make alliances with…”  
 
    The purple-skinned Matron swept her arm around the table angrily while she tried to hold back angry tears.  
 
    “It’s not like that at all, Mizzy,” Breena said quietly, and I noticed tears were swimming in the young Matron’s eyes, as well. “Everything I did was to ensure the safety of both of us. I had to keep Elvy happy, you’d be dead if it weren’t for me. She wanted to kill you off ages ago, but I convinced her to let you live. And I only made an alliance with Claden’Du once I realized there was no way I’d have the resources to fight her on my own. But I was still fighting her. Right to the end.” 
 
    “Did you kill her?” Mizzy whispered. 
 
    “No.” Breena shook her head sadly, and then she pointed at me. “He did.” 
 
    Mizzy turned to face me, and she regarded me with raised eyebrows. Her gaze lingered on my Dark Eye for a moment, since I hadn’t replaced my eyepatch after the Ascension Ceremony. 
 
    “Well, male, I apologize for my words earlier,” the sexy Matron said with a nod of her lavender-haired head as she finally tore her eyes away from my Dark Eye. “And I must thank you for taking that bitch out, once and for all. How did you do it? I hope it was slow and painful.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, and my name is Fynn, by the way.” I grinned up at the Matron, who sat a whole head taller than me at the table. “And I threw her off a cliff, so she had a long time to think about all of her sins on her way down.” 
 
    “Sins?” Mizzy echoed with a confused cock of her head. 
 
    I realized that was a term from my former life. I had a flash of a distant memory of being in a tall building with colorful windows. There was something tight around my neck, and I was sitting on an uncomfortable wooden bench, and I felt hot and… guilty.  
 
    Whatever this former life was, there seemed to be a lot of torture involved. 
 
    “He says weird things sometimes,” Breena said with a wave of her hand. “You get used to it.” 
 
    “He’s a strange male, no?” Mizzy asked Breena, but she kept her maroon eyes on me as she spoke. “There’s something different about him.” 
 
    “Fynn is unique,” Sevahtra confirmed. “He is a named male, and breeding my daughters, so be careful how you treat him.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Mizzy mused, and the beautiful Matron continued to study me for a moment before she turned her gaze back to Breena. “So…” 
 
    “Oh, Mizzy, I’m sorry I didn’t come to see you sooner,” Breena said tearfully.  
 
    The two Matrons suddenly stood, crossed the table, and threw themselves together in an embrace. They sobbed into each other’s arms and stroked each other’s hair.  
 
    “I thought you were dead, I only found out you weren’t today, and I rushed up here in a fit of rage,” Mizzy said in a strangled voice as she continued to sob into her friend’s hair. Then the purple-skinned Matron pulled away from her friend and wiped her nose with the back of her hand, and she shot a glance at Sevahtra and Drindessa. “I’m sorry for all of this.” 
 
    “You should be,” Dagwyn muttered, but Sevahtra shot her a look, and the Second Daughter clamped her mouth shut.  
 
    “It’s understandable,” Sevahtra said in another surprising display of diplomacy. 
 
    There was an awkward moment of silence as the two Matrons sniffled.  
 
    “Oh, sit down and eat,” Drindessa sighed, and the tension in the room finally broke.  
 
    Breena and Mizzy sat next to each other this time and Mizzy piled up her plate like she hadn’t eaten in years. Then I realized that might be true for the oppressed Matron. If Elvy had been squeezing Station Thirty dry for years, it was possible Mizzy hadn’t had a proper feast in that long.  
 
    I looked down the table at the others. Some were regarding Mizzy uncertainly, mostly Dagwyn, Helera, and the pregnant twins. Sashti was feeding Essie, who seemed to be over all the drama. Tryss was peeling apart a meat and mushroom parcel with her fingers while she watched Mizzy eat, but my lover seemed more curious than anything else. Drindessa, Nodrin, and Sevahtra simply continued eating like Mizzy’s outburst had just been a minor inconvenience.  
 
    “So, Mizzy,” Sevahtra said after a while. “Did you come here to exact revenge on Breena or join our alliances?” 
 
    “I-I, umm, oh,” Mizzy stumbled over her words as she finished chewing a slice of meat.  
 
    I watched the juice from the meat slide down her chin, and I imagined licking it off the sexy, strong woman.  
 
    “Didn’t think things through?” Dagwyn sneered. “Not surprising for someone from Station Thirty.” 
 
    “Dagwyn, enough!” Sevahtra thundered. “You would do well to remember you are not a Matron Mother, far from it, and if you were in Mizzy’s position, you’d probably be dead by now, since you refuse to open yourself up to alliances.” 
 
    “But--” Dagwyn began, but Sevahtra held up a hand.  
 
    “Enough of your snide fucking comments, and if you keep it up, I’ll let Mizzy challenge you to a battle,” Sevahtra said. “Who do you think would win that fight?” 
 
    Dagwyn blushed deeply, and her face darkened as she eyed Mizzy. Dagwyn was an incredible warrior, but Mizzy was nearly twice her size, and while we hadn’t seen her truly fight, I could tell by the way she carried herself that she was a more than competent fighter. Dagwyn mumbled something under her breath, while Sevahtra nodded at Mizzy to continue.  
 
    “I didn’t come with any intentions,” Mizzy said in an even voice. “I was acting out of anger. I just wanted to confront Breena, but I didn’t come with the intention of asking to join your alliances. I didn’t even know about them, I swear.” 
 
    Dagwyn opened her mouth to say something, but she seemed to think better of it. She closed her mouth again and rolled her eyes instead, which Sevahtra ignored.  
 
    “And now that you do know about them, what do you think?” Sevahtra queried.  
 
    “Oh, um,” Mizzy waffled again. “I think they’re good? Especially if they helped take that Elvy bitch out. And as long as Breena is safe and not plotting against me, well, I can’t really complain about the alliances. How many are there?” 
 
    “A couple,” Drindessa said from the head of the table. “My House joined an alliance with Sevvy here, and we joined forces to take Elvy down. Then Breena came along and ended up being a valuable asset to us, so our two Houses formed an alliance with hers.” 
 
    “That’s great,” Mizzy said, and she seemed genuinely happy for her friend.  
 
    “There might be room for another alliance,” I added, and all eyes turned to me, so I shrugged. “What’s one more? Then Stations Twenty-Six through Thirty would be united against any external threats.” 
 
    “You want me to join an alliance with you?” Mizzy asked with a frown.  
 
    “Sure, why not?” I shrugged again.  
 
    “Because… I have nothing to offer in return,” Mizzy said as she spread her hands wide. “I wasn’t joking when I said Elvy decimated my House and all of our resources. I would bring nothing to the table, and I’d be a burden for everyone else to carry.” 
 
    Mizzy turned and gave Breena a look, like get a load of this guy, but Breena was regarding me with furrowed eyebrows.  
 
    “Can you fight?” I asked Mizzy.  
 
    “Of course,” Mizzy said as she stood up straighter.  
 
    I noticed Dagwyn lean forward again, but the priestess made the wise decision to bite her tongue as Sevahtra glared at her.  
 
    “Well, we can already see you’re loyal,” I said. “And we all know the evil shit that Elvy was capable of. If you are loyal to our alliance and you fight for us, I don’t see why we should have to leave you to die.” 
 
    I looked over at Sevahtra to see her nodding slowly, and then I looked up the table at Drindessa, who shrugged as if to say whatever.  
 
    “He really is unique,” Mizzy said with a shake of her head.  
 
    Drow culture wasn’t known for their sympathy or kindness. Most other Houses would have seen Mizzy as an easy target and eliminated her on sight, especially if her House was as destroyed as she claimed it was. Maybe it was the sway from my former life, or maybe it was the Insight I was gifted with, but I knew we shouldn’t discard Mizzy and her House like that.  
 
    “So I’m told.” I grinned.  
 
    “Wait,” Mizzy said as her eyes narrowed suddenly, and she looked at her friend suspiciously. “Is this a trap?” 
 
    “Yes, we want to steal all of your resources,” Dagwyn scoffed. Then her eyes widened in fear as she looked over at Sevahtra, but Mother simply grinned.  
 
    “Daggy has a point,” Sevahtra said. “Why would we need to trap you? Like you said, you bring nothing to the table, and we could just kill you right here.” 
 
    “Then why would you help me?” Mizzy asked, and her voice was still thick with confusion.  
 
    “Remember I told you Fynn’s words hold weight. So, if he wants you to stay, you stay.” Sevahtra shrugged. “For now.” 
 
    “R-Really?” Mizzy asked.  
 
    “If you want,” I interjected. “Or we can leave to your own devices.” 
 
    “No!” Mizzy said quickly. “Um, I mean, no thank you, I would like to join your alliances.”  
 
    “Thought you might.” I grinned as I picked up my chalice and took a swig. “Once we’re finished here, we can go take a look at your Station, see what we can salvage.” 
 
    “Nothing,” Mizzy said as her head miserably fell to her chest.  
 
    “I’m sure it’s not that bad,” I said. “But if that is the case, then Breena can move up to Station Twenty-Eight, and you can move into Station Twenty-Nine, and we can build you back up from there.” 
 
    “Really?” Mizzy asked as her head shot up. She looked at Sevahtra for confirmation, and Mother nodded to confirm it. “Why would you do that for me?” 
 
    “You’re part of the alliance.” I shrugged. “We just moved Drindy here into this Station, before that, Bahna’Faar had been Unhoused. That’s the perks of joining us, we look out for each other.” 
 
    “But… why?” Mizzy asked.  
 
    “Oh, come on, you’ve heard of Houses joining alliances before,” Breena said, and she nudged her purple-skinned friend. 
 
    “Yeah, but there was always a reason,” Mizzy said with a shake of her head, which caused her lavender hair to escape from its tied-up position and fall in wisps across her face. “Like when we joined forces against Elvy. Houses don’t just form alliances for the fucking fun of it.” 
 
    “We might have ulterior motives,” Sevahtra said with a shrug. “But you’re going to have to earn our trust to find out what they are. Can you handle that?” 
 
    “I-I guess so,” Mizzy said as she seemed to realize she didn’t really have a choice. 
 
    “Good.” I nodded. “Now, I’d like to see Station Thirty.” 
 
    “Is our alliance contingent on the state of it?” Mizzy asked, and her voice was laced with concern.  
 
    “Absolutely not,” I said with a firm shake of my head. “Though I would like to know if there are any hybrids I’m going to have to deal with while we’re down there.” 
 
    “There are no hybrids left,” Mizzy sighed. “There’s no one left at all.” 
 
    “Like, at all, at all?” Helera asked, and Mizzy regarded her carefully before she answered.  
 
    “No one,” Mizzy said.  
 
    “So, it’s just you?” Helera asked.  
 
    “Correct,” Mizzy confirmed.  
 
    Helera sucked in air through her teeth as a look of sadness clouded her face. The House of Claden’Du had almost been wiped out of existence themselves, and the memory was fresh in their minds still. At least the three sisters and Matron Mother had survived, so they had each other, but I couldn’t imagine the pain of losing everyone you were close to, so you were the only one left. Perhaps that was why Mother Sevahtra was so sympathetic to the Matron of the lowest House. If things had gone differently, she could have been in the same position as Mizzy.  
 
    “That’s awful,” Tryss said in a small voice beside me, and I glanced over to see her eyes were filled with sadness, too. 
 
    “You have me,” Breena said, and she reached over and squeezed her friend’s hand.  
 
    “Thank Drogu,” Mizzy murmured as she returned the squeeze.  
 
    “Mother, may I take a trip down to Station Thirty?” I asked Sevahtra as I pushed back from the table.  
 
    “You may.” Sevahtra nodded. “Take Nodrin with you, I’d like to hear what he has to say about it.” 
 
    “I’m coming, too,” Tryss said as she pushed her own chair back.  
 
    “And me,” Breena said, then she stood up, and Mizzy followed suit.  
 
    “Yes, that’s fine,” Sevahtra said with a wave of her hand as Nodrin, Tryss, and I stood up, and we joined together in a small group. “The rest of us will stay and discuss what to do with this new development.” 
 
    “Alright.” I grinned as I turned to the group of three sexy women and my wizard mentor. “Let’s go check out the damage.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    The five of us made our way to the door as Essie shouted goodbyes after us. I waved at the toddler over my shoulder, but then I turned forward and carefully picked my way over the rubble of the explosion. 
 
    “Sorry about that.” Mizzy cringed.  
 
    “You always liked to make a dramatic entrance,” Breena teased as she stepped over a large stone that had fallen from the archway.  
 
    Once we picked our way through the debris and made it to the other side of the door, we regrouped on the platform.  
 
    “Lead the way,” I said to Mizzy, and I gestured to the stone staircase in front of us.  
 
    “Ummm,” Mizzy said, and she looked at me like I was crazy before she suddenly started floating a few feet from the ground. “Everyone good with levitating there?” 
 
    “Good thing Daggy didn’t come,” Tryss giggled, and then she shot up and joined Mizzy in the air.  
 
    I opened up my own ether and floated up into the air with ease. Tryss and I had spent a lot of time practicing on my levitation skills, and I was proud to say they’d improved immensely since our first practice run in the levitating shaft that seemed like a lifetime ago. A lot had changed since my first week as a drow. I was now climbing the ranks faster than most males ever did, and a lot of that was thanks to my super strong magickal skills. I wasn’t sure where they came from, but my innate skills had secured me an apprenticeship with Nodrin to become a full-fledged Wizard, which was a Big Deal. Our training had been put on hold while we went to war with Kun-Valdar, but I expected to get back into it as soon as we sorted out the situation with the Lower Houses.  
 
    Tryss, Nodrin, Breena, and I followed Mizzy as we soared through the air and down the tall stone spires of Station Twenty-Seven. The air was brisk and damp, but since we were all practiced levitators, the journey to Station Thirty was short.  
 
    Mizzy guided us onto a platform outside of Station Thirty, near the base of the Tower, and even from here, I could see the structure of the Station crumbling. Once we’d all landed, Mizzy turned to us and stood up straight.  
 
    “Like I said, Elvy really fucked us over, so brace yourselves for what’s inside,” Mizzy said stiffly, but I could tell the Matron was struggling to maintain the tough persona she was putting on.  
 
    “Lead the way,” I said with a nod.  
 
    Mizzy nodded in response before she spun on her heel and strode toward the cave-like entrance that I knew would lead to the vaults of Station Thirty, based on how low down in the Station we were. Sure enough, Mizzy led us into the damp dirt corridors of Station Thirty’s vaults, and as soon as we stepped into the corridors, I could see the damage.  
 
    The vaults that were protected with heavy, enchanted doors in any other Station had long since been blown off their hinges. As we passed the empty vaults, I peered inside, and most of them looked like a battle had been waged inside them. There were scorch marks and debris scattered across the small rooms, and Tryss and I exchanged a look full of knowing and sadness. House Twenty-Six had looked similar after Daria’s invasion, so we knew the pain Mizzy must be feeling, especially Tryss.  
 
    “Elvy forced Mizzy to surrender all of her valuables and keep hybrids down here instead,” Breena said in a low voice as she sidled up next to me. “When Mizzy tried to fight back, Elvy threw Mizzy’s House members and chattel into the vaults with the hybrids and forced Mizzy to watch the hybrids tear them apart, then she blasted the rooms with Exploding Spells to get rid of the bodies and shit.” 
 
    “Ohh, that’s rough.” Tryss grimaced.  
 
    “How many family members did Mizzy lose?” I asked, and I watched the tall, purple Matron’s hips swinging as she walked in front of us. Nodrin had engaged her in conversation, and she had to lean her tall frame down to speak to him comfortably.  
 
    “She had one daughter,” Breena said in a solemn tone. “Elvy made her watch while she…” 
 
    “Voids, no,” Tryss breathed as she shot a sympathetic glance at Mizzy.  
 
    “That cunt,” I seethed. “I wish I could throw her off a cliff again.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Tryss said, and she gave my hand a squeeze. “But I wish I could watch it next time.” 
 
    “I wish I could throw her off a cliff myself,” Breena sighed wistfully.  
 
    We followed Mizzy as she led us up the spiral staircase to the higher levels of Station Thirty, and as we came up to the main landing, my heart sank.  
 
    Everything was destroyed. What I could tell used to be a grand Banquet Hall was now reduced to a pile of rubble, and I could even see dozens of crushed corpses rotting beneath the fallen stone.  
 
    Mizzy pushed through the mess, and we picked our way through the rubble as she led us to the staircase that I knew led up to the living quarters. The Matron didn’t turn to speak to us, she just pressed on, and we rushed to keep up with the pace of her long, athletic legs.  
 
    Finally, we made it to the top of the stairway, and Mizzy turned down the stone corridors until we came to a stop in front of a room. Mizzy reached for the handle of the door, hesitated, and then pushed the handle down. The door swung open to reveal what had once been a bedroom, but now it was just the scorched remains of one.  
 
    “This was my daughter’s room, her name was Saradreza,” Mizzy said in a strained voice as she looked sadly over the destruction. “Elvy killed her, then destroyed her room and everything I had left of her.” 
 
    “Oh, Mizzy,” Breena breathed as she rushed to her friend’s side.  
 
    The two Matrons embraced, and the raw emotion was so strong, I almost had to look away. I recognized the display of grief, it was similar to one the Claden’Du sisters and Matron Mother had shared during their Ascension Ceremony. As I watched the tender moment, a thought occurred to me, but I waited for the women to break their embrace. 
 
    “Mizzy, I think you were right, and Station Thirty is a write-off, so how about we move you up to Station Twenty-Nine?” I asked while I looked between the two Matrons. “We talked about it before, let’s make it official. And we can move Breena up to Twenty-Eight now that Elvy is dead. It’ll take some time to get the Stations back up to living standards, but we can get started on that today if you want, and then do some rearranging. What do you think?” 
 
    “I-- um, really?” Mizzy asked in a surprised tone.  
 
    “Of course,” I said. “We moved Drindy into Station Twenty-Seven, it’s the same idea, so why not?” 
 
    “Well, because I don’t have anything to offer in return,” Mizzy said as she spread her arms wide and gestured around the empty corridors. “I thought that once you saw the destruction, you would be rethinking your offer to help.” 
 
    “That’s the perks of being in the alliance.” I grinned. “We scratch your back, you scratch ours.” 
 
    “You… want me to scratch your back?” Mizzy said with a confused look on her face.  
 
    “Not literally,” I chuckled.  
 
    “Remember I said he says weird things,” Breena said in a low voice as she leaned in close to Mizzy.  
 
    “Ahh, right,” Mizzy said with a nod. “So… I don’t have to scratch anyone’s back?” 
 
    “I mean, if you want to scratch my back, I wouldn’t object, but, no, it’s not a requirement.” I smirked. “So, what do you think? We move you up to Twenty-Nine, Breena moves up to Twenty-Eight, you both get a fresh start in a new Station, under our new alliance.” 
 
    “That sounds almost too good to be true…” Mizzy said as she slowly looked between Breena, Nodrin, Tryss, and me. “What’s the catch?” 
 
    “The catch is you need to tamper down your suspicions,” Tryss sighed impatiently.  
 
    “Well, excuse me, but I was betrayed and abandoned and fucked over one too many times to just blindly trust a bunch of drow I only met today,” Mizzy snapped as she crossed her arms across her chest.  
 
    “Fine, then don’t.” Tryss shrugged, and she made a move back toward the staircase. “You can stay here in your dilapidated House, but don’t come running to us for protection from the Council.” 
 
    “Wait,” Mizzy said, so Tryss stopped and waited. “There’s no need to be hasty about such decisions. You must appreciate my hesitance, though, it is not wise for a Matron Mother to so quickly accept aid from those she does not know.” 
 
    “I can appreciate that,” Tryss said with a nod, and then she gestured around. “But you don’t have many options here, so you can either accept our help, without questioning it every step of the way, or you can fuck off, and we can all stop wasting our time trying to convince you to accept our help.” 
 
    Tryss finished her spiel by crossing her own arms over her chest and leaning back with her chin stuck in the air. I took a moment to appreciate my beautiful lover and her tough attitude that I’d only really seen her use against her sisters. It was sexy, and probably because she was feeling a little jealous, so I reached over and put an arm around her shoulders before I turned to Mizzy and nodded.  
 
    “Tryss is right, we’re trying to help you here, and it would go a lot faster if you accepted it,” I said. “We understand you’ve been fucked over before, but no one here is a stranger to betrayal. You either accept our help, or you’re out of the alliance, it’s that simple.” 
 
    The purple-skinned Matron of House Thirty still looked uncertain, so I decided on a different approach. I stepped away from the group and made my way over to a clear space of wall. Then I raised my hands and opened my ether as I recalled the tunnel magick I’d worked on with Nodrin and Breena previously. The magick came back to me easily, and I watched as the wall started to part in front of me. There was a great rumbling sound as the earthen walls rearranged themselves until a small tunnel appeared in front of me. Then, for extra effect, I summoned a ball of light and tossed it into the small, dark tunnel, where it lit up the brown interior for a moment before it fizzled out and disappeared.  
 
    I turned around to see Mizzy gawking at me.  
 
    “How the fuck…” Mizzy began.  
 
    “He’s unique,” Tryss said with a wide grin. “Remember we told you that when you interrupted our Feast?” 
 
    “He really is, Miz,” Breena said as she softly laid a hand on Mizzy’s elbow. “He can help you more than you know.” 
 
    I dusted my hands off and made my way back over to the group. Tryss smiled at me and slid under my arm, and we all turned to look at Mizzy expectantly. 
 
    “Fine,” Mizzy said as she blew out a long breath of air. “I accept your proposal and your help.”  
 
    “Thought so.” Tryss smirked. 
 
    “We should let Sevvy know the plans,” Nodrin said, and he gestured to the staircase. “Then we can get started right away.” 
 
    “We’ll need to pool our resources,” Breena added as we all stepped toward the stairs.  
 
    Breena, Mizzy, and Tryss launched into a discussion about the logistics of the restructure, while Nodrin motioned me over. I hung back while the women descended the staircase, and Nodrin and I followed them slowly.  
 
    “Good thinking on the Station change,” the wizard said in a low voice. 
 
    “Made sense,” I said with a shrug. “And it got Mizzy to trust us, so now we can get on with things.” 
 
    “I don’t think it was just the new location that got Mizzy to trust us,” Nodrin said with raised eyebrows. “That was some impressive tunnel magick.” 
 
    “O-Oh, well, you know, I had a lot of practice from before,” I said, but a compliment from Nodrin always made me feel warm and fuzzy inside.  
 
    “Still, to retain the magick you only just learned and still be able to perform at such a high level is impressive to say the least,” Nodrin remarked.  
 
    “Thanks,” I responded as I tried not to appear too proud. I was still learning the ways of the drow, but I knew it was better for males to appear at least outwardly humble. 
 
    “And you know… a completely empty house would be a great location to start your formal Wizard training,” Nodrin said thoughtfully. “We would have total privacy and plenty of space to practice. The proximity to the underground and the remaining rubble would be good for certain practices.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked as I felt excitement growing in my chest. “Would Mother approve of us using it for my training?” 
 
    “Without a doubt.” Nodrin nodded. “Completing your Apprenticeship benefits everyone in the House, and the Lower Stations in general. Sevvy would have no problem with us using Station Thirty to expedite that process.” 
 
    “Great,” I said with a grin as we descended the stone steps behind the women. “Let’s get this Station cleaned up, then.” 
 
    The group followed Mizzy back down to the vault level before we made our way back out to the landing platform, and then we levitated back to Station Twenty-Seven, Drindessa’s new House. Tryss took the lead when we landed, and we followed her back through the corridors until we were back at the Banquet Hall.  
 
    While we were gone, someone had used magick to clean up the mess that Mizzy left when she burst into the Banquet Hall. I could tell magick had been used because the doors were repaired perfectly, as if there had never been a blast at all. Despite the repaired doors, the Banquet Hall was empty, and our footsteps echoed against the stone ground as we pushed our way into the vast room.  
 
    “Hmm, I wonder where everyone has gone,” Tryss said as she came to a stop in the middle of the Banquet Hall, and she drummed her long fingers against her chin.  
 
    “Shall I check Twenty-Six for Sevvy?” Nodrin asked Tryss.  
 
    “Yes, and we’ll check the Meeting Hall here,” Tryss said and nodded authoritatively. “Send us a signal if they’re at Claden’Du, and we’ll join you there.” 
 
    “As you wish, mistress,” Nodrin said with a nod. Then the older wizard spun around on the spot and disappeared with a small pop.  
 
    My gaze remained in the spot the wizard had just disappeared from, and I let out a sigh. I couldn’t wait until my magick was powerful enough to teleport on the spot. That required a level of magick that even Mother Sevahtra couldn’t pull off without a teleportation pad.  
 
    Hopefully, having an empty Station to myself to practice in would expedite my magickal skills. 
 
    Once Nodrin was gone, the rest of us followed Tryss across the Banquet Hall and toward the small staircase that led to the half-level above us, where we’d restored the library and the Meeting Hall. Tryss ran ahead and pushed her way into the Meeting Hall, but she returned seconds later and shook her head.  
 
    “They’re not here,” Tryss said. “Everyone must’ve gone back to Claden’Du, let’s just head back there.”  
 
    Sure enough, a second later, a booming voice filled the corridors of Station Twenty-Seven. 
 
    “Banquet Hall at Claden’Du,” Sevahtra’s voice sounded.  
 
    “Knew it.” Tryss grinned.  
 
    We made our way back down the half-staircase and out to the levitating shaft. We were only going one House over, so it wasn’t long until we were pushing our way into the Banquet Hall at Station Twenty-Six, where there was already a crowd seated around the table.  
 
    Mother Sevahtra sat at the head of the table, and Nodrin had already secured a seat next to her. Dagwyn sat next to Nodrin, but I noticed Helera wasn’t present. Drindessa sat opposite Nodrin, and next to the newly Housed Matron were her children, the Blessed Eight twins and Sashti. Essie was nowhere to be seen, so I figured she was off with a babysitter while the adults took care of adult matters. 
 
    “Hello, children,” Sevahtra said to Tryss and me as we approached the table. “Nodrin has filled me in on the plan for Stations Twenty-Eight, Nine, and Thirty. Permission granted.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked, and I felt my long ears twitching in joy.  
 
    With Sevahtra’s approval, my formal Wizard training could start as soon as Station Thirty was ready.  
 
    “Really,” Sevahtra said with a nod. “And it’s in our best interest to get started straight away. Helera has already gone to the dungeons to round up some chattel to help with the process. When she returns, I expect you all down in Station Thirty getting it sorted.” 
 
    “Even me?” Breena asked as she cleared her throat nervously. “I was hoping I could start moving into Station Twenty-Eight, if it pleases my allies.” 
 
    “Fair,” Sevahtra sighed, and she looked around the table. “Okay, Breena will move into Twenty-Eight. Helera and Sashti can help her with that, and we’ll assign some chattel to speed up the process. Then Dagwyn, Tryss, Fynn, and Nodrin can focus on clearing out Station Thirty.” 
 
    “What about me?” Mizzy asked as she looked between Sevahtra and Drindessa, the two other Matrons at the table.  
 
    “I was going to leave that up to you,” Sevahtra said with a surprising softness in her tone. “Nodrin has told me the state of your House, and that can’t be easy. If you’d like to help Breena move into Twenty-Eight instead of cleaning out Thirty, that would be acceptable.” 
 
    I felt a twinge in my heart at Sevahtra’s kindness. The badass Matron Mother could absolutely strike down anyone in the room with a simple wave of her hand, but she could also display a kindness that was rare in a drow, let alone a Matron Mother. Sevahtra had recently witnessed her entire House being destroyed, though, so the sympathy was still strong in her. 
 
    “Thank you,” Mizzy said with a demure nod, and her voice was strained with emotion as she spoke. “I think I’ll… help Breena move into Twenty-Eight.” 
 
    “Very well.” Sevahtra nodded back.  
 
    The doors of the Banquet Hall swung open then, and we all turned to see Helera approach. The priestess had a sword on her hip, and she put a hand on the hilt to prevent it swinging as she strode across the Hall with her head held high.  
 
    “Chattel is secured and waiting for their dispatch orders,” Helera said with authority. She met my eyes and gave me a quick nod, and then Sevahtra gave her a quick rundown of the new plans.  
 
    Once everyone was up to speed, we stood from the table and separated into groups, and then we got to work.  
 
    My crew made our way back down to Station Thirty with a sizable amount of chattel to help us get it cleaned up. We had managed to procure more than we expected from Elvy’s Station, and Drindessa brought her own small supply of chattel to the table for all of us to use until we replenished our stocks fully. We left the chattel to work on the dungeons, and then the rest of us split up to work on the higher levels. Tryss and I took the vaults while Nodrin and Dagwyn went to work in the Halls.  
 
    The vaults were familiar from our visit earlier, so Tryss and I didn’t waste any time getting to work. While we worked, I told Tryss about Nodrin’s plan to use the Station for my Wizard training, and my lover’s eyes lit up.  
 
    “Oh, Fynn, that’s wonderful news,” Tryss said with a wide, toothy smile. “I think Mother will be more inclined to grant us permission to breed once you’ve become a fully-fledged Wizard.” 
 
    “She’d better,” I said with a grin, and I stopped to give my lover a passionate kiss before we continued clearing out the vault.  
 
    It took us some time to work our way through the rooms in the vault level, and I was thankful for the huge meal we’d eaten beforehand. Tryss was an accomplished priestess, and my magick skills were pretty damn good, but there was so much damage that even the magick couldn’t help us in some places, and we had to resort to good old-fashioned hard labor to help us.  
 
    We worked until we’d cleared all the vaults except for three.  
 
    “We should leave those ones,” I said as I wiped the sweat from my brow with my mud-streaked hands. “Nodrin said some rubble would be good for my Wizard training.” 
 
    “Fine by me,” Tryss sighed and wiped her dirty hands on her torn skirt. “Let’s go check how the others are getting on, then.” 
 
    First, we made our way down to the dungeon level to check on the chattel. We descended the short spiral staircase into the damp lower level where the chattel were dutifully going about their assigned tasks, so we turned and made our way back up to the vault level, then up again to the main halls.  
 
    “Wow,” Tryss breathed as we ascended the staircase and came onto the landing.  
 
    I could already tell how much progress Nodrin and Dagwyn had made. The doors of the Banquet Hall had been restored, and the floor was cleared of all rubble. The walls wouldn’t fall down, but they could use some more work, and I wondered if Nodrin was saving that for me.  
 
    Tryss called out for Dagwyn, but there was no response, so we figured we’d check the living quarters. I took the lead, and we climbed the stone staircase up to the next level. As soon as we stepped onto the landing, I noticed noise and movement coming from the room that Mizzy informed us had belonged to her daughter, so we strode across the corridor until we were at the doorway.  
 
    I peered in the open door to see Dagwyn and Nodrin working from opposite sides of the room. The rubble had been cleared, and it looked like they were using a scrubbing spell on the walls. Nodrin’s spell was working quickly and efficiently, while Dagwyn had to repeat her incantations a few times to keep her spell moving.  
 
    “Looking good,” I called out.  
 
    Nodrin and Dagwyn stopped their work when they heard me, and I hooked a thumb at the space behind me.  
 
    “Saw what you did with the place downstairs, looks great,” I added. 
 
    “We’re just trying to get it clean enough for you to start your precious Wizard training,” Dagwyn said, and she stuck her tongue out at me in a childish display of jealousy.  
 
    “If you play your cards right, I’ll let you watch sometime,” I teased.  
 
    “Can we help?” Tryss asked as she stepped into the room. 
 
    “The more the merrier,” Nodrin said. 
 
    Tryss and I joined their efforts, and soon enough the room was cleared of rubble and presentable again. We took extra care with the room, and Nodrin even tried to restore some of the effects we managed to salvage, so when we were finished, it looked like a little girl’s room again.  
 
    “Mizzy will appreciate this,” I said with a nod. Dagwyn and Tryss exchanged an annoyed look, and I frowned in their direction. “I know she’s a newcomer to the circle, but she lost everything, including her daughter. Maybe you two should cut her some slack.” 
 
    “You’re right, Fynn,” Tryss said with a sigh.  
 
    “Is he?” Dagwyn countered. “What do we really know about this Mizzrym anyway?” 
 
    “We know she has no resources, so she has no way to fight us,” I said firmly. “What do you expect her to do when she doesn’t even have a House? No family and no chattel, she’s not a threat.” 
 
    “I know we all applaud your amazing Insight and all of that, but you can still be naive, Fynn,” Dagwyn scoffed. “There’s nothing to say she won’t infiltrate the alliance and try to take us out from the inside.” 
 
    “She couldn’t even fight back against Elvy,” I argued. “But you think she’s powerful enough to take down three other Matrons on her own?” 
 
    “Well, we don’t know much about that Breena bitch, either,” Tryss muttered.  
 
    “Exactly,” Dagwyn said, and she wagged a finger at her younger sister. “They could be in cahoots. Plotting to take us down and claim all of the Lower Houses on their own.” 
 
    “Daggy, get your head out of your ass.” I rolled my eyes. “Even together, they’re not powerful enough to even think about something like that. Trust me, they are not a threat.” 
 
    “And I suppose your special little Insight told you this?” Dagwyn raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “It did, actually,” I said as I puffed my chest out. “And I’m happy to let this play out and give you a big, fat I Told You So when it runs smoothly in the end.” 
 
    “Well, we’ll see about that,” Dagwyn muttered. 
 
    “Children,” Nodrin said in a bored voice. “We should know by now not to question Fynn’s Insight.” 
 
    “Exactly,” I said with a grin. Then I let out a big yawn, stretched my arms high, and leaned backward.  
 
    Tryss and Dagwyn’s eyes immediately fell to my bare chest, and they became transfixed as they watched the muscles ripple under my skin. I watched as their eyes fell to my crotch, where my large member bulged out from beneath the thin fabric, so I made it bounce for their pleasure. Then I cleared my throat.  
 
    “So, are we done here?” I asked. 
 
    “Fine,” Dagwyn grumbled as she tore her hungry eyes away from my crotch. “I’m still not happy about either of these bitches, but it seems like my opinion doesn’t matter anyway.” 
 
    “Not in this instance,” Nodrin said. “Now, let’s go see how everyone else has gotten on, and we’ll take it from there.” 
 
    The three of us checked on the chattel one more time and then left them to finish their work as we returned to the Banquet Hall of Station Twenty-Six. We were the last group to return, and everyone else appeared to be waiting for us at the long table.  
 
    “Thirty is ready for what we need,” Nodrin said as we approached the table.  
 
    “Excellent,” Sevahtra replied with a nod. “Breena has successfully moved into Twenty-Eight, and Mizzy will spend her first night in Station Twenty-Nine tonight.” 
 
    “Nice,” I said, and I nodded at the two Matrons of the lowest Houses. “Congrats on your move, sorry we didn’t throw you a party or anything.” 
 
    “The move was enough,” Mizzy said with a huge smile.  
 
    “Why don’t you lot get cleaned up, and we’ll eat,” Sevahtra said as she eyed our dirt-smeared bodies and clothes.  
 
    “Gladly,” I sighed.  
 
    Nodrin, Tryss, and I made our way up to the living quarters, and then we parted ways at the top of the stairs. Nodrin disappeared down the corridor toward Sevahtra’s chambers, while Tryss and I made our way to hers. I had my own living quarters, but Tryss and I spent most of our time together in hers anyway, so we got cleaned up together there before we made our way back down to the Banquet Hall.  
 
    Nodrin was already at the table, and when Mother Sevahtra saw us approaching, she waved her hands, and the table filled with food.  
 
    “Oh, yum,” I said, and my mouth watered as I took a seat at the long table. I got sucked right into the food, and I ate with a ravenous hunger. Restoring almost an entire Station in one day was no easy undertaking, but we had accomplished a lot, and I was excited to start my Wizard training, so the fatigue was a small price to pay.  
 
    Once everyone had finished eating, Sevahtra waved a hand again to clear the table. Then Nodrin caught my eye and winked, and he jerked his head toward the door. 
 
    I grinned. I knew the wizard was as excited to start my training as I was, and I was relieved he was ready to get it started tonight.  
 
    “I’m going to slip out,” I said to Tryss as I leaned in close to her ear. 
 
    “Wizard training?” Tryss asked and nuzzled against my neck. 
 
    “Yup.” I grinned, and then I gently nibbled on my lover’s earlobe. “Want me to wake you up when I get back?” 
 
    “Void, yes,” Tryss breathed.  
 
    “Will do, babe,” I said, and I gave her one last kiss before I pushed away from the table.  
 
    I said a round of goodbyes to the rest of the table, and then Nodrin and I slipped away and met at the door. 
 
    “So,” my mentor said with a wide grin. “Are you ready for your Wizard training?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    “Fuck, yes,” I said, and I pumped a fist in the air. “Let’s go.” 
 
    “I’m glad you haven’t lost your enthusiasm for the practice,” Nodrin chuckled as we pushed our way out of the Banquet Hall.  
 
    “Far from it,” I assured the wizard.  
 
    “Excellent news,” Nodrin said as he gestured for me to take the lead. “And I’ve noticed your levitating skills have improved drastically.” 
 
    “Thanks, I’ve been practicing a lot,” I said, and I couldn’t help but stand up straighter.  
 
    Truth was, I’d been practicing all aspects of my magick any chance I could get ever since Nodrin offered me an Apprenticeship. Even in the shower, I passed the time by opening and closing my ether, just to get a better understanding of my control over it.  
 
    Now, I’d be able to put all my practice to the test.  
 
    I stepped forward to the landing, opened up my ether, and floated into the air. Then I turned back to Nodrin, who shot up into the air and gestured for me to go ahead, so I did. We levitated all the way down to Station Thirty and landed on the clearing outside of the vaults, and I turned and waited for Nodrin, who landed gracefully next to me.  
 
    “So, where do we start?” I asked as I bounced up onto my toes excitedly.  
 
    “I have an idea.” Nodrin smirked. “Follow me.” 
 
    The wizard led us through the vaults and down the stone spiral staircase to the lower level dungeons. The chattel had done a good job clearing out the destroyed dungeons, and some of the rooms had to be combined when the damage was too great.  
 
    Nodrin led us to the last dirt archway and motioned me to enter ahead of him.  
 
    I stepped into the small, damp dungeon and peered around the darkness. Then I opened up my ether, which caused my Dark Eye to kick into gear. I could see the outline of a shape in the corner, it looked like a pile of ruins, but other than that, the room was empty. I turned as Nodrin entered the dungeon room behind me, and I waited for his instruction. He walked past me and stepped further into the room before he turned to face me again.  
 
    “Do you remember what Dumnorix told you during your Gan’evh Tiio?” the wizard asked me.  
 
    “Of course,” I said as I recalled the card reading I’d had at the Wizards’ Market with Nodrin’s quirky old friend. For the rest of my drow life, I knew I’d never forget the reading, since the kooky wizard told me I had the unique ability to master every school of magick if I put the work in.  
 
    My long ears twitched at the memory, and I felt the excitement growing in my chest again.  
 
    “Good,” Nodrin said with a nod. “I want you to always remember what you are capable of. But I also want you to understand that you cannot spread yourself too thin during your training.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean, if we are working on, say, divination, then all of your focus must be on divination,” Nodrin said in a serious tone. “It is imperative not to separate your focus when we are studying one particular school of magick. When you are a more accomplished Wizard, you will be able to switch between schools easily, but training requires your full focus, otherwise your ether will become overwhelmed, and the effects of that can be disastrous.” 
 
    “Got it.” I nodded.  
 
    “I’m serious, Fynn,” Nodrin said, and he fixed me with a somber gaze. “I know you are very gifted, and it will be a struggle for you not to bring in other practices while you’re training, but if you want to come into your full power as a Wizard, you must focus and master each school individually. Then you will be able to meld your practices together. Understood?” 
 
    “I understand,” I said as I matched the wizard’s serious tone.  
 
    “Good,” Nodrin said, and the tension broke as a grin spread across his face. “Now, I thought we could start with a little bit of arachnomancy.” 
 
    “Spiders, great,” I said with my own grin. My relationship with spiders was pretty solid. They were Drogu-ani’s preferred animal, and I had a spider friend who helped me out of more than one hairy situation. I’d done some research on arachnomancy ever since I’d learned I had an affinity for it. Nodrin even gave me a book on the subject, so I felt like I had a good foundation to start my training.  
 
    “Glad you approve,” Nodrin chuckled. “Now, did you read the book I gave you? Arachnomancy for the Ages?” 
 
    “I did,” I confirmed.  
 
    “Good, good, I should have expected that.” Nodrin smiled. “Any questions before we begin.” 
 
    “Actually, yes,” I said as I recalled a passage from the book. “The book states that one can only become a true arachnomancer if they are purely evil.” 
 
    “And you’re worried you don’t fit the criteria,” Nodrin said sagely.  
 
    “Right,” I sighed as I shuffled my weight between my feet. “I mean, it’s no secret that my ways aren’t always very drow-like.” 
 
    “You do carry more empathy and affection than any other drow I’ve met,” Nodrin said and cocked his head thoughtfully. “I do not believe you are purely evil, but in this rare instance, I believe that is a blessing and not a curse.” 
 
    “O-Oh,” I said as I considered the Wizard’s words. “But does that mean I won’t be able to truly master arachnomancy?” 
 
    “For some reason, I don’t think so.” Nodrin shook his head. “We can’t be certain until we finish your training, but something tells me it won’t matter. Not for you.” 
 
    “I guess there’s only one way to find out,” I said with a grin as I pushed my worries to the back of my mind.  
 
    “That’s one thing I’m sure of,” Nodrin said, and then he took a step back. “Now, do you remember when you spoke to Drogu’s effigy in Elvy’s Temple?” 
 
    “I do,” I said.  
 
    “Try doing that again.” 
 
    “I-- uh, what?” I stuttered.  
 
    “Try to speak spider,” Nodrin said, as if it was a simple, normal, everyday request. 
 
    “Umm…” 
 
    “Don’t overthink it,” Nodrin instructed, and then he waved a hand to indicate I should say something. 
 
    “Um, hello spiders?” I said with a wince.  
 
    “You can do better,” Nodrin said.  
 
    “Okay.” I shut my eyes and shook my head to get my thoughts right. Then I remembered the breathing trick Nodrin taught me back before we entered the Wizards’ Market, and I realized this was a perfect time to use it.  
 
    Two quick inhales, one long exhale.  
 
    Repeat.  
 
    And repeat again. 
 
    Once I’d finished the process three times, I felt lighter on my feet and even more prepared to practice my magick.  
 
    “Okay,” I breathed, and I shook my head one last time while Nodrin nodded encouragingly. Then I tried again. I opened my mouth and imagined a giant spider standing in front of me. My mouth produced a sound I didn’t know it could make, a series of hissing and clicking sounds. I knew it to be a standard spider greeting, though I wasn’t sure how I knew that information.  
 
    As the spider language left my lips, something caught my attention, a movement out of the corner of my eye, and I turned toward the right-hand side of the dank dungeon to see a large spider emerge from the earthen walls.  
 
    The black creature froze and seemed to sway back and forth for a moment, and I got the impression it was studying me with all eight of its eyes. After a moment, the spider turned and disappeared again, and I felt a sinking disappointment in my chest.  
 
    “Excellent work, Fynn!” Nodrin cried out, and I turned to him with a confused expression.  
 
    “What?” I asked. “One spider came out for like five seconds.” 
 
    “For a first try, that is incredible,” Nodrin said, and his eyes were lit up with excitement. 
 
    “It is?” I asked, and I couldn’t keep the disappointment from my voice.  
 
    “Young Fynn,” Nodrin chuckled. “I know you have high expectations for yourself, and I have no doubt that you are capable of achieving everything you desire. But Wizard training is a slow, difficult process, and you should celebrate every accomplishment, no matter how small.” 
 
    “I guess,” I grumbled.  
 
    “Don’t worry, young Fynn, I suspect your training will advance much faster than most. Why don’t you try again?” 
 
    I took Nodrin’s advice, cleared my head again, and then opened my mouth, and to my surprise, the spider language flowed out easily. The hissing and clicks formed a sentence with the same spider greeting, and I also knew I had introduced myself to the unseen spiders that were lurking in the earthen walls.  
 
    There was movement from the corner of the room again, and I turned to see the same spider emerge from the wall, but this time it scuttled farther from its tiny hole, and two more spiders followed it out. I whipped my head around excitedly to face Nodrin, and the wizard had a huge grin on his face as he nodded at me encouragingly. He motioned for me to continue speaking, so I gave it my best shot.  
 
    “Umm,” I intoned. “Hhhhhkksssssssssaaahhhrrrikkkkaaahhhh.” 
 
    More spiders emerged from a small hole near the ceiling to join their spider friends, and I could feel all of their tiny eyes staring at me curiously. I counted eight spiders on the wall, which meant there were sixty-four eyes judging me.  
 
    “Try to give them a command,” Nodrin said softly from beside me.  
 
    I nodded in acknowledgement and then thought about what I’d ask them. Something simple.  
 
    “Please come here,” I said, but my mouth formed the words in the spider language. 
 
    I watched in wonder as the eight spiders filed down the wall in a perfectly straight line until they came to a stop in front of me, in a perfect row of spider soldiers.  
 
    “Wow,” I breathed. 
 
    “Amazing,” Nodrin murmured.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said to the spiders in their language.  
 
    The first spider in the row, the one who appeared from the wall first, raised its front leg and gave me a small wave, and I couldn’t help but smile. I remembered what Nodrin said about managing my expectations, but I felt like I was already getting the hang of this arachnomancy thing. If it was impressive just to get one spider to listen to you on your first day of training, then getting eight to follow an order must be something special.  
 
    “Careful,” Nodrin said in a warning tone as if he’d read my mind. “Remember, don’t get carried away. Spiders are capricious creatures, if they sense you’re taking advantage, they could turn on you.” 
 
    “Got it,” I said, but I wasn’t too worried. The little guys were already taking a liking to me, and I was a natural. 
 
    I hissed out another command, and my heart swelled with pride when the spiders spun on the spot for me. Then I instructed them to switch places, wave, do a little dance, and various other small commands. I even sat down on the ground cross-legged so I could be closer to my new friends.  
 
    Once I was closer to their level, I laid my hand out on the ground, and the eight spiders rushed onto my palm. I raised them up to my face so I could study them closer. Their red eyes roved all over my face as they studied me right back, and I couldn’t help but chuckle. I never appreciated how cute spiders were before this, but their hairy little legs and tiny pincers made me want to cuddle them up against my face.  
 
    Suddenly, my first spider friend turned and launched himself off my hand. I gasped in shock before I noticed the thin string of web that was attached to my hand, and I looked down to see the spider gracefully lowering itself to the ground via the silken string of web.  
 
    I lowered my hand to the ground to allow the other seven spiders to scuttle off and join their friend. The eight spiders then formed a line again and turned to face me expectantly, and all of them lifted their front two legs and pressed them together in a silent clap.  
 
    I turned to look at Nodrin with a confused expression. 
 
    “It looks like they’re trying to tell you something,” the Wizard said. 
 
    “But what?” I mused as I studied the spiders in a row.  
 
    “Think about the book,” Nodrin prompted.  
 
    I recalled the thick, heavy tome Nodrin had given me. Arachnomancers had a variety of skills that I knew would take me a long time to master, but I ran through them in my mind.  
 
    A practiced arachnomancer was easily recognized by the scarification process they must go through once they’ve mastered the craft. Speaking to spiders was only the tip of the iceberg, a true arachnomancer could transform himself into a spider. He could also blast out streams of poisonous spiders to attack others, as well as develop the ability to ooze spider poison from his own skin. He could also create a spider-like webbing, one made of steel that was impervious to fire and penetration to all except the arachnomancer who cast the web.  
 
    Suddenly, my first spider friend shot another length of web from its spinneret gland, and I understood what the spiders were trying to tell me.  
 
    It was time to practice my own web casting abilities.  
 
    I stood excitedly, and I was careful not to trample on my spider friends as I made my way to my feet and turned to Nodrin with a big smile on my face.  
 
    “They want me to practice casting my own web.” 
 
    “Already?” Nodrin asked, and the surprise was clear in his voice as he studied the row of spiders. “That’s very advanced for your first day.” 
 
    “Well, the book said I’m only able to cast one web a day, anyway,” I pointed out. “Maybe they just want me to get the feel for it.” 
 
    “For some reason, I don’t think that rule will apply to you, young Fynn,” Nodrin said with a knowing smile. 
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t complain about that.” I grinned as I interlaced my fingers, rotated my wrists, and pressed my hands out in a stretch. Then I twisted my neck in a stress relieving stretch and shook my hands out as I prepared myself for the next step of my arachnomancer training. “Okay, so what do I do?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Nodrin said.  
 
    “I-- what?” I asked as I turned to look at the wizard, who simply spread his hands out in front of him.  
 
    “I’m not an arachnomancer, Fynn,” the wizard said. “I know some basics, but my training never taught me how to cast a web. That’s some seriously advanced arachnomancy. You will come to find there will be aspects of your training I can’t help you with. I am a powerful Wizard, yes, but I’m not a master of each school. I am here to offer support and guidance when I can, perhaps a boost of my ether here and there, but sometimes you’re going to have to forge ahead on your own.” 
 
    “O-Oh,” I said as I took in this information.  
 
    It made sense considering how rare it was for an Apprentice to be predisposed to every single school of magick. I knew Nodrin specialized in psionics and could work some powerful mind magick. It was a valuable school of magick, and I looked forward to working with him on it, but it was a strange realization to know I’d be going at a lot of this alone. In a weird way, it gave me more confidence. Clearly, Nodrin believed I was capable of exploring the different schools of magick with only limited supervision, so I turned back to the row of spiders in front of me and considered my next move.  
 
    I opened up my ether some more and then raised my hands in front of me since I felt like that’s where the web would come from. Then I pushed my hands quickly in front of me, but nothing happened. 
 
    “Do you want me to open up my ether?” Nodrin asked. “It might give you a boost.” 
 
    “Yes, please,” I said as I continued to study my hands for where the web might come out.  
 
    I could tell the moment that Nodrin opened up his ether more. The air around me felt thicker with magickal energy, and I had a sudden burst of clarity.  
 
    I wasn’t practiced enough to shoot a web without a verbal command, I’d been silly to think I was.  
 
    I stood up straighter, and I went through Nodrin’s breathing trick before I attempted to shoot a web again.  
 
    This time, I raised both of my hands in front of me, with my palms facing out.  
 
    “Web!” I shouted in perfect spider language.  
 
    A thin wisp of non-solid web shot out from my palms, but it had evaporated by the time it reached the ground, and I felt my shoulders slump in disappointment.  
 
    “Fynn, that was incredible,” Nodrin said in a quiet voice, and I looked over to see the wizard staring at me in amazement.  
 
    “It didn’t even stay,” I said, and the disappointment was clear in my voice.  
 
    “Remember what I said before about celebrating every accomplishment,” Nodrin pointed out. 
 
    “I know,” I sighed.  
 
    “It’s incredible you were able to form a web at all,” Nodrin continued. “I have a good friend who’s a talented arachnomancer, Lirdnolu. It took him three years of arachnomancy training before he was able to produce any sort of web.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked, and I felt my spirits lift at this information. 
 
    “Really,” Nodrin said with a nod, and then he gestured to my hands. “Why don’t you try again.” 
 
    I took another deep breath before I squared my stance, held my palms out, and shouted the command in spider language again.  
 
    This time, another wisp of web shot out from my palms, but it was thicker and sturdier than the last one, and it didn’t evaporate until it had landed on the ground in front of me and stayed there for a moment.  
 
    “Woooo!” I cried out as I pumped my fist in the air. I glanced down at my spider friends, and it looked like they were cheering me on by the way their front two legs were raised in the air and waving back and forth.  
 
    “Excellent work, Fynn, keep at it,” Nodrin said with an enthusiastic nod.  
 
    I spent the next while practicing the same command over and over again. Eventually, I was able to produce a thick string of web that didn’t evaporate, and I rushed forward, picked up the length of web, and held it up proudly.  
 
    The web I produced was made of steel. It was smooth and cold in my hands, and it was about the length of my arm. I turned it over and studied it. It was strong, but I could still bend it easily.  
 
    “Let me see it,” Nodrin requested, and I handed the piece of steel web over to Nodrin.  
 
    The wizard inspected it closely for a few moments before he held it out in front of him and attempted to bend it the way I had. Except for the wizard, nothing happened. He tried again and again, but no matter how much force he exerted, the steel web didn’t bend.  
 
    “That is amazing progress, Fynn.” Nodrin handed it back to me with a big grin on his face. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said with a smile. I was too proud to pretend to be humble at the moment.  
 
    “Now, I want you to try again,” Nodrin said.  
 
    “Okay,” I replied excitedly, but the wizard held up a hand.  
 
    “Not so fast. I’m going to close my ether, so you’ll lose that boost.” 
 
    “Okay.” I nodded my head slowly and prepared myself.  
 
    I felt the moment Nodrin closed his ether, and my confidence drained some as it did, but I shook any doubt out of my mind and raised my hands again.  
 
    “Web!” I shouted.  
 
    To my dismay, only a thin wisp appeared from my palms, and it slowly floated to the ground and disappeared after a few seconds. 
 
     I looked at the space where it had disappeared from dejectedly. 
 
    “As I expected,” Nodrin chuckled.  
 
    “I guess I’m not as powerful as I thought,” I muttered. 
 
    “On the contrary,” Nodrin said with a shake of his hand. “You were able to produce the web without any help from my ether, and that’s even more impressive than forming a solid one with my ether.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Certainly.” Nodrin nodded. “Remember I said it took my friend Lirdnolu three years to form any web at all? That was unassisted. You produced web unassisted on your first day of arachnomancy training, and that is an incredible feat that you should be proud of.” 
 
    “I guess.” I shrugged.  
 
    “Fynn…” 
 
    “I know, I know, I am proud of any progress,” I said, but I let out a sigh. “I just want to progress faster, you know?” 
 
    “I do know,” Nodrin said wisely. “But it will all come in time. And it will come much quicker for you than it usually does, I assure you of that. Why don’t we regress some and go back to working with the spiders themselves?” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, and I turned back to my eight spider friends, who were still in a line watching me intently. In spider tongue, I asked them to form a line in front of me. Sure enough, the spiders scuttled over and formed an orderly line in front of me, and I smiled as I felt my confidence grow again.  
 
    Then I faced the wall where my eight spider friends had emerged from and, in spider, I asked for more spiders to join us. Seconds later, a row of more spiders emerged and filed down to join the row of spiders in front of me.  
 
    “See?” Nodrin asked with a grin. “Your powers are still amazingly advanced for your position.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I replied as I grinned down at my spider subjects. “I guess I can’t complain too much.” 
 
    I called forward more spiders until there were at least one hundred of the little guys lined up in front of me. I could feel their beady little eyes on my body, and I enjoyed the power I felt from being in control of them all at once.  
 
    “Fynn, I’ve just received a message from Sevvy, and I need to go,” Nodrin suddenly said.  
 
    I turned to look at the wizard, and then I glanced around the dungeon.  
 
    “Message? I didn’t hear anything.” 
 
    “Sevvy and I have our own way of communicating,” Nodrin said vaguely.  
 
    “Of course, I should’ve known,” I chuckled. “Does that mean our training is done for tonight?” 
 
    “Only if you want.” Nodrin shrugged. “Though I expect you’ll want to stay and train more.” 
 
    “How did you know?” I grinned.  
 
    “Don’t stay too late,” Nodrin said as he stepped toward the door. “I expect Tryss will be eagerly waiting for your return.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I said, and I waved to the wizard as he exited the dungeon. Then I turned back to my spiders and rubbed my hands together. “Okay, what shall we do next?” 
 
    Suddenly, the spiders moved en masse and started to approach me, and fast.  
 
    “Whoa,” I said, and I held up my hands and took a step backward. “Hang on, I haven’t given a command yet.” 
 
    The spiders didn’t stop, in fact, their speed increased, and I shuffled backward to avoid them until my back was pressed against the wall.  
 
    “Hey, knock it off.” I scowled as I felt fear rising up in my chest. Nodrin had said they were finicky creatures, but I hadn’t expected them to turn on me the second the wizard left the room.  
 
    The spiders continued to approach me, and I was out of options.  
 
    “Stop!” I shouted, but the spiders reached me and started to climb me, from the feet up. Within seconds, I was completely shrouded in spiders, and I could feel their tiny legs working their way up my body. 
 
    I was completely engulfed in spiders until all I could see was darkness, and it was suddenly difficult to breathe. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    As suddenly as the darkness engulfed me, it lifted, and I was faced with a bright light as the spiders fell off me. There was still something wrapped around my waist, and I looked down to see a large, black, hairy thing across my midsection as it pinned me against the wall.  
 
    “Did you misssssssssssssss me?” a voice sounded, and I recognized it instantly.  
 
    “Drogu,” I breathed in relief as I squirmed against her spider leg. “You know, if you want me to visit you, you could just ask. There’s no need to scare me to death first.” 
 
    “Where’sssssss the fun in that?” Drogu hissed seductively as the rest of her body came into my view. 
 
    The spider goddess was as sexy as ever. She sported eight large spider legs, but her torso was all drow. Her impressive tits strained against the thin, web-like fabric spread across her chest, and her sharp fangs were dripping with what looked like blood.  
 
    Drogu leaned forward and flicked her tongue out, and then she dragged it from my chin up to my forehead and let out a shuddering breath before she sank her teeth into the soft flesh of my earlobe.  
 
    “Ahhhhh,” I hummed as the goddess’ sharp teeth pierced my skin. The pain brought pleasure, and I felt my giant member engorge with blood as Drogu pressed her sexy body against mine.  
 
    “Did you misssssssssss me, little Fynny?” Drogu grinned as she pulled away from my ear.  
 
    “More than you know,” I replied.  
 
    “Goooood,” the goddess breathed as she opened her hand, and a spider appeared in her palm. Then Drogu waved the spider in front of my face. “I undersssstand that you’ve been practicing your arachnomancy skillsssss.” 
 
    “Sure have.” I grinned as the spider danced happily in her hand.  
 
    “Thissss pleases me,” Drogu hissed.  
 
    “You know I do it all for you, sweetheart,” I said with a wink.  
 
    “Ohh, Fyyyyynnyyyy,” Drogu chuckled, and she leaned down again and covered my mouth with hers. She sucked until my tongue was between her sharp teeth, and then she bit down just enough until I felt the blood gush in my mouth.  
 
    I felt the goddess’ tongue slide all over my mouth, and I got the feeling she was trying to suck up as much blood as she could. When she leaned back, crimson dripped from her mouth, and she reached a hand up to catch a dribble and pushed it back into her mouth.  
 
    “Mmmmm, delicioussss,” Drogu trilled.  
 
    “Thanks, I think,” I chuckled. I moved my tongue around my own mouth. I could still taste the coppery flavor of blood, and my tongue was sore from the fangs, but I felt a tingling sensation in my mouth that wasn’t unpleasant. I cocked my head in curiosity as I looked up at the Goddess of Chaos. “What was that?” 
 
    “A little presssssent from me to you, Fynnyyy,” Drogu said as she shot me a wicked smile.  
 
    “O-Oh?” I asked hesitantly. A gift from the goddess was nothing to scoff at, but this was the Goddess of Chaos. What looked like a gift could turn out to be a curse, it all depended on how Drogu was feeling and what she wanted out of the situation. 
 
    “Relax,” Drogu whispered. “Thissss gift will benefit you and your House.” 
 
    “That’s very generous of you,” I said as I looked up at the gorgeous goddess. “Umm… what is it?” 
 
    “Just a little sssssomething to help you with your arachnomancy,” the goddess said with a coy grin.  
 
    “Oh, um, well, thank you very much,” I said as I pondered what the goddess meant.  
 
    Whatever it was, I hoped it was a good kind of chaos, and not the bad kind. I wasn’t sure the Lower Houses could handle any more bad chaos.  
 
    “You are very impressssssive, Fynnyyy,” Drogu breathed as she turned her attention to the spider that was still dancing in her hand. “You are advancing quickly, this bodessss well for you.” 
 
    “It does?” I asked as I perked up.  
 
    “Indeed,” Drogu said as she fixed her crimson eyes back on mine. “But everything comes at a price.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, and I cocked my head in curiosity as I held her maroon gaze.  
 
    “I mean…,” Drogu said as she flicked her wrist, and the spider disappeared. Then she grabbed me by both shoulders and pushed me harder against the wall while she leaned her face closer to mine so I could feel her warm breath on my skin. “You must be wary.” 
 
    “Of?” I prompted.  
 
    “Falssssssse friendsssss,” Drogu breathed.  
 
    “False friends?” I repeated. “Who’s a false friend?” 
 
    “Remember, Fynn,” Drogu said as she leaned back suddenly. “Do not fall into their web of liesss.” 
 
    Suddenly, I was plunged into darkness again as the leg that held me against the wall disappeared. I jerked as my body fell, but when I opened my eyes, I found that I hadn’t fallen at all. Instead, I was back in the dungeon sitting against the wall, and there were no spiders to be seen anywhere.  
 
    “What the…” I muttered as I scrambled to my feet and rubbed the back of my head, which was sore from the journey to wherever the Void I’d just gone.  
 
    I always enjoyed my meet-ups with the Goddess of Chaos, but they always left me confused.  
 
    I could still taste the blood in my mouth from Drogu’s painful display of affection, and I moved my tongue around to loosen it up as I remembered the goddess’ words.  
 
    Who could Drogu mean by false friends? The obvious choice was Mizzy, since she was the most recent addition to our alliance, but that theory didn’t sit right with me. I wasn’t sure what it was about Mizzy, but I trusted her. Or, at least, I didn’t think she was a threat. Not a real one, anyway, like I said to the sisters before. Even if she did try something, she was way outnumbered and outpowered, so we’d squash that in a second.  
 
    Breena was the next choice, but I dismissed her immediately. I’d seen the hold Elvy had had over her, and how grateful Breena had been when we stepped in to help her. She wasn’t a part of our group under false pretenses, we’d been the ones to approach her.  
 
    No one else came to mind, so I pushed the thought to the back of my mind, but not too far back. If Drogu was kind enough to give me a warning, then I was damn sure going to make sure to listen to it. 
 
    But something else that Drogu had said was tickling at my mind, and I reached up and traced my lips with my fingers as I remembered what the Goddess of Chaos had said after the bloody kiss.  
 
    Just a little sssssomething to help you with your arachnomancy.  
 
    I recalled the words in Drogu’s sexy spider accent, and my heart leapt as I realized what they could mean.  
 
    Had Drogu given my arachnomancy a boost with her spider kiss? 
 
    I decided to test my theory, and I cast a glance around the dank dungeon. I couldn’t see any spiders, so I turned to the corner of the room where they’d come out before.  
 
    “Hey, spider friends,” I hissed in their language.  
 
    A second later, a spider stuck its head out, and I recognized it as the leader of the pack from before my trip to see Drogu. It gave me a little wave and then pushed out of the small hole.  
 
    My mouth fell open as a stream of spiders followed it. Not just a few, like before. This time, hundreds of spiders poured out of the hole and scuttled down to form a giant, black mass in front of me. 
 
    “Whooooaaaa,” I breathed as the spiders came to a stop and looked up at me expectantly.  
 
    There were at least a thousand spiders in front of me, which meant there were at least eight thousand eyes staring at me, and I could almost feel their gazes like tiny little pinpricks against my skin.  
 
    “Okay, so that was unexpected,” I said as I shook the uneasy feeling away and pondered if I could control so many spiders at once.  
 
    There was only one way to find out.  
 
    I opened my mouth and let out a series of hissing and clicking noises, and I asked the spiders to all shoot a small length of web up in the air. A moment later, my heart soared as a thousand pieces of tiny web soared into the hair. 
 
    “Woooo!” I cried out as I fist-pumped the air.  
 
    Drogu had really enhanced my arachnomancy powers.  
 
    I politely ordered the spiders away since I didn’t want them to turn on me after all, and I decided I’d try to shoot my own web again. 
 
    Once all of the spiders were safely returned to the walls, I did my breathing technique to get my head in the right space, and then I squared my stance, raised my hands, and opened up my ether wide.  
 
    “Web!” I shouted in spider tongue.  
 
    To my delight, thick lengths of web shot out from my palms until an almost fully-formed web appeared in front of me.  
 
    “Drogu’s massive tits, that’s amazing,” I whispered as I admired my own handiwork. 
 
     The thick silver strands of steel web twisted amongst each other to form the complex shape of a spiderweb, but it was layered so that it was at least five feet thick, and I almost couldn’t see all the way through it.  
 
    According to Arachnomancy Through the Ages, and based on Nodrin’s experience with the web I produced when he was here, I should be able to walk through the web without any problems, but it would be impervious to anyone else.  
 
    I decided to test this out. 
 
    I stepped forward and pushed a hand into the steel web. My hand pushed through the webbing like it was silk, so I stepped my body into the web and, sure enough, I could navigate through the thick steel strands with ease.  
 
    “Cooooool,” I breathed as I stepped out of the thick web.  
 
    I suddenly realized it must be super late, and I should get back to Tryss before she started to worry.  
 
    I decided to leave the web where it was for now, because I wanted to show Nodrin and Tryss my first web, so I hoped it would still be there when I returned, since I wasn’t entirely sure how long they lasted yet. Then I turned to the corner of the room and called out a goodbye in spider language.  
 
    My loyal spider friend stuck his head out and waved at me, and I waved back as I finally vacated the dungeon I’d been training in for the past several hours.  
 
    I made my way back up the vaults, then the platform, where I floated out into the air and sped my way through the crisp evening until I reached Station Twenty-Six.  
 
    The House was dark and quiet when I arrived, and I knew everyone would be safely tucked into bed, so I crept up through the halls until I made it to Tryss’ living quarters.  
 
    I pushed into the room as quietly as I could, and I used my Dark Eye to help navigate through the darkness.  
 
    Tryss was sleeping peacefully in the bed, so I quickly washed up, stripped naked, and slipped into the bed beside her. I wrapped an arm around her body, and she let out a soft sign and pushed her body against mine.  
 
    I knew I’d said I’d wake her up when I got back, but she was so beautiful in her peaceful sleep that I decided to leave her be, and it wasn’t long until I drifted into a nice slumber myself.  
 
    I dreamed of Drogu, thousands of spider friends, webs, and all sorts of spider-like things until Tryss gently shook me awake the next morning.  
 
    “Morning, babe,” I murmured as I shook the sleep from my eyes.  
 
    “Morning,” Tryss said, and she gave me a quick kiss but then pouted. “You said you’d wake me up when you got back.” 
 
    “I know, I’m sorry,” I groaned as I pulled her in close for a cuddle. “I got back late, and you were sleeping so peacefully, I didn’t want to wake you up.  
 
    “I’d never be mad if you woke me up,” Tryss murmured as she cuddled up to me.  
 
    “I know, I will next time,” I said as I kissed the back of her head. Then I snaked my hand around her waist and lowered it. “We could have some fun now, though…” 
 
    “Ugh, I wish,” Tryss sighed, and she turned to give me a quick kiss before she pushed herself off the bed. “I promised Mother I would do something for her as soon as I woke up. It’s time sensitive.” 
 
    “What is it?” I asked as I propped myself up on my elbow and watched my sexy lover get dressed. “Anything I can help with?” 
 
    “I have to go down to the lake to collect a particular kind of moss,” Tryss said as she pulled a sheer top over her head. “I’d love for you to come, of course.” 
 
    “Great, it’s a date.” I grinned and jumped out of bed to get ready. 
 
    A while later, Tryss and I were hand in hand and pushing through throngs of people in the Thoroughfare. We stopped at a food stall for some savory rice and meat cakes, and we chewed happily as we made our way toward the thicket of trees on the edge of the main square.  
 
    There was a path in the forest that would lead us down to the lake, and since we hadn’t spent much time together lately, Tryss and I decided to take a nice leisurely stroll down to the lake to collect the moss. Once we finished our food, we joined hands again and enjoyed the wander through the forest. The air was cool amongst the trees, and there was a sweet, sappy smell all around us.  
 
    “So, how was your training?” Tryss asked as we walked.  
 
    “Interesting to say the least,” I chuckled, and then I gave my lover a rundown of the events from the night before. From getting the first spider to come out of the wall, to Nodrin helping me create my first web.  
 
    When I told Tryss about Drogu’s visit, her mouth fell open, and she listened with rapt attention. Then, when I was done, she crossed her arms across her chest and pouted.  
 
    “How come Drogu never whisks me away for secret, sexy meetings?”  
 
    “Sorry, babe,” I chuckled. “I think she admires my equipment, which you don’t have.” 
 
    “Nah, it’s more than that, but I don’t blame her,” my lover said as she uncrossed her arms and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Weird about that false friends thing, though.” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” I asked. “Who do you think she means?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, but Mother might be inclined to agree with her,” Tryss said solemnly.  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “The moss that Mother needs? It’s for a Truth Potion,” Tryss explained.  
 
    “Oh, shit. For Mizzy?” I asked as I connected the dots immediately.  
 
    “We’re not sure we trust her yet,” Tryss said. “But I agree with what you told Daggy before, she’s not powerful enough to do anything, anyway.” 
 
    “Better safe than sorry,” I said. “What else does Mother think about our new alliances?” 
 
    “Well,” Tryss said as she blew out a long breath of air. “She’s not altogether unhappy, but she’s worried we’re spreading our resources too thin.” 
 
    “Makes sense.” I nodded. “We were already depleted, even with what we recovered from Elvy.” 
 
    “Yeah, luckily, Mizzy doesn’t bring any baggage,” Tryss pointed out. “It’s just her to take care of, which is more manageable.” 
 
    “Plus, she’ll be earning her keep,” I added. “We’re not just taking care of her for free.” 
 
    “Not at all,” Tryss said with a shake of her head. “And Mother did admit she was very helpful in moving Breena up to the next Station. She’s also talented when it comes to insignia magick, so Mother is going to put her to use in that department.” 
 
    “Good,” I said. “And Breena?” 
 
    “Ehh.” Tryss shrugged. My jealous lover wasn’t a fan. “She hasn’t given us any trouble yet, so whatever. Her Soothsaying did come in handy with the hybrids, and we think that will help us replenish our chattel stock, as well.” 
 
    “How?” I asked. 
 
    “Hybrids are very convincing.” Tryss grinned. “Breena has come up with a plan to sneak hybrids into some of the other Houses’ dungeons and recruit more chattel for us. I think she’s putting that in motion tonight.” 
 
    “Won’t that cause a war between us and the other Houses?” I asked.  
 
    “It’ll take them a while to notice,” Tryss said with a shrug. “Breena has it worked out so the hybrids will only recruit small amounts from a few different Houses, spread out the suspicion.” 
 
    “And what does Drindy think of all of this?” I asked.  
 
    “She had a few objections, but Mother put her in her place,” Tryss said. “She’d still be Unhoused if it weren’t for us, so she can’t object that much.”  
 
    “Okay.” I nodded as I took in the information. It was an unusual alliance between so many Houses, but we needed everyone on the same page if we wanted to keep it running smoothly.  
 
    I’d hate to have to kill one of the Matron Mothers. But Claden’Du came first, and I knew I’d do whatever I needed to in order to protect my House and my family. 
 
    As we drew nearer to the lake, the air started to smell briny and grew heavier with moisture while the trees gave way to rocks and pebbles. Then Tryss pointed to a large, flat rock just ahead of us.  
 
    “That looks like the moss there,” she said. 
 
    We stepped over the pebbly ground until we reached the rock Tryss pointed out, and it was covered in a spongy green moss that smelled like cinnamon. Tryss leaned down and plucked a piece off the rock, and then she brought it close to her face to study it before she nodded thoughtfully.  
 
    “Yup, this is it, I’ll get a bunch so Mother can’t possibly complain about me not bringing back enough,” she said as she started to pull handfuls of the moss off the rock.  
 
    “Good plan.” I grinned as I started pulling fistfuls of the stuff myself, and then we shoved it all into a small burlap sack Tryss carried across her back.  
 
    Once the task was complete, we sighed and leaned against the rock for a rest. In the distance, I could see the edges of the duergar camps peeking out from the forest edge. The duergars preferred the damp, dark life down by the lake, and there were several encampments in the area, which they commuted to and from as most of them worked in the Thoroughfare.  
 
    “That’s odd,” Tryss said suddenly, and I looked over to see her face scrunched up in a frown. 
 
    “What?” I asked, and I followed her gaze to the lake below us.  
 
    The large, shimmering lake was inky black, and I shuddered at the thought of plunging into what was surely ice-cold water.  
 
    “The lake looks a lot higher than it usually is,” Tryss said as she squinted at the edges of the body of water. “Last time I was here, it was a lot farther out. I can tell by that rock there, see?” 
 
    My lover pointed to the jagged edge of a rock sticking out about three feet away from where the water met land.  
 
    “I see it,” I said.  
 
    “Last time I was here, that rock was fully visible,” Tryss said, and I could hear the concern in her voice.  
 
    “And that’s… bad…” 
 
    “Yes.” Tryss turned to me with a frown. “Of course, it’s normal for the lake to fluctuate some, but that just seems like wayyy too much. It is way too much.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said as I turned to study the lake again. I didn’t have enough experience with the lake to comment myself, but I trusted Tryss’ assessment of the situation. 
 
    “Let’s get closer and check it out,” Tryss suggested, and she pushed herself off the large, flat rock.  
 
    I joined her side, and we started to move down toward the edge of the lake, but before we could get very far, a butterfly suddenly appeared. It flapped its bright blue wings until it was eye level with Tryss, where it fluttered in place.  
 
    I squinted at the butterfly as it opened its tiny  mouth, and I jumped in shock when a loud, booming voice came from the tiny mouth.  
 
    “Tryss, Fynn!” Sevahtra’s voice barked out from the butterfly’s mouth. “Get back to the House immediately.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    Tryss and I wasted no time.  
 
    We spun on our heels and rushed back through the forest until we reached the Thoroughfare. From there, it was a short trip up the levitating shaft, and it wasn’t long until we were pushing in the doors at the Meeting Hall in Station Twenty-Six. 
 
    The Matron Mothers were sitting at the long meeting table. Sevahtra was at the head of the table, and to her right sat Drindessa. On Sevahtra’s left was Breena, and then Mizzy, and all of them wore very serious expressions.  
 
    “Oh, shit,” I said as we approached the table. “Has there been another attack?” 
 
    “Not exactly…” Breena muttered.  
 
    “What’s wrong, then?” Tryss asked as we reached the table and took a seat next to Drindessa. “And where is everyone else?” 
 
    “We’ve been summoned to appear in front of the Council,” Sevahtra said in a serious tone. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” Tryss sharply sucked in air through her teeth, and her expression became clouded.  
 
    “The others are already aware of what’s going on,” Sevahtra continued. “We called you two back, because the Council has specifically requested that Fynn be there.” 
 
    “Me?” I asked as all eyes turned in my direction, and I shifted under the weight of their gaze. “But why?” 
 
    “We don’t know,” Sevahtra sighed.  
 
    “But it’s probably nothing good,” Drindessa said, and I could tell from her tone and her troubled expression that she was not happy about the summons.  
 
    “Who else has to go?” I asked.  
 
    “Just myself, Nodrin, Helera, and you at the hearing,” Sevahtra said. “But Tryss and Dagwyn may accompany us there, if they desire.” 
 
    “Yes, please,” Tryss piped up. 
 
    “Do you think they know about the alliance?” I asked as I looked between the four Matron Mothers. 
 
    “Let’s hope not,” Sevahtra sighed with a shake of her head. “It’s not been sanctioned by them, so if that’s the issue, we might be in trouble.” 
 
    “But, if that was the case, surely you’d all be called to appear,” Tryss said as she gestured between all of the Matrons.  
 
    “That’s what we’re hoping,” Drindessa said, and she still wore her sour expression.  
 
    “When is the summons?” I asked.  
 
    “This afternoon,” Sevahtra replied.  
 
    “W-What?” Tryss spluttered. “That’s too soon!” 
 
    “That’s the point, dear child,” Sevahtra said. “They don’t want to give us any time to hide any evidence of crimes or get a cover story together.” 
 
    “Alright, so when do we leave?” I asked as I ran through possible scenarios of what could happen at a Council meeting in my head.  
 
    The Council didn’t execute people for crimes, did they? 
 
    “Soon,” Sevahtra said. “Make yourselves appropriate, and we’ll meet in the atrium in a half hour.” 
 
    “Got it.” I nodded.  
 
    Tryss and I hurried out the hall, but not before Tryss handed over the bag of moss to Mother. Then we rushed up the stone steps and parted ways so we could quickly dress more appropriately for the Council. I finished dressing, and I made sure to secure my eyepatch firmly over my Dark Eye, since the last thing I needed was the Council asking me questions about that. Then I threw my House cloak on and rushed out to meet Tryss.  
 
    My lover emerged from her room at the same time as me, and she shot me a smile.  
 
    “We are so in sync,” she said as she grabbed my hands, and we descended the stairs together.  
 
    We made our way down to the atrium where Sevahtra, Nodrin, Helera, and Dagwyn were waiting for us in their Claden’Du cloaks. 
 
    “Okay, all of my va’ulvirn are here,” Sevahtra said as we approached. “We’ll go through the Thoroughfare. Stay close, ignore the stares.” 
 
    Sevahtra led the way as we left Station Twenty-Six and headed up to the riding stables, where we would get riding lizards to take us to the Council Station, which loomed menacingly in the center of Oshara. 
 
    Sevahtra motioned me to join her side, and I dutifully obliged.  
 
    “Mother,” I murmured.  
 
    “Son,” Sevahtra said softly, and then she put her Matron hat on. “Are you prepared to face the Council?” 
 
    “Um, not entirely…” I balked.  
 
    “Well, you need to be,” Sevahtra said and fixed me with a stern look. “Be prepared for them to question you.” 
 
    “About?”  
 
    “I wish I had an answer for that,” Sevahtra sighed. “But prepare yourself for anything. And remember, Fynn, you are a male.” 
 
    “Know my place,” I said, and I nodded.  
 
    “But don’t be a limp slug,” Mother advised. “Don’t be afraid to show them how special you are, but don’t give too much away, either.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said. 
 
    Mother nodded as if to dismiss me, so I fell back dutifully. Her face was clouded with thought, and I knew she trusted me to use my intelligence and act appropriately in front of the Council, so she didn’t need to coddle me.  
 
    I could hear Dagwyn and Helera quietly discussing what the Council could want while Nodrin and Tryss were also lost in their own thoughts. 
 
    But we arrived at the stables shortly after my talk with Mother, and I remembered I’d be seeing Greenie, my beloved riding lizard that I’d rescued from Sevahtra’s inevitable sword.  
 
    The group filed into the riding stables, and in my excitement, I took the lead and hurried down the rows of stalls until I heard a familiar screeching.  
 
    “Rrreeeeeee!” Greenie cried out from a stable up ahead.  
 
    I rushed to the stall to see my girl spinning in rapid circles as she sensed me approaching.  
 
    “Hey there, baby,” I cooed as I pushed the heavy latch up and opened the door to my beloved lizard.  
 
    Greenie rushed forward and stood on her hind legs so I could hug her upright. I happily obliged and embraced her warm, scaly body, and I scratched up and down her back the way she liked.  
 
    “Mmmrrrrrr,” Greenie purred as she swayed her scaly body with the rhythm of my scratches.  
 
    “I missed you, too, girl,” I chuckled.  
 
    I finally broke away from my lizard to see Tryss standing at the stall door, and she was smiling with adoration as she watched Greenie and me.  
 
    “God, I can’t wait to make you a father,” Tryss breathed as she met my eyes.  
 
    I felt my cock instantly stir beneath my House cloak, and I gently broke free from Greenie before I went to Tryss, took her in my arms, dipped her, and kissed her.  
 
    “I can’t wait, either,” I whispered in her ear when I broke the kiss.  
 
    Then I quickly spun her back around and placed her upright, and I stepped back to Greenie and started to prepare her for a ride.  
 
    “Ugh, I’m really going to start pestering the nelvar out of Mother to give us permission to breed,” Tryss remarked when she’d recovered from the kiss.  
 
    “I don’t doubt it,” I said as she stepped forward to help me prepare Greenie, and I shot her a grin.  
 
    We quickly prepared the lizard, and then we hurried out to meet the others. At the platform, Tryss and I mounted Greenie, after we’d asked her permission of course, and we waited until everyone had a lizard, shared or single. 
 
    Once everyone was saddled up, we took off from the platforms, and the lizards bounded up the central shaft. They used small cracks and handholds in the rock walls to climb, and a flash of an animal crossed my mind. It was small, fuzzy, with horns on its head and strange, squared pupils. A moment later, the word came to me.  
 
    Goat.  
 
    I didn’t know if I would ever learn where these weird non-memories came from, but it certainly kept things interesting.  
 
    We ascended at a steady, even pace to the Council Station at the top of the Tower of Oshara. After the fast ride, we docked at the guest stables at the Council Station, and obedient ogre stablehands led our riding companions away. 
 
    “I’ll be back soon,” I whispered to Greenie, who threw me a morose look as she was led away by a large, bored-looking ogre. 
 
    We followed the path that led us up a set of steep stone steps, which eventually led us to the main level of the Council Station. We passed through a set of intricately carved wooden doors, and we couldn’t help but admire the handiwork.  
 
    “Look at that,” Tryss breathed as she pointed to the list of delicately carved names. “Every Matron Mother of Station One since the dawn of Oshara.” 
 
    The doors swung open on their own accord, and we passed through them and into a sprawling town square setup. If the carvings were impressive, they were nothing compared to the gigantic and incredibly accurate painting of Drogu-ani that dominated the high domed ceiling of the enclosed space.  
 
    The painting made it appear as if Drogu was looking down on the Council Station Square, which consisted of the Matron Council’s Chambers and a smattering of duergar guards who looked to be performing routine security checks around the Square. There were also a few crowds of drow families, but everyone seemed to stick to their own and were huddled together in their House cloaks. The groups collectively spoke loud enough to create a steady din of noise in the square, and I felt my long ears twitch in response. 
 
    In the center of the square sat the Chambers, which was a large, beautiful building where the hearing would take place. Its gorgeous, white marble front was carved directly into the side of the gray stone of the Station, and the staircase leading up to the door was carved with every flower imaginable so it looked like a sprawling marble garden. Above the door and row of large windows in the building front, spiders were carved as if they were hanging from the top of the building in an extraordinary display of craftsmanship, and I made a mental note to ask Nodrin later if those were wizard carved.  
 
    “This is incredible,” Dagwyn murmured. 
 
    “I didn’t know you could appreciate art or beauty,” Helera whispered to her sister.  
 
    “Fuck you, bitch, I’m more beautiful than you’ll ever be,” Dagwyn retorted, and she made a rude hand gesture at her twin.  
 
    “I know you two idiots aren’t fucking around right before a Council hearing,” Sevahtra snapped.  
 
    “No, Mother,” Helera and Dagwyn chorused, and their gazes fell to the ground.  
 
    “Helera, get your fucking head on straight, or you’ll be getting another notch in your ear,” Sevahtra said in a deadly calm voice.  
 
    “O-Of course, Mother, I’m sorry, Mother,” Helera stuttered, and I thought I caught tears in her eyes before the First Daughter turned away.  
 
    Sevahtra then turned to the rest of us, and we formed a circle around our Matron Mother while she leaned in close.  
 
    “Don’t let them rattle you, be firm and confident in your answers,” Mother advised as she looked between Helera and me.  
 
    “Is it just us going in?” I asked.  
 
    “You, me, Helly, and Nodrin,” Sevahtra confirmed, and then she turned to the others. “You two wait outside for us, there’s a slim chance they’ll call you in for corroboration, but it’s doubtful.” 
 
    “Yes, Mother,” Tryss and Dagwyn said in unison.  
 
    “Okay, we must go, and for Void’s sake, I hope this is quick,” Sevahtra sighed before we made our way across the square and to the beautiful marble building.  
 
    It was one of the only times I’d seen Mother Sevahtra so nervous, and I was trying hard not to let it shake my confidence. My Matron had formed an illicit alliance with not one, not two, but three other Houses, and she’d taken out two others without declaring it. In addition to that, she’d condoned the use of hybrids to fight, a wholly condemnable offense on its own.  
 
    But surely if the Council wanted to charge Mother with any crimes, they’d have arrested her, or killed her outright, not summoned her.  
 
    Right? 
 
    And they wouldn’t summon all of the rest of us just to arrest her.  
 
    Right? 
 
    I gulped as I realized I really had no idea what we were walking into, but I stood tall as Mother led us up the intricate staircase, where we parted with those who weren’t going in. We bade them goodbye, and then Sevahtra, Nodrin, Helera, and I pushed through the tall double doors into the Council’s Courthouse.  
 
    As soon as we entered the building, there was a large archway. Inside the archway, blue shimmering light rained down like a waterfall that disappeared when it reached the ground. I looked at Helera curiously, and she leaned in close.  
 
    “Anti-enchantment security measure,” the First Daughter said in a low voice. “It prevents anyone in glamour or under any sort of enchantment from entering.” 
 
    “Makes sense.” I nodded.  
 
    Sevahtra still led the way as we passed through the anti-enchantment waterfall. The blue light plunged me into coldness as I walked through it, and I came out on the other side of the archway shivering, but none of the duergar guards rushed forward to impale me, so I figured I’d passed their test.  
 
    Once everyone was through the archway, Sevahtra held her head high as she led us farther into the building.  
 
    “How does Mother know where to go?” I murmured to Helera.  
 
    “This isn’t her first summons,” Helera answered softly.  
 
    “Ahh, should’ve guessed that,” I said, and I watched Sevahtra’s hips swing as she strode confidently across the marble atrium of the Courthouse.  
 
    Mother came to a stop in front of a set of double doors that were guarded by two armed duergars. 
 
    “Summons?” the taller duergar asked.  
 
    Sevahtra reached into her cloak, pulled out the summons, and passed it over to the guard. The guard studied it for a moment, and beside me, Helera scoffed.  
 
    I shot her a curious look, and she leaned in close again.  
 
    “Duergars can’t read.” 
 
    The duergar guard glared at Helera, and then he reached for a wand at his side and passed it over the summons. The wand illuminated in a bright green light, and the guard passed the summons back to Sevahtra before he stood aside to let us pass through the doors, which opened on their own accord.  
 
    We walked into the circular room, where the Matron Council was already seated on the raised bench, waiting for us. There was a hushed silence as Sevahtra led us to the center of the room, and then we all stopped in a row and faced the Council as they looked down on us from their bench.  
 
    “Sevahtra Claden’Du,” the Matron in the center said in a booming voice.  
 
    I squinted up at the nameplate that laid on the desk in front of her.  
 
    Matron Mother Vhondryl Barrison Del’Armigo of House One.  
 
    The imposing Matron looked fit for the first House. She looked large, even larger than Mizzy, and her amethyst skin appeared to shimmer from her elevated seat. Her silver hair was twisted into an elaborate braid that was pinned on top of her head and adorned with flashing silver beads, and she wore long, dangling earrings that skimmed the shoulders of her House cloak. 
 
    “Vhondy, it’s been a while,” Sevahtra said in a light tone.  
 
    “Do not call me that here,” Vhondryl snapped. “It’s Matron Del’Armigo in here.” 
 
    “Apologies, Matron Del’Armigo,” Sevahtra said with a hint of teasing in her voice. “I should have known our friendship was on hold when I received this frankly insulting summons.” 
 
    “You have shown me kindness in the past, Sevahtra, but this does not make us friends,” the Matron of Station One clipped. “Your summons here today was justified based on the information we have received about your House.” 
 
    “And what information is that?” Sevahtra asked boldly as she crossed her arms.  
 
    “Ha! Where to begin?” Vhondryl scoffed.  
 
    “Perhaps with the destruction of one Station Twenty-Seven,” another Matron interjected. She sat a few seats away from Vhondryl, and her nametag told me she was Eclavdra Ei’lservs, the Matron of House Five. “Daria Ozin-Na has not been seen in days, and our sources say she, and the rest of her House, are dead. By your hands. Do you deny this?”  
 
    Shit, how did they find all that out? I stifled a wince and fought to keep my eyes from flicking to Sevahtra. From what I’d learned of drow culture, House decimations were nothing new, and the Council usually turned a blind eye if there was no concrete proof of which House had committed the genocide.  
 
    So, the Council must have possessed some kind of proof, which didn’t bode well for us.  
 
    I wondered how my Matron would respond. 
 
    “Well,” Sevahtra said after a long moment, “if your information is accurate, then it will have told you the happenings at Station Twenty-Seven were merely an act of self-defense.”  
 
    “And Twenty-Eight?” Eclavdra challenged without missing a beat.  
 
    “The same,” Sevahtra replied.  
 
    “You expect us to believe that not one, but two Houses attacked you within weeks of each other, and you were able to dismantle them both?” Vhondryl sneered.  
 
    “They were Lower Houses,” Sevahtra said with a shrug. “If anyone knows how inferior a House lower than yours is, it’s the Council. What’s more, the Council has never been concerned about the wellbeing of the Lower Houses, so I fail to comprehend why they would start now.” 
 
    The Matrons on the bench shifted uncomfortably as they exchanged glances.  
 
    “Enough!” Vhondryl barked, and she fixed Sevahtra with a death glare. “The Council is concerned with the wellbeing of Oshara, and it is in all of our best interest if Oshara continues to operate as the thriving city that it is.” 
 
    “Mmm,” Sevahtra intoned.  
 
    Vhondryl narrowed her eyes, but she pressed on. 
 
    “We cannot allow a Matron of such low standing to disrupt the status quo,” she continued in a snide tone. “And the Council is curious about the goings-on of Station Twenty-Six during the Kels’Rin-Kai.” 
 
    I felt Mother Sevahtra stiffen next to me, but her voice was steady when she spoke. 
 
    “Surely you’re not worried about a House as low as Twenty-Six?” she asked with raised eyebrows. “And I know not what you speak of in regards to Kels’Rin-Kai. Station Twenty-Six participated in the festivities like everyone else, but that is all.” 
 
    “No one is afraid of you,” another Matron said in a bored voice. Her nameplate read Chadra Teken’duis of House Eight. “But it behooves the Council to eliminate any threat to the peace that reigns over Oshara.” 
 
    “Peace?” Sevahtra scoffed. “The Lower Houses have never known peace.” 
 
    “Perhaps because they’re the ones who keep disturbing it,” Chadra said with a lifted eyebrow.  
 
    “How can you say that?” Helera suddenly burst out. She took a step forward, but one of the duergar guards lifted his sword threateningly, so she stopped but continued to glare up at the Matron of House Eight. “How can you pretend you didn’t work your way up from the Lower Houses yourself, Chadra? How can you pretend you didn’t claw your way to the top and took everyone out on your way there?” 
 
    “I did it legally,” Chadra seethed.  
 
    Vhondryl held a hand up, and the two bickering women fell silent.  
 
    “Is it true, Sevahtra, that you’ve formed an unsanctioned alliance with…” The Head of the Council looked down at something in front of her and then raised her eyes to meet Sevahtra’s again. “Three different Houses?” 
 
    I pursed my lips together. Where were they getting all this information from? 
 
    “Is it that many? Voids, I’ve lost count.” Sevahtra smiled and seemed unfazed.  
 
    A murmur broke out amongst the Council, but Vhondryl lifted a hand again, and they fell silent.  
 
    “Your insolence is not amusing to us,” Vhondryl snapped.  
 
    “My apologies to the Council,” Sevahtra said, and she bowed deeply. “It was not our intention to mislead the Council. We planned to register our alliances today, but we were summoned here instead.” 
 
    “Highly believable,” Eclavdra scoffed.  
 
    “Your alliances will be under close scrutiny,” Vhondryl said authoritatively. “Obviously, we can’t have Lower Houses colluding and plotting to move up the ranks as a group. But the alliances are actually not why you were summoned here today.” 
 
    “Oh?” Sevahtra asked, and I could detect just the tiniest hint of worry in the Matron’s voice.  
 
    “It’s been brought to the Council’s attention that there is a particular male in your ranks,” Vhondryl said, and all eyes fell on me.  
 
    This was way worse than the eight thousand spider eyes that were on me last night. I’d rather be with the spiders.  
 
    “What about him?” Sevahtra asked coldly.  
 
    “We’ve received word he could be of mage origin,” Vhondryl said in a serious tone.  
 
    There was another ripple of murmurs around the bench, and the Head Matron didn’t quiet them this time.  
 
    “Ogre shit,” Sevahtra scoffed.  
 
    “Is it?” Eclavdra asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Male!” Vhondryl barked. “Step forward.” 
 
    I did as I was told and shuffled a few steps away from the others, and I kept my gaze lowered and hoped I looked like I oozed respect to the bitchy Council.  
 
    “Look at us, male,” Vhondryl commanded.  
 
    I lifted my gaze and looked around the Council with my one, uncovered eye while they whispered to each other quietly.  
 
    “Lift your eyepatch, male,” Vhondryl instructed.  
 
    “Um, okay, but my name is Fynn,” I said, and then I did as I was told.  
 
    Once my Dark Eye, which was actually several shades lighter than my normal eye, was revealed, there was a collective gasp from the Council Bench. 
 
    “Geez, is it that bad?” I asked with a grin.  
 
    Only one of the Matrons, of Station Six, looked amused.  
 
    “Where did you originate, male?” Vhondryl asked as she narrowed her eyes suspiciously.  
 
    “Fynn,” I corrected again. “And, I, um, well…” 
 
    “He is the manifestation of a Blessing from Drogu-ani,” Sevahtra said, and my badass Mother stepped forward and joined my side. “He is no more a mage than you or I.” 
 
    “Then what is that?” Vhondryl asked as she pointed at my eye with a long, manicured finger.  
 
    “Dangers of the trade,” I said with a shrug. “I can assure you I’m no mage.” 
 
    “What are you, then?” Vhondryl challenged.  
 
    “My Apprentice,” Nodrin said as he stepped forward to join us, which left just Helera standing behind us.  
 
    “Apprentice?” Chadra scoffed. “Already? I don’t believe it.”  
 
    “Which is why you’ll never be Head of the Council,” Helera mumbled behind me. 
 
    “It’s true,” Nodrin said with a demure nod. “Fynn has shown great magickal prowess, which we can attribute to Drogu’s touch, I’m sure, so the process has been expedited.” 
 
    “What’s your Magick Word, male?” Eclavdra demanded.  
 
    “My name is Fynn,” I said loudly. “And my Magick Word is shadow.” 
 
    There was another murmur on the bench, and Vhondryl scribbled something down.  
 
    “This will be verified with the Wizardry Council,” Vhondryl said.  
 
    “Yes, I would expect the Council to do their due diligence,” Sevahtra said with a subtle hint of sarcasm, and the Head of the Council glared at her.  
 
    “And House of Claden’Du is now officially on the Council’s Watchlist,” Vhondryl continued.  
 
    “Nelvar, no, not the Watchlist,” Sevahtra muttered under her breath, and I couldn’t help but smile.  
 
    “And your consort will be held for further questioning,” Vhondryl finished with a wicked smile before she banged a gavel on the desk in front of her. “Dismissed.” 
 
    “No!” Sevahtra’s eyes widened as she twitched toward the bench, but two guards rushed forward and blocked her movement while another one grabbed Nodrin by the elbow and started dragging him toward a door under the Council’s raised benches.  
 
    “Oh, relax, Sevvy, if what you’ve told us is true, then you have nothing to worry about,” Vhondryl said lightly.  
 
    “You cunt,” Sevahtra spat.  
 
    “Yes, well, I get that from my mother,” Vhondryl said as she waved her hand toward the door. “Dismissed. Guards, remove them.” 
 
    The guards started to advance on us with their hands on the hilts of their swords, so we had no choice but to retreat to the door through which we came in as Nodrin was led away by the other guard.  
 
    We were pushed unceremoniously through the door, where the guards on the other side smirked at us as we gathered ourselves and retreated to the front of the building.  
 
    “What’s going to happen to Nodrin?” I asked as I looked back at the guards.  
 
    “Hopefully nothing,” Sevahtra said in a strained voice. “Nodrin can hold his own under pressure and torture, I trust him not to reveal anything unnecessary.” 
 
    “What if they decide he’s lying?” I asked as I looked back nervously.  
 
    “They won’t,” Mother said firmly, but I glanced over at Helera, who had a troubled look on her face, and I knew the wrath of the Council was not something any of us wanted to be subjected to.  
 
    We passed through the anti-enchantment archway again as we exited the elaborate marble building, where the others were waiting for us.  
 
    “Fynn!” Tryss cried out, and she rushed forward and threw her arms around my neck. Then she released me and gazed into my eyes intently. “What happened in there?” 
 
    “They held Nodrin for questioning,” I said solemnly.  
 
    “They’re just trying to rattle us,” Sevahtra said as the others gathered around us. “They know about the alliances. And they know Fynn is special. But they let us go, which means they think we’re up to something, and they want to catch us in the act.” 
 
    “Those bitches,” Dagwyn seethed.  
 
    “Indeed, Daggy,” Sevahtra said with a frown.  
 
    “How in the nelvar do they know all of this information?” I asked the group with a frown.  
 
    “I bet it’s that bitch Mizzy,” Dagwyn muttered.  
 
    “It can’t be,” I said as I shook my head. “Mizzy’s been around for less than a day. There’s no way she infiltrated us, gathered all the information, and relayed it to the Council in that time.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s her and Breena working together,” Tryss said almost hopefully.  
 
    “Breena is the last Matron to trust anyone from the Upper Houses,” I said with another shake of my head. “Elvy was only one House ahead of her, and she destroyed her whole Station.” 
 
    “I’m inclined to agree with Fynn,” Mother said as she tapped her lips thoughtfully. “But I’ll be concocting the Truth Potion tonight regardless, so we’ll know for sure.” 
 
    “And if it’s neither of them?” Helera asked.  
 
    There was a beat of silence while we were all lost in our thoughts.  
 
    “I wish Nodrin were here,” Mother sighed suddenly. “If there’s not a spy on the inside feeding them information, there’ll be some sort of magickal intervention.” 
 
    “You mean like… Station Twenty-Six is bugged?” I asked.  
 
    “Bugged?” Tryss repeated as her head cocked adorably.  
 
    “Yeah, you know, like a listening device or something,” I said, but as I spoke, I was hit with another flashback from a former life.  
 
    There was a vague image in my mind, where my other self was holding a small black device between my fingers. My fingers looked strange, they were so short, stubby, and pale. I shook the image of my former life out of my mind, and I had the sharp realization I preferred the drow life. 
 
    “Something like that is possible,” Mother said. “Especially if they were already suspicious in the first place, which they were, thanks to Daria.” 
 
    “Shit, so what do we do?” Dagwyn asked in a fearful tone. Dagwyn was one hell of a warrior, but when it came to planning and plotting, the Second Daughter lacked the skills or patience for it.  
 
    “Leave it to me,” Sevahtra said sternly. “But until we get to the bottom of this, there will be no more discussions within Station Twenty-Six about any… plans.” 
 
    Sevahtra cast a surreptitious glance around the square, but no one else seemed to be paying attention to our group. 
 
    “Well, we had our own drama out here,” Tryss said as she stepped away from me so she could address Mother and Helera, as well.  
 
    “What?” Mother asked and narrowed her eyes.  
 
    “Someone approached us,” Tryss said slowly and mysteriously, and I could tell my lover was enjoying being the center of attention. “She claimed to be a Zara of an Upper House, but she was glamoured for her protection.” 
 
    “What did she want?” Helera asked, and her eyes were also narrowed in suspicion. 
 
    “She claimed to be a fan of your work, Mother,” Tryss continued. “She says she has a lot of information that could help take down the Upper Houses, and she’s interested in meeting with you.” 
 
    Alarm bells started ringing in my head as Tryss spoke, along with Drogu’s voice.  
 
    Beware of false friends. 
 
    “Which House?” Sevahtra asked as her frown deepened.  
 
    “She said she couldn’t tell us, for her own safety.” Tryss shrugged. “But she told us to give you this, so you’d know she was truthful.” 
 
    The Third Daughter held something out to Mother Sevahtra, who took one look at it and gasped. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Sometimes, Houses will give each member of their Inner Circle a rune,” Sevahtra said as she reached out and took the small, diamond-shaped stone from Tryss. “This is clearly an Upper House rune, based on the shape.” 
 
    “Can you tell which House?” Dagwyn asked and leaned forward eagerly. 
 
    “Of course not, you dumb bitch,” Helera snapped at her twin. “Otherwise, the Zara wouldn’t have given it to us.” 
 
    “Fuck you, whore,” Dagwyn spat back. 
 
    “Alleged Zara,” I muttered.  
 
    “Everyone, shut the fuck up,” Sevahtra hissed under her breath as a nearby Matron and her First and Second Daughters glanced our way. “We’ll talk about this back home, let’s go get the lizards.” 
 
    Sevahtra took the lead again, and we followed her back out of the Council Station and down the long staircase to the riding stables.  
 
    I jogged ahead and joined her side.  
 
    “Mother, I have to tell you something,” I said quietly. Then I quickly explained my run-in with Drogu, and her warning about false friends.  
 
    “Thank you for this information, Fynn,” Mother said, and her crimson eyes flashed as she took in the information.  
 
    “So… what are you going to do?” I prompted after a moment of silence.  
 
    “That information will be available to you when I see fit,” Sevahtra suddenly snapped. “Fall back, male.” 
 
    I sighed and stopped in my tracks to allow Mother to gain a few steps on me and wait for the others.  
 
    Tryss was the first to reach me. 
 
    “What happened?” she asked.  
 
    “I tried to tell her about Drogu’s warning, but when I asked what she was going to do, she snapped at me,” I said as Tryss linked her elbow through mine.  
 
    “She’s probably just worried about Nodrin,” Tryss sighed. “Give her time, she’ll be better at home.”  
 
    We made it to the stables, retrieved our lizards, and took off back to Station Twenty-Six. Greenie nuzzled into me, but even she sensed the somber tone, so it was a quiet ride back. 
 
    Back at Claden’Du, we returned the lizards to their stables and made our way back up to the atrium. I stepped ahead and held the door for Mother, and she nodded at me appreciatively, but her crimson gaze was still troubled.  
 
    “Children, I need to converse with the other Matrons,” Sevahtra said as soon as we were all in the atrium. 
 
    “But we’re in the Inner Circle,” Dagwyn complained. 
 
    “Daggy, shut up,” Helera whispered. 
 
    “Do I need to remind you of your rank?” Mother asked in a dangerous tone. “I’ll nick your ear so much you’d never be fit for a Matron.” 
 
    “Sorry, Mother,” Dagwyn mumbled.  
 
    “I’ll call for you when or if I decide I want any of your presences around me,” Sevahtra said dismissively, and then she turned and strode away while we remained still in our chastised silence.  
 
    “Drogu’s tits, she needs a relaxing elixir,” Dagwyn grumbled.  
 
    “For fuck’s sake, Daggy, shut up!” Helera thundered, and the twins stormed away toward the stairs, bickering the whole time.  
 
    “What a fucking night,” Tryss sighed as she watched her sisters depart, and then she turned to me and wrapped her violet fingers around mine. “What do you want to do now?” 
 
    “Actually, babe, would you mind if I went back down to Thirty for a while?” I asked as I looked into her red eyes. “I have some thoughts I need to work out, and I think the spiders would help.” 
 
    “Of course, babe,” Tryss said, and she gave me a kiss with lots of tongue. “I wouldn’t want to keep the genius from his work.” 
 
    “I’ll try to make it quick.” I grinned.  
 
    “It’s fine, I need to talk to my sisters. See you soon.” 
 
    Tryss and I parted ways, and I made my way out to the platform of the atrium level of Twenty-Six. Then I levitated my way back down and over to Station Thirty’s dungeon level.  
 
    As soon as I landed, I felt my ether start to buzz with excitement. It must have sensed that I was about to take it out for a stretch, maybe test its limits, and it was excited about it.  
 
    Station Thirty was quiet, as it should be, and I made my way through the empty corridors and into the dungeons, toward the room where I’d started my arachnomancer training. 
 
    As I approached the doorless room, my ears twitched as I thought I heard a noise, and I stopped to listen.  
 
    Silence.  
 
    Then a scuffle.  
 
    There was definitely someone, or something, in there.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    The back of my neck started to tingle, and I opened my ether instinctively as I slowly crept toward the archway where the door should be.  
 
    Before I could reach it, a head popped out.  
 
    “Fynn,” Sashti said, and her pretty face broke into a smile at the sight of me.  
 
    “Sashti,” I said, and I couldn’t hide the surprise in my voice. “What are you doing down here?” 
 
    “Come here, and I’ll show you,” the pale woman said with a grin, and she disappeared into the dungeon room as she motioned for me to follow her.  
 
    I did as she asked and followed her into the damp room. As soon as I entered the dungeon, I noticed something black and furry in the middle of the room that shifted when I got closer, and Sashti was sitting cross-legged next to the black mass with a big smile on her face.  
 
    “What is that thing?” I asked with a frown. It was about the length of my arm from fingertips to elbow, and it was nearly as wide. 
 
    Before Sashti could answer, the black thing jolted upright on eight legs and scuttled toward me, and I realized it was a hybrid with heavy spider influence.  
 
    “Whooaaa!” I gasped as the hybrid reached my feet and then started to climb up my body.  
 
    “Don’t worry, he’s safe,” Sashti giggled. “His name is Krondorl, he’s mostly spider, but he’s got some cavvekans in him, too.” 
 
    “He’s so cute,” I chuckled as the spider continued to climb me like a tree until he reached my shoulder and nuzzled his hairy, eye-filled face against mine. The hybrid did look mostly spider, but he had long floppy ears, his legs were thicker than a typical spider of his size should be, and a pink tongue lolled out of his mouth. 
 
    “He was one of Elvy’s first hybrids, and I just couldn’t bear to let her kill him, so I managed to hide him all this time,” Sashti said as she stared at the creature affectionately. “Now that we’ve got a safe space down here, I thought it might be good for him to stay here, if that’s okay with you.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said as the spider hybrid started to shuffle back and forth between my shoulders like it was playing a game of fetch without any ball. “I’d be happy to have this little guy hanging out down here when I come to train.” 
 
    “Good,” Sashti said softly, and she watched the spider running around my body for a moment, but I could tell there was something else bothering the beautiful Aseni woman. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, and I crossed the room to join her cross-legged on the ground. I reached an arm out to rest it gently on her shoulder, and when I did, Krondorl scurried across my arm like a bridge and nuzzled against Sashti’s face.  
 
    Sashti giggled and pulled the hybrid in for a hug, but the sadness on her face was still there. Krondorl then flopped down in Sashti’s lap, curled up, and fell asleep. 
 
    “Sashti, what’s wrong?” I asked, and the concern in my voice was clear.  
 
    “Oh, it’s nothing,” she said with a weak smile. “It’s silly, really.” 
 
    “You can tell me,” I prompted. “I won’t tell any of the others.” 
 
    “I know you won’t,” Sashti said, and her smile grew a little sad. “You’re not like the others.” 
 
    Then, to my surprise, the Aseni woman started to cry. Thick wet tears fell down her face, but her sobs were silent. I didn’t know what else to do, so I wrapped my arms around her and let her cry. Krondorl glanced up briefly, but then he cuddled in further and ignored us while Sashti’s tears dripped onto his curled body. 
 
    After a while, she finally pulled her tear-streaked face away from my shoulder. I noticed a huge wet patch on the fabric of my tunic, but I didn’t say anything.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Fynn, I didn’t mean to blubber all over you,” Sashti said as she wiped the tears from her face.  
 
    “It’s not a problem,” I assured her with a gentle smile. “I didn’t know someone could cry so silently.” 
 
    “I got used to it,” Sashti sighed. “After Daria locked me away in the mirror prison, I spent most of my nights weeping. Not for me, but for Essie, and the future that had been robbed from her. But I didn’t want to trouble her, so I got pretty good at crying silently while she was sleeping.”  
 
    Sashti gave me another weak, watery smile, and I wrapped her in my arms again.  
 
    “You don’t have to hide it anymore,” I murmured.  
 
    “I do, though,” Sashti replied as she pulled away from me again, and this time her face was angry. “I can’t let the others know how I really feel. They’ll think I’m weak, too soft to be a Zara, and then I’ll be banished again.” 
 
    “Hey, I will never let that happen to you,” I said as I firmly gazed into Sashti’s garnet-colored eyes. “You have my word.” 
 
    “See?” the pale-skinned woman whispered. “You’re nothing like the others. And I’m worried I’m not, either.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked gently.  
 
    “It’s just… ugh.” Sashti suddenly slammed a fist into her other palm in a display of anger, and she shook her pretty head back and forth. “While you lot were at the summons, I was in a meeting with Drindy, Breena, Mizzy, and the Blessed Eights. Of course, we were worried about the outcome of the summons for Claden’Du and what we would be willing to do if the Council had decided to imprison you.” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded as I pictured the meeting. The Matrons were all headstrong women, and Sashti was a gentle soul who had herself been imprisoned and removed from drow life for far too long. It made sense that the newly appointed Zara would feel out of her depth in a meeting like that.  
 
    “All sorts of ideas were thrown around. Raids, kidnappings, you know.” 
 
    “I do know,” I said as I nodded again.  
 
    “And I just… what if I have gone too soft?” Sashti asked as she looked up at me with concerned eyes. “After what Daria did to Essie and me, how can I plan to do the same, or worse, to others? I know what it’s like to be ripped away from your family and hurt like I never believed I could be hurt. I would be just like my mot-- uhh, Daria.” 
 
    “Hey,” I said as I grabbed the woman’s slender wrists and held them until she looked into my eyes. “You are nothing like that cunt Daria was. Nothing. No matter what you do. Do you hear me?” 
 
    “Thank you, Fynn.” Sashti bit her lower lip and sniffled.  
 
    “And I’ll see what we can do about keeping you away from any of the nitty-gritty stuff,” I said thoughtfully as I pondered ideas. “You could be the designated childminder for the alliance or something.” 
 
    “But there’s only one child, and she’s mine,” Sashti chuckled. “Plus, I’m a Zara. That’s a pretty low-level job for a Zara.” 
 
    “Well, the Bahna’Faar twins are pregnant,” I pointed out, and then I grinned. “And actually, Tryss and I are hoping to add another one to the mix as soon as we can.” 
 
    “Ohh, Drogu’s feet, that would be amazing,” Sashti said, and she bounced up and down on her butt in excitement. “Has Sevahtra given you the go-ahead yet?” 
 
    “Not yet,” I admitted. “But we’re thinking about asking her permission pretty soon. I guess now we have to wait considering what happened at the summons.” 
 
    “What happened at the summons?” Sashti asked with a frown.  
 
    “Voids, I didn’t tell you,” I gasped as I slapped a palm against my forehead. Then I gave the Aseni woman a quick rundown of what happened at the summons, and she watched in open-mouthed wonder as I spoke.  
 
    “When will Nodrin be released?” Sashti asked when I finished.  
 
    “We don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “Obviously, we’re concerned, but Mother Sevahtra insists he can handle himself under pressure.” 
 
    “Makes sense,” Sashti said as her brow furrowed. “I know Daria and Elvy weren’t exactly kind to him when they had him in their claws.” 
 
    “I can imagine.” I shuddered as I recalled Elvy gleefully recounting the torture she’d subjected the wizard to. “So that’s why I came down here. I was going to do a little training. I was hoping magick would help clear my mind of this whole situation.” 
 
    “Oh,” Sashti said, and she suddenly perked up. “Did you know it’s a full moon on the Topside?” 
 
    “I didn’t know that.” 
 
    “Well, you know I’m Aseni,” Sashti said with a grin and a twinkle in her eyes.  
 
    “I do know that,” I chuckled and returned the grin.  
 
    “Maybe I can show you some things that could help with your magick,” Sashti said as she gently pushed the sleeping hybrid off her lap. “My Moon Magick is extra strong under a full moon, and there’s this one spot down by the lake that lets the tiniest sliver of light in from the Topside. We can go down there, and I can show you what I mean. What do you think?” 
 
    “I think that sounds excellent,” I said before I stood, brushed my hands off on my trousers, and then helped the pale Aseni woman to her feet. “I think we could both use the distraction.” 
 
    “I’d say,” Sashti chuckled.  
 
    We moved toward the door, and Krondorl shuffled forward as if to follow us, and Sashti bent down and let the hybrid run into her arms.  
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, Krondy, you can’t come with us,” Sashti said as she gently cradled the spider hybrid. “You know how the others freak out when they see hybrids.  
 
    Krondorl let out a series of sad-sounding clicks and hisses, and I leaned down to give him some pets.  
 
    “Hey there, little buddy,” I cooed. “How about you stay here? I know there are loads of spider friends for you hanging around here. And I’ll come back down to visit you every time I train.” 
 
    The adorable hybrid cuddled into my hand, and then he raised one long leg and stroked Sashti’s face gently before he turned and scuttled up the wall where the spiders I’d worked with the night before had emerged from. He spun around and nestled against the corner with his butt, while his eight beady eyes watched us as we left the dank dungeon. 
 
    Sashti and I chatted more as we traveled, and by the time we made it through the Thoroughfare, the Aseni woman’s spirits were much improved compared to when I first ran into her in the dungeons of Station Thirty.  
 
    We took the same route to the lake as Tryss and I had earlier, and we were just about to exit the thick forest floor where it gave way to the rocky lake coast.  
 
    As soon as I caught sight of the lake, my mouth fell open.  
 
    “Drogu’s hairy cunt, that’s not fucking good,” I breathed.  
 
    “What?” Sashti asked, and she followed my gaze to the lake and then frowned. “Whoa, that seems pretty high.” 
 
    “It’s wayyyy too high,” I said as I looked out at the inky-black lake.  
 
    The edge of the rock Tryss pointed out yesterday was now completely submerged, and the lake had crawled at least three feet further up the banks than the day before. Tryss had been concerned yesterday about the lake level, but now I truly appreciated her concern.  
 
    “Where was it the last time you were here?” Sashti asked as she shuffled the weight between her feet.  
 
    “I was here yesterday, and it’s risen at least three feet,” I said in a grim tone.  
 
    “Fuck,” Sashti breathed as she looked across the water with fear in her eyes.  
 
    “I need to tell Mother,” I muttered, mostly to myself.  
 
    “Wait, don’t you want me to show you some Moon Magick?” Sashti asked, and I looked over at the pale woman, who was staring up at me with hope in her eyes. “The water shouldn’t rise too much in the next half-hour, and we already came all the way down here. Sevahtra can wait a little while longer.” 
 
    “You’re right,” I said after I thought about it for a moment, and then I looked down at Sashti with a reassuring grin. “Okay, where’s this little slice of moon we’re looking for?” 
 
    “It’s over here near the duergar camps.” Sashti grinned. “Let’s go.” 
 
    I let the pale Aseni woman lead the way across the rocky shoreline and toward the duergar camps, where dozens of duergars were milling around.  
 
    The duergar race looked completely different from the drow race. Duergars were short and stocky, and no matter what age they were, they all looked to be at least two centuries old. Their dull gray skin sagged off their bones, but the muscle definition from their physical labor was still clear. All of the males had big, bushy white beards and long hair, while the females had long white hair and were just as stocky and muscular as their male counterparts. They were an ugly race, which was accentuated by the sour looks on all of their faces. 
 
    As we approached the camps, I instinctively took a protective step in front of Sashti, but the pale woman chuckled.  
 
    “It’s okay, they know me down here,” she said as she laid a hand on my elbow. Sure enough, as we passed the duergar camps, they gave us no bother, and a few of them even waved at the beautiful Zara. “I used to come down here before Daria locked me away. I tried to at least stick to a monthly ritual, so they’re used to seeing me come and go by their camps.” 
 
    Sashti led us past the camps and stepped into the tree line again until we reached a small clearing in the woods, but it was dark and shadowed.  
 
    “Um, I thought you said there was moonlight here,” I said as Sashti led us to the middle of the clearing.  
 
    “There is, you just need to know where to look,” Sashti said, and she pulled something small out of her pocket.  
 
    I squinted in the darkness, but I couldn’t make it out until she opened it, and then I recognized the reflective surface of a mirror.  
 
    Sashti muttered something under her breath, and there was a rustling sound overhead, so I looked up and watched as the tops of the trees gently bent back until there was a small clear circle in the treetops. Then the pale woman positioned the mirror on the ground near a tree, and a few seconds later, a bright moonbeam suddenly appeared and hit the mirror forcefully.  
 
    “Whoa,” I said, and I had to shield my eyes from the sudden streak of light.  
 
    “Pretty cool, huh?” Sashti asked with a grin.  
 
    “Pretty fucking amazing,” I breathed. “How did you do that?” 
 
    Oshara was completely underground, I’d only heard vague stories about the Topside. Any sunlight or moonlight I’d seen in my short drow life had been artificial, so this was the first time I’d seen moonlight that came directly from the moon.  
 
    “I know,” Sashti said in a soft voice. “Aseni people just have the ability to sense where we can find the moonlight. I always get lucky here.” 
 
    I continued to stare at the moonlight for another few moments. Its silvery sheen was captivating, and I wanted to capture it all and swim in it like water. Eventually, I tore my gaze away from the moonlight and turned to Sashti, and when I saw the Aseni woman, I gasped. 
 
    “Sashti, you look amazing,” I murmured.  
 
    The pale Aseni woman was affected by the moonlight in an incredible way. Her skin glowed where the moonlight hit her, and her crimson eyes had a rim of pale silvery light around them, as if the moon was illuminating them from the inside. Sashti wore a sheer white dress, so the moonlight shone through it and cast her body in a gorgeous silhouette against the thin fabric, and I felt my large member harden in my trousers at the sight of her.  
 
    “I feel amazing,” Sashti said with a wide smile. “It’s been too long since I’ve been in direct moonlight.” 
 
    “Well, we need to get you in it more, it looks good on you,” I said with an appreciative glance up and down the pale woman’s gorgeous body.  
 
    “O-Oh, thank y-you, Fynn,” Sashti said as she shyly ducked her head, and her face blushed adorably.  
 
    The poor Aseni woman had been locked away for so long, and she’d been in survival mode since she was freed, so she probably hadn’t felt a male’s touch in years. I resisted the urge to reach out and touch her, since I didn’t want to frighten the shy woman away. Instead, I decided to let her take charge, and then she could be more comfortable with me. 
 
    “So, about this moon magick.” I grinned. “Show me some.” 
 
    “Okay, so,” Sashti said as she shifted the weight on her feet like she was getting ready for something. “The moon, as you know, is a powerful celestial body that can help enhance certain aspects of magick. For us Aseni, we’re especially in tune with the different phases of the moon. Do you know what those are?” 
 
    “Waxing, waning, new, and full,” I said automatically, even though I hadn’t done any formal training on the subject. It was just one of those things I knew instinctively.  
 
    “Very good, Fynn,” Sashti said, and she shot me a smile. “The full moon is the most powerful, of course, but the new moon has its own unique energy, as well.” 
 
    Sashti placed the mirror down and angled it so the moon beam was in the center of the clearing like a… 
 
    Spotlight.  
 
    I pictured something from my past life. A big empty… stage, with a… spotlight right in the center, and a crowd of faceless audience members waiting for the show to start.  
 
    I shook the memory away as Sashti made her way to the middle of the clearing where the moonbeam shone. Her movements were slow and deliberate, and her hips swung deliciously as she moved. When she reached the center, she turned and shot me another smile, and she maintained eye contact with me while she started to gently sway back and forth.  
 
    “Aseni people perform different ceremonies and rituals for different phases of the moon,” Sashti said as she started to sway faster. “We have a ritual for the full moon that involves a dance. Would you like to see it?” 
 
    “Ummm… yes.” I plopped myself down on the ground cross-legged, and then I leaned forward and rested my chin on my hands to enjoy the show. 
 
    “I thought you might.” Sashti smirked and then started to dance.  
 
    I watched in wonder as the pale woman started to move. She lifted her long arms above her head as her hips made small circles at first which grew bigger and bigger, and Sashti started to spin while she moved her hips in circles. Her ass jiggled amazingly as it swung around, and I was mesmerized at the sight of it beneath the sheer white fabric. 
 
    Sashti then added some shoulder movement to her dance. Her rhythm was amazing, and her movements were seamless as her hips continued to move in circles while her shoulders sashayed, which caused her beautiful breasts to shift deliciously under her dress. Her hair was braided in the typical Zara hairstyle, and her three braids whipped around wildly as she danced.  
 
    The way she moved was magick in itself, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her.  
 
    As she danced, I noticed her skin started to glow even more, and she was becoming almost as bright as the moonlight she was dancing in. Then her movements began to slow down until eventually she was standing still and just swaying back and forth to the imaginary music.  
 
    “What did you think?” Sashti panted slightly while she basked in the moonlight and gently swayed back and forth.  
 
    “That was incredible,” I breathed. “You looked amazing, I couldn’t keep my eyes off you.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Sashti said bashfully, but the moonlight seemed to give her more confidence than usual. “Now, open your ether a little bit.” 
 
    “Mine?” I asked as I uncrossed my legs and stood up. “Did your moon dance do something to my ether, too?” 
 
    “No, it enhanced the powers of my ether, but I can share some of that, and you can see how the moon magick affects Aseni differently than regular drow,” Sashti explained. “So give it a try, but only a little bit. I don’t want you to be overwhelmed.  
 
    “Oh, okay,” I said, and then I did as Sashti instructed and opened my ether just a little bit.  
 
    I felt the effects of Sashti’s moon magick immediately. My ether was only cracked open, but I felt invincible.  
 
    “Wow,” I said as I flexed and stretched my hand, because the energy from my ether was coursing through my veins, and it felt like it was desperate for an outlet.  
 
    “Go on,” Sashti prompted. “Do some magick.” 
 
    “O-Oh, hmmm,” I hummed as I thought about what to do.  
 
    Drogu had already enhanced my arachnomancy abilities, so I figured I’d try something else out. I remembered Nodrin’s words about focusing on one school of magick at a time, but I was pretty sure we all knew by now that my abilities were remarkable, and the usual rules probably didn’t apply to me.  
 
    I’d recently finished a book on psionics, or mind magick, that Nodrin had given me, and an idea came to me, so I stepped forward some until I could see clearly into Sashti’s eyes. The Aseni woman was watching me excitedly, which was to my benefit because she didn’t break eye contact with me.  
 
    I focused on Sashti’s pupils, like the book had said, and I opened my ether up just a tiny bit more.  
 
    Suddenly, my mind became flooded with thoughts that weren’t my own. I heard overlapping whispers in Sashti’s voice in my head, and the thoughts bounced around my mind like a caged hybrid. It was too much to bear, so I slammed my ether closed, covered my ears with my hands, and squeezed my eyes shut as I fell to my knees.  
 
    “Fynn!” Sashti cried out as she shot forward and joined my side. “What happened? Are you okay? Voids, I shouldn’t have given you so much moon power, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No, no, it’s fine,” I said as I shook my head and lowered my hands. “I was just trying something new that I’d never done before. I probably should have waited for Nodrin’s supervision to try that.” 
 
    “Psionics is really intense, Fynn, you need to be careful with it,” Sashti said as she gently rubbed my shoulders.  
 
    “You mean, you could tell I was using psionics?” I asked as I reached up and rubbed my temple, where a headache had suddenly formed.  
 
    “Yeah, but probably only because of my moon magick,” Sashti said with a shrug. “Did it work? Could you hear my thoughts?” 
 
    “Kind of,” I said as I continued to rub my temple. “I could definitely hear them, but I couldn’t separate them from each other, so it just sounded like you were having five hundred conversations with yourself in my head.” 
 
    “That sounds about right, my mind never shuts up,” Sashti chuckled.  
 
    “I hope it’s okay I tried,” I said as I cringed. “I know it’s pretty invasive, I just wanted to see if I could, what with the moon magick and everything.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Sashti said with a shy smile. “Usually, I’d prefer some warning, but I didn’t mind. There was a thought I was hoping you would hear, actually…” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” I asked as I lifted my head and looked at her curiously. “Which one?” 
 
    “Well, I never got the chance to thank you properly for saving my life, and Essie’s, too, of course,” Sashti said as she scooted closer to me, and the glowing woman suddenly leaned in so her face was just inches from mine. “And I think it’s time to say thank you properly.” 
 
    Then Sashti covered my mouth with hers and kissed me hard. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    “Mmm,” I moaned as the kiss got deeper, and I felt Sashti’s slippery tongue slip inside my mouth.  
 
    Sashti wrapped her arms around my neck, and I twisted so I could wrap my arms around her thin waist. Then the pale woman pulled her face away from mine with a smile. 
 
    “Voids, I’ve been thinking about this for a long time now,” she breathed.  
 
    “Same,” I said with a grin, and I went back in for another kiss.  
 
    Sashti was more tender with her movements than the Claden’Du sisters, and I felt myself being gentler with her than the others.  
 
    As we kissed, I shifted my weight forward and softly pushed Sashti back until she was lying flat on her back in the forest clearing with me on top of her. She wrapped her glowing legs around my waist, and she squeezed gently while our tongues continued to explore each other’s mouths.  
 
    “Wait,” Sashti said suddenly, and she tried to sit up under my weight, so I leaned back as she looked up at me with wide eyes. “Is Tryss going to murder me for this?” 
 
    “Not at all,” I chuckled. “She’s pretty accepting of my escapades, as long as I put a baby in her eventually.” 
 
    “Oh, that is interesting…” Sashti teased, and she pressed her hips against mine as she tightened her hold around my waist with her legs.  
 
    “Mmmm,” I moaned as I enjoyed the pressure against my member.  
 
    “Soooo… I’ve been speaking to Drindessa about you.” Sashti reached up and pulled me down on top of her again. She licked my ear and sent shivers down my spine as she whispered in my ear. “You can make a baby with me right now.” 
 
    “Wait… what?” I blinked. 
 
    “Yes,” she purred in my ear as she continued to nibble on my lobe. “I’ve spoken to Drindessa about breeding with you. My house needs to grow, and your seed would grow perfectly inside of me. We want you to impregnate me. Tonight.” 
 
    “Uuunnhhhh,” I groaned, and my cock went fully erect at the thought of impregnating the beautiful Aseni woman.  
 
    “Ohh, you like the thought of that,” Sashti said with a twinkle in her eye as she wiggled her hips under mine.  
 
    “Fuck, yeah, I do,” I growled as I pushed my hips into hers.  
 
    “Then do it,” Sashti whispered. “My womb is fertile. Breed with me, Fynn. Fill me with a powerful child.” 
 
    I wasted no more time. I reached a hand down and tugged the thin fabric of her sheer dress up to reveal her feminine mound. Then I pulled my own trousers down until my erection popped out, and I leaned back and kicked them off my feet. 
 
    “Voids, you’re handsome,” Sashti breathed while she ran her long fingers over my defined abdominal muscles. “Our offspring will be pleasing to look upon.” 
 
    Her hands drifted lower, and I smiled as she took my throbbing erection in both hands and started slowly working them up and down my shaft with just the right amount of pressure.  
 
    “Mmmmmm.” I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation. 
 
    Suddenly, I felt a hot, wet sensation on the tip of my cock, and I opened my eyes and looked down to see Sashti grinning up at me as she took my cock in her mouth.  
 
    “Mhmm,” she hummed while she maintained eye contact. Then she started working her mouth up and down my length, and after a moment of wet teasing, Sashti took my whole shaft in her mouth. 
 
    “Drogu’s tits,” I hissed.  
 
    “Mmm. You taste great.” Sashti started to suck gently, and her saliva dripped out of her mouth at the base of my cock. It glistened in the natural moonlight, and the sight of Sashti’s pretty mouth wrapped around my penis while the moonlight shone next to us made me even more excited.  
 
    “So good…” I wrapped my fingers through Sashti’s braids and guided her head up and down my cock while she looked up at me with begging eyes.  
 
    When I felt a climax brewing in my gut, I pulled Sashti’s head off my cock.  
 
    “O-Oh,” she gasped in surprise at the sudden movement, but I slipped my thumb into her mouth and used it to gently push her to the ground. She sucked happily on my thumb while she continued to gaze deeply into my eyes, and the sensation of her tongue on my smaller appendage was driving me wild. 
 
    “I need to climax inside you if you want a baby,” I growled.  
 
    “Oh. Of course.” She fluttered her eyelids.  
 
    “I’ll pleasure you for a bit.” I used my other hand to push Sashti’s pale knees apart. When her knees fell open to reveal her pussy, it was glowing brighter than the rest of her skin, and I salivated at the thought of tasting the moon blessed nectar.  
 
    I scooted down so my face was above her pussy, and then I shot her a wicked grin as I lowered myself down between her legs.  
 
    I could see the wetness of her pussy gleaming in the moonlight, and I couldn’t wait any longer. First, I slipped a finger into her tight tunnel, and the muscles clenched around my finger as Sashti gasped out loud.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked, and I looked up at the pale, glowing woman in concern with my finger still inside her. 
 
    “I’m fine,” Sashti panted, and she looked down at me with hooded eyes. “Please, don’t stop. You are making me feel very good.” 
 
    “If you’re sure,” I said, and then I started to slowly move my finger in and out of Sashti’s dripping wet pussy.  
 
    She let out a satisfied moan, so I knew I was okay to continue.  
 
    I worked my finger in and out at a steady rhythm, and I started to go faster as I reached up my other hand to push the fabric of Sashti’s sheer dress up. Then I snaked a hand underneath it and squeezed her soft tit.  
 
    “Ohhh, Fyyyynnnnn,” the Aseni woman moaned in pleasure.  
 
    “I’m just getting started, babe,” I said, and I finally lowered my mouth to Sashti’s pussy.  
 
    First, I breathed in deep and inhaled her musky feminine scent.  
 
    Mmmmmmmm. 
 
    If I died, and Drogu-ani offered me one last scent to carry into the afterlife, it would definitely be wet pussy.  
 
    Once I’d had my fill, I lowered myself further and flicked my tongue out, just enough to caress her wet lips.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh,” Sashti gasped, and I decided then not to make her wait any longer.  
 
    I traced my tongue all the way up Sashti’s dripping labia while my fingers continued to work in and out of her hole. My tongue found the hard rosebud of her clit, and I started to make slow, deliberate circles around it. 
 
    Sashti responded by bucking her hips and twisting her fingers through my braids, so I could tell she was enjoying it, and my own cock hardened more at the feel of her pleasure. 
 
    I increased the pressure as I teased around the clit before I finally passed my tongue over the glowing nub, and Sashti cried out when I did.  
 
    “Voids,” Sashti whispered, and there was a tremble in her voice. 
 
    “Mmmhhmmmm,” I moaned into Sashti’s pussy, and I continued to finger her soaking hole as I worked my tongue over her extra-sensitive clit.  
 
    “Fuuuuck, Fyynnn,” she gasped.  
 
    I pulled my face away from her delicious pussy and grinned up at her. 
 
    “Cum for me,” I whispered before I dove back in.  
 
    I pulsated my tongue against the glowing nub, and then I slid another finger in as I stroked her deep. 
 
    “Unnnhhh, yyyeeessss!” Sashti cried out, and she threw her head back with her eyes scrunched up. “Fyyynn, I’m cuumminngg.” 
 
    I moaned slightly, but I kept up the rhythm and pressure until Sashti shrieked in pleasure, and her body bucked around my dripping wet fingers. Her pussy gushed warm liquid until it ran down my elbow, and I finally pulled my face away from her delicious lips. I licked the juices that ran down my chin and slowly extracted my fingers with a pop.  
 
    “Aaaahhhhhh,” Sashti gasped lightly as the convulsions in her body slowed.  
 
    “Hmm, seems like you enjoyed that,” I said, and I held up my fingers so the wetness could glisten in the natural moonlight.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” Sashti moaned as she continued to run her hands through my braids with her eyes closed. She seemed incapable of speech yet, so I blew a gentle stream of air on her swollen pussy as she recovered from her intense orgasm. 
 
    After a moment, she finally lifted her head and opened her eyes. Her shining eyes found mine, and she had a lazy smile on her face. 
 
    “That was incredible,” Sashti said. “You have no idea how much I needed that. Also, I should’ve warned you, my moon magick makes me cum harder on a full moon.” 
 
    “Ahhh, that explains the convulsions,” I said with a grin as I traced my fingers lightly over the woman’s lower stomach. 
 
    “Mmm, some, but also, you’re really fucking good at that,” Sashti said, and then she blushed and giggled, and my heart melted.  
 
    The pale woman was adorable.  
 
    “You look incredible when you cum, you know,” I said with a smile.  
 
    “Oh, stop.” Sashti blushed again, but then her eyes suddenly darkened with desire again. “But, now that you mention it, I haven’t seen what you look like when you cum.” 
 
    “Hmm, you haven’t,” I said with a wicked grin, and I shifted up on my knees to reveal my throbbing erection.  
 
    “Oooohh,” Sashti sighed as she reached through her legs to grab my shaft, and she guided me by my cock until my knees were pressed against her ass while my head teased at her soaking wet opening. Then she gave me a hooded, sexy look with her glowing crimson gaze, and she licked her lips slowly and stroked my cock so the tip of it pressed in and out of her hole. “I want to see what you look like when you cum. I want to see your face when you fill me with your seed and give me a child.” 
 
    “Yeeesss,” I growled, and then I leaned my hips forward and pushed my throbbing member into her tight hole.  
 
    “Ahh,” Sashti gasped softly.  
 
    I pushed into her slowly, until her muscles relaxed to let my penis inside.  
 
    “Voids, that’s the biggest I’ve ever had,” Sashti gasped into my ear as I slid into her deeper and built up a rhythm. It helped that she was wetter than the lake next to us, and I could feel her pussy juices dripping down my thigh with each stroke. 
 
    “You are so tight around me,” I gasped as I slowly increased my tempo. 
 
    “I love your cock,” she moaned. “I can’t believe how good you feel inside me. It’s so hard… so deep… I love it…” 
 
    “It feels amazing inside this wet pussy of yours,” I growled into the glowing woman’s ear as she thrust her hips up to meet mine. Then Sashti gazed into my eyes as she clenched her pussy muscles against my thrusting cock. “Uunnhhhh, fuck.” 
 
    “I want to watch you cum,” Sashti whispered as she held my gaze. “Look into my eyes as you fill my womb with your seed. I want your baby.” 
 
    I had to say. The prolonged eye contact was hot as fuck. 
 
    I felt my orgasm building up again, so my thrusts got harder as Sashti squeezed her long, thin thighs around my waist.  
 
    “Yes, Fynn, let me see it,” Sashti breathed, and her huge, soft tits bounced beautifully with each thrust.  
 
    “Uuunnnhhhh,” I grunted as my orgasm barreled toward the tip of my cock, and I grabbed a handful and squeezed as I pounded into Sashti’s dripping pussy.  
 
    “Yeeeesssss,” Sashti groaned. “Fill me up with your seed while you look at me.” 
 
    “Fuuuckk,” I moaned as we held each other’s gaze, and then we both snapped.  
 
    Her mouth opened wide as her climax hit her, and my own body shuddered as I thrust as deep as I could into her hungry tunnel. 
 
    My orgasm jolted though my balls like an electrical current, and we both cried out as I began to spray my thick, creamy seed deep into her.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” she panted as our eyes stayed locked, and her pussy grabbed along my shaft even tighter. 
 
    “Fuuuck,” I groaned as another spray of cum poured into her, and then another, and another, and each time her tight tunnel seemed to grip my shaft tighter so she could coax more semen from my aching balls. 
 
    Our climax seemed to last a good five minutes, and I was completely drained by the time she stopped spasming around me, but we’d kept our eye contact the whole time. 
 
    “Wooww.” Sashti whistled as I caught my breath and pulled out of her. “You look pretty damned sexy when you orgasm, you know. And voids, I’ve never felt so much pouring inside of me. I’m stuffed full of you. Look… some is even dribbling out of me…” 
 
    We both glanced down at the huge pool of cum gushing from her spread pussy lips. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t want to waste it,” she muttered, and then I watched her move her fingers down to where my cream was leaking out of her so she could push most of it back into her pussy.  
 
    “I’ll clean you off,” I said, and I tugged my shirt off and used it to wipe some of my seed off her inner thighs. 
 
    “There is so much.” Sashti grinned. “I will certainly be pregnant.” 
 
     “Gotta say, that was pretty damned sexy,” I replied. 
 
    “Oh?” she asked as she raised her cum-slick fingers to her mouth so she could slowly lick my seed off them. “Which part?” 
 
    “Well… all of it,” I chuckled. “But being so… adamant of making a baby with me… yeah.” 
 
    “I loved it, too,” she said. “I am looking forward to seeing my belly become full with your—” 
 
    The moonlight suddenly flickered, and Sashti glanced over at her mirror that was still angled upward.  
 
    “It must be a cloudy night Topside,” Sashti murmured. 
 
    “We should probably get back to Twenty-Six anyway.” I gave Sashti one last kiss before I pushed myself away and stood up. I wiped away the dirt that had accumulated on my knees, and then I put my trousers back on as Sashti stood and adjusted her dress. Once she’d recovered her mirror and slid it into her pocket, she joined my side, and we made to leave.  
 
    “Oh, wait!” Sashti said suddenly, and she spun back toward the clearing. Then the glowing woman leaned down and plucked some spongy moss off a nearby rock. She gathered a handful of the spongy stuff and shoved it into her pocket, which bulged from the size of it.  
 
    “What’s that for?” I asked as Sashti joined my size again.  
 
    “It’s for the Truth Potion,” Sashti replied.  
 
    “But Tryss already got some,” I said with a frown.  
 
    “But this stuff has been charged by the natural moonlight,” Sashti said with a smirk. “The stuff Tryss got will work just fine, but the moonlight makes it more potent, so I’ll bring some just in case.” 
 
    “Ah, good thinking.” I nodded.  
 
    Finally, the Aseni woman and I departed the clearing and made our way back to Station Twenty-Six. Sashti’s glowing skin faded the farther we got away from the lake, and by the time we were back at the House of Claden’Du, her skin had returned to its normal, non-glowing self.  
 
    “Looks like everyone is asleep,” Sashti whispered as we crossed the atrium.  
 
    “It’s later than I realized,” I murmured. “Let’s get to bed, but we need to tell everyone about the lake first thing in the morning.” 
 
    “Of course,” Sashti said with a nod, and then she slid next to me and planted a kiss on my lips before she shot me a grin. “I need to get back to Twenty-Seven, Essie will be waiting for me in the morning. When my belly begins to get large, I’ll tell her it is your child I am carrying. That will make her happy.” 
 
    “Yeah, it will,” I laughed. 
 
    “Good night, Fynn,” she purred, and then we exchanged a long, passionate kiss.  
 
    “I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said after our lips had parted.  
 
    “Wait, take this,” Sashti said, and she reached into her pocket and shoved the pile of moon-charged moss at me. “Just in case you need it before I see you.” 
 
    “Okay, thanks,” I said before I gave her another heated kiss, and we parted ways.  
 
    I made my way up to Tryss’ chambers, and I slithered into bed next to her, curled into her sleeping body, and drifted off to sleep in moments.  
 
    The next morning, Tryss and I woke up at the same time, and I gave her a quick rundown about my trip to the lake last night. I told her about impregnating Sashti, and my lover’s body became heated and aroused in my arms. 
 
    “Ugh,” she signed as she nuzzled into my neck and pushed her hips into mine. “I could never be mad at Sashti, but Drindessa should have asked mother for permission for your seed.” 
 
    “She might have already.” I shrugged. 
 
    “I want your baby,” Tryss moaned. “So badly. I will ask mother again. We need to increase the numbers of our house. I know Helly and Daggy feel the same way.” 
 
    “About increasing the numbers of our house, or of me putting a baby in their wombs?” I chuckled. 
 
    “I think both…” Tryss sighed. “I knew I wouldn’t get you all to myself, but I should at least get your seed growing in my womb before my sisters. Even though I am the youngest, I was the first to believe in you.” 
 
    “That’s true,” I said, “and I’ll always love you for that. We should really worry about the lake, though. As I said, it was a good three feet higher last night.” 
 
    “Fuck, it’s risen that much already?” Tryss asked as she chewed her lip nervously. “We need to tell Mother now.” 
 
    “I know, let’s go,” I said as I swung my legs over the bed and dressed quickly. At the last minute, I stuck the moss Sashti had given me last night into a little sachet and tucked it in my pocket.  
 
    Tryss dressed quickly, too, and we were on our way moments later.  
 
    “Oh, and don’t think you’re going to get away with not telling me more about what happened with Sashti,” Tryss said with a smirk. 
 
    “I wouldn’t dream of it,” I chuckled, and I gave my lover a quick, reassuring peck.  
 
    “Master Fynn!” a voice shouted from behind us, and I turned to see Fespius the hobgoblin hobbling toward us with his hand raised. “Master Fynn!” 
 
    “Yes, Fespius, I hear you, what is it?” I asked as we stopped and waited for him to catch up.  
 
    “Mother requestssss your presence in her chambersss,” Fespius panted in his lispy voice.  
 
    Tryss and I exchanged a look, and then we followed the short gray hobgoblin up the corridor until we reached Mother’s chambers.  
 
    When we entered the room, thoughts of the lake were pushed aside temporarily by the sight of Nodrin seated next to Sevahtra at the long dining table. 
 
    “Nodrin!” Tryss cried out, and she ran across the large room and threw her arms around the wizard’s shoulders.  
 
    “I’m back, my love, nothing to worry about,” Nodrin said as he warmly returned the hug.  
 
    “What did they say?” Tryss asked when she finally pulled away.  
 
    “Have a seat, I was just telling the others,” Nodrin said as he gestured to the table. 
 
    Helera and Dagwyn were seated next to each other, Drindessa was across from them, and Fespius took up his usual place hovering nervously behind Mother Sevahtra. 
 
    Tryss and I took our seats on the other side of Nodrin, and we piled our plates with food as Nodrin told us what happened.  
 
    “They are highly suspicious of Sevahtra,” Nodrin explained while he tore apart dried meat pieces with his long fingers. “The Council believes Sevvy has formed the illicit alliance with the sole purpose of taking the Upper Houses down. They offered me a position on the Wizard’s Council if I spied on her, but I refused. Then they attempted a Memory Erasing Spell on me, and I let them believe it worked, but it didn’t, of course.” 
 
    “So, what’s going to happen next?” Tryss asked, and her eyes were wide with concern. 
 
    “We have to assume they’ll be keeping a close eye on us,” Sevahtra said, and then she gestured around. “And a close ear, that’s why we’re in here. My chambers are impenetrable against any listening devices or enchantments. And if the Council wants a fight, that’s what we’re going to give them. We were just discussing how we will procure more chattel and soldiers.” 
 
    An idea suddenly came to me.  
 
    “What about… duergars?” I asked, and all eyes turned to me.  
 
    “What about them?” Sevahtra asked with her head cocked. 
 
    “Actually, before I get into the duergars, there’s something else you all need to know,” I said. Then I explained about my recent trips to the lake and how the water was rising alarmingly fast. “I think we need to do something about it. And as you all know, there are plenty of duergar camps down there. So, we could go down to the lake and enlist our own army of duergars in exchange for saving their camps from destruction.” 
 
    “You want to save the duergars?” Drindessa asked with a frown. “Just let the ugly fuckers drown, we can get soldiers somewhere else.” 
 
    “Like where?” Sevahtra scoffed.  
 
    “I don’t fucking know, isn’t that why we’re here?” Drindessa shot back. 
 
    “Right, we’re here to come up with ideas about how to gather resources, but Fynn gives you a perfectly good idea, and you just shit all over it,” Sevahtra sneered.  
 
    “You know fine and fucking well Fynn is only thinking with that weak male heart of his,” Drindessa said and waved her hand dismissively.  
 
    “Oh?” Sevahtra raised an eyebrow, glanced at me, and then back at the other Matron Mother. “This is the first I’m hearing that you don’t think Fynn’s plans are genius. Or should we ask your newest daughter what you have told her about him?” 
 
    “What are you inferring, Sevahtra?” Drindessa narrowed her eyes. “Why bring up Sashti?” 
 
    “If you don’t know what I know, then it’s not worth explaining it to you.” Sevahtra smirked.  
 
    “More of your haughty vows,” Drindessa scoffed as she rolled her eyes. “My point is: a drow who concerns themselves with saving other races will be the downfall of the whole drow race, mark my words.” 
 
    “I’m not marking shit,” Sevahtra said with a dangerous expression. “Remember, I Housed you, and I can Unhouse you just as quickly.” 
 
    “What the fuck did you just say to me?” Drindessa thundered as she rose to her feet. 
 
    “Oh, poor Drindy, are you going deaf as well as stupid in your old age?” Sevahtra fired back as she stood up, too, and the two Matrons glared daggers at each other.  
 
    “Oops,” I muttered to Tryss, and then I stood up myself and spread my hands out. “Ladies, isn’t it a little early in the morning to be coming to blows?” 
 
    “Of course you would think so,” Drindessa sneered as she looked me up and down. “Sevvy, when will you realize that this one is too soft for your Inner Circle?” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure all your daughters know exactly how hard I can be,” I said with a smirk, which caused Drindessa to stutter and the rest of the table to laugh, and the tension in the room broke.  
 
    “Of course you use your ‘assets’ to break up a fight,” Helera whispered to me as the laughter subsided, and we all took our seats again.  
 
    “Hey, what’s the point of having them if you don’t use them?” I chuckled, and then I turned back to the two Matrons. “Look, I know I don’t think in the typical drow way, but I don’t think we will gain anything from letting the lake rise and kill off everyone around it. If we can get down there and rally troops and absorb their resources, why wouldn’t we?” 
 
    The drow matriarchal society had a tendency to kill first and ask questions later, and the system would never make sense to me. I just didn’t believe all of the needless killing and destruction just for the sake of it was ultimately for the best. It seemed pretty obvious to me that we should be using who and what we can, not blindly killing whoever comes across our path.  
 
    “He has a point,” Sevahtra said as she looked at Drindessa. “We’re spreading the little chattel we recovered from Elvy pretty thin between all four Houses, we can’t wait any longer. We need to replenish our stocks.” 
 
    “Fine,” Drindessa grumbled as she waved her hand. “Do what you need to do.” 
 
    “Where are Mizzy and Breena?” I asked as I suddenly realized they were missing.  
 
    “They had business to attend to in Twenty-Nine,” Mother said, and she glanced at the timepiece on her wall. “Something about an escaped hybrid, but they said it wouldn’t take long.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Dagwyn hummed, and her suspicions were written all over her face.  
 
    “Anyway,” Sevahtra pressed on. “The other Matrons and I will discuss the option of enlisting the duergars to join our army in exchange for saving their camps. In the meantime, we need to prepare for the meeting with the mysterious Zara who approached us.” 
 
    “Voids, I almost forgot about that,” Tryss said as she slapped a palm against her forehead.  
 
    “Good thing the rest of us didn’t,” Helera said with a pointed look at her younger sister. “I’ve already started on the Truth Potion.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got something that will help,” I interjected, and I pulled out the sachet of moss. “It’s moon charged.” 
 
    “Oooohhhhh,” Helera gasped as she reached for it.  
 
    “Very good, Fynn,” Sevahtra said with an impressed look on her face.  
 
    Suddenly, there was a chiming noise from the corner of the room, and Sevahtra looked over there with a small frown on her face.  
 
    “That’s Breena summoning me down to Twenty-Nine,” the Matron said, and she glanced over at Drindessa and then jerked her head slightly toward the door. Drindessa responded with a nod, and Sevahtra turned back to the rest of us. “Meeting adjourned, we have to attend to this.” 
 
    The Matrons pushed away from the table and waved to us as they headed toward the door whispering to each other, and their earlier disagreement seemed totally forgotten.  
 
    Dagwyn left next since she said she needed to train, and Tryss decided to join her, while Helera said she needed to check on the potion. When the sisters were gone, it was just Nodrin and I left, and we walked toward the door together.  
 
    “So, how was your Moon Magick training?” Nodrin asked with a twinkle in his eye.  
 
    “O-Oh, it w-was, um, very, ummm,” I waffled.  
 
    “Fynn, I am asking about your training, not your forays with Sashti in the forest,” Nodrin chuckled. “Fine specimen though she is, I’m more interested in how the natural moonlight from the full moon affected your magick.” 
 
    “Well, in that case,” I said with a grin as I recalled the night before. “It was… interesting. Oh, but I didn’t tell you about my meeting with Drogu.” 
 
    “Oh?” Nodrin prompted as we made our way down the stone steps.  
 
    I told the wizard about my meeting with the Goddess of Chaos and how she enhanced my arachnomancer skills, and by the time I finished my story, Nodrin had a huge smile on his face.  
 
    “What?” I asked with a grin.  
 
    “Fynn, do you know what this means?” Nodrin asked with raised eyebrows. 
 
    “No?” I frowned.  
 
    “It means you’re ready for the next step of your Wizard training.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    “It does?” I asked with surprise. “But I’m not even close to finishing my training across all the different schools.” 
 
    “No, but you really only need to master one in order for the next step,” Nodrin explained. “You have to keep in mind that most of us are only capable of mastering one, so if you have that already, then the next step is inevitable.” 
 
    “Master?” I asked with a frown. 
 
    “If Drogu-ani enhanced your powers, it’s likely you’ve mastered arachnomancy already,” Nodrin said with a nod. “You are very fortunate, Fynn. Of course, you would have mastered it far quicker than others, but Drogu’s power boost will have helped tremendously. I can facilitate your final examination, but I expect you’ll pass with flying colors.” 
 
    “And then I’m ready to be a Wizard?” I asked excitedly. 
 
    “Then you’ll be ready for the next step,” Nodrin clarified. “But when that step is revealed is up to neither you nor I.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said, and I couldn’t hide the disappointment in my voice. “I thought you meant I could get started on it right away. Can I at least train for it?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” Nodrin said with a shake of his head. “Do you remember what an Apprentice must do before he is considered a Wizard?” 
 
    “Catch a falling star,” I said as images of the beautiful blue glowing light from the Wizards’ Market flashed through my head, and then my mood lifted instantly. “Wait, you mean I’m ready to catch a falling star?” 
 
    “That’s right.” Nodrin grinned. “And like I said, you’re ready for it, but that doesn’t necessarily mean it will happen soon. The conditions under which you are able to catch a falling star are unique to each Apprentice, and they’ll be revealed to me when it’s time.” 
 
    “Drogu’s tits,” I said as I bounced on the balls of my feet in excitement. “But it could happen soon, right?” 
 
    “It could happen five minutes from now,” Nodrin said. “Or it could happen five months from now. The important thing is that you stick to your training in the meantime.” 
 
    “Got it,” I said as I bobbed my head enthusiastically. I didn’t even let the whole five months thing deter me. I knew I advanced faster than other Apprentices ever have, so I didn’t expect I’d be waiting very long if I’d already mastered a whole school of magick. 
 
    “So, I say we join Helera and get your potion making skills up to par,” Nodrin said. “If you master another school of magick, then I bet your time to catch your falling star will come faster.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” I said with a renewed sense of purpose. “Let’s go make some potions.” 
 
    “Helera will be in the library, no doubt,” Nodrin said as he led us in that direction. 
 
    “Her favorite place,” I chuckled.  
 
    We arrived at the library a few minutes later, and sure enough, Helera was standing over a table and flipping through a huge dusty tome. She looked disgruntled as she switched between the thick book and a bubbling concoction on the other side of the table, but when she noticed us, she looked up with a smile. 
 
    “Oh, good, help has arrived,” the First Daughter said as she stepped back from the table.  
 
    “Is this the Truth Potion?” I asked and stepped closer to the table.  
 
    “Yeah, but I’m not sure what I’ve done wrong,” Helera said with a frown. “Voids, I thought my potions skills were getting better.” 
 
    “They have improved immensely from when you first started,” Nodrin said as he joined us at the table. “Remember when you made a Healing Potion for Daggy after she was injured during training, and it turned her into a frog instead?” 
 
    “Yeahhhh, my bad.” Helera cringed.  
 
    “Ohhh, I wish I had been there to see that,” I snickered as I imagined how that went down between the twin sisters.  
 
    “It was certainly amusing,” Nodrin said with a grin. 
 
    “Okay, can we stop reminding me of my most embarrassing moments and focus on this Truth Potion in front of us, please?” Helera asked with a pout.  
 
    “Alright, alright, sorry, show us what you’ve got,” I said and gestured to the brewing concoction.  
 
    “Okay, check it out,” Helera said, and she waved me closer to the potion.  
 
    The potion was bubbling in a large stone cauldron, and it was a light pink color with swirls of silver in it.  
 
    “Okayyy…” I said slowly. I’d read an introductory to potions book, and from what I read, the potion wasn’t spoiled. “What’s wrong with it?” 
 
    “Well, according to the book, it should be blue by now,” Helera said with a frown, and she pulled the dusty tome over and pointed to the recipe.  
 
    Nodrin and I leaned over the tome, and I absorbed the words on the page. Like Helera said, the potion should be a shimmering pale blue at this point according to the recipe.  
 
    “Okay, well, it’s still viable,” I said as I studied the thick pink liquid. “Otherwise, the smell would be rancid by now. Right?” 
 
    I looked to Nodrin for confirmation, and the wizard nodded at me with a small, proud smile.  
 
    “But I’ve added all of the ingredients exactly as listed, see?” Helera pointed to the list of ingredients in the book and then at the ingredients laid out on the table in front of us. “Eight spider legs first, then the red wine, then the moss, I only used your moon-charged bunch, don’t tell Tryss, then the bird bones, and the tourmaline crystal last.” 
 
    I studied the ingredients with furrowed eyebrows and then read the outline of the potion from the book carefully. I continued studying them for a moment before I looked over at Nodrin, and the wizard was leaning back on his heels with a small smile on his face. 
 
    “You know what the problem is,” I said, and I stood upright to frown at my mentor, who nodded to indicate that he did. “Well, what is it?” 
 
    “The answer will come to you,” Nodrin said vaguely, and he gestured for me to continue my search for the answer.  
 
    “Hmm,” I said as my eyes flickered between the pages and the potion.  
 
    Helera reached out to rearrange the moss, but I swatted her hand away.  
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Sorry,” I muttered. “I’m thinking.” 
 
    My eyes fell on the moss, and I studied it with a frown before I pointed at it.  
 
    “What?” Helera asked with a frown.  
 
    “You said you used the moon-charged moss?” I asked. “Did you use all of it?” 
 
    “Yes,” Helera said as her frown deepened. “That’s just the stuff Tryss brought, I didn’t use any of the non-moon-charged moss.” 
 
    “Mmm,” I said, and I looked up at Nodrin. The wizard was nodding, and his smile was wider, so I knew I was on the right track. “Is it possible that the moon-charged moss is overpowering the other ingredients with its potency?” 
 
    “I-I, uhhh, hmmm,” Helera mumbled, and she started to flip through the pages furiously as she shot Nodrin a nervous glance. 
 
    “You are correct, Fynn,” Nodrin said.  
 
    “Ugh, of course you come in and are instantly better at it,” Helera pouted as she let the pages fall from her hands, and she returned to the bubbling potion as she chewed her lip. “I’ve never used moon-charged ingredients before.” 
 
    “It’s an easy mistake to make, child,” Nodrin said kindly.  
 
    “Fynn wouldn’t have made it,” Helera grumbled.  
 
    “I probably would have,” I said with a shrug. “I’ve never made any potions at all, how would I know? Other than that one small mistake, the potion looks great. I guess all you have to do is add a little bit of the other ingredients to balance it out, and then it will be perfect.” 
 
    Helera looked to Nodrin for confirmation, and the wizard nodded, so the First Daughter immediately started to chip off small pieces of the ingredients to add to the concoction.  
 
    “Okay, so like one spider leg?”  
 
    Another glance at Nodrin, who nodded, but then he motioned to me to indicate Helera should direct her questions to me. She tossed the spider leg into the potion and sighed. 
 
    “Ugh, fine, um, like a finger of red wine?” Helera shot me a glance with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    I referenced the original recipe, which had called for a full flagon, and I nodded.  
 
    “Yeah, that sounds right.” 
 
    “Okay,” Helera said, and she dumped the wine into the potion. It sizzled on impact, and the sound was kind of satisfying.  
 
    Helera reached for the moss but then stopped and switched to the bird bones. She pulled an athame from her belt, cut one of the small hollow bones in half, and held it up for me to judge.  
 
    “Yes,” I said.  
 
    “Okay, and then just the tourmaline.” Helera tossed the bone half into the cauldron, and then she used the sharp blade to slice off a sliver of the stone.  
 
    I referenced the recipe again and then nodded, so the priestess tossed the last ingredient into the cauldron. The potion sizzled again, and I bent over the steaming pot to watch as the potion turned from pink to a light shimmering blue.  
 
    “See!” I cried out as I clasped onto Helera’s shoulders. “It’s perfect.” 
 
    “It is now,” Helera said, and a big grin spread across her face. “Thanks, Fynn, even though it is annoying that you’re so fucking good at everything you fucking do.” 
 
    “I’m… sorry?” I said with a grin. 
 
    “Oh, shut the fuck up,” Helera muttered, but her mood had lightened since we solved the potion problem. “But really, thank you. I’d been at that for longer than I care to admit.” 
 
    “No problem,” I said. “How long does it need to brew for?” 
 
    I asked even though I had the potion recipe pretty much memorized at this point. I just felt like Helera needed the confidence boost, and Nodrin must have noticed my tactic because he shot me a discreet wink.  
 
    “Three hours from the moment it turns blue,” Helera said confidently. She checked the timepiece on the wall, scribbled the exact time down, added three hours to it, and then circled it.  
 
    “Great, plenty of time for Fynn to practice more,” Nodrin said wisely. 
 
    “Well, maybe I’ll just leave you two to that,” Helera said as her eyes darted to the door. 
 
    “I don’t think so, child,” Nodrin said with a sly smile. “I have to meet with the Matrons again, so you’ll need to take over Fynn’s training for the time being.” 
 
    “Ugh, really?” Helera sulked. “No offense, Fynn, I just don’t feel like having you show me up the whole time I’m supposed to be teaching you.” 
 
    “It won’t be like that at all,” I assured the disgruntled First Daughter. “I’ve never made a potion before, I really do need the help. I only knew about the moon thing because Sashti explained it to me last night.” 
 
    “Did she, now?” Helera asked, and she regarded me with raised eyebrows.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said after she’d stared at me for a few moments. 
 
    “Did you repay her for that?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to know,” I chuckled. 
 
    “I would. That’s why I asked.” 
 
    “I think you know I did,” I purred. “And she was very, very satisfied with my payment. I think her mother will be as well, despite all the insults she throws at me. Maybe you want me to pay you back in the same way after you teach me about potions?” 
 
    “Hmmm…” Helera’s mouth twisted in a half-grin, and then she turned to the older male. “Okay, I’ll take over his training for today.” 
 
    “Thank you, child,” Nodrin said, and he waved at us as he backed out of the library. “I’ll be back in three hours to check on the progress.” 
 
    “So,” Helera said as she spun to face me when Nodrin disappeared. There was an amused look on her face, but her voice was serious. “Soooo… No more esoteric talk. What happened between you and my best friend last night?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I smirked.  
 
    “Oh, my Drogu, Fynn, did you fuck her?” Helera asked as she broke into a grin and slammed the heel of her hand against my shoulder. “I can’t believe you!” 
 
    “Hey, she started it,” I said as I raised my hands against her blows.  
 
    “Did she? Ahhh, that slut! I didn’t think she’d actually do it!” Helera giggled.  
 
    “Ohh, so you two were talking about me?” I said, and I stood up straighter while I pulled my shoulders back. 
 
    “Welllll, Sashti mentioned that she was finally getting her, ah, sexual appetite back, and she asked how Tryss would feel if she made a move on you,” Helera explained. “So, naturally, I told her about our own escapades.” 
 
    A moment of heat passed between us as we looked into each other’s eyes, but then Helera cleared her throat and looked away as a blush crawled up her neck.  
 
    “And she got curious?” I asked when the moment passed.  
 
    “More so than I realized,” Helera said, and she nudged me again. “So, how was it? How many times did you make her cum? Did you pour your seed into her?”  
 
    “Helly!” I said, and I put a hand over my heart. “I am a gentleman, I don’t kiss and tell.” 
 
    “Fine, but Sashti’s going to give me a blow by blow of every detail about it later anyway, so.” Helera shrugged as she turned back to the tome.  
 
    “Really?” I asked.  
 
    “Yeah,” Helera scoffed as she turned her scarlet eyes and toothy grin back to me. “That was part of the deal if I told her about you.” 
 
    “Well, I hope I get a good report.” I grinned.  
 
    “Ohh, I’m sure you will,” Helera purred, and she let her eyes drop to my crotch, where they stayed for a moment.  
 
    “You women, I swear,” I teased as the sexy priestess finally tore her gaze away from my bulging member. “Just a bunch of perverts.” 
 
    “Yeah, so?” Helera asked with a wicked grin. “Why would Drogu gift us with the gift of fucking, and make it feel sooo incredible, if She didn’t want us to do it all the fucking time, you know?” 
 
    “Can’t argue with that logic,” I said, and I took a moment to appreciate the woman’s stunning figure.  
 
    Hey, it was what Drogu wanted, after all. 
 
    “Okay, now that we’re done talking about you fucking my best friend’s brains out, can we get back to your training, please?”  
 
    “You were the one who brought it up!” I cried in fake outrage. “Females.” 
 
    “Careful, male,” Helera said with a raised eyebrow. “Just because you’re the First Son doesn’t mean your status eradicates your gender. You’re still a male.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I said and dipped mockingly into a bow.  
 
    “Ugh, but don’t call me that,” Helera said, and she waved a hand in disgust. “Anyway, come check out these potions, we’ll get you started on a basic one.” 
 
    “Yes, ma--” 
 
    Helera shot me a death glare, and I chuckled but joined her side, and we dropped the banter as we entered work mode.  
 
    “Okay, so the three most basic potions are rejuvenating, healing, and a simple sleep draught, so which one do you want to try?” Helera asked.  
 
    “I guess we can start with the healing,” I said.  
 
    “We’ll probably have time to do all of them before Nodrin gets back anyway,” Helera said with a sigh.  
 
    “Hey,” I said, and Helera’s scarlet eyes met mine. “Does it really bother you that I’m, you know, good at stuff?” 
 
    “A little,” the priestess admitted as she averted her gaze. “I mean, I get you’re Drogu’s special little plaything, but it’s still frustrating to train my whole life at things that you can just pick up within minutes. And I know it’s not your fault, but nelvar’s sake, it’s hard not to be a little fucking jealous, you know?” 
 
    “I can imagine,” I said, and I laid a hand on her shoulder. “I’d be way more pissed off, so you’re handling it pretty well, if you ask me. Actually, I’m surprised you haven’t just killed me, you know? Killed off the competition. Because you’re obviously the most powerful sister.” 
 
    “You think?” Helera asked as she looked up at me with wide, hopeful eyes.  
 
    “Definitely,” I said with a nod, even if I didn’t fully believe it. Tryss had a slight edge on Helera in the magickal department, but the First Daughter didn’t need to hear that right now.  
 
    “Well, that’s good, since I’m in charge of your training today,” Helera said as she turned back to the book with a proud smile on her face, and then she flipped a few of the heavy pages over. “So, healing potion, here’s what you’ll need.” 
 
    The priestess slid the book over to me and pointed to the list of ingredients. Then she crossed the table and leaned over the brewing truth potion again while I studied the recipe for the healing potion. 
 
    “The apothecary is behind the third shelf from the left, but I’ll let you get them yourself,” Helera said as she pointed behind her at the row of shelves.  
 
    “You got it, ma’a-- miss,” I said with a grin as Helera glowered at me. “Ohh, yeah, sexy teacher vibe, I like that.” 
 
    “Fynn, stop,” Helera said, but she had a lustful look in her eye as she turned back to her potion.  
 
    I turned away from the priestess and made my way over to the third bookshelf from the left. The shelves reached all the way to the ceiling of the stone gray library, and they were stuffed to the brim with tomes of all sizes. I browsed the titles as I passed.  
 
    Drogu-ani’: a Tale of Chaos. 
 
    The Topside Theory. 
 
    Mage Magick: A History from Frilune Ichyl to Uless Dhehnogath. 
 
    Spider Anatomy for Beginners. 
 
    I reached the third shelf from the left and stood in front of it for a moment. Helera had said the apothecary was behind it, so I studied the shelf to work out how to get, well, behind it.  
 
    Finally, after a couple of minutes, I spotted it. There was a book called The Secret Use of Flowers that looked more worn out than the others and stuck out at an interesting angle, so I took a shot, grabbed the book, and pulled it toward me.  
 
    Sure enough, the shelf swung open like a door to reveal a walk-in cupboard behind it. I stepped into the earthen cupboard and admired the shelves and shelves of jars filled with various items, and then I spotted the spider legs and the bird bones. There was also a large jar labeled hybrid bones and rows of different botanical items like dried flowers, herbs, mosses, and more.  
 
    I could stay in there for an hour just reading the different ingredients.  
 
    “Fynn, get a move on!” Helera cried out from the library, so I consulted the list and gathered the ingredients I needed for the healing potion. Then I hurried back to the table where Helera was waiting for me with her arms crossed and tapping her foot.  
 
    “Oh, did you get bored staring at your potion?” I quipped as I dumped the ingredients on the table.  
 
    “Yeah, kind of,” Helera admitted with a grin. “But come on, let’s get on with it and try to get a couple of them down for you.” 
 
    “Alright, let me just grab a few cauldrons,” I said, and I turned back toward the hidden apothecary.  
 
    “And the mortar and pestle!” Helera called after me.  
 
    I gathered the materials we needed before I returned to the table where Helera was already separating the ingredients.  
 
    And we got to work.  
 
    Helera showed me all the different ways to extract and prepare the ingredients. Sometimes, seeds needed to be scraped out of pods, or flowers needed to be crushed in certain ways. She also showed me how important the order of adding the ingredients to the cauldron was, and she had me do it incorrectly a couple of different ways so I could see what the difference was like.  
 
    The First Daughter was a good teacher. She was thorough in her explanations, and she didn’t speak to me condescendingly, except for one or two jabs about my maleness.  
 
    I was, of course, a fast learner, and it wasn’t long until I had a healing potion and a rejuvenating potion brewing in small cauldrons a safe distance away from the truth potion, so there was no risk of cross contamination.  
 
    “Well, these are looking pretty good,” Helera said as we stepped back to admire our handiwork. Then she leaned down to check the time she had circled in her notebook. “Ooohhh, and the truth potion only has about ten more minutes.” 
 
    “That means Nodrin should be back any moment,” I said.  
 
    There was a noise behind the tall double doors of the library, and Helera and I grinned at each other.  
 
    “Sounds like he’s right on time,” Helera said. 
 
    The doors suddenly burst open, but it was Dagwyn who rushed into the library with a bewildered look on her face. 
 
    “Come on,” the Second Daughter said breathlessly. “It’s time to meet the Zara.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    “What?” Helera asked, and she looked at her sister like she’d grown another head. “That’s not until later tonight.” 
 
    “Apparently not,” Dagwyn said, and she motioned us furiously toward the door. “Come on, Mother is waiting.” 
 
    “But the truth potion isn’t ready yet!” Helera cried out as she rushed forward to peer into the large, bubbling cauldron.  
 
    “Well, is it close?” Dagwyn asked, and she joined her sister’s side. “It looks fine.” 
 
    “Voids, no wonder your magick sucks,” Helera scolded her sister. “You can’t take a potion off the brew before it’s ready. It could completely destroy it.” 
 
    “Oooor it could just, like, make it slightly less potent, right?” the Second Daughter asked with a lifted eyebrow.  
 
    “Well, yes, but I don’t want to risk it when it only has ten minutes left,” Helera said as she glanced up at the timepiece on the wall. “Well, eight and a half now.” 
 
    “Ugh, fine, I guess we can wait eight and a half minutes,” Dagwyn sighed. Then she gestured to the other cauldrons scattered around the tables. “What are all these, though? Do we have to wait for these, too?” 
 
    “No, these are just my practice potions,” I said as I put my hands on my hips and smiled proudly. “So far, they’re looking perfect.” 
 
    “Oooh, look at yooou,” Dagwyn teased as she peered into the cauldrons. “They are looking good, no surprise there that you’re perfect at potions, too.” 
 
    “Fucking right?” Helera muttered. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, but still, the potions were more fun than I thought,” I said, and I wanted to get the attention off my innate enhanced abilities. It wasn’t like I asked to be forced into this intense, violent drow life, and as a fully-grown adult at that. The least I could get was a leg up considering I was a lifetime behind already. 
 
    “Really? I hate potions.” Dagwyn tipped the cauldron with the rejuvenating potion inside so it swirled around.  
 
    “We know, you hate anything that involves reading,” Helera snickered.  
 
    “Shut up, or I’ll use my superior sword skills to slice all your precious books in half,” Dagwyn retorted as she glared at her sister.  
 
    Dagwyn’s lack of magickal skills were a sore spot for her, but her sisters had a point when they said the Second Daughter spent more time on her physical training than her book training, so of course she was behind. 
 
    “What’s with this Zara we’re meeting?” I asked to break up the brewing fight between the twin sisters. “Helly is right, it was supposed to be later tonight, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah, but she seemed spooked, so maybe that had something to do with it,” Dagwyn said, and she shrugged as she turned away from the cauldrons.  
 
    “You spoke to her?” Helera asked her sister with a frown.  
 
    “No, Nodrin did, but he told me all about it,” Dagwyn said defensively. “How much longer on that truth potion, anyway?” 
 
    “Umm,” Helera said as she consulted the timepiece. “Three minutes. Actually, Fynn, could you grab me a vial or two from the apothecary for it? And put away the rest of the ingredients.” 
 
    “Sure thing,” I said, and I started to clear away the ingredients we used.  
 
    “Ugh, I guess I’ll help,” Dagwyn groaned, and she started gathering the tools in her arms, too. “Better than hanging around with that one, waiting on you.” 
 
    “Well, fuck you both,” Helera said as she dipped a spoon into the truth potion. “And hurry up, I need to take this off in exactly two minutes.” 
 
    “Blah, blah,” Dagwyn muttered, but I didn’t want to risk messing up the truth potion, so I grabbed a couple more things and hurried to the apothecary, where I hastily restacked the jars of ingredients.  
 
    Then I grabbed three empty vials, just to be safe, and I ran back to Helera, who was just pulling the cauldron off the fire.  
 
    “Perfect timing,” the First Daughter said with a smile as she placed the heavy iron cauldron on the table next to the flame. Then she waved a hand over the flame, and it disappeared and left a small scorch mark on the golden-colored plate the cauldron had been resting on. Finally, the beautiful priestess dipped a ladle into the cauldron and swirled it gently.  
 
    “Here,” I said as I held out a vial.  
 
    “Thanks, Fynn.” Helera took the vial and held it up to eye level as she carefully tipped the ladle over, and the pale blue liquid filled the glass vial. When it was full, I took it from her hand and replaced it with an empty one so she could continue filling them without interruption.  
 
    By the time she’d filled the third vial, Dagwyn had joined our side with two more empty vials, and she held them out. 
 
    “Looked like there was enough potion in there for a couple more,” the Second Daughter said with a grin.  
 
    “Maybe you’re not so bad at potions after all,” I teased as I took the vials and handed one to Helera so she could fill it.  
 
    “Nothing to do with potions, I’m used to measuring out how much mead I need in my flagon,” Dagwyn said with a grin, and then she stepped around me and started to squeeze the cork tops into the full vials that I’d lined up on the table.  
 
    “That makes more sense,” Helera snorted as she finished filling the fourth vial. She handed me the full one, which I placed on the table, and I handed her the last empty one.  
 
    When she finished filling the vial, she handed it to me, and I handed it off to Dagwyn, who pushed the final cork stopper into the vial and lined it up with the other four full vials. Then we all took a step back to appreciate our handiwork.  
 
    “Nice, good job, team,” Dagwyn said with a smile as she crossed her arms over her chest.  
 
    “Oh, fuck off, Daggy, you don’t get to come stick some stoppers in some vials and think you can take credit for any of this,” Helera huffed as she waved a hand over the vials of truth potion. 
 
    “Watch me,” the short Second Daughter said, and she grabbed a full vial and sprinted toward the door.  
 
    “Get back here with my potion, you bitch!” Helera shouted as she took off after her sister.  
 
    “Don’t break it!” I called after them as I gathered the remaining four vials and carefully but quickly arranged them in my small waist satchel before I took off after both of them, but they were already through the door leading out of the library. 
 
    There was a screech and then a scuffle, and by the time I caught up with the sisters, Helera had Dagwyn pinned on the ground, and the First Daughter held the vial of potion over her head as she straddled her sister.  
 
    “When will you learn to stop challenging me, little sis?” Helera teased as she dangled the potion back and forth.  
 
    “Never!” Dagwyn snarled, and she bucked her hips suddenly.  
 
    I watched like it was happening in slow motion. Helera’s eyes widened as her body flung forward. The priestess threw her arms up to break her fall, and in the process, the vial of potion went flying through the air.  
 
    I reached my hand out and caught the vial as it arced through the air while Helera tumbled out of the fall, and Dagwyn scrambled to her feet.  
 
    “Nice catch,” Dagwyn said breathlessly. “Hhhmmp--” 
 
    Helera tackled her twin before she could catch her breath, and the two sisters fell into a writhing ball of screaming and scratching. Normally, I would intervene, but I couldn’t risk the vials of truth potions breaking, so I shouted at the warring women to stop, but I might as well have been shouting down an empty levitating shaft. 
 
    Suddenly, a booming voice caused us all to freeze.  
 
    “Helera! Dagwyn! Fynn! Where the fuck are you?” 
 
    It was Mother Sevahtra’s voice, and she sounded pissed.  
 
    “Shit, shit, shit,” Dagwyn said as she scurried to her feet, and she reached a hand down to help her older sister up from the stone floor. “Mother was going to send Tryss because she thought she’d be faster, but I said I could get you two back fast. Fuuuuck.” 
 
    “It’s fine, we’ll just say the potion needed longer than it really did,” Helera said as she fixed her hair that had been tussled out of her long braid. She caught Dagwyn’s eye and then motioned to her nose, and Dagwyn reached a hand up and wiped the blood away.  
 
    Then both sisters rounded on me with a fiery look.  
 
    “And you’re not going to say anything,” Helera said sternly.  
 
    “Uh, duh, I don’t want my ear nicked,” I said, and I felt my ears flatten against my skull at just the thought of it.  
 
    “Okay, we’re supposed to meet them in the Banquet Hall, let’s go,” Dagwyn said, and she took off at a sprint down the stone staircase.  
 
    Helera and I followed, and I held my satchel close to my chest to prevent the bottles from rattling around and potentially breaking and spilling.  
 
    It didn’t take us long to burst through the doors to the Banquet Hall where Sevahtra was standing with Nodrin and Tryss. Sevahtra was impatiently tapping her foot against the stone floor, and she glowered at us as we approached.  
 
    “How many fucking times--” 
 
    “Sorry, Mother, it was the truth potion,” Helera blurted out breathlessly.  
 
    The First Daughter gestured to me, and I held up the satchel and gave it a gentle shake so Mother could hear the vials rattling around inside.  
 
    “It still had like fifteen minutes left when Dagwyn came to get us,” I said in an easy lie, and I reached in, pulled one of the vials out, and held it out for Sevahtra to inspect. “We couldn’t leave it, of course, and it came out perfectly. See?” 
 
    Mother took the vial from me and held it up to her crimson eyes. The powerful Matron turned the vial over in her hand to inspect it from all angles, and then she pulled the cork stopper out, raised the vial to her nose, and sniffed. Sevahtra gave a satisfied nod as she replaced the stopper in the vial and tucked it into the long sleeve of her robe. Then she held out her hand for the satchel with the other vials, and I handed it to her. Sevahtra took the satchel and passed it to Nodrin, who slung it across his shoulder and then tucked it into his robes. 
 
    “Satisfactory,” the Matron said, but then she glared down at the three of us. “That better have been the only reason you’re late. I told you I needed the potions, I didn’t tell you I needed Fynn to fuck you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mother,” the sisters chorused as they looked at me sheepishly.  
 
    “Fine,” Mother said as she waved a hand in our direction, and the sisters relaxed.  
 
    I sidled up next to Tryss and gave her a quick kiss, and then we all turned to Sevahtra to wait for instructions.  
 
    “Okay, we’re meeting the Zara in the Thoroughfare,” Sevahtra said when she had all of our attention. “I have a friend who is lending me the use of her shop for the meeting, since discretion is of the utmost importance, and we are not bringing a stranger into any of our Houses until we know their intentions.” 
 
    “Of course,” Helera said. The First Daughter was standing tall next to Mother with her feet shoulder-width apart, and she looked ready to take any order thrown her away.  
 
    I silently chuckled at Helera because she was obviously overcompensating for her play fight with her twin and being late as a result, but the First Daughter did seem more desperate to prove herself than she usually was. Maybe she felt threatened by the two new Matrons in our midst, even though her twin was the one who was more vocal about it.  
 
    “I will not be attending, of course,” Sevahtra went on, and there was a ripple of confusion in the group.  
 
    “Wait, what?” Dagwyn asked.  
 
    “You can’t risk it being a trap,” I said as I pieced it together, and I looked around at the group. “But you’re dressed for the Thoroughfare, so I take it you and Nodrin will be nearby?” 
 
    “Exactly,” Sevahtra said with a toothy smile. “Along with Helly and Daggy.” 
 
    “Wait, what!” Dagwyn thundered. “Why the fuck should Tryss get to go, and not me?” 
 
    “Because she’s a Zara,” I explained, but I kept my eyes on Sevahtra, who nodded along with me as I spoke. “She’ll be more likely to open up to another Zara.” 
 
    “Right again,” Mother said as her smile grew into a full grin.  
 
    “So, Tryss and I will question her alone, and hopefully she’ll feel less intimidated and like she’s with people on her level.” 
 
    “But she’s from an Upper House,” Dagwyn challenged. “She knows she’s not on our level, she’s already miles above our level.” 
 
    “Yes, but she’s talking about betraying not only her House, but all of the Upper Houses,” I continued. “That’s huge, no matter what House you’re from.” 
 
    “So, they get to do fucking everything?” Dagwyn asked as she crossed her arms over her chest in a huff. 
 
    “Relax, we’re just going to slip her the truth potion,” I said, and I raised my eyebrows at Sevahtra, who nodded in reply. “Then everyone gets to question her.” 
 
    “Whatever,” Dagwyn grumbled, and she dropped her eyes to her feet and kicked the stone ground.  
 
    The Second Daughter was pissed. But she’d get over it, and I knew she understood that Mother Sevahtra’s plan made sense.  
 
    “Come, we need to go,” Sevahtra said, and she took the lead while the rest of us followed her out of the hall and down the levitating shaft that led us to just outside the Thoroughfare.  
 
    The busy city center was bustling with its usual afternoon crowd, and we stopped at the end of an alley that would lead us into the throng of people. 
 
    “We’ll split up here, it’s best we don’t go together,” Sevahtra said in a low voice. “Va’ulvim, do you remember where Rilrae’s bakery is?” 
 
    The three sisters nodded. 
 
    “We’ll be using the back room of the building for the meeting, the Zara already knows where to go,” Sevahtra added. “And we’ll be waiting at the empty building at the end of the alley, which Rilrae also owns. Got it?” 
 
    Another round of nods. 
 
    “Good. Nodrin and I will approach from the north. Daggy and Helly, go south. Tryss and Fynn, approach from the east.” 
 
    “Yes, Mother,” we chorused.  
 
    “Go on, then,” Sevahtra said as she impatiently waved us away.  
 
    I grabbed Tryss’ hand, and we disappeared into the crowd first. I let Tryss take the lead since I’d never been to Rilrae’s bakery before, so I definitely didn’t know how to approach it from the east.  
 
    We pushed past carts of delicious-smelling food and sellers pushing their wares, and one sales-orc approached us with ropes of necklaces laced between his hands.  
 
    “Something for the lovely lady?” he rasped as he held up the beaded jewelry. “Only two silver pieces for you, your beauty is payment enough.” 
 
    “Piss off,” Tryss said as we shouldered past the overly friendly orc.  
 
    “Okay, one silver piece and a smile.” 
 
    Tryss gave the orc a rude hand gesture as she continued walking away, and I chuckled at the exchange.  
 
    “Aw, come on, I think you could’ve gotten him down to a bronze piece and a smile,” I teased.  
 
    “He’d be lucky to get a punch in the face off me,” Tryss scoffed.  
 
    “What about me? What can I get for a bronze piece and a smile?” 
 
    “Hmmmm,” Tryss said as her scarlet eyes swept up and down my body. “Blow job?” 
 
    “Sold!” 
 
    We threw our heads back in laughter, but then a duergar jostled past us and nearly knocked us into each other, so we refocused on the mission in front of us.  
 
    “Okay, where’s this bakery?” I asked.  
 
    “Just around the corner,” Tryss said as she gestured ahead of us.  
 
    Sure enough, we arrived at a darkened building a couple minutes later that had ‘Rilrae’s Bakery’ scrawled on a sign above the door.  
 
    “I see Rilrae got creative with the name,” I said with a nod at the sign.  
 
    “If you knew Rilrae, you’d know how appropriate it was,” Tryss chuckled, and then she gestured to a small alley that separated the bakery from its neighboring haberdashery shop. “The backway is through here.” 
 
    Tryss stepped into the alley first, and I rushed up behind her so I could cup her ass in my hands.  
 
    “And I thought the backway was through here,” I whispered in her ear, and my lover shuddered beneath my touch, stopped walking, and pushed her ass against my hands.  
 
    “Voids, Fynn, not the time!” The beautiful priestess attempted to give me a scolding look, but she failed, and her face broke into a smile as she swatted my shoulder playfully. “Save that for later, though, I’m going to need some attention later.” 
 
    “Gladly,” I said, and we continued down the rest of the alley until we reached the back of the darkened building.  
 
    Tryss stepped ahead to the back door, and then she bent down and whispered something to the doorknob. A second later, the doorknob twisted on its own, the door swung open, and Tryss stepped back with a satisfied smile and waved me into the back of the bakery.  
 
    “We’ve been coming to Rilrae’s since we were small children,” Tryss explained when I gave her a confused look. “She set up that secret password for us years ago, I’m almost surprised it’s still there, but again. If you knew Rilrae…” 
 
    “Then it would make sense,” I finished with a smile as I stepped into the dark building. Even though it wasn’t open for business, the smell of pastries and cakes permeated the walls, and I took a deep breath in to enjoy it.  
 
    “Mmmm, isn’t it wonderful? Reminds me of my childhood.” Tryss sighed as she joined my side, and she closed her eyes to breathe in deeply, too.  
 
    “Umm, hello?” 
 
    Tryss and I spun at the sound of the voice that came from the open doorway.  
 
    The Upper House Zara was standing in the doorway and peering into the room suspiciously. She wasn’t as tall as Tryss or me, but she wasn’t far off, and she wore a black robe with no House insignia. The hood of her robe was up, but I could see the ends of the three Zara braids sticking out over her shoulder. Her face was pointy but pretty, and her skin was a soft purple while her eyes were a deep maroon, but if I looked at her too closely, her face seemed to shimmer and shift slightly, and I knew immediately she was under a glamour.  
 
    “Hi, uh, ahem, hello,” Tryss said as she recovered from the embarrassment of being caught off guard. “You must be, um, the Zara, sorry, I don’t know your name?” 
 
    “That’s fine for now,” the Zara said as she squinted into the darkness, and her voice was laced with suspicion. “Who’s in there?” 
 
    “Just us,” Tryss said as she gestured between me and her. “Hang on, here.” 
 
    Tryss waved a hand over the far wall, and a row of candles suddenly lit up and cast an orange, flickering light in the room. Now that there was light, I could see we were in a small room off to the side of the kitchen, and it was empty except for a table and three chairs.  
 
    “Seat?” Tryss gestured to the chairs.  
 
    “Tryss,” the Zara said as she eyed Tryss’ braids. “Nice to see you again.” 
 
    “O-Oh, right, yeah, good to see you,” Tryss muttered. 
 
    “And you’re Fynn, the unknown male,” the glamoured Zara said as she turned her maroon gaze on me. 
 
    “I’d say there’s a lot down here who know me pretty well,” I said with a grin, and Tryss gave my shoulder a smack. “And your name is?” 
 
    “Thirza,” the Zara said as she held my gaze.  
 
    “No, it’s not,” I said as I peered into those intense maroon eyes. “But we can pretend it is for now, if that’s what you want.” 
 
    “Appreciate it,” Not-Thirza said stiffly, and she strode over to the table, pulled a chair out, and then turned to us with raised eyebrows.  
 
    Tryss and I hurried to the table and pulled out the other two chairs, and the three of us sat around the table looking at each other until Not-Thirza spoke.  
 
    “Thanks for meeting me,” the Zara said without a hint of emotion in her voice. 
 
    Something about the way she spoke made my bullshit senses start to tingle, and Drogu’s face floated in my mind’s eye, but I didn’t want to ruin the meeting before it had even started, so I kept my mouth shut for now.  
 
    “We understand you have something important to tell us,” Tryss said as she leaned forward in the glamoured Zara’s direction. 
 
    “I have something important to tell your Matron,” Not-Thirza corrected, and then she made a point of looking around the empty room. “So, I’m confused as to why she’s not here.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t be,” I said sternly. “You should know no Matron worth her salt is going to take a clandestine meeting with a self-proclaimed traitor. Considering you won’t even give us your real name, and you came in a glamour, she made the right call.” 
 
    The glamoured Zara stared at me for a beat, and then she drew a slow breath in and exhaled it even slower through her nose.  
 
    “I’ve heard you were quite lippy for a male, I guess the rumors were true,” Not-Thirza said. “I understand your Matron’s position, but this is life or death. Literally.” 
 
    “Well, whatever you say will be relayed to her exactly,” Tryss said, and she interlaced her fingers and rested them on the table in front of her. “I’m acting on behalf of my Mother, so you can tell me what you came to tell her.” 
 
    “Fine,” Not-Thirza said in the same bored voice she’d had since the meeting started.  
 
    There was definitely something off about this bitch. I tried to catch Tryss’ eye, but my lover seemed focused on what the Upper House Zara had to say.  
 
    “Soo…” Tryss prompted. 
 
    “So, there’s a war brewing, and I want to be on the right side of it,” Not-Thirza said, and she sat back in her chair with her arms crossed across her chest. “The Upper Houses are unstable, there is much fighting among them. And your Matron just took out two whole Houses by herself.” 
 
    Tryss opened her mouth to say something, but I cut in before she could. 
 
    “So?” I asked the glamoured Zara with a raised eyebrow. “What’s that got to do with you?” 
 
    “Like I said,” Not-Thirza continued with no emotion. “I want to be on the winning side. If Matron Sevahtra can accomplish what she has, I have a strong belief that her side would be the winning side.” 
 
    “You think one Matron of a House as low as Twenty-Six is more powerful than all of the Upper Houses combined?” I asked as my suspicions grew even more.  
 
    “No, I think a Matron and her illicit alliance could be more powerful than the remnants of the Upper Houses after they’ve been through a civil war,” Not-Thirza said coolly. 
 
    “And you’re willing to bet your life on that?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “It’s either that or be killed fighting in a war I never wanted to fight anyway!” Not-Thirza thundered as she smashed a fist on the table.  
 
    Tryss and I sat back in our chairs at the sudden display of emotion, and I suddenly felt a warm tingling near my ears.  
 
    “I mean, that makes sense,” I said with a nod, and Tryss shot me a surprised look, so I turned to my lover and grabbed her hand. “You would do the same thing, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Tryss said as she regarded me curiously and slid her hand out of mine, and then she turned back to Not-Thirza. “You realize that Mo-- um, our Matron won’t give you something for nothing? You’re going to have to reveal your true identity if you want an iota of trust from her.” 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s not possible,” the glamoured Zara said, and my ears suddenly went warm again.  
 
    “Of course, you need to protect yourself.” I nodded.  
 
    “Exactly,” Not-Thirza said. 
 
    “Fynn…” Tryss said quietly, and she gave me a weird look, so I reached for her hand again.  
 
    “Come on, Tryss, you would do the same, you know it,” I told her reassuringly. 
 
    “Something’s not right,” Tryss muttered as she pulled her hand away from mine again. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Not-Thirza and I chorused.  
 
    “Oh, fuck, no,” Tryss said, and she suddenly stood and pushed herself away from the table in the same motion. “What the fuck is going on?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked again, and I frowned at my unreasonable lover. “We’re just having a talk, don’t make it difficult. Why do you always make things so difficult?” 
 
    “Ex-fucking-cuse me?” Tryss demanded as her eyes darkened.  
 
    “Fynn’s right, you know,” Not-Thirza said as she raised an eyebrow at Tryss. “There’s no need to be so emotional.” 
 
    “Emotional? Who the fuck… what the…” A look of confusion passed over Tryss’ face, and then she looked between the glamoured Zara and me before she took her seat again. Her brow was still furrowed, but it quickly started to fade. “You’re… right, actually. Anyway, what were you saying? Upper Houses warring, joining us, yes, I mean, that sounds good to me. Fynn?” 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, that’s why we’re here, isn’t it?” I asked with a grin as I turned to Not-Thirza.  
 
    Or who was I to judge? Maybe her name really was Thirza. 
 
    Wait, no. That wasn’t right. Something weird was going on. 
 
    “So, you’ll take me to meet your Matron Mother, Sevahtra of Claden’Du?” Thirza or Not-Thirza said as she leaned over the table toward us.  
 
    “Sure! Come on, she’s just down the road.” Tryss pushed her chair away from the table. 
 
    “No,” I growled as I stood. “We aren’t going anywhere with--” 
 
    Suddenly, there was a loud bang as the door from the kitchen swung open, and Dagwyn crashed through it. Her hand was lifted high above her head, and the warrior rushed into the room and slammed her fist down on the back of the glamoured Zara’s neck, and Not-Thirza slumped down on the table, unconscious. 
 
    “Daggy!” Tryss shouted as she shot to her feet. 
 
    I also jumped to my feet, and as I did, it felt like my ears were suddenly submerged in something ice cold for a second. I shook my head vigorously to get the sensation off my skin and looked around at the scene in front of me, and then I turned to Dagwyn. 
 
    “Good thing you were here.” 
 
    “Seems like you were about to break out of it.” Daggy nodded at me. “Tryss was caught, though.” 
 
    “What… the fuck happened?” Tryss asked.  
 
    “You two were being mind fucked,” Dagwyn said as she glared down at the glamoured Zara’s inert body. “I heard you being all agreeable like ‘oh, I mean, yeah, that makes sense, here’s the fucking keys to Station Twenty-Six,’ so I knew I had to step in before you led her right to Mother and the rest.” 
 
    “I thought you were supposed to be with Mother and the rest,” Tryss grumbled as she crossed her arms across her chest.  
 
    “I was, but I insisted on coming here,” Dagwyn said with a proud smile. “And just as fucking well I did. She was using psionics against you two, you know.” 
 
    “Uuugggghhhh,” Tryss said as she rubbed her ears. “Fuck, Mother’s going to be furious.” 
 
    “No, she won’t, as long as we’ve got her,” Dagwyn said with a wave at the unconscious body. “But she’ll want to get to the bottom of this now. Let’s tie her up and get the others here.” 
 
    “Got it,” Tryss said, and the beautiful priestess disappeared and returned a minute later carrying a length of thick, heavy rope in her arms.  
 
    The three of us worked together, and within minutes, Not-Thirza was tied to the chair. Then Dagwyn ran out the back of the bakery and returned with the others after a couple of minutes. Sevahtra, Nodrin, and Helera filed into the room after Dagwyn, and they all circled around the small table.  
 
    “Not exactly what I had in mind, but not bad,” Sevahtra said with raised eyebrows when she saw the tied-up body. 
 
    “Psionics,” Tryss sighed. 
 
    “Dagwyn mentioned,” Sevahtra said, but her voice wasn’t angry. “Much more powerful priestesses than you have fallen prey to psionics, so do not be too hard on yourself. Are you both okay?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tryss grumbled, and then Mother turned to me, and I nodded. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said, and I reached up to touch my ears. “I’ve never had psionics used on me before.” 
 
    “Well, that’s now your next training module,” Mother said, and she looked to Nodrin, who gave her a deep nod. “You need to recognize the signs and learn how to fight it.” 
 
    “Oh, you can do that?” I asked in a surprised tone. 
 
    “You can,” Sevahtra said as she fixed me with a steady gaze, and I nodded as I understood that she meant I, in particular, had the power to fight it. 
 
    “Anywayyyy,” Dagwyn said as she kicked the chair where the unconscious body was.  
 
    “Right, anyway.” Sevahtra pulled the vial of truth potion out of her robe.  
 
    The powerful Matron stepped forward and tilted Not-Thirza’s head backward. Mother pulled the stopper out of the vial with her teeth, and she tipped the contents of the vial down the glamoured drow’s throat. Then she took a step back, spat the stopper out of her mouth, and gave us a wicked, toothy grin. 
 
    “Now, we find out the truth.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    There was a moment of silence while we all waited, but it didn’t take long for our captive to regain consciousness as she spluttered and coughed herself awake.  
 
    When she opened her eyes to look at us, she had a totally different face than when she’d walked into the bakery, and as I took in her true features, I thought that she might be the ugliest drow I’d ever seen.  
 
    Her face was pointy, like her glamoured one was, but this was pointier than I could imagine. Her nose also looked like it could cut glass, and her sharp teeth protruded from her lips. Her head lolled back and forth for a moment before she finally seemed to come to her senses, and she glanced around at us with a wild look in her eyes as her hood fell backward off her head.  
 
    “What the fuck?” the captive thundered as her eyes flashed in anger.  
 
    “Shut up,” Sevahtra said in a bored tone. “Do you know who I am?” 
 
    “Sevahtra Claden’Du,” the unglamoured drow spat, and I knew that was the truth potion taking effect, because the captive looked like she wanted to do anything but talk.  
 
    “And who are you?” Mother asked with a lifted eyebrow. 
 
    “S-s-s--” The woman was trying to fight the truth potion, and her face was twisted up in anger as she tried to stop her mouth from forming the words. “Schezalle T’ssarin.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Mother said with a grin as she spun a chair around to face the captive, and she sat in it and leaned toward Schezalle. “Now, what the fuck are you doing here?” 
 
    “I’m a spy,” Schezalle seethed as she glared at Mother Sevahtra with angry scarlet eyes. “Sent by the Council to gather information on Claden’Du and your plans.” 
 
    “So, not a Zara,” Dagwyn said, and she stepped forward and tugged at one of the captive’s braids. Then the Second Daughter pulled a small blade from her robes, poised it just under the braid, and shot Sevahtra a look. “Mother, may I?” 
 
    “Not yet, we need more information first,” Sevahtra said as she held up a hand to stop her headstrong Second Daughter. Then Sevahtra turned back to Schezalle. “What does the Council expect to find?” 
 
    “Your plans to take down the Upper Houses,” Schezalle said through gritted teeth. “And the mage origins of the male.” 
 
    “Oh, for fuck’s sake!” Sevahtra thundered as she rose to her feet and stormed away from the Council spy. Mother took a few deep breaths before she returned to her seat to face the spy again. “Were you expected to infiltrate my House?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Those cunts,” Mother said as she leaned back in her chair and drummed her fingers on the table, and I could see the gears turning behind her eyes. “What does the Council intend to do to the male if they were to find out he was of mage origin?” 
 
    Sevahtra’s eyes flickered to mine for a brief second before they returned to the spy.  
 
    “Execute him,” the spy grunted. “Eventually. First, they’d experiment on him, of course.” 
 
    Tryss let out a small gasp and stepped closer to me, while the other two sisters shot me worried looks.  
 
    “Tell me what the Council’s plans were with you,” Mother said.  
 
    “Uggghhh,” Schezalle groaned as she tried to fight the truth potion, but Helera had done a good job. It was too strong to resist. “I was to… infiltrate the House, like you said, in order to gain your trust so you would share your takedown plans with me. I was also sent to observe the male in hopes of seeing his mage origin with my own eyes. I was to set up weekly meetings with Station Twenty-Six, after which I would report back to the Council with my findings.” 
 
    “Okay,” Mother said as she nodded thoughtfully, and then she rose from her seat slowly and pointed at Dagwyn. “You keep watch over the spy, everyone else, follow me.” 
 
    “Got it,” Dagwyn said, and she moved to the side of the spy and stood threateningly over her, with her legs spread wide and her arms crossed over her chest.  
 
    Sevahtra moved gracefully across the room and out of the door, and the rest of us followed while she led us through to the kitchen area of the bakery. Once we were on the other side of the kitchen, away from the door that Dagwyn and the spy were behind, she spun to face us, and her eyes flashed with anger.  
 
    “You know, I had no plans of taking down the Upper Houses before they started with all this fucking bullshit,” Mother seethed. “But now I’m going to make it my fucking priority to take those bitches down.” 
 
    “Let’s fucking do it,” Tryss growled as she laid a protective hand on my elbow.  
 
    “We need to play this right, though,” I interjected. “We need to let the Council think they’ve successfully infiltrated us, or they’ll just keep sending spies. Or worse. Nodrin can use his mind magic to convince her that the plans are working as they are supposed to, right?” 
 
    “I believe he can,” Mother said with a nod, and then her eyes slid to Nodrin.  
 
    “I’ll do what I can.” Nodrin bowed his head.  
 
    “Good,” Mother said. “I like Fynn’s plan. Nodrin can use psionics on the spy. We’ll alter her memory so she thinks this meeting was successful, and she can report back to the Council that all went according to plan.” 
 
    “But…” I said slowly. “We’re going to have to meet with her weekly like the Council expects us to? Otherwise, they’ll get suspicious, but we can use those meetings to find out what the spy knows from the Council.”  
 
    “It is very smart.” Mother nodded at me, and I could see her fighting a smirk. “You continue to surprise me with your cleverness.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I nodded thoughtfully, and then I turned to Helera with a grin. “You might have to make more truth potions.” 
 
    “Good thing we made plenty this time round,” Helera said as she lifted her chin proudly.  
 
    “We should have enough for the time being.” Sevahtra lifted a finger to her chin and tapped lightly. “The Council is really up our asses, so we’re going to have to be careful with our plans to consolidate resources. I’m going to need to speak to the other Matrons about this, and fast. I believe Mizzy and Breena were planning to take some hybrids out today to gather some new chattel.” 
 
    “We can handle the spy if you need to go do that,” I said, and I looked to Nodrin, who nodded in confirmation.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Mother asked as she looked between us. 
 
    “Yeah, I actually got to try out some psionics the other night,” I said with a grin. “So I’d like to see Nodrin in action.” 
 
    “Did you now?” the wizard asked me with raised eyebrows. “Maybe we can get you working on this spy, then.” 
 
    “As long as it works,” Mother said with a warning tone in her voice. “I appreciate that Fynn needs to practice, but we can’t fuck this up. The psionics need to be powerful and effective, because it needs to last for a week until we meet with the spy again, and then we can top up the mind magick.” 
 
    “Yes, Mother,” I said with a deep nod of my head.  
 
    “Good, in that case, you four get back in there.” Sevahtra gestured at the door. “I need to go catch the other Matrons up to speed. Make sure that bitch is fully under our spell before we send her back to the Council.” 
 
    “Oh, we will,” Tryss said with a murderous look in her eye.  
 
    I knew my lover was upset about the Council’s willingness to execute me, but I also knew Sevahtra, the rest of Claden’Du, and our allies wouldn’t let that happen.  
 
    “Make it fast,” Sevahtra said, and then she waved at us as she disappeared into the darkness at the front of the bakery.  
 
    The rest of us turned to face each other when Mother was gone, and everyone looked at me expectantly. 
 
    “So, you tried psionics?” Nodrin asked with a twinkle in his eye.  
 
    “Um, yeah, just, like, for a second,” I said as I rubbed the back of my head. “Down by the lake with Sashti. I read The State of Psionics already, and Sashti enhanced my ether with her moon magick, so I thought I’d give it a try. Um, is that okay?” 
 
    “Of course.” Nodrin grinned. “I thought you would’ve waited for me since it is my specialty after all, but that’s just fine. How did you find it?” 
 
    “Odd,” I admitted. “I didn’t really get the hang of it, but I did get into Sashti’s mind for a moment.” 
 
    “Really?” Helera asked with her head cocked. “What was that like?” 
 
    “Busy.”  
 
    “Sounds right,” Helera chuckled.  
 
    “Like Sevvy said, we’ll let you practice on the spy some, but…” Nodrin trailed off. 
 
    “The mission is more important than my Wizard training at the moment, I understand.” I nodded.  
 
    “I knew you would,” the wizard said with a smile. Then he waved his hand at the door behind us. “Come, let’s relieve Daggy from her guard duty.” 
 
    We turned and filed back into the room, where the Second Daughter was still standing menacingly over the captive spy.  
 
    “Where’s Mother?” Dagwyn frowned as she looked around at us.  
 
    “Other business to attend to,” Nodrin said, and then he gestured Dagwyn to his side and whispered the plan to her.  
 
    While that was happening, Schezalle glowered at me.  
 
    “What?” I asked the bug-eyed captive.  
 
    “You’re very sexy, and I want you to fuck me,” the spy said begrudgingly. “I’m fertile right now.” 
 
    “Oookay, so I guess the truth potion is still working,” I snickered and turned to Tryss, who was now glowering at Schezalle.  
 
    “You dumb bitch,” Tryss hissed, and she raised a hand to strike our captive, but I grabbed her wrist before she could land it.  
 
    “We can’t send her back to the Council with any injuries,” I said as I released her wrist near her side. “Or they’ll know something is up. That’s why Mother didn’t let Daggy cut her braids earlier.” 
 
    “You’re lucky,” Tryss spat at the ugly drow. “If it were up to me, I’d chop off your head and put it on a pike as a warning to the Council.” 
 
    “Well, then the Council would arrange to have your whole family slain, blame it on your illicit alliances to absolve themselves of the guilt, and then execute the other members of your alliance,” Schezalle said as if she was dreadfully bored with the conversation. “Except the male. He’d be taken in for the experiments first, then he’d be killed. Though, judging by the sight of him, he’d be passed around as a sex slave for the Matron Council first.” 
 
    “I could get on board with the sex slave thing,” I said as I jokingly stroked my chin and pretended to consider it, but Tryss slapped my shoulder.  
 
    “Don’t even joke,” Tryss pouted. “I can’t stand to think of you being passed around by those cunts.” 
 
    “Sorry, babe, you know I only want to be your sex slave,” I said, and I grabbed my lover by the waist and pulled her in close.  
 
    “You’re a strange male,” Schezalle said as she watched the interaction.  
 
    “Oh, damn, said under the truth potion, it must be true,” I sighed.  
 
    “Anyway,” Nodrin said pointedly, and I looked over to see he was done speaking to Dagwyn, so I knew it was time for the psionics to start. “Girls, if you could step out, please. Fynn and I have some work to do.” 
 
    “We’ll be right outside the door,” Dagwyn said. Then she made a move like she was going to strike the spy. The captive drow flinched, and Dagwyn let out a satisfied laugh before she motioned for her sisters to follow her out the door.  
 
    “Be safe,” Tryss said, and she gave me a kiss on the cheek as she passed.  
 
    Then all three sisters left the room, so it was just Nodrin, the spy, and me.  
 
    “I’d like to see what you practiced with the psionics,” Nodrin said calmly as if we had all the time in the world and didn’t have a spy sitting right in front of us who wanted to infiltrate and then execute our House.  
 
    “O-Oh, well, like I said before, it really wasn’t much.” I cleared my throat as I avoided Nodrin’s gaze. “I really didn’t know what I was doing, I just figured I’d try under the moonlight, you know.” 
 
    “Tell me what you did,” Nodrin said with infinite patience.  
 
    “Well, I followed what the book said, so I started by gazing deep into Sashti’s pupils,” I explained. “And I opened my ether up just a little bit, so it had Sashti’s moon influence, and then her… thoughts just flooded in my brain. But I couldn’t make sense of any of them, they were all jumbled together, and it was really confusing, so I closed my ether again, and then that was it.” 
 
    “That is fantastic, Fynn,” Nodrin said with a grin.  
 
    “Really?” I asked as I cocked my head. “But I didn’t really do anything.” 
 
    “On the contrary, getting into someone’s head on the first try at psionics is an ability beyond any I’ve ever seen,” the wizard commented.  
 
    “Oh, w-well, that’s good, then,” I said, and I couldn’t help but stand up straighter with pride. 
 
    “This makes you even more suspicious to the Council, you know,” Schezalle interjected as she watched me with a deep frown. 
 
    “Well, it’s a good thing they’re never going to know about any of this,” Nodrin said, and there was an edge to his voice I had never heard before.  
 
    The wizard waved a hand in front of the spy’s face, and I watched as her eyes went blank, and her jaw slack. Then she shook her head vigorously and looked between Nodrin and me with a confused expression on her pointy face.  
 
    “What?” Schezalle asked. 
 
    I glanced at Nodrin because I was equally as confused about what had just happened, and he shot me a wink as if to say ‘check this out.’ 
 
    “What was the last thing Fynn just said?” the wizard asked the spy. 
 
    “Ummm…” She cocked her head in thought. “Something like ‘oh, damn, said under the truth potion, so it must be true.’” 
 
    Nodrin shot me a satisfied look, and I raised my eyebrows and leaned into him. 
 
    “You erased her memory?” I asked in a low voice.  
 
    “Just that part of it,” Nodrin replied. “Don’t worry, you’re going to get a chance to practice. We have the perfect subject for you to practice on.” 
 
    “Wait,” Schezalle interjected and began to struggle against her restraints. “You’re not using me to practice psionics on!” 
 
    “And what do you intend to do about it?” Nodrin asked the spy with raised eyebrows.  
 
    “I-I, umm,” Schezalle spluttered.  
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Nodrin said dismissively, and then the wizard turned back to me. “Okay, so you got the eye contact down, well done. Do you remember what else you need to do? If you only wanted to get into someone’s thoughts.” 
 
    “Umm…” I squinted as I tried to recall. “Eye contact, open ether, aaaand… ummmm.” 
 
    “Ears?” Nodrin suggested.  
 
    “Ears!” I said, and I slapped a palm against my forehead. “Is that why I couldn’t sort out Sashti’s thoughts the first time? Because I forgot to position my ears upright?” 
 
    “Possibly, but I’d need to see it,” Nodrin said, and he gestured to the spy. “Hopefully you don’t break her brain when you are in there thrashing around like a drunk siring lizard.” 
 
    “No!” Schezalle objected, but Nodrin silenced her with an evil glare.  
 
    “Okay, let’s start with basic mind reading,” the wizard said. “Just get in there and see if you can sort the thoughts out, like you couldn’t with Sashti.” 
 
    “Okay.” I nodded, and I ran through Nodrin’s breathing technique quickly as I positioned myself directly in front of the spy. Then I squared my stance, shook out the nervous energy, and gazed deep into the captive’s eyes.  
 
    For like a second. 
 
    Then the bitch squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head vigorously back and forth.  
 
    “You’re not practicing mind magick on me for the first time!” the spy hissed. “That can scramble a brain if it’s done wrong, I won’t let you use me to practice.” 
 
    “I fail to comprehend why you think you have a choice in any of this,” Nodrin said sharply. Then he reached a hand out and traced a finger down the spy’s face. “I can force your eyes open if that’s what you prefer.” 
 
    “I wish I could flay you alive,” Schezalle spat.  
 
    “Damn, that truth potion doesn’t hold anything back.” I whistled.  
 
    “But you will cooperate, or I will make you, understand?” Nodrin pressed the spy.  
 
    “Fine,” she seethed as she bared her teeth. 
 
    Nodrin stepped back and gestured for me to continue, so I reset my stance, took another deep breath, and then turned my eyes back to the spy’s. This time, she didn’t shut them, but she glared at me angrily as I began the psionics. 
 
    First, I opened up my ether enough so I could feel the magickal energy flowing through me. Then I fixed my gaze deep into the spy’s scarlet eyes, and I made sure I pointed my ears up.  
 
    Like… antenna. 
 
    The word came to me from nowhere, and an image came into my mind where my weird pale hands from another life adjusted two long stick-like things called antenna. When the antenna moved, an image flickered below them, but it disappeared when the antenna moved again. 
 
    I pulled myself out of my thoughts, but something clicked in my drow mind. My ears were kind of acting like antennas while I practiced psionics, so I’d have to keep that in mind when I had the spy’s thoughts in mine. I positioned my ears so they were sticking upright, and then I opened my ether up even more.  
 
    As soon as I opened up my ether that little bit more, the thoughts came. Much like before with Sashti, the thoughts flooded my mind, and I couldn’t make any sense of them.  
 
    “Breathe, Fynn,” I heard Nodrin say, but it sounded like he was a million miles away.  
 
    I took the wizard’s advice, though, and I slowed my breathing down while the thoughts continued to flood my mind. I remembered about the antenna, and I twitched my ears around until I got a good signal.  
 
    Suddenly, Schezalle’s thoughts quieted in my mind, and I could hear individual ones.  
 
    They better not scramble my brain. 
 
    When was the last time I ate? 
 
    That male has a huge member. Fuck, I want him to pour his seed into me so I get pregnant. 
 
    I turned to face Nodrin in surprise, and as soon as I looked away, the spy’s thoughts disappeared from my mind.  
 
    “Ah, shit,” I said, and I slapped my forehead in frustration.  
 
    “That’s okay,” Nodrin said with a smile. “You got somewhere, though, didn’t you?” 
 
    “I could definitely hear the individual thoughts,” I said with a nod, and then I turned to the spy with a grin and gestured to my crotch. “Thank you, by the way, it is huge.” 
 
    “I can tell,” Schezalle sighed.  
 
    “That’s good progress,” Nodrin said in an encouraging tone. “Get in there again and see if you can sort them out faster.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, and I turned back to the spy and prepared myself once more.  
 
    When I was in Schezalle’s mind again, the thoughts flooded into mine, but they came slower and less jumbled this time. I adjusted my ears, and the words rang out clearly in my mind.  
 
    The wizard needs to trim his beard. 
 
    Why does my left tit hurt? 
 
    Seriously, his cock is huge. Would feel so good spreading me open.  
 
    Shit, what time is it? The Council expects me back soon. 
 
    This time, I broke eye contact intentionally and turned back to Nodrin. 
 
    “We have to be fast, the Council expects her back soon,” I told the wizard. 
 
    “Shit,” Nodrin said as he stepped forward, so I stepped back to make room for him, and the wizard shot me an apologetic look. “In the interest of time, I’ll have to take over from here.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said with a nod, and I took another step back to give him more space.  
 
    “But this will be useful for your training, so watch carefully,” Nodrin informed me before he turned back to the captured spy. “When are you expected back at the Council?” 
 
    “In half an hour,” Schezalle said in a clipped tone.  
 
    “Okay, first matter of business.” Nodrin raised his hand over the spy’s face and then turned to look at me. “I’m going to remove any memory she has of you practicing psionics on her, just for your safety.” 
 
    “But won’t you have to remove all of these memories since we captured her anyway?” I asked with a frown. 
 
    “Yes, but the brain works in layers,” Nodrin explained. “We don’t entirely remove or erase memories, what we do is bury them too deeply for them to be reached. I’m going to bury your psionic practice first, then I’m going to alter the other memories so Schezalle here can report back to the Council that our meeting went wonderfully. Now, stand back and watch the magick happen.” 
 
    I took one more step back and then watched eagerly as Nodrin started to use his psionics on the spy. Of course, psionics was Nodrin’s specialty, and he was an experienced wizard, so he didn’t need to go through the routines that I did to prepare. 
 
    Nodrin waved a hand over Schezalle’s pointy face, and she went slack jawed and wide-eyed like before. She snapped out of it a moment later, and I knew the memory of me practicing on her had been erased. Or buried. Whatever. 
 
    Once the spy seemed to recover, she looked around at us with a blank stare, and Nodrin winked at me before he went back to work.  
 
    The wizard gazed into Schezalle’s eyes and waved his hand over her face again, but this time slower, and when he reached her forehead, he stopped and placed his hand on top of her skull.  
 
    As soon as Nodrin touched the spy, her head whipped back like she was in pain, and her eyes went a cloudy white while light flashed behind them. Nodrin kept his hand on her forehead while he muttered quietly, and sparks flew from his fingertips as Schezalle’s eyes moved rapidly back and forth under their milky-white sheen. 
 
    Suddenly, the spy’s body started to seize violently in the chair.  
 
    “What the…” I muttered, and I had to fight the urge to take a step forward.  
 
    Then, just as suddenly, the wizard pulled his hand away, and Schezalle stopped seizing, raised her head, and blinked like nothing had happened.  
 
    “So, we’ll see you back here for the meeting next week,” Nodrin said cheerfully, and he discretely waved a hand so her restraints fell away. “Same time and place? Sevahtra will be in attendance next week, her apologies again that she couldn’t make it today.” 
 
    “Okay,” Schezalle said as she rose to her feet. She nodded at the wizard and turned to nod at me, and then she exited through the back of the bakery.  
 
    “Whoa,” I whispered, and I watched the spy disappear before I turned back to Nodrin. “That was amazing. What did you do?” 
 
    “What we talked about,” the wizard replied. “I buried the memories since we accosted her and then replaced them with a memory of an agreeable meeting. So, she’ll be reporting back to the Council that she doesn’t have any new information yet, but she has an in with Sevahtra, and we’ll have weekly meetings with her, where I’ll top up the psionics.” 
 
    “And I’ll be able to do that?” I asked, and I looked down at my hands and flexed my fingers. “Bury memories and replace them with other ones?”  
 
    “Fynn, I expect your psionic skills will far surpass mine with the right time and training,” Nodrin said sagely.  
 
    “Really?” I asked as I looked up at the wizard eagerly. “Like how?” 
 
    “Reading minds is the easiest level of psionics, as you know,” Nodrin said. “You’re already showing an aptitude for that, so it won’t take long for you to master. Burying memories is the next step, and then replacing memories with manufactured ones is considered quite impressive psionics, if I do say so myself.” 
 
    “It was incredible to watch,” I agreed as I bobbed my head enthusiastically. 
 
    “Thank you, Fynn, but I expect you’ll surpass my abilities there soon enough.” The wizard chuckled.  
 
    “So, what’s the step after that?” I asked.  
 
    “Mind control.” Nodrin smiled.  
 
    “Fuck, really?” I asked. “I guess I haven’t read that book yet.” 
 
    “No, like I said, it’s quite advanced magick, so it wouldn’t be in the beginner’s psionics book.” Nodrin shook his head. “It won’t be long until you’re at that level, though, that was very impressive work with reading her thoughts clearly.” 
 
    Before I could answer, there was a knock on the door, and we spun to see Dagwyn standing in the doorway with an angry look on her face.  
 
    “Sorry to break up the party, boys, but did you forget about us out there?” the Second Daughter asked as she glanced around the otherwise empty room. “I guess you’re done with the spy?” 
 
    “Yes, get your sisters, we’re going back to Claden’Du,” Nodrin said with an apologetic smile.  
 
    “Can I practice more?” I asked as Dagwyn disappeared again. “Tonight, I mean, I really want to see how far I can go.” 
 
    “I’m happy to oversee any practice you’d like to do, but you’ll need to find someone who will let you practice on them,” the wizard replied.  
 
    “Practice what?” Tryss asked as she skipped into the room and joined my side, followed by her other two sisters. My purple-skinned lover stood on her tiptoes to give me a kiss, and then she leaned her head against my shoulder. “How did it go with the spy?” 
 
    “She is all sorted, we’ve got her on her way back to the Council with a new memory in place,” I said before I looked at Tryss curiously.  
 
    “What?” she giggled.  
 
    “I was just wondering if you’d like to help me practice,” I said.  
 
    “Of course! What do you need to practice?” Tryss looked up at me with excited eyes.  
 
    “Better not be potions,” Helera pouted.  
 
    “Um, or sword training,” Dagwyn interjected.  
 
    “Neither of those.” I grinned as I looked down at Tryss. “Psionics.” 
 
    “Oooooh,” the sisters chorused.  
 
    “You want to read my thoughts?” Tryss asked as she shot me a sexy wink. “They’re pretty filthy.” 
 
    “I already know that.” I smirked. “But I need to practice all of it. Nodrin will be there to help me. What do you say?” 
 
    “Sure,” Tryss purred and walked her fingers up my chest. “I love having you inside me, I’m sure I’ll love having you inside my brain, too.” 
 
    “Great,” I said, and I turned to Nodrin. “I found a volunteer.” 
 
    “So I see,” Nodrin chuckled. “Okay then, Station Thirty for us, we’ll go to the dungeons to practice. Helly, Daggy, you can report back to Sevvy and let her know about the spy.” 
 
    “Hey,” Tryss said, and her eyes suddenly lit up. “I wonder if it’s still here.” 
 
    Tryss spun on her heel and pushed through the door that I knew led to the kitchen, and I quickly followed her. When I crossed the doorway, Tryss was busy pushing one of the ovens to the side. 
 
    “Uhh, babe… what are you doing?” I asked as I looked on in confusion. 
 
    “Hang on,” Tryss said before she managed to push the oven away from the wall, and then she hopped back and squealed in delight. “Oh, good, it’s still here.” 
 
    I joined Tryss’ side and smiled when I saw the teleportation pad.  
 
    “Excellent,” I said, and I turned to Tryss’ excited face. “Where does this take us?” 
 
    “Right to Twenty-Six,” Tryss said proudly. “Mother and Rilrae set it up when we were just kids so we could easily get between the two.” 
 
    “Is that good for everyone?” I asked as the others joined us. 
 
    “I forgot about this,” Helera said with a smile. “Let’s do it.” 
 
    We used the teleportation pad in pairs. Tryss and I went first, and we waited for the others. Once we had all landed in the dungeons of Twenty-Six, Nodrin told the two eldest daughters what they should tell Mother, and then Nodrin, Tryss, and I made our way over to the dungeons of Station Thirty, which was now my designated training area.  
 
    The last time I was here, Sashti was lurking in the dungeons. The Aseni woman was nowhere to be found now, but Krondorl, the spider hybrid, was still hanging out in his favorite dungeon.  
 
    Krondorl rushed to greet me when I walked in. He climbed up my leg and threw himself in my arms, and I gave him lots of pets while I explained his presence to Nodrin and Tryss. The furry, floppy-eared hybrid greeted Tryss and Nodrin enthusiastically, and then I put him down and told him we’d be busy working and not to get in the way. He spun around my legs twice before he scurried to the corner and settled in to watch.  
 
    “Okay, so what’s the plan?” Tryss asked as she excitedly bounced on the balls of her feet.  
 
    “Fynn, I want you to start with the mind reading,” Nodrin instructed. “I won’t be opening my ether or giving you any tips, I just want to observe. I will step in if things start to go awry, but I trust you can handle this for now.” 
 
    “Great,” I said with a nod.  
 
    “What do I need to do?” Tryss asked.  
 
    “Just be receptive to Fynn’s probing,” Nodrin said.  
 
    “No different than usual, then.” The lavender-skinned woman smiled.  
 
    “And keep your eyes open,” Nodrin added.  
 
    “You got it,” Tryss said, and she opened her eyes wide and looked at me.  
 
    “Thanks, babe.” I chuckled and then stood in front of her and gazed into her eyes while I opened my ether. I pointed my ears in the direction of Tryss’ face, and to my surprise, her thoughts were in my mind almost instantly. 
 
    Ugh, I wanna fuck Fynn right now. 
 
    It’s a little cold in here.  
 
    When will Mother let Fynn breed me? 
 
    “Whoa,” I said as I blinked, and Tryss’ thoughts disappeared from my mind. Then I turned to Nodrin. “That was wayyy faster than before.” 
 
    “Yes, I suspected this might be the case.” Nodrin nodded. “Since you and Tryss have a certain, ah, connection, it makes sense you’d have an easier time getting into her mind. The thoughts you heard, were they about you?” 
 
    “Mostly,” I said as I studied my grinning lover. “But not all of them.” 
 
    “That’s because you occupy most of my thoughts,” Tryss sighed as she shot me a loving look.  
 
    “That is very sweet, but we’re going to need you to think about something else,” Nodrin said to the Zara. “Fynn needs a challenge, so I want you to drum up some thoughts that have nothing to do with Fynn.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Tryss said, and she screwed up her face in concentration. “Okay, I’ve got it. Let’s go.” 
 
    We repeated the process, and Tryss’ thoughts still came into my mind easily, even though they weren’t about me. 
 
    We did a good job cleaning up Station Thirty. 
 
    Does Daggy still have that dress I loaned her? 
 
    Mmm, Fynn looks good, shit, no, sorry, no Fynn thoughts.  
 
    I wonder if I’ll get any weird pregnancy cravings. Wait, does this count as a Fynn thought? 
 
    Ummm. 
 
    I broke eye contact and grinned at my sexy lover.  
 
    “Sorry,” Tryss chuckled when she recovered from me probing her mind. “I tried to keep you out of my mind, it’s just so hard.” 
 
    “That’s okay, there were definitely some thoughts in there that weren’t about me,” I said, and I turned to the wizard. “Same as last time. They came to me easily, and I could sort through them quickly.” 
 
    “Good.” Nodrin nodded. “Your psionic abilities are just as advanced as your arachnomancer ones, so you’re starting with a leg up. Let’s move on to the next level.” 
 
    “Erasing a memory?” I asked the wizard.  
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “Umm,” I said as I peered into my lover’s eyes. I could see her soul behind her eyes, like her intelligent and caring nature. “Are you sure I’m ready? I don’t want to fuck with Tryss’ mind.” 
 
    “We’ll make it easy,” Nodrin assured me, and he stepped forward so he was in Tryss’ view. Then the wizard did the silliest looking dance I’d ever seen. He shook his hips wildly in a circle while his arms waved around the air, and his head moved back and forth so fast, his beard was a blur of wiry white while it whipped back and forth. After a moment, he stopped suddenly and grinned at me. “Erase that from her memory.” 
 
    “Oh, my voids, please do not erase that,” Tryss gasped, and she threw her hands over her mouth and devolved into a fit of giggles. “Please, erase anything else, but not that.” 
 
    “The fresher the memory, the easier it is to erase,” Nodrin explained as he stepped back so he was out of Tryss’ eyeline. “You won’t have to probe deeply for it.” 
 
    “Okay, and what do I do when I have it?” I asked the wizard as I prepared myself to dip back into Tryss’ mind.  
 
    “You’ll know,” Nodrin said vaguely. “But remember what I said before. You’re not erasing the memory, you’re…” 
 
    “Burying it,” I finished for the wizard, and I turned to him again with a look of concern. “You’re sure I’m not going to fuck up her brain?” 
 
    “If it was anyone else, I’d be worried that would happen,” Nodrin said calmly. “But you’re special, Fynn. I trust you can do this.” 
 
    “Okay.” I nodded and turned back to my waiting lover. Nodrin’s confidence in me did help, so I squared my stance and gazed into Tryss’ mind again.  
 
    Her thoughts came to me instantly.  
 
    Is that really how Nodrin dances? Or was that just so Fynn could erase the memory? 
 
    I grinned at the thought and then delved deeper into her brain.  
 
    As I delved deeper, the snippets of thoughts were replaced with flashes of memory. A memory of Tryss and me in the throes of lovemaking floated by, but I didn’t want to mess with that one. A second later, the flash of Nodrin’s dancing was there. I reached out with my mind, but the memory slipped away, and I shook my head in frustration, which caused me to break the eye contact.  
 
    “You almost had it,” Nodrin said from behind me.  
 
    I turned to face him, and the wizard was nodding encouragingly. 
 
    “Are you… in her mind with me?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes. Try again, you almost had it. Go, fast.” 
 
    I faced Tryss again and dove back in while the memory of Nodrin dancing was still at the surface. Sure enough, it was right there, so I reached out with my mind, and this time it didn’t slip away. 
 
    Bury it, Nodrin’s voice whispered in my mind.  
 
    Suddenly, Tryss’ other memories started to spin rapidly in front of my mind’s eye, and I instinctively understood what I needed to do. It was like my mind was holding on to the memory of Nodrin I needed to bury in one mind-hand while the other mind-hand flipped through the rest of her memories, and it was up to me to make sure the dancing memory stayed hidden.  
 
    I needed to make sure it was buried deep enough that it wouldn’t accidentally resurface. The memories moved through my mind’s eye with rapid speed, and I waited and waited and waited. 
 
    Until it was time. 
 
    When I felt it was deep enough, I stuck the memory between a memory of Mother Sevahtra from when Tryss was a baby and a flash of image from the womb. Those memories were so deep, there was no chance of them slipping to the front of Tryss’ mind.  
 
    When I was done, I extracted myself from Tryss’ mind, and she shook her head back and forth as she recovered from my probing.  
 
    “Tryskaylan, can you copy the dance I did?” Nodrin asked the priestess.  
 
    “Um, what?” Tryss asked with a confused look on her face.  
 
    “Excellent,” Nodrin said as he turned to me with a grin on his face. “I knew you could do it.” 
 
    “Wait, what happened?” Tryss asked, and she looked between Nodrin and me with excitement in her eyes. “Did Nodrin dance? I missed it? I’m so confused.” 
 
    “You didn’t miss it, I buried it,” I said, and I wore my own proud grin on my face.  
 
    “Really?” Tryss’ eyes were wide with excitement. “You buried a memory on your first try?” 
 
    “Well, technically second, but yep.” I smirked proudly. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Tryss breathed. 
 
    “It is indeed,” Nodrin said with a smile.  
 
    “But I kind of want to see your dance now…” Tryss grinned. 
 
    “Not in a million years,” Nodrin said. “I might have to get in there and erase it from Fynn’s memory, too.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” I laughed and lifted my hands as if to ward him off.  
 
    “Fine, I’ll leave it for now,” the wizard sighed. “It’ll be good to practice defensive psionics later. But for now, I want you to practice the next step.” 
 
    “You don’t mean… mind control?” I asked. “Am I ready for that already?” 
 
    “Normally, I’d say fuck, no, of course,” Nodrin said. “But for you, Fynn, I think we can get there today.” 
 
    The wizard quickly explained the mechanics of mind control, which required me to go a level deeper in Tryss’ mind. It sounded intense, but Nodrin assured me that he would be in there with me, and he wouldn’t let anything happen that would compromise the integrity of Tryss’ mental capabilities.  
 
    Once the pep talk was over and everyone was prepared, I dove back into Tryss’ mind.  
 
    My lover’s brain was becoming familiar, and at this point I could wade through her thoughts and memories with ease. Controlling her movements required a deeper foray into her beautiful brain, so that’s where I went. I searched the reaches of her mind until I found it.  
 
    Where I needed to be.  
 
    I couldn’t explain where I was in her mind, but I knew this was where Nodrin told me to be. I could feel Tryss in here, but I could feel her from a primal level. I could predict the beat of her heart, and I knew when she would blink and breathe. This was where I needed to be.  
 
    I think you should jump up and down. 
 
    I whispered the thought into the deep crevices of Tryss’ mind, and then I watched as her body jumped up and down. 
 
    I immediately pulled myself out of Tryss’ mind and looked to Nodrin, and the wizard clapped his hands together while he gave me a proud smile.  
 
    “Amazing work, Fynn!” 
 
    “Thanks.” I grinned as I shuffled my weight between my feet.  
 
    “What happened?” Tryss asked as she shook her head and looked at me curiously. “Did you do it?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “Really?” Tryss looked at Nodrin, who nodded in confirmation. Then she jumped up and down on her own and let out a squeal of delight. “Oh, I knew you’d be able to! Do it again.” 
 
    “Yes, Fynn, let’s do it again, but stay in there after the command,” Nodrin instructed as he gestured to Tryss’ eyes. “And try a series of commands.” 
 
    “Got it,” I said.  
 
    Tryss and I prepared ourselves again, and then I dove in. I found where I needed to be quicker than the last time, and I whispered another command.  
 
    Spin around in a circle. 
 
    I watched Tryss’ body obey the command, but I didn’t pull out.  
 
    Now jump. 
 
    Tryss dutifully jumped into the air, and I felt my corporeal body grin. 
 
    Squeeze your tits. 
 
    Tryss’ hands went to her chest, and she squeezed a handful of each perfect breast.  
 
    I wanted to push it more, so I figured I’d try a more complex command.  
 
    Get me a spider from the corner.  
 
    To my amazement, Tryss’ body moved across the room, and from the outside, it looked like she was fully in control of her movements as she stepped into the corner and held her hand out. A second later, she spun around and walked toward me with her hand outstretched.  
 
    I held out my body’s hand, and Tryss dropped a spider into it with a grin.  
 
    Finally, I pulled out of her mind and met Nodrin’s gaze again, and the wizard was smiling like I’d just toppled the Upper Houses on my own.  
 
    “I knew it,” Nodrin said.  
 
    “What?” Tryss and I chorused. 
 
    “You are blessed,” Nodrin said with a shake of his head. “It’s almost too hard to believe how talented you are. That level of psionics takes years to accomplish.” 
 
    “Really? What did you do?” Tryss asked me.  
 
    I explained to my lover how I controlled her, and she got more excited with each word.  
 
    “It was unlike anything I’ve ever seen,” Nodrin added when I finished speaking.  
 
    “Fynn, we need to talk to Mother straight away,” Tryss said, and her tone was suddenly serious.  
 
    “Why?” I asked.  
 
    “This changes everything.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    Tryss was insistent that we get back to Station Twenty-Six immediately, so that’s what we did.  
 
    The three of us left the dungeons of Station Thirty and levitated up to Station Twenty-Six while Tryss chatted excitedly about my progress. We made haste, and it wasn’t long before we were landing outside the atrium of Station Twenty-Six.  
 
    “It’s getting pretty late, are you sure Mother won’t be sleeping?” I asked as Tryss practically dragged me and Nodrin through the large atrium.  
 
    “I don’t care if she is, she needs to know about this now,” Tryss said.  
 
    I started to protest, but Nodrin waved his hand.  
 
    “Don’t bother, the young one is on a mission.” The wizard chuckled affectionately, and we let Tryss lead us up the stone stairway to Mother’s sleeping chambers.  
 
    When we reached the door, Tryss gave it one hard knock and then pushed her way in before she waited for an answer. She had a tight hold of my wrist, so I had no choice but to follow her into the room while Nodrin brought up the rear.  
 
    “Mother!” Tryss called into the large living area.  
 
    “Daughter,” the matron said as she appeared from the doorway I knew led into the kitchen area of her living chambers. The sexy Matron wore a thin red silk robe that barely contained her large breasts, and her hair was wrapped around rollers that were pinned to the top of her head. She crossed her arms under her chest, which made her tits look even bigger, and she leaned against the doorway with raised eyebrows. “My, you love making an entrance.” 
 
    “Only when something really amazing happens, and guess what?” Tryss asked as she excitedly pushed me in front of Mother Sevahtra.  
 
    “I’m guessing Fynn has done something wonderful and beyond what his abilities should be?” Mother asked with a lifted eyebrow.  
 
    “Yes, that’s exactly it!” Tryss said, and she bounced on her feet. “But guess what it was?” 
 
    “I’m usually not one for your games, Tryss, but I’ll bite,” Mother said as she studied my face. “You were practicing psionics, the others told me that much. Hmm, I suppose Fynn was able to probe into your filthy mind easily enough. Did he bury a memory already?” 
 
    “Even more!” Tryss breathed.  
 
    “Really?” Sevahtra’s eyebrows raised even higher into her hairline, and then she frowned suddenly. “Surely not total mind control already?” 
 
    “Yes!” Tryss cried out.  
 
    “No…” Sevahtra turned to Nodrin, who nodded enthusiastically.  
 
    “Sevvy, you should have seen it,” Nodrin said. “Unreal.” 
 
    “Show me now,” Sevahtra ordered, and she stepped back and crossed her arms across her chest.  
 
    “Yeah, Fynn, let’s show her,” Tryss said, and my silver-haired lover shook her body out in preparation. 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” I asked the Matron. “Or rather, what do you want me to make her do?” 
 
    “Hmm,” Sevahtra said as she cast a glance around the room. “Oh, I know.” 
 
    The tall woman spun around and disappeared into the kitchen, and she returned moments later carrying a tea tray that looked strange in her arms. Usually, Fespius was the one who carried that, but the hobgoblin was nowhere to be seen.  
 
    Mother crossed the room and laid the tray down on the table in the middle of the living area, and then she sat on the sofa next to it, leaned back, and beckoned me forward. 
 
    “Have her pour me a cup of tea,” she whispered in my ear when I bent down toward her. 
 
    “This should be exciting,” Tryss said, and her whole body vibrated as she grinned.  
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone so excited to be controlled with psionics,” Nodrin remarked.  
 
    “It’s not that I love being controlled,” Tryss said with an eye roll, and then she shot me a loving look. “I just love helping Fynn become the powerful wizard I know he’s going to be.” 
 
    “Thanks, babe.” I smiled, and Tryss leaned in so only I could hear her.  
 
    “But that doesn’t mean we’re not going to try psionics next time we’re in bed together,” my lover whispered into my ear.  
 
    “Mmmm,” I moaned quietly, and I had to shift my stance so Mother and Nodrin wouldn’t notice the half-erection that just sprung up between my legs.  
 
    “Come on,” Sevahtra said in an impatient tone. “I want to see this, otherwise I won’t believe it.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, and I prepared myself while Tryss stood in front of me with her eyes open and waiting for me. 
 
    Then I dove in.  
 
    My mind-hand sifted through Tryss’ thoughts and memories, and I was pleased at how much easier it got with each journey. I sped through her mind until I made it to the crevice where I could control her body.  
 
    Go to the table. 
 
    I started out with a simple command, just to make sure I could still control her and my earlier attempts weren’t just beginner’s luck. But Tryss’ body moved easily across the room until she was standing in front of the table.  
 
    Pour the tea. 
 
    My lover bent at her trim waist and reached for the boiling kettle, and then she poured the contents into a small clay mug.  
 
    Hand it to Mother Sevahtra. 
 
    Tryss wrapped her hand around the steaming mug and passed it to Mother, and the Matron’s mouth hung open as she accepted the mug from her daughter.  
 
    “That’s enough,” Mother said, so I pulled out of Tryss’ mind.  
 
    “Oh,” Tryss gasped when she recovered, and she turned to me with a smile. “I guess it worked?” 
 
    “Yep,” I said with a grin.  
 
    “So,” Tryss said, and she spun to face Mother Sevahtra. “What do you think?” 
 
    “I think this changes everything,” Mother murmured in a serious tone, and the look in her eyes grew very distant, like she was already plotting how to use my new powers to her advantage.  
 
    “That’s what I said!” Tryss cried out. “Like, we can definitely use this, right?” 
 
    “Right.” Mother nodded, and her eyes grew focused again. “We need to get the others together and form a new plan, now. If Fynn can control minds, the possibilities are endless.” 
 
    “Wait, I’m confused,” I said with a furrowed brow, and I shot a glance at the wizard. “Nodrin’s specialty is psionics, can’t he just control someone’s mind if we need it?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” Mother said as she rose from the sofa and joined my side.  
 
    “I can’t,” Nodrin added with a shake of his head. “I’m a registered Wizard. My psionic abilities are registered with the Matron Council and the Wizard Council. Each registered Wizard has a trace magicked into their specialty so the Councils can keep track of us. If I were to use my psionics against any member of the Upper House, they’d be able to trace it back to me.” 
 
    “But I’m just an Apprentice, so there’s no trace on my magick,” I said as I pieced it together. Then I frowned as I suddenly remembered the spy. “But wait. You used psionics against the spy, and we sent her back to the Council. Won’t they be able to trace that?” 
 
    “Good catch, Fynn,” Nodrin commended me with a twinkle in his eye. “You’re right that I used psionics on her, but you were in her mind first. The bulk of the magick used was yours, and your magick isn’t traced. I was able to slip in under the clouds of your magick and work mine quickly, without activating the trace.” 
 
    “Alright.” I grinned as the possibilities of my psionic powers flashed in my mind. “So they won’t be able to tell the spy is under any psionic powers because an apprentice did it? Guess they’ve never expected such a powerful apprentice.”  
 
    “Correct.” Nodrin nodded. “And your abilities are so far advanced for where they should be, there’s no way anyone would believe an apprentice would ever be capable of it.” 
 
    “So, that means…” I began.  
 
    “Before we get ahead of ourselves,” Nodrin said as he raised his hands. “Fynn, you need to try it on someone else.” 
 
    “Why?” Tryss asked with a frown.  
 
    “Because you and I have a special connection,” I reasoned. “We need to make sure I’m not just able to control you.” 
 
    “Ahh,” Tryss said, and her eyes lit up with understanding. Then she grinned suddenly and turned to Mother. “So, are you going to let him control you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Mother Sevahtra said with a nod.  
 
    “R-Really?” I asked, and I turned to Sevahtra with wide eyes as a feeling I couldn’t identify stirred in my chest.  
 
    It felt almost like fear, but mixed with a heavy dose of excitement. 
 
    “Think you can handle it?” Sevahtra asked as she shot me a wicked grin.  
 
    “I hope so,” I said and returned the grin, and I hoped Mother couldn’t see my nervousness.  
 
    “Alright, I won’t resist,” the Matron said as she rolled her head around on her neck and prepared for me to probe her mind.  
 
    “Any tips?” I asked Nodrin.  
 
    “No tips, but know that if you can control Sevvy, I have no doubt that you can control anyone,” the wizard said sagely.  
 
    “No pressure then,” I muttered as I turned to face Sevahtra again. She was gazing at me with open eyes, and she gave me a quick nod.  
 
    “I’m ready when you are, Fynn.” 
 
    “O-Okay,” I said, and I shook out my nervous energy and readied myself to delve into Sevahtra’s mind.  
 
    Then I took my stance and gazed into Mother’s eyes. It took longer, and they weren’t as clear, but soon I could hear her thoughts.  
 
    Don’t resist, don’t resist, don’t resist.  
 
    I’ll be amazed if he can pull this off. 
 
    Give him the chance. Don’t resist. 
 
    I grinned at Mother’s thoughts, but I pushed past them until my mind-hand reached her memories. I paused there for a moment as the memory of our first meeting rose to the surface. I could see myself in the memory, but as much as I’d love to sift through Sevahtra’s mind, now wasn’t the time, so I continued through her mind until I found that special place where it controlled her body.  
 
    Sevahtra’s mind wasn’t as warm and welcoming as Tryss’, which made sense since she was a cutthroat Matron with years of experience killing, maiming, and clawing her way to her position. The portion of her mind that controlled her body was no different, and I felt like I had my work cut out for me in here.  
 
    Turn around.  
 
    I whispered the command into Sevahtra’s mind, but her corporeal body didn’t move.  
 
    Turn around now. 
 
    The tone of the command was more stern, and this time I saw her body react to it, but she merely twitched. I knew I had to go further. 
 
    Turn around in a full circle. 
 
    That one did the trick. Sevahtra’s body spun around in a circle as her mind waited for its next command.  
 
    Touch your nose. 
 
    Sevahtra’s finger rose and touched the tip of her long, purple nose. 
 
    Lift your left leg. 
 
    The Matron’s left leg rose into the air, and her robe fell to the side to reveal her lacy underwear, and I decided that was enough. I pulled out of her mind while I realized that the first command was the hardest, but after that, Sevahtra’s body followed my orders easily.  
 
    When I removed myself from Sevahtra’s mind, she shook her head back and forth and then turned to me with a huge smile.  
 
    “Very fucking impressive, Fynn,” Mother said, and she reached a long finger out and traced my jawline in a way that made me proud and aroused at the same time.  
 
    “T-Thank you,” I breathed as chills ran up and down my spine.  
 
    “Drogu-ani really blessed us when she sent you to us, but I know not what our Goddess plans,” Sevahtra murmured, and her voice was rich with wonder. Then she shook her head and turned to Tryss and Nodrin, who were watching us with excited smiles. “We need to call a meeting, now. Tryss, go wake your sisters and bring them over.” 
 
    “Yes, Mother,” Tryss said, and she turned and sprinted out of the door.  
 
    Our Matron returned to the table, grabbed the tea tray, and motioned for us to follow her through to the dining room table where we’d had several meetings before.  
 
    Mother, Nodrin, and I each took a seat while we waited for Tryss to return. Fespius appeared at the doorway seconds later, and the small hobgoblin hurried around the table to pour everyone a cup of tea.  
 
    “Massster Fynn, Fespius has been misssing you,” the slave lisped when he reached my side. Then he poured a cup of tea and held it out to me with a bowed head.  
 
    “Thanks, Fes,” I said as I accepted the tea.  
 
    “Mossst welcome, Massster,” Fespius simpered before he scurried away to stand nervously behind Sevahtra.  
 
    Tryss returned with Helera and Dagwyn moments later, and the two older sisters didn’t look thrilled about being woken up in the middle of the night. Their hair was messy and knotted, and they wore matching expressions that were somewhere between a pout and a scowl. 
 
     “Fynn, have you any idea how many hours of sleep I’ve lost because of you?” Dagwyn groaned as she rubbed the sleep from her eyes.  
 
    “I can think of a couple,” I said with a wink. 
 
    “I’m assuming this is because of some amazing thing Fynn has done. Again.” Helera stretched her arms out over her head. “Tryss didn’t tell us anything, she just burst in like the place was on fire and dragged us here.” 
 
    “Of course it’s because Fynn did something amazing,” Tryss said as she smiled proudly. “But it changes everything.” 
 
    “Oh?” Helera asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Take a seat, girls,” Sevahtra said as she motioned to the empty chairs.  
 
    The sisters sat and sipped the tea that Fespius had poured for them. 
 
    “Fynn has been practicing his psionics,” Sevahtra began. “And it’s been discovered that he is capable of complete mind control.” 
 
    “W-What?” Helera gasped as she spluttered on her tea and looked between Nodrin and me with a confused expression. “That can’t be right.” 
 
    “You’re fucking with us,” Dagwyn said with a frown. 
 
    “I wish I was,” Mother sighed. “But I’m not. I was the one Fynn was able to control.” 
 
    “What?” Dagwyn cried out louder than her sister had.  
 
    “Let’s just proceed with the understanding that everything I say is true, and I’m not wasting your fucking time because we don’t have any time to waste.” Sevahtra growled. 
 
    “Sorry, Mother,” Dagwyn and Helera mumbled in unison.  
 
    “Fynn’s psionics are far beyond what any of us could have hoped for,” the Matron continued. “Which means we can use him to gather information during Council meetings.” 
 
    “Wait, you want me to go to a Council meeting?” I asked in surprise. “Won’t that draw attention to us?” 
 
    “You’ll be glamoured,” Sevahtra explained. “The weekly Round Table Council meeting is open to all citizens of Oshara, though it’s mostly the Upper Houses in attendance. If we can get you in there, then you can probe around. No doubt whoever is behind the spy that was sent to us will be there.” 
 
    “So, hopefully I can find out who and why they sent the spy,” I said with a nod. “Shouldn’t be too hard.” 
 
    “And there’s something else…” Sevahtra pursed her lips and drummed her fingers on the table in front of her.  
 
    “What?” Dagwyn asked, and I could tell she was fighting the urge to be snippy.  
 
    Mother shot her a withering look, and the Second Daughter picked up her tea and sipped it to avoid eye contact with the stern Matron.  
 
    “I believe there really is unrest in the Upper Houses,” Sevahtra said as she continued to drum her fingers. “If they were worried enough to send a spy to us in the poor Lower Houses, there’s something weighing heavily on their minds. I believe there’s an opportunity to seek out an ally.” 
 
    “You think there will be someone in the Upper Houses who is willing to turn?” I asked Mother with a frown.  
 
    “Whenever there’s civil unrest, there is at least one member of the parties involved who doesn’t agree with it,” Mother said in a wise tone. “It’s just the nature of conflict. And if anyone can seek them out, it’s you.” 
 
    “Plus, Nodrin’s magick has a trace on it,” I pointed out.  
 
    “Yes, there is that, too.” Mother smirked. “You are our best option, but an excellent one at that.” 
 
    “Happy to be of service.” I grinned.  
 
    “So Fynn gets to have all the fun, again,” Dagwyn whined as she glared into her empty cup of tea.  
 
    “Learn psionics in the next three days, and you can go in his stead,” Sevahtra shot back. 
 
    Dagwyn mumbled something incoherent and then poured herself another cup of tea while Helera leaned toward Mother with a serious expression.  
 
    “So, you think there’s someone in the Upper Houses we can turn?” the First Daughter asked Mother. 
 
    “I believe so,” Sevahtra said with a nod. “And we have three days to prepare Fynn, then it’s time for the meeting. We need all hands on deck to focus on Fynn’s psionics, and that means all hands.” 
 
    Mother shot a pointed look at Dagwyn, and the Second Daughter’s ears flattened against her head, but she nodded at the Matron.  
 
    “Good,” Mother said, and she stood suddenly from the table. Her chair clattered backward, and Fespius had to jump out of the way to avoid being struck by it. “I’ll leave the training up to you five. Start first thing in the morning, and I’ll take care of informing the others. Dismissed.” 
 
    Sevahtra strode out of the room while we all gaped after her until Nodrin also stood from the table.  
 
    “Well, looks like the meeting is adjourned,” the wizard chuckled as he made his way over to the door. “I’ll meet you all in the atrium at the seventh stroke in the morning.” 
 
    “The seventh?” Dagwyn cried out.  
 
    “No later than,” Nodrin said with a small smile, and then he caught my eye. “Fynn, may I talk to you for a moment please?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said, and I rose from the table and followed the wizard out of the dining area and into the dark hallway so we were just out of earshot of the sisters. “Is everything alright?” 
 
    “Everything is fine,” Nodrin said lightly. “But as my Apprentice, it’s time I give you The Talk.” 
 
    “The Talk?” I asked with a frown. 
 
    “That’s right, The Talk about your psionic abilities,” Nodrin said, and his voice became more serious. “Usually, I wouldn’t have to have The Talk yet, but your abilities are so far advanced, I think it’s best we do it now.” 
 
    “Okay…” 
 
    “As your psionic powers get stronger, you’ll be tempted to use your powers all the time,” Nodrin said in his Mentor voice. “Part of your training is knowing when you should use your psionics and knowing when to gather the information you need organically. I need you to understand that you must use your psionics at your discretion. Do not read every mind just because you can. The mind can’t handle that many other thoughts and feelings for long. Your training also consists of protection work that we’ll start in the morning.”  
 
    “Makes sense.” I nodded.  
 
    “Good,” Nodrin replied, but the wizard wasn’t finished. “And you must understand, the second you use psionics on someone against their will, and they find out, it’s unlikely you’ll ever gain their trust. And they’ll likely do everything they can to make sure you can never use psionics against them again. You might be even more tempted while you’re still an Apprentice and there’s no trace on your magick, but it is in your best interest to remember The Talk and understand the ramifications of using your psionic powers.” 
 
    Nodrin fixed me with a steady, serious gaze, and I shifted my weight on my feet under the burden of his eyes.  
 
    “I understand,” I said with a somber nod.  
 
    “I hope you do, Fynn,” the wizard said, and he studied my face for another moment before he stuck his head back in the dining area and waved to the sisters. “Good night, va’ulvim.” 
 
    The sisters waved after him, and I joined them again in the dining room. I made my way back to my seat next to Tryss, but then Dagwyn turned to glare at me.  
 
    “Voids, since you’ve been here, you’ve made life difficult,” the Second Daughter seethed.  
 
    “Ugh, just shut up, Dag,” Tryss fired back and rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Don’t tell me it’s not true,” Dagwyn replied with an edge in her voice.  
 
    “We’d probably all be dead if Fynn wasn’t here, Daggy,” Helera interjected. 
 
    “Yeah, and you didn’t have a problem with him when his cock was inside you,” Tryss sneered at her older sister 
 
    “Fuck you, slut,” Dagwyn scoffed, and she launched herself over the table at her younger sister, but Helera grabbed her by the waist to prevent her from landing a blow.  
 
    “Alright, I think it’s time you go back to bed,” Helera said to her twin as she dragged her back to her seat. “You never did do well when you were woken up abruptly.” 
 
    “Who the fuck does?” Dagwyn grumbled.  
 
    “Some do better than you, bitch,” Tryss shot back. 
 
    “Alright, sisters, let’s turn in,” I said, and in one motion I grabbed Tryss’ wrist and pulled her from the table before there was a full-on sister brawl. “We’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
    “The seventh stroke,” Helera confirmed as she dragged her twin up from the table, too.  
 
    “No later than,” Dagwyn grumbled.  
 
    With that, we parted ways. It was only a few hours shy of the seventh stroke, so Tryss and I went straight to bed.  
 
    A few hours later, I was in the dungeons of Station Thirty with the three sisters of Claden’Du and Nodrin, who was only there to supervise. Then we commenced an intense three days of magick training.  
 
    Every spare second we had, we were focused on improving my psionics. We only took breaks to eat, sleep, and shit, and I was pleased that all three sisters really did give it their all, even Dagwyn, though she complained the most.  
 
    By the end of the three days, I was able to fully control all three sisters, even at the same time. Tryss was always the easiest, but the other two sisters didn’t take long to crack, either. Eventually, we added some resistance training. The sisters would try to resist my mind probing, and I powered through them. Surprisingly, Dagwyn put up the biggest fight, and it took me the longest to crack her, but eventually I had her back under my control. 
 
    She also seemed to enjoy the process of me controlling her the most, and her pussy was dripping wet each time I finished moving her around.  
 
    My progress improved to the point where I didn’t need to maintain eye contact the entire time. As long as I got a few seconds of eye contact, then I was in. By the time the day of the meeting rolled around, I was feeling confident about my psionics and the meeting we were about to crash.  
 
    The sisters, Nodrin, Sevahtra, and I stood in the atrium of Station Twenty-Six while Nodrin began to glamour me for the meeting.  
 
    “So, Fynn will sit in the gallery during the Round Table,” Mother explained to the group. “Tryss will accompany him, and the rest of us will wait for them in the Thoroughfare. The Council is already suspicious of us, we don’t need to raise more questions with the presence of all of us.” 
 
    “You better pull this off, Fynn,” Dagwyn grumbled. “After all the probing I let you do in my mind, it better have been worth it.” 
 
    “I know.” I smirked. “I needed a shower every time I got out of your mind, ’tis a filthy place.” 
 
    “Oh, like yours isn’t,” Dagwyn fired back, but there was a small smile on her lips. 
 
    “Get your heads right,” Sevahtra said sharply. “Fynn, I trust you, but Daggy is right. Don’t fuck this up. This might be our only chance to gain an ally in the Upper Houses.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I said in a serious tone as Nodrin stepped back and nodded to indicate he was finished. Then I spun around in my cloak that had also been glamoured with an Upper House insignia. “How do I look?” 
 
    “Awful,” Tryss said as she peered into my face. “You don’t look like you.” 
 
    “That’s a good thing, then.” I grinned.  
 
    “I guess, but I like your face,” Tryss pouted. 
 
    “It’ll be back soon enough,” I promised, and I checked the giant timepiece in the center of the atrium. “Your turn.” 
 
    Nodrin glamoured Tryss until her face didn’t look like hers, and soon her cloak reflected the same Upper House insignia as mine.  
 
    “Ugh, fine, let’s get this over with,” Tryss groaned as she caught sight of the insignia. “I want my Claden’Du cloak back.” 
 
    “I miss your face when you’re glamoured, too,” I said. 
 
    “Aww.” Tryss smiled. 
 
    “Enough,” Sevahtra said as she waved at the timepiece. “The meeting starts soon.” 
 
    “Alright, it’s go time,” I said as I rubbed my hands together. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    The group made our way from Station Twenty-Six to the Thoroughfare. The Round Table meeting was open to all citizens, so it was held at the large city hall building instead of the Council Courthouse where our summons was held.  
 
    Tryss and I parted ways with the others and walked hand in hand into the city hall. We walked past the duergar guards and pushed through the cloaked crowd until we found two empty seats next to each other with a good view of the meeting. 
 
    The hall was almost full, and I could see the Matron Council whispering amongst each other on their raised bench that sat in a semicircle in the front of the room. Laid out in front of them were rows of wooden chairs, which were mostly full of Upper House members who looked serious and ready for business.  
 
    The gallery surrounded the rest of the room with smaller wooden seats, and the crowd in the gallery looked like they were here for entertainment more than anything else. The male drow next to me smelled like mead, and I saw him pull a flask from the folds of his cloak. He shot me a wink and held the flask out to me, but I held up my hand to decline, so he shrugged and took a swig of it before he tucked it back into his robe.  
 
    “Picking anything up yet?” Tryss whispered next to me excitedly. 
 
    “Not yet,” I chuckled. I had been too busy taking in the layout of the room and the crowd to make eye contact with anyone yet, but we had time.  
 
    Suddenly, a gavel banged loudly, and the room fell silent.  
 
    I looked at the raised bench to see Matron Vhondryl with a gavel in her hand. I recognized the Matron of Station One from the summons, and my lip curled at the memory of our interaction.  
 
    Vhondy was a bitch.  
 
    Her face was pinched as she looked out across the crowd, and when she spoke, it was clear her voice was magicked because it amplified to fill the room.  
 
    “Beloved citizens of Oshara, welcome to the Round Table,” Vhondryl said in her deep voice, and there was a murmur from the crowd before the First Matron spoke again. “The first order of business on the docket today is the rising lake levels.” 
 
    Tryss and I exchanged a look, and my glamoured lover leaned in close to me again.  
 
    “I didn’t think the Council would bother with the lake, this is great news!” Tryss’ whisper was excited, and she leaned forward in her chair in excitement.  
 
    “The Council is happy to report that we’ve sent an agent down to inspect the lake, and we’ve found the rising levels normal for this time of year,” Vhondryl continued. “There is no reason for concern, and this issue is now considered closed by the Council.” 
 
    There was a smattering of applause from the crowd while Tryss frowned in her glamoured face.  
 
    “What the fuck?” she whispered to me, and her voice was tight with anger. “Are they insane? The lake has never been that high, that’s not normal at all!” 
 
    “Check that out,” I said in a low voice, and I nodded discreetly at a Darnem in the crowd. The Upper House Second Daughter was scowling at Vhondryl while she muttered something under her breath, and she looked just as upset about the news as Tryss and me.  
 
    “Oohh,” Tryss breathed as she eyed the angry Darnem. “We’ll keep an eye on her, she looks pissed. Potential ally.” 
 
    I tried to remain outwardly interested in the meeting, but I had my eye on the Darnem the whole time, and the longer the meeting went on, the more sure I was that this drow was our best chance at an ally in the Upper Houses.  
 
    The Second Daughter was pretty, even though her face was pinched in disgust every time I looked at her. She had deep indigo skin with a smattering of teal freckles across her nose and cheeks, and her wine-colored eyes were sharp and narrowed. Her two braids trailed down the front of her shoulders and framed her large breasts through the black House cloak, and I recognized the Insignia on her cloak as belonging to Station Twenty, which was good for us. High enough to make a difference and not low enough for the Council to just kill off her whole House if they made trouble. 
 
    Every time Vhondryl spoke, the Darnem glared daggers at the Matron, sometimes she even rolled her eyes at the Council’s words, and she barely tried to hide it. I kept my eye on her, and I hoped she would glance my way. All I needed was a second of eye contact before I could get into that mind of hers and find out what she was really thinking.  
 
    A few minutes later, I got my wish as the Darnem’s eyes swept across the meeting room, and we made eye contact. It was fleeting, but it was enough.  
 
    I was in.  
 
    I can’t believe Vhondy is still in power, that was some bullshit about the lake.  
 
    Everyone here is just eating up her words, fucking idiots.  
 
    Ugh, I can feel the sweat dripping down my ass crack.  
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I whispered to Tryss with a grin. “I think we can turn her.” 
 
    Now that I was in her mind, I somehow knew the Darnem’s name was Imrae Teken’duis, and I could tell she was pissed, but I needed more time in her angry mind to know anything else.  
 
    “Did you get in her mind?” Tryss whispered excitedly, and I nodded in response. “Fuck, yeah, well done, baby.” 
 
    Vhondryl was talking about a proposal for a new trade tariff between the Houses, and the Second Daughter had a lot to think about that.  
 
    Another fucking trade tariff? She’s trying to kill the Lower Houses off, doesn’t anyone else see this? 
 
    Fucking idiots, all of you.  
 
    Voids, I hope that bitch from Nine really does attempt a coup. I’ll be so pissed if that was a lie. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” I murmured. 
 
    “What is it?” Tryss asked, and she leaned in close.  
 
    “It sounds like there has been some plotting in the Upper Houses,” I said in a low voice.  
 
    The drow next to me shot me a curious look, but his eyes were practically glassed over from all the mead he’d drank, so I wasn’t worried about him. A few more swigs of that flask, and he’d be passed out with no recollection of the meeting, let alone a random glamoured drow next to him.  
 
    Suddenly, the gavel banged again, and I looked down to see Vhondryl was standing up again with the gavel in her hand.  
 
    “Meeting adjourned, thank you to the citizens of Oshara.” The First Matron waved a hand over the room once, and then she turned on her heel and strode out of the meeting hall with her head held high.  
 
    I glanced over at the Darnem I had my eye on to see her glaring after Vhondryl, and I couldn’t help but grin. Then Imrae suddenly spun her head, caught my eye, and scowled before she whipped her head away from me and hurried out of the room.  
 
    “Shit, we need to go,” I said, and I jumped to my feet.  
 
    “What happened?” Tryss asked as she sprang to her feet and followed me out of the gallery.  
 
    “The Darnem is leaving, we need to catch her,” I explained as I grabbed Tryss’ hand and navigated us through the crowd of spectators.  
 
    Moments later, we pushed out of the city hall, and I looked around desperately hoping to catch sight of the Second Daughter.  
 
    “There,” I said when I caught sight of Imrae’s two braids as she cast a look behind her before she rounded a corner into an alley. I released Tryss’ hand and spun to face her. “I need to catch her.” 
 
    “Go,” Tryss said, and she motioned for me to run. “I’ll catch up.” 
 
    I didn’t waste another second. I sprinted away from Tryss and the City Hall and toward the alley the Darnem had disappeared into. I rounded the same corner she had, but the alley was empty when I reached it.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered, and I continued quickly down the narrow lane. Hopefully, I could catch her on the other end. 
 
    Suddenly, I heard a rustling sound behind me, but before I could turn, I was pushed hard until my back was pinned against the wall of the narrow alley. I felt the cold metal of a blade press against my neck, and then the Darnem I’d been following stuck her face in mine and snarled through her teeth.  
 
    “Who the fuck are you, male, and why are you following me?”  
 
    “I was hoping we wouldn’t meet like this,” I said as I attempted a sly grin, but Imrae pressed the blade harder into my neck until I felt it pierce my skin, and a small dribble of blood poured from the wound.  
 
    “I’m not fucking around, male,” the pretty Darnem spat.  
 
    “No, I can see that you are very serious,” I said with a grimace. “But I’ll be more inclined to talk without a blade threatening to spill my blood all over this alleyway.” 
 
    “Tough,” Imrae said, and she bared her teeth threateningly. “Talk, or your blood will flow freely, it makes no difference to me.” 
 
    “Damn, Imrae, you’re a beast,” I said with another attempt at a grin. 
 
    “What the…” she sputtered as the grip on her knife tightened. “How the fuck do you know my name? You’re a fucking spy, aren’t you?” 
 
    Imrae’s garnet-colored eyes glinted with anger as I felt more pressure on my neck, and I realized my coy tactics weren’t working.  
 
    “No, I’m not a spy,” I said quickly. “I’m Fynn Claden’Du, First Son of Station Twenty-Six, and I infiltrated the meeting to get information on the Upper Houses because they sent someone to spy on us. I did my research before I came, I needed to know who was who.” 
 
    Imrae’s grip loosened on the knife, but she still had a suspicious look in her eyes. I couldn’t let her in on my psionics yet, that was too big of a risk for someone I didn’t know and trust yet.  
 
    “You’re not the male from Claden’Du,” Imrae said as she studied my face.  
 
    “I’m in glamour,” I replied. “And if you get that knife away from my carotid, I can show you.” 
 
    The Darnem was still wary, but she lowered her knife and took a step back from me. I could finally breathe easy without the blade pressed to my skin, but I could tell Imrae was willing to kill me if my answers didn’t satisfy her.  
 
    Luckily for me, Nodrin had taught me how to unglamour quickly, so I opened my ether just enough and muttered the incantation he’d taught me until I felt the glamour slip away. I reached up and felt my face, and it was my face, so I knew it had worked.  
 
    Plus, Imrae couldn’t stop staring at my Dark Eye.  
 
    “Oh, this old thing?” I chuckled as I reached into my cloak for the eyepatch. Once I secured the patch over my Dark Eye, I shot her a smile. “Now do I look more like the First Son of Claden’Du?” 
 
    “Well, yes, you’re certainly as handsome as they say…” Imrae studied my face intently, and she even made me spin around in a circle. When she spoke again, her voice was hard, and her eyes were narrowed. “The mysterious male from Station Twenty-Six with the eyepatch is basically a legend at this point, we all know what he looks like. But if you’re really him, you have some sort of special power.” 
 
    “Oh, you mean this?” I grinned as I opened up my ether a little bit more, and then I held my hand out to produce a blinding bright ball of light.  
 
    Imrae gasped at the display of light magick, and I waved my hands so the ball of light disappeared, but the Darnem continued to stare at my hand in amazement.  
 
    “Fuck,” Imrae muttered as she finally met my gaze. “Okay, I believe you. The Council would have imprisoned you if they knew you could do that, you know. That’s some mage shit, and the Council doesn’t fuck with mage magick.” 
 
    “So I’m told, but as far as I know, I’m not actually a mage,” I said with a shrug.  
 
    “Is it true what they say about you?” Imrae asked, and her expression was now one of curiosity instead of murder, which boded well for me. “That you were a Blessing from Drogu-ani? You are some kind of resurrected being, not an actual birthed drow?” 
 
    “It’s true.” I grinned. I considered playing a long con and dribbling information, but we needed Imrae on our side, and for that she needed to trust us.  
 
    “Hmm,” Imrae said, and she studied me with searching eyes. “And what do you want with me?” 
 
    Before I could answer, a voice came from the end of the alley. 
 
    “Fynn,” Tryss called out as she rounded the corner.  
 
    I turned to see my lover reach for her robe, but Imrae pushed the blade to my neck again.  
 
    “Don’t move!” Imrae called back, and her voice was as sharp as her knife.  
 
    “It’s okay, she’s Claden’Du, like me,” I said quickly. “She’s glamoured, but she’s the Zara.” 
 
    “Nah, fuck this.” Imrae backed up suddenly and turned away from Tryss and me. Then she made a move to run, and I knew I had to stop her.  
 
    “No, stop, please, we know about the lake!” I called out. 
 
    That did the trick. Imrae stopped in her tracks, and she turned her head toward me slowly. 
 
    “What about the lake?” the indigo-skinned Darnem demanded.  
 
    “We know that it’s not at a normal level for this time of year,” I said slowly. “And anyone who believes it is, is an idiot. We want you to meet with our Matron so we can discuss a plan to lower the lake again.” 
 
    Imrae’s silver eyebrows shot up her forehead, and she regarded me in a new light.  
 
    “How do you know about the lake?” Imrae asked after a moment. Then she crossed her arms across her chest and peered down the alley at Tryss. “Your Zara can join us.” 
 
    I waved Tryss over, and it didn’t take long for her long, athletic legs to cross the alley, so she was at my side in seconds.  
 
    “We saw it,” I said as I turned back to Imrae. 
 
    “The lake?” the glamoured Tryss asked. “Yeah, no way is that a normal level at any time of the year. The Council needed to take action yesterday, they’re full of shit.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Imrae hummed as her wine-colored eyes darted between Tryss and me. She looked like she was still considering how much to trust us, and I realized I needed to give her another reason to.  
 
    “The Council sent a spy to us, like I said. Schezalle T’ssarin is her name.” I watched Imrae’s eyebrows shoot up in surprise again, so I could tell she recognized the name. I pressed on. “But we used psionics on her, so she’s reporting back to the Council whatever we tell her. But really, we’re investigating the lake and… some other things.” 
 
    I couldn’t give everything away up front. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go somewhere to talk,” Imrae said in a low voice as her eyes suddenly darted around the alleyway. She looked both directions, and her wine-colored eyes scanned the walls above us. Then she jerked her head and took off down the alley, so we followed closely behind. Even beneath the large black House cloak, I could see her athletic ass swinging rhythmically, and I made sure to tear my eyes away before Tryss caught me looking too much.  
 
    The Darnem led us through a couple small, twisty alleys, and I made sure to keep a mental map in my head of our route. I knew Imrae was against the majority of the Council, but that didn’t mean she didn’t have her own agenda. She could be leading us into a trap.  
 
    Wait.  
 
    I could use psionics now.  
 
    I remembered what Nodrin said about using psionics at my discretion, but I was pretty sure that making sure we weren’t being led to our death was a good enough reason to use my mind magick. 
 
    “Imrae,” I called out.  
 
    Imrae turned her freckled face toward me, and we made eye contact. Moments later, I was in her mind, and I knew she was taking us to talk. I pulled out of her mind immediately since I still needed her to trust us, but I felt better knowing we weren’t being led to a trap.  
 
    “What?” the indigo-skinned Darnem demanded.  
 
    “You’re not leading us to a trap, are you?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer.  
 
    “No,” Imrae said shortly, and then she turned and continued walking.  
 
    Luckily, it wasn’t much farther until Imrae stopped at the back of an unmarked door. The Darnem pulled a key out of her cloak, unlocked the door, and gestured us in.  
 
    I was surprised when we walked in the door and were met with a cozy living room setting. There were velvet sofas and chairs and black spider-shaped hangings draped on the walls. I also noticed what looked like a duergar sword in the corner of the room.  
 
    Imrae gestured for us to take a seat on the plush velvet sofa then made her way toward the back of the room.  
 
    “Tea?” she asked gruffly. 
 
    “Um, sure,” I said, and I glanced at Tryss, who nodded.  
 
    “Be right back,” Imrae said before she disappeared through the dark doorway at the back of the room, and a moment later, we heard the sounds of a kitchen in use.  
 
    Tryss and I sat on the sofa and waited for Imrae to return. While we waited, I unglamoured Tryss quickly, and I smiled when her beautiful face was back to normal.  
 
    Imrae appeared again with a tea tray and sat on the sofa across from us, and then she gestured for us to help ourselves. Once we had, she poured herself a cup and held it in both hands while she studied us through the steam.  
 
    “The Council knows about the lake, and they’re letting it rise,” Imrae said, and her voice was tight with emotion. “They know the Lower Houses will be displaced with the threat of the rising water levels, and they’re not even considering helping them. They’re plotting ways to absorb the resources of the Lower Houses while they’re telling the citizens of Oshara that there’s nothing wrong.” 
 
    “And everyone is on board with this?” I asked as I remembered Mother’s words about the reason behind conflict.  
 
    “No one else cares about the lower Houses. Or the duergar camps by the lake.” Imrae’s gaze shot to the sword in the corner, and there was a sadness in her wine-colored eyes. “But there’s disagreement in the Council about what to do with the resources. There’s a war brewing, I can tell.” 
 
    “Why are you telling us all this?” Tryss asked suddenly. 
 
    “Well.” Imrae blinked at us. “You’re the only ones who care about the lake.” 
 
    “What sort of war?” I pressed the Darnem.  
 
    “Ugh,” Imrae grunted as she placed her tea back on the table. “There are cliques forming in the Council. Deals being made, blackmail, corruption, fucking all of it. They pretend to be put together on the surface, but the Council is falling apart from within, and it’s going to end up being a battle between two sides.” 
 
    “What are the two sides?” I asked with a frown.  
 
    “Well, it’s a bit random,” Imrae sighed. “Houses One through Six are the strongest alliance, and their clique consists of thirteen of the Upper Houses, and the other major clique is the other twelve. My House is on the second side, and I think we’re losing.”  
 
    “How do you know all this?” Tryss asked, but her voice was kinder than before.  
 
    “I am a Darnem, you know,” Imrae said in an annoyed tone. “I’m in the Inner Circle of my House, I know these things. My Mother is on the Council, and I fear she’s on the losing side.” 
 
    “But… you’d be executed if you were caught divulging Inner Circle knowledge to an outsider,” Tryss said with a deep frown. 
 
    “I know,” Imrae growled before she squeezed her eyes shut and pinched the bridge of her nose. Then she released a deep breath, lowered her hands, and gave us a steady look. “That’s how much I care about the lake.” 
 
    “Why?” Tryss asked.  
 
    “Tryss,” I said in a low voice. 
 
    “You’re really annoying, you know that?” Imrae asked, but there was an amused tone in her voice.  
 
    “She knows,” I interjected.  
 
    “What?” Tryss asked with wide innocent eyes. “You clearly have a special connection to the lake, you’re literally willing to risk your life over it. I just want to know why, because we’ll be risking our lives, too. Now that we know about this.” 
 
    “It’s personal,” Imrae muttered and averted her gaze.  
 
    “So is us risking our lives,” Tryss countered. 
 
    “Tryss, leave it, babe,” I said, and I reached a hand out to lay on her knee. “She’ll tell us when she’s ready.” 
 
    Tryss arched an eyebrow at me, but I shook my head just enough for her to see. Then I turned to Imrae, who had a confused look on her face as she took in the sight of my hand on Tryss’ knee.  
 
    “Oh, yeah.” I grinned at the Darnem. “Like you said, I’m not drow born, so Tryss and I aren’t related.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Imrae said as she looked at me in a new light again, and I caught a hint of sexual desire in that look.  
 
    “When was the last time you were at the lake?” I asked the Darnem.  
 
    “O-Oh, um…” Imrae seemed caught off guard by the question, and then she blushed a dark indigo, which caused her teal freckles to stand out against her face. “Two weeks ago or so.” 
 
    “Really?” Tryss gasped, and she turned to me with worried eyes.  
 
    Shit. Imrae didn’t even know how bad the lake really was. I knew I needed to show her, but I hated that I had to be the one to bring more heartache to the surprisingly sensitive Darnem. Tryss was right, the lake was special to Imrae. I intended to find out why, and more about these Upper House cliques, but I also wanted to know more about the bizarre Darnem.  
 
    “Let’s take a trip to the lake,” I said as I held Imrae’s gaze, but I resisted using psionics to get the answer to all of my questions. We needed her trust.  
 
    I also knew that if I gained her trust, then if I needed to use psionics against her later, it would be easier to control her body and alter her memories.  
 
    Just in case.  
 
    “What, now?” Imrae asked in surprise. 
 
    “Yes, I think you should see it,” I said, and I stood as I laid my cup on the table and gestured to the door.  
 
    Tryss jumped up and grasped my hand as she joined my side 
 
    “Oh, no, is it worse?” Imrae asked as she stood and eyed the door nervously. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “And you should see it.” 
 
    “Okay, but we can’t be seen together.” Imrae chewed her lip nervously. “You two go first, I’ll meet you by the forest.” 
 
    Tryss and I nodded before we headed for the door, and Imrae hurried ahead and unlocked it for us. 
 
    “I’ll wait ten minutes before I’ll follow,” Imrae whispered, and then she shut the door behind us, and we heard the bolt turn in the lock.  
 
    “Okay,” Tryss said, and she turned toward the way we came but waited until we were turned into the next alley to ask questions. “What do you think about her?” 
 
    “Imrae? She’s… troubled,” I said with a frown. “When I was in her mind at the meeting, she was just angry. Now she’s sad about something. And I think we can trust her.” 
 
    “And manipulate her,” Tryss said in a serious tone.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said with a small wince. “I think she’s vulnerable. And the more she trusts me, the easier it is to use psionics against her. Hence the trip to the lake.” 
 
    “Yeah, that, but you’re also just being nice, like you do, because you’re Fynn, and you’re amazing,” Tryss said as she cuddled into my arm.  
 
    “Maybe that, too.” I grinned, but then my eyebrows knitted together, and I turned to Tryss as it occurred to me I knew very little about the lake that Imrae and the others cared so much about. “Hey, what’s the deal with the lake, anyway? I mean, I know most drow cities don’t have a lake, which is why Oshara thrives, so why wouldn’t the Council want to address it?” 
 
    “I’m guessing it’s a power play,” Tryss said with a half-shrug. “The Council will use the threat of the rising lake to leverage their own power and make the Lower Houses dependent on them, after it’s too late for the Lower Houses to help themselves. Until then, they’ll act like there’s nothing wrong with the lake and pretend Oshara is as powerful as Elvenia.” 
 
    “Elvenia?” I asked.  
 
    “The city on the shores of the Glimmersea,” Tryss explained. “All lake water derives from the Glimmersea, but Oshara has the biggest lake by far. Elvenia is a thriving city, as well, considering they’re right next to the sea.” 
 
    “Ahh, so the Council wants to kill off the Lower Houses to strengthen the Upper Houses so Oshara can thrive as much as Elvenia.” 
 
    “Probably,” Tryss said with a nod.  
 
    I took in this information as we walked. If the Council was planning on restructuring the city to become more powerful at the top, their willful ignorance regarding the lake made more sense. 
 
    We made our way through the busy Thoroughfare and kept going until the bustling city square faded away and was replaced with heavy forest that led to the lake. Then my lover and I stopped just inside the edge of the forest and waited for the Darnem.  
 
    Exactly twenty minutes later, a cloaked figure approached us, and I whistled to get her attention. Imrae shot me a look from beneath her hood before she glanced around and hurried toward us. 
 
    “We have to be fast,” Imrae muttered, and she hurried ahead on the path toward the lake. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, and Tryss and I hurried to keep up with the nervous Darnem.  
 
    We walked mostly in silence until the trees started to thin out, which indicated that we were getting closer to the lake. 
 
    “Imrae,” I said, and I jogged ahead to join her side. “You should be aware…” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s risen, I get it,” Imrae huffed. “It can’t be that…” 
 
    Her voice trailed off as the trees cleared out to reveal the rocky coast of the lake.  
 
    Or what was left of it.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    The coast Tryss and I had stood on just a few short days ago, the same one Sashti and I had walked across before we made love in the moonlit forest, that coast was almost nonexistent.  
 
    Now, there was less than six feet of rocky ground to separate the forest’s edge from the rising lake water.  
 
    “Voids,” Imrae gasped, and tears instantly sprung to her wine-colored eyes. 
 
    “Drogu’s hairy cunt, this is wayyy higher than the last time I was here,” Tryss said in an alarmed tone. 
 
    “Same. This is worse than I thought.” I surveyed the coast with a frown. Then I turned to the troubled Darnem. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “No, are you?” Imrae fired back with a scowl. 
 
    “Sorry, this must be hard,” I said sympathetically. “But maybe if you tell us why it’s so hard, we can help you.” 
 
    Imrae’s eyes suddenly went wide, and then she turned on her heel and sprinted back into the forest. 
 
    “Oh, that’s not what I expected to happen,” I said, and I blinked after her for a moment until Tryss’ movement spurred me to move, and we both sprinted after her into the forest.  
 
    Luckily, she hadn’t gone far, and we caught up to her in a few strides. Imrae was struggling through the thick tree line, but I could tell she was headed to the duergar camps, and it dawned on me that maybe Imrae’s fondness wasn’t just for the lake, but also the duergars who live nearby.  
 
    That sword had to have come from somewhere.  
 
    A few minutes later, Imrae stopped suddenly, and when I caught up to her, I looked over to see her face was screwed up in sadness. I turned to see where she was looking, and I noticed what looked like an abandoned duergar camp. 
 
    “It’s already happening,” Imrae muttered as her brow furrowed. “Those living by the water are already being displaced.” 
 
    “Looks like it,” I said with a shake of my head. “And it’s only going to get worse.” 
 
    “Voids,” Imrae said in a panicked tone. 
 
    Before I could respond, Imrae hurried ahead again, and she headed for the nearest hut and disappeared inside of it. Tryss and I followed the Darnem into the hut to find her looking around the empty structure sadly. Then Imrae fell to her knees, put her face in her hands, and started to sob.  
 
    Tryss and I exchanged a surprised look, and I kneeled down, laid a reassuring arm across Imrae’s shoulders, and pulled her in for a gentle side hug.  
 
    “Hey,” I said softly.  
 
    “Sorry,” Imrae mumbled, and she pulled her hands away from her face after she wiped her tears away. “I just didn’t realize how dire the situation was down here.” 
 
    “It’s gotten worse,” I agreed.  
 
    “We’re out of time,” Imrae said in a soft, scared voice.  
 
    “We’re not out of time,” Tryss argued as she joined us on the ground and sat cross-legged on the other side of the troubled Darnem. “That’s why we’re coming to you. Claden’Du and our allies are going to do everything we can to stop the lake from rising any more. It would help us a lot if we had someone in the Upper Houses on our side.” 
 
    “Okay,” Imrae said as she let out a shaky breath and gave us a weak nod. “I’ll meet with your Matron.” 
 
    “Really?” Tryss asked in a cautious tone. “We know that’s dangerous for you.” 
 
    “I don’t care,” Imrae said in a sudden fury, and she gestured around the empty hut with anger in her eyes. “This is all the Council’s fault, including my own mother. They can all burn for all I care.” 
 
    “So, sorry if I’m missing something here,” I said carefully. “But why do you care so much about the duergar camps? No one in the Lower Houses even cares about them, let alone the Upper Houses.” 
 
    “It’s personal,” Imrae said stiffly. 
 
    “So you’ve said,” Tryss muttered.  
 
    “Yeahh, we get that it’s personal, but we still need to know,” I said with a shrug.  
 
    Imrae looked at me with her wine-colored eyes that were still rimmed with wet tears. After a moment, her face softened, and she sighed.  
 
    “When I was just a young girl, my sister, Geldriia, and I were playing down here by the lake,” Imrae began in a sad voice. “Mother never minded as long as we didn’t associate with anyone from the Lower Houses, or any of the duergars.” 
 
    Imrae sniffled again, and I patted her back encouragingly.  
 
    “Go on,” I prompted.  
 
    “Well, one day we were playing mermaids.” Imrae smiled at the memory. “We were both strong swimmers, we did it all the time. But this time, there was an undercurrent.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Tryss breathed softly. 
 
    “Geldriia started to go under,” Imrae said, and her face twisted in pain. “I tried to help her, but she started doing that thing, you know, where she started to pull me under to save herself. Not intentionally, she was panicking, and her survival instincts kicked in.” 
 
    “Of course,” I murmured while Tryss let out a small gasp. 
 
    “Luckily, a duergar male child saw our plight and swam out to save us both. Melmek.” Imrae smiled when she said the duergar’s name. “He managed to get us both back to the shore, and we were both fine.” 
 
    “That’s great,” Tryss said with a smile, but Imrae’s face was still lined with sadness. “Um, isn’t it?” 
 
    “It was,” Imrae sighed. “Melmek became our good friend after he saved us. We snuck down to the lake to play with him as often as we could. His family didn’t mind us being around, but of course, our mother would never tolerate her Upper House daughters mixing company with duergars.” 
 
    “Naturally,” I scoffed. The drow were strict about their race-mixing, to their detriment in my opinion.  
 
    “As we got older, we couldn’t come down as often because Mother got suspicious,” Imrae continued. “But Geldriia still snuck down when she could, to see Melmek.” 
 
    “Ahhh,” I said as I started to understand. “Were they…?” 
 
    “Yes,” Imrae said quietly, and when she nodded, tears fell from her eyes. “Obviously, it was super taboo, so they kept it under wraps, but Mother found out eventually.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Tryss whispered.  
 
    Imrae started to sob again, and she dropped her face into her hands so the sobs echoed through the small dirt hut. I held the Darnem as she cried, and Tryss watched with sympathy in her eyes. Eventually, Imrae stopped sobbing and wiped her tears away again. 
 
    “Sorry,” she rasped as she cleared her throat.  
 
    “Don’t be,” I assured the indigo-skinned woman. “What happened to Geldriia?” 
 
    “Well,” Imrae said, and she took a deep shuddering breath. “We were teenagers, and Mother followed Geldriia to the lake one night and caught her in the act with Melmek. Mother dragged her back to Station Twenty and gave her two options. Geldriia could kill Melmek herself, and that would be the end of the situation. Or she could turn herself in to the Council, where she’d surely be put to death.” 
 
    “Death?” Tryss asked, and she tilted her head in confusion. 
 
    “She was pregnant,” Imrae said as her face twisted miserably.  
 
    “Voids,” I said with a shake of my head. “So, what did she do?” 
 
    “Geldriia refused to kill Melmek.”  
 
    “So your Mother turned her into the Council?” Tryss asked in surprise.  
 
    “No,” Imrae sighed. “Geldriia begged Mother to let her and Melmek flee Oshara together, but Mother refused. She dragged Geldriia back down to the lake and made her watch as she killed Melmek and threw his body in the lake.” 
 
    “No,” Tryss gasped and covered her mouth. 
 
    “Yes,” Imrae said as she choked back another sob. “And Geldriia was so upset, she threw herself in the lake after him, and she never resurfaced. Then Mother threatened to kill every duergar by the lake if word got to the Council about Geldriia and Melmek.” 
 
    “Oh, Imrae,” Tryss said kindly as the Upper House Darnem devolved into sobs again.  
 
    Tryss and I both leaned in and embraced Imrae in a group hug until her crying calmed down.  
 
    “Sorry, I know it was a long time ago, it’s just…” Imrae trailed off with a sniffle. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry,” Tryss said reassuringly, and then she shuddered. “I’ve lost my fair share of sisters, I know the pain.” 
 
    “Is that why you’re so willing to betray your House?” I asked Imrae quietly. “Because of what your mother did to your sister and the duergars?” 
 
    “Yes,” Imrae said with a sudden ferocity glinting in her eyes. “They deserve what’s coming to them and more. But…” 
 
    “What?” I asked as Imrae’s face clouded in thought.  
 
    “I don’t know,” she groaned, and her eyes threatened to spill tears again. “Is it just awful to betray your own House?” 
 
    “No,” I said with a firm shake of my head. “Let me tell you a story…” 
 
    Tryss and I spent the next while recounting Sashti’s story and the wrath she suffered at the hands of her mother, and Imrae listened with rapt attention.  
 
    “That bitch,” Imrae breathed when we finished talking. “I can’t believe she locked Essie in there, too.” 
 
    “I know,” Tryss said with a sad shake of her head. “But they’re both safe now, and we Rehoused them under the alliance.” 
 
    “Really?” Imrae asked, and I could tell this piqued her interest.  
 
    “That’s the beauty of the alliance,” I said with a grin. “And probably why the Council is so worried about us. We watch out for our own, even if they’re not in our House.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” Imrae hummed, and I could see the gears working in her head, but I resisted the urge to use my psionics and find out what she was thinking.  
 
    “Anyway,” I said, and I waved my hands to clear the air. “Why don’t we go check out the rest of the damage to the lake and the camps so we have something to report back to Mother?” 
 
    “Yes, I’d like to see the area,” Imrae said, and she placed her hand on my shoulder and used it as leverage to stand up on her feet. Tryss and I stood up as well, and I led us out of the small dirt-floored hut.  
 
    Then I started to lead us toward the clearing in the forest where Sashti and I had practiced moon magick the other night. We had to walk carefully because the water from the lake was already seeping into the forest floor, and our feet sunk into the ground and made sucking noises when we pulled them out.  
 
    “Fynn, this is bad,” Tryss said when she had to lean against a withering tree for leverage as she pulled her foot out of a watery sinkhole.  
 
    “The duergars are all gone,” Imrae said miserably as we passed more empty huts.  
 
    “It’s better they’re gone now, they’d be in real trouble if they’d waited any longer,” I said.  
 
    “True,” Imrae sighed, but she didn’t seem any happier about that fact.  
 
    I suddenly got the uneasy feeling that we were being watched, and I spun around to scan the area for anyone who could be following us.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Tryss asked with a frown. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said, but I kept my head on a swivel.  
 
    The feeling of being watched stayed with me, but I didn’t want to worry the females, so I stayed alert without saying anything. But the more we walked, the sadder Imrae got. Tryss and I exchanged a look, and I knew it was time to head back. 
 
    “Hey, Imrae,” I said, but before I could continue, I heard a sudden rustling sound to my left.  
 
    Then I turned to see something black and furry heading right toward me, and fast. 
 
    “What the Void is that?” Imrae shrieked as she scrambled backward.  
 
    The black creature continued to advance on us, but I suddenly let out a laugh and opened my arms.  
 
    “Krondorl, what are you doing out here?” I asked as the hybrid flew into my open arms.  
 
    Krondorl scurried up to my shoulder and rubbed his furry face against mine affectionately.  
 
    “Krondyyyy,” Tryss cooed, and she joined my side to give the spider-cavvekans hybrid cuddles. 
 
    “Ummm,” Imrae murmured, and I turned to see the Darnem looking at us like we’d just grown an extra head between us. 
 
    “What, you’ve never seen a hybrid before?” I asked, and I held Krondorl out toward Imrae, but she scampered back and almost fell over an exposed tree root.  
 
    “A-A hybrid?” Imrae stuttered, and her eyes were wide with fear. “Drogu’s tits, are you trying to get executed?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, he’s friendly, come here,” I said encouragingly.  
 
    “No chance,” Imrae said with a violent shake of her head.  
 
    “You hear that, Krondy?” I said to the hybrid as I pulled him back in and nuzzled him against my face. “Poor Imrae over there is scared of you. Want to show her she’s got nothing to be afraid of?” 
 
    The hybrid rubbed up against my neck, and I took that to mean yes.  
 
    “Here,” I said, and I bent down to pick up a small stick from the ground. “Fetch!” 
 
    I threw the stick into the forest, away from the rising waterline, and Krondorl jumped off my shoulder, landed on the ground, rolled, and then sprinted after the stick. A few seconds later, he returned with the stick clasped between his front two legs, which he kept raised above his head while he ran on his back six legs. 
 
    “Good boy,” I cooed as the hybrid scampered up my legs again until he rested on my shoulder and dropped the stick in my open hand. Then I turned back to Imrae with a smile. “See? Harmless.” 
 
    “But what is it?” Imrae asked with a frown as she studied the hybrid. “Spider… and… cavvekans?” 
 
    “That’s right,” I said, and I smiled with pride as if I’d made him myself.  
 
    “You can do that?” Imrae asked in a confused tone.  
 
    “Oh, you don’t even know about the hybrids,” Tryss gasped, and she slapped her forehead with her palm, which made a satisfying smacking sound that echoed in the treetops.  
 
    “I mean, I know about hybrids,” Imrae said with a frown. “And how they’re illegal and dangerous.” 
 
    “Illegal, yes, but they’re not all dangerous,” I said as I scratched Krondorl’s chin. “But that’s not what Tryss means.” 
 
    I nodded at Tryss, and she spent the next few minutes explaining to Imrae about the hybrids Elvy and Daria had experimented with and how they used them to control and intimidate the Lower Houses.  
 
    “That’s fucked up,” Imrae said, and her teal freckles stood out against her indigo skin that was flushed with anger.  
 
    “Isn’t it?” I asked with a shake of my head while Krondorl happily gnawed on my finger. “Of course, you know what it’s like to be fond of a species that everyone is telling you that you shouldn’t be fond of.” 
 
    I could see the light go on behind Imrae’s eyes, and she regarded Krondorl with a new appreciation.  
 
    “You’re right,” Imrae said, and she took a cautious step toward the hybrid while she held a hand out for him to sniff. “Hey there, little guy.” 
 
    Once she got close, Krondorl used his front two legs and grabbed Imrae’s hand, which caused her to shriek and jump back in fright.  
 
    “Krondy,” I said with a giggle in my voice. “Be nice.” 
 
    The hybrid spun around on my shoulder playfully, and then he nuzzled against my cheek and sat back on his back legs.  
 
    “He’s just messing with you,” I explained. “Come, try again.” 
 
    Imrae shot me a worried look, but she stepped forward again, and Krondorl didn’t frighten her this time. Instead, he sniffed at her hand and then flopped his ears back and forth, so Imrae laid a tentative hand on his head and gave him a couple pets.  
 
    “I guess he’s not so bad,” the Darnem said in a shaky voice.  
 
    “He’s not, he’s very sweet,” I said. “Even though he shouldn’t be all the way out here. What are you doing here, buddy?” 
 
    Krondorl looked up at me with wide eyes, and as I gazed back down at him, I felt a lurch in my mind. It took me a second to realize it was my psionics working, and I could hear the hybrid’s thoughts. Krondorl thought in spider language, and I grinned as I translated his thoughts in my mind.  
 
    “Aww, you missed me, so you sniffed me out?” 
 
    Krondorl spun around in circles in affirmation.  
 
    “Well, that’s very sweet, and I missed you, too,” I said, and I nuzzled into his furry black body again. “But it’s extremely dangerous for you to leave, if you’re caught, we’re all in big, big trouble.” 
 
    The hybrid made a little squeaking noise as if to say he was sorry, and then he flattened his ears against his head and scurried down my body until he was on the forest floor. 
 
    “Oh, where’s he going?” Imrae asked, and I could tell she was fighting the urge to step away from the hybrid.  
 
    “Back to where he should be,” I said sternly.  
 
    Krondorl spun around in three quick circles before he scurried away, and it wasn’t long before I lost sight of him on the thick forest floor.  
 
    “I’ve never seen a hybrid in real life before,” Imrae said, and the fear in her voice had been replaced by wonder, now that the hybrid was gone.  
 
    “Oh, we have plenty of experience with them,” I chuckled. “I’m surprised, actually. I figured the Upper Houses would have their own secret stash of illicit hybrids for their own uses.” 
 
    “Voids, no,” Imrae said, and she shook her head back and forth. “They have plenty of fucked-up shit, but they’re quite serious about the legality of hybrids.  
 
    “Hmmm,” I said as I stroked my chin thoughtfully. “Sooo, I wonder how the Upper Houses would react to an army of hybrids advancing on them.” 
 
    “Oh, they’d be absolutely shitting themselves,” Imrae said, and she broke into a smile at the thought of it.  
 
    “Interesting.” I wore my own smile as I stored this information away for later. We’d stored our remaining hybrids in Station Twenty-Nine, even though Drindessa had wanted to kill them off, but I insisted we kept them alive.  
 
    I knew those hybrids would come in handy. 
 
    “I need to get back before Mother asks where I’ve been,” Imrae said as she wiped her hands on her cloak.  
 
    “Alright, let’s go,” I said, and I led the way back through the thick forest to the path we were on before that would lead us back to the Thoroughfare.  
 
    Once we reached the edge of the forest, we stopped and ducked into the trees. 
 
    “Tell your Matron that I’m willing to meet tomorrow,” Imrae said in a low voice, and her eyes kept darting toward the clearing that led to the Thoroughfare. She pulled her hood up over her head and tucked her hair in so it couldn’t be seen. “Can you make it back to the alley where we first spoke?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said with a nod. 
 
    “Okay, tomorrow at the midday stroke,” Imrae instructed. 
 
    “I’ll see you there,” I said. “You go first, we’ll wait twenty minutes before we head out.” 
 
    “Okay.” Imrae gave us a swift nod before she hurried out of the trees and headed back to the Thoroughfare, and Tryss and I watched her go. 
 
    “So sad about her sister,” Tryss said as she watched Imrae’s receding back.  
 
    “Awful,” I said with a shake of my head. “Kind of weird for a drow to be hooking up with a duergar, though, huh?” 
 
    “Voids, I was thinking the same thing, but I didn’t want to upset her more,” Tryss said, and her crimson eyes flashed as she tilted her head back and laughed. “I couldn’t even picture it. They’re so short and ugly.” 
 
    “Not your type?” I teased.  
 
    “Nope,” Tryss said, and her eyes went dark with desire as she took a step closer to me. “I have a particular type that I won’t stray from.” 
 
    Then her mouth covered mine, and we embraced as our tongues slid against each other in a passionate kiss. My hands fell down to grab Tryss’ taut ass, and I squeezed it while we continued to make out.  
 
    A snapping sound pulled us out of our passion, and I blinked as I remembered where we were. 
 
    “Shit, we should get back,” I groaned, but I kept Tryss’ body against mine.  
 
    “I guess,” Tryss sighed.  
 
    We shared one more kiss before we finally pulled ourselves away from each other and headed back to the Thoroughfare hand in hand. It wasn’t long after that that we pushed through the doors to the atrium of Station Twenty-Six.  
 
    “Hmm, where do you think they’ll be?” I asked Tryss as we entered our House.  
 
    “Probably in the Banquet Hall,” Tryss said, and just as she spoke, her stomach let out a loud growl. 
 
    “Hungry?” I asked as my own stomach gurgled.  
 
    “Starving,” Tryss giggled.  
 
    We made our way to the Banquet Hall, and Tryss was right, the family was there sitting at a table filled with food. Sevahtra was at the head of the table, of course, and Nodrin sat to her right, while Helera sat on her left, and Dagwyn sat next to her twin.  
 
    “Ohhh, perfect timing,” Tryss said, and we hurried to take a seat at the table. 
 
    “Welcome back,” Mother said with raised eyebrows. “I would be worried about how long you two were away, but I take it you had a successful mission?” 
 
     “Yep,” I said proudly as I piled my plate high with bloody meat strips, marinated mushrooms, and thick, sticky rice. “We met an Upper House Darnem, and I think we’ve got her on our side.” 
 
    “Is that right?” Sevahtra asked, and her eyebrows were still high on her forehead.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Dagwyn asked as she narrowed her eyes suspiciously. 
 
    “Definitely not a spy?” Helera added. 
 
    “Definitely not a spy,” I said with a shake of my head. Then I looked at Nodrin, and he nodded as if to say that he trusted me.  
 
    “So, tell us,” Mother said with a hint of impatience in her voice.  
 
    Tryss and I took turns telling the family about Imrae and her plight. They listened without interrupting, but when we finished, Dagwyn scoffed loudly.  
 
    “Come on, you don’t believe all of that, do you?” The Second Daughter shook her head in disgust. “A drow and a duergar? No chance.” 
 
    “She was telling the truth,” I said with a shrug.  
 
    “You didn’t…” Nodrin said with a hint of disapproval in his voice.  
 
    “I didn’t use psionics,” I explained quickly. “Just at the meeting, which is how I know she’s not lying.” 
 
    “Okay.” Mother nodded, and she leaned forward on the table with her elbows while her fingertips met in a steeple. “I trust your judgment on this, Fynn. What’s the plan?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    “Well,” I said, and I blew out a long breath of air. “She wants to meet us in the Thoroughfare tomorrow to discuss this more. Like we said before, she’s pretty pissed off with her House, and she’s willing to turn on them.” 
 
    “I will meet with her,” Sevahtra said with a nod. “But not at the Thoroughfare. You need to bring her here.” 
 
    “To Twenty-Six?” Dagwyn cried out in anger.  
 
    “No.” Sevahtra shook her head, and then she gave me a serious look. “Bring her to Station Thirty, I’ll meet her there. But don’t tell her that’s where she is, just take her to the dungeons.” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do,” I said as I thought about ways I would get the Upper House Darnem to the dungeons of Thirty.  
 
    “Good.” Sevahtra pushed back from the table. “I’m finished here. Nodrin?” 
 
    “Yes, my love,” the wizard said, and he pushed his own chair back.  
 
    “Enjoy, children, and don’t disturb us for the rest of the evening,” Sevahtra said as she grabbed Nodrin and pulled him close.  
 
    “You kids have fun,” I said with a wink as Mother and the wizard headed out of the Banquet Hall hand in hand while they cuddled into each other.  
 
    The sisters and I finished our food, and Helera magicked it all away before we parted ways.  
 
    Tryss and I made our way up to her sleeping quarters, where we finished off what we had started in the forest.  
 
    The next morning, we woke up early, and I felt an unusual feeling in my stomach. Tryss must have noticed my troubled expression because she laid a hand on my forearm.  
 
    “Everything okay?” she asked in a concerned tone. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine, just a weird feeling,” I said, but I shook it away and got ready for the day.  
 
    When we entered the Banquet Hall for breakfast, I was surprised to only see Helera at the table. She was munching on dried mushrooms and reading a sheaf of papers, but she raised her eyes and shot us a wave when Tryss and I approached.  
 
    “Morning,” Helera said brightly.  
 
    “Morning, where’s everyone else?” I asked as I slid into a seat, and Tryss slid into the one next to me. I reached for a flagon of fermented juice and a glass, and after I’d poured myself a full drink, I grabbed a slice of buttered sporebread. 
 
    “Mother, Nodrin, and Daggy went to meet with the other Matrons and get them up to speed,” Helera said as she folded up the Oshara Outlook and plopped it on the table. Then she nodded at the folded-up newspaper with a look of disgust on her face. “Overview of the Round Table meeting yesterday in there, and they’re reporting the lake’s levels are normal, and the Council won’t address it again ‘til next year.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tryss sighed. “No one at the meeting seemed to question it yesterday.” 
 
    “Well,” I said as I swallowed the chunk of sour sporebread. “Except Imrae.” 
 
    “You really think she’s legit?” Helera asked with a raised eyebrow as she flung her braid over her shoulder.  
 
    “I do.” I nodded.  
 
    “Me, too,” Tryss said as she plucked a dried mushroom from Helera’s bowl. “You would, too, if you’d heard her talk about her sister.” 
 
    “Well, if Mother trusts you, that’s enough for me.” Helera shrugged and pushed herself back from the table. “I’ve got another batch of truth potion on the fire, though, just in case. Got to go check that now, should be about ready.” 
 
    “See you at Station Thirty later, then?” I asked as I reached for another piece of sporebread.  
 
    “I’ll be there, with the truth potion,” Helera said with a wink, and then she waved to us as she headed to the library to check on the brewing potion.  
 
    Tryss and I finished our breakfast before we prepared for my meeting with Imrae later. 
 
    “I’ll need to go in glamour, of course,” I said after Tryss magicked away the remains of breakfast. 
 
    “Why?” Tryss asked with a frown. “You need Imrae to recognize you, and we’re not going to a Council meeting. You should be fine in just your eyepatch.” 
 
    “I know, but I just think I should.” That uneasy feeling I’d had when I woke up this morning had returned, and something in my mind told me I needed the glamour before I headed into the Thoroughfare. “Plus, it wouldn’t hurt, just in case I’ve gotten this wildly wrong, and she’s actually a spy or something.  
 
    “You’re never wrong,” Tryss said, and then her eyes lit up. “Ohh, can I practice my glamour magick on you, then?” 
 
    “Sure,” I chuckled. “Let’s try to make me look similar to Nodrin’s glamour from yesterday.” 
 
    “Yayy,” Tryss squealed, and she clapped her hands together excitedly.  
 
    We spent the next while getting glamoured up. Tryss had to try it a few times, but eventually she got me looking pretty similar to the glamour Nodrin had put on me yesterday, so hopefully Imrae would still be able to recognize me. I practiced my glamour magick on Tryss as well, though it was less important that she looked the same as she did, so hers didn’t take as long. 
 
    By the time we were finished glamouring up, it was time to head to the Thoroughfare.  
 
    “I guess the others will be waiting for us in the dungeons of Thirty,” Tryss said when we realized no one was coming to send us off. “Mother must really trust you, she always gives my sisters and me a lecture before we go on a mission.” 
 
    “I think the psionics help,” I said as we started our journey to the Thoroughfare. “Now that I can read minds, we’re less likely to fall into a trap.” 
 
    “And you’re just a badass.” Tryss grinned as she interlaced her fingers with mine and cuddled against me. 
 
    “That, too.” I returned the grin. 
 
    We made it to the Thoroughfare a bit earlier than we expected, so we took our time crossing the bustling city center. I always enjoyed the busy atmosphere of the Thoroughfare, and the strange mix of bodies you could find. There was a giant green ogre wearing a comically small pink apron, and he had stuffed himself behind a tiny cart that had an array of jars on display. Upon closer inspection, I saw that the jars were full of firelichen jam, and there was a sign with the word ‘handmade’ scrawled across it.  
 
    Suddenly, a loud group of tipsy drow women stumbled past, and they were all wearing tight, sexy dresses. The group was led by a beautiful First Daughter, I could tell by the braid, and she was the loudest of them all. 
 
    “We need to find some males,” she cried out. “I need a big cock inside me for my birthday.” 
 
    “I need a big cock inside me for your birthday, too,” her friend giggled.  
 
    “You!” The birthday girl suddenly pointed a long mauve finger at me. “Do you have a big cock?” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” I said with a grin as I pulled Tryss into my side. “But sorry, ladies, I’m taken.” 
 
    “Any interest in sharing?” the First Daughter asked, but the question was directed at Tryss, not me. 
 
    “No,” Tryss said as she narrowed her eyes. “He’s my male.” 
 
    “You lucky bitch,” the birthday girl pouted, and her crew shot me some winks and kisses before they continued on to heckle other males about their penis size.  
 
    We passed some more carts while we ambled through the city center. There was an old drow wizard offering fortune tellings next to the cart of a young duergar couple selling swords. There was a gnome vendor selling dried goods including mushrooms, moss, meats, and spices, and I spotted a bundle of beautiful black dried roses, so I stopped, bought one, and then tucked it behind Tryss’ ear.  
 
    “Aww, Fynn, you didn’t have to,” Tryss said, and her glamoured face blushed.  
 
    “I know, but I can’t help it, I just love you so much.” I smirked.  
 
    “O-Oh,” my lover stammered. “W-well, I, umm…” 
 
    Before Tryss could finish her thought, someone stumbled and fell into us.  
 
    “Hey, watch it,” I said as I shoved the male drow off Tryss.  
 
    “Watch this.” The ugly male drow gave us a rude hand gesture, and then he hiccupped, and I could smell the mead on his breath.  
 
    “Lovely,” I said as I curled my lip and led Tryss away from the drunkard.  
 
    A lone male drunkard was different from a pack of tipsy females celebrating a birthday. 
 
    “Not even midday,” Tryss grumbled, and she rubbed her shoulder where the male had slammed into her.  
 
    “Sad,” I said with a shake of my head, but then I turned to Tryss with a wide smile. “I don’t need any mead, I’m drunk on my love for you all the time.” 
 
    “Okay, that was cheesy as fuck,” Tryss scoffed, but she giggled and blushed all the same. 
 
    “True, though. Come on, we should get to the alley to meet… our friend.” I glanced around to make sure no one was eavesdropping, but the coast looked clear.  
 
    Still, that uneasy feeling crept up in my gut again, but I pushed it away so I could focus on the task at hand.  
 
    “How are you going to get her to Station Thirty?” Tryss asked in a low voice as we ducked into an alley and followed it away from the busy main street.  
 
    “Not sure,” I answered in an equally low voice. “We might have to glamour her. I know she won’t travel to the Lower Houses without a disguise.” 
 
    “If she comes at all,” Tryss pointed out. “She thinks Mother is meeting her here today, she might be pissed off when she’s not here.” 
 
    “I think it’ll be fine,” I said with a shake of my head. “Im-- um, our friend will understand the need for discretion.” 
 
    We continued down the narrow, winding alleys until we were almost at the block where I’d first talked to Imrae, so I stopped and turned to Tryss.  
 
    “I think I should go alone, and I’ll come get you when I have her,” I said as my eyes darted around the narrow lane. “That bakery isn’t far from here, is it?” 
 
    “Just around the corner,” Tryss said with a frown. “But are you sure?” 
 
    “Yeah, but don’t worry, I won’t be long.” I gave my glamoured lover a kiss, and then we parted ways. I headed to the meeting spot, while Tryss headed for the bakery, where I’d meet her with Imrae after.  
 
    As I approached the alley where I was meeting Imrae, I felt like there was a pair of eyes on me. I glanced around, and I felt a jolt of panic as I considered the possibility Krondorl had sniffed me out in the Thoroughfare. But I’d given him pretty explicit instructions not to risk being seen again, so I didn’t think that was it. I continued on my way, but my senses were on high alert.  
 
    Finally, I rounded the corner that led to the alley where Imrae should be waiting. Sure enough, the Darnem was standing at the other end of the alley waiting for me, but as soon as I saw her, I could tell something was wrong.  
 
    Imrae shot me a tight smile that didn’t reach her eyes as she shuffled her weight between her feet. Then her eyes flitted to the rooftop, then back to me, and she widened them ever so slightly.  
 
    I slowed my pace as I looked around the alley. I couldn’t see anything, but the Second Daughter seemed spooked, which caused the back of my neck to prickle. 
 
    Something was definitely wrong. 
 
    I was already halfway down the alleyway, so I had no choice but to continue down it, but I made the decision to use my psionics on Imrae to find out what was going on. As I approached the Darnem, I made eye contact with her garnet eyes, and I was immediately plunged into her mind.  
 
    It’s a trap, keep walking.  
 
    Please, please, please understand me. 
 
    It’s a trap.  
 
    It’s a trap.  
 
    Just keep walking past me, don’t stop. 
 
    Fuuuuck. 
 
    I was right, something was definitely wrong. I was walking into a trap.  
 
    Thank Drogu for my psionics.  
 
    When I reached Imrae, I gave her an almost imperceptible nod, and I continued walking without stopping.  
 
    As I passed, I heard Imrae breathe a quiet sigh of relief, but I didn’t dare look back. I continued walking until I came out the alley on the other side, and then I hurried away from the trap and hightailed it back toward the bakery where Tryss was waiting.  
 
    We needed to get away from here, and fast.  
 
    I pushed my way into the busy main street. I didn’t want to make a scene and draw attention to myself, so I tried to push through the crowd as quickly as I could without causing any upset. A hobgoblin slapped me on the ankle with his cane as I passed, and I muttered an apology, but I couldn’t risk slowing down. 
 
    I knew from Imrae’s thoughts that she hadn’t turned us in, otherwise she wouldn’t be trying to warn me away from the area. But we’d been made somehow, and I needed to find out how.  
 
    Suddenly, I heard a clamoring sound behind me, and I turned my head to see a duergar guard emerging from Imrae’s alley with his sword drawn and a desperate look in his eyes. He’d bumped into a female drow when he burst into the main street, and they were engaged in a verbal fight, so I had a few seconds of time. 
 
    “Shit,” I mumbled to myself, and then I ducked into the nearest alley. Once I was out of sight of the guard, I started sprinting toward the bakery.  
 
    When I reached the back of the building, I hurled myself at the back door and hammered on it with my fist. A moment later, glamoured Tryss opened the door with a concerned look on her face.  
 
    “Fynn, what…” 
 
    Before she could finish, I threw myself into the back room of the bakery and grabbed Tryss by the waist as I went. Then I spun and slammed the door shut behind us.  
 
    “Lock it,” I said urgently.  
 
    Tryss shot me a bewildered look, but she muttered the word that locked the door, and I heard the bolt slip into place.  
 
    “What happened?” My lover turned to me with a troubled look on her face. “Where’s Imrae?” 
 
    I pushed Tryss away from the windows and cautiously peeked out one myself, but I didn’t see any duergar guards. 
 
    “It was a trap,” I said as I peered down the other direction. “There were guards waiting to ambush me.” 
 
    “What? She set us up?” Tryss gasped in horror.  
 
    “It wasn’t Imrae,” I said as I ducked back into the bakery. “I read her mind, she was trying to warn me away.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Tryss cursed. “That means…” 
 
    “She’s been made,” I said, and my mouth drew into a tight line. “I don’t know how much she’s told them about us, but we need to get back and tell the others ASAP. Without being seen. They know what I look like in my glamour now.” 
 
    “We’ll take the platform,” Tryss said, and her eyes suddenly lit up.  
 
    Tryss spun on her heel and pushed through the door that I knew led to the kitchen, and I quickly followed her.  
 
    “Thank Drogu for your past self,” I said with a grin as we stopped before the teleportation pad. “Now, let’s get out of here.” 
 
    Tryss and I hurried onto the platform, and she muttered the incantation that would take us back to Twenty-Six. I felt the familiar squeezing sensation that happened when we teleported, and my body went cold and tingly all over. Moments later, we were standing in the dungeons of Twenty-Six, and my body felt normal again. 
 
    “The dungeons?” I asked with my eyebrows raised.  
 
    “It was originally in Mother’s sleeping chambers, but she got annoyed with us coming in and out at all hours, so she moved it to the dungeons.” Tryss giggled at the memory.  
 
    “Makes sense,” I said, and then I turned to Tryss. “We need to find the others, but first, let’s get this glamour off.” 
 
    We spent the next few minutes unglamouring each other, and when we were finished, we stepped back with smiles on our faces.  
 
    “That’s better,” I said when I saw Tryss’ natural beauty again.  
 
    “I agree.” Tryss grinned, reached for my hand, and pulled me in for a kiss. When she pulled away, she kept her arms wrapped around my neck and looked into my eyes with her beautiful crimson gaze. “Fynn…” 
 
    “What?” I asked.  
 
    “I have to tell you something…” 
 
    “Go on,” I murmured encouragingly.  
 
    “Well, ummm, I, uhhh…” 
 
    “Say it,” I said with a smirk.  
 
    “I l-love you,” Tryss said as her face flushed dark purple, and she buried it in my chest. 
 
    “And I love you right back,” I said as I embraced my beautiful lover. “Don’t you feel better finally admitting it?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tryss said with a smile when she pulled her face away from my chest. “Now I kinda wish I’d done it sooner.” 
 
    “Well, now you can say it all the time, and maybe Mother will approve a certain something,” I said as I snaked a hand from around her waist to rest on her taut abdomen, and I imagined it becoming engorged as my baby grew inside of it.  
 
    “Mmm, I’m going to talk to her about it again,” Tryss said with a sly smile. Then her eyes suddenly went wide, and she broke the embrace. “Shit, Imrae.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I said, and I slapped my palm against my forehead. “I almost forgot about that for a second. We need to get to Station Thirty where the others are waiting and let them know what happened.” 
 
    “Come on, we’ll levitate,” Tryss said, and she motioned for me to follow her.  
 
    We hurried out of the damp-smelling dungeons and up the spiral stone staircase until we reached the vault level. Then we rushed out to get onto the platform outside of the levitating shaft. Minutes later, we landed on the dungeon level of Station Thirty, and we hurried inside toward my designated training dungeon, where I instinctively knew the others would be waiting for us.  
 
    Sure enough, there was a crowd waiting for us in my training dungeon. Sevahtra and Nodrin were standing with Breena, Mizzy, and Drindy in the corner of the small room while Dagwyn and Helera sat cross-legged in the middle of the room with Krondorl running between them.  
 
    “Finally!” Dagwyn cried out when she saw us, and she quickly scrambled to her feet.  
 
    The sudden movement spooked Krondorl, who scurried over to me and crawled up my body until he was sitting on my shoulder, where he settled in. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said with a wince. “Slight change of plans.” 
 
    “What happened?” Helera asked as she rose to her feet and peered behind me. “Where’s Imrae?” 
 
    “Well, that’s the change of plan,” I said. “It was a trap.” 
 
    A murmur rippled through the room as everyone took in the news. 
 
    “I knew it!” Dagwyn thundered as she slammed her fist into her palm. “I knew we couldn’t trust that bitch.” 
 
    “It wasn’t her,” I said and shook my head.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Sevahtra asked with a frown.  
 
    “Imrae tried to warn me it was a trap,” I said. “She wasn’t the one who set us up.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Mother muttered as her lips pursed into a thin line. “That means the Council knows we’ve met with her.” 
 
    “Definitely,” I confirmed.  
 
    “Did they see you?” Sevahtra asked sharply.  
 
    “No, I was glamoured, and I used psionics on her, so I knew not to engage,” I explained.  
 
    “Good work,” Sevahtra said, and then she turned to the other Matrons. “Okay, so plans have changed if we’ve lost our connection in the Upper Houses.” 
 
    “Lost?” I interjected. “We’re not just going to leave her, are we?” 
 
    “Of course,” Drindessa scoffed. The Matron wore one of her dominatrix looks, so the tight leather dress hugged her in all the right places, and her spiky heels pulled the look together. “We don’t owe her any loyalty, why would we do anything else?” 
 
    “She was going to help us,” I countered with a frown.  
 
    I noticed Breena and Mizzy share an uneasy look, and so did Drindessa. 
 
    “What, you two think we should help her, too?” the dominatrix Matron demanded.  
 
    “Well,” Mizzy said carefully. “Sevvy told us Imrae’s story about her sister and what her mother did.” 
 
    “So?” Drindy snapped with fiery eyes. “We’ve all lost people. Sisters, mothers, daughters. What makes this bitch so special?” 
 
    “Maybe that she’s willing to betray not only her family, but all of the Upper Houses, and the Council, and risk certain death,” Mizzy said with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “As is everyone in this room, I would hope,” Drindessa fired back. “Otherwise, I’m in the wrong room.” 
 
    “You want everyone here to be willing to betray their family?” I asked with a scowl. 
 
    “O-Oh, no, I meant the other stuff,” Drindessa stammered as her face flushed a dark purple. “The Upper Houses and Council, you know what I meant.” 
 
    “Riiight,” Mizzy said sarcastically.  
 
    “Oh, come on!” Drindessa thundered as she glared at Mizzy, and then the dominatrix turned to the rest of us with an angry expression. “You all know what I meant.” 
 
    “Yes, Drindy, we know what you meant.” Sevahtra rolled her eyes. “But the fact that Imrae is willing to betray her family does lend her some credit.” 
 
    “You were the one who said we’d lost our connection,” Drindessa grumbled. “Don’t act like you weren’t willing to throw her from the tower two seconds ago.” 
 
    “I know, but perhaps Fynn is right,” Sevahtra said, and her eyebrows disappeared into her hairline as she considered the possibilities. “Maybe this Darnem is worth saving.” 
 
    “What, like a rescue mission?” Dagwyn scoffed. 
 
    “Exactly like a rescue mission.” I grinned.  
 
    “But why?” Dagwyn moaned. “She’s been caught, so she can’t help us as a spy in the Upper Houses anymore.” 
 
    “But she’s lived her whole life in the Upper Houses,” I countered. “And she’s pissed off. If we rescue her, she can join our alliance, and we have full access to all of the intimate knowledge she has about the Upper Houses, and the Council. And I do mean intimate knowledge.” 
 
    I tapped my forehead for effect to remind the warrior of my psionics prowess.  
 
    “I guess,” Dagwyn grumbled and crossed her arms over her chest.  
 
    “Plus, an extraction mission probably means you get to kill some folk,” I pointed out. 
 
    “I’ve changed my mind,” Dagwyn said, and she perked up a little. “Let’s do this. 
 
    “Sooo, we’re doing this, then?” Helera asked with raised eyebrows. “We’re going to infiltrate the Upper Houses and rescue Imrae?” 
 
    “Fucking right we are,” I said with a smirk. 
 
    “Okay, we need to plan,” Sevahtra said, and her voice was all business. “This involves all of us, so we need all hands on deck. That means Sashti and the Blessed Eights, too.” 
 
    “Okay.” Drindessa nodded as she consulted a black leather-bound timepiece attached to her wrist. “Sashti is leading the twins in a birthing class right now, they’ll be finished in an hour.” 
 
    “Fine,” Sevahtra said. “Everyone, meet in the Banquet Hall of Twenty-Six in an hour and a half. Nodrin’s strengthened our wards there, so we should be safe discussing matters.” 
 
    There was a murmur of agreement, and we all made for the door, but before I could make it far, Tryss grabbed my hand and held me back. 
 
    “What’s up?” I asked as I looked into my lover’s crimson eyes.  
 
    “Helera told me they finished the Temple here in Thirty the other day,” Tryss said as she jerked her head upward. “I want to check it out, care to join?” 
 
    “Of course, babe,” I said, and we headed in the opposite direction of everyone else.  
 
    As they headed for the levitation shaft, Tryss and I climbed the stone steps that took us to the main level of Station Thirty.  
 
    “Wow, it looks great up here,” I said as we passed through the newly decorated atrium. Since no one occupied the House, the decorations consisted of neutral blacks and spiderwebs in honor of Drogu-ani. Our footsteps echoed as we crossed the atrium and made our way through the banquet hall, which led us to the Temple.  
 
    “Ohh, there it is.” Tryss jumped up and down excitedly before she rushed ahead to push open the large double wooden doors, and then she let out a gasp.  
 
    I followed Tryss into the Temple and let out a whistle of my own. The Temple looked amazing. It was freshly painted a bright white, and the gauzy spiderweb decorations were draped tastefully across the ceiling, and in the middle of the room was a huge marble effigy of Drogu-ani herself.  
 
    “It looks so goooood,” Tryss trilled, and she gracefully jogged into the room and did a spin with her arms spread out wide. “There’s nothing like a freshly finished Temple. Can’t you just feel Drogu’s presence.” 
 
    “I sure can,” I said with a grin, but I couldn’t take my eyes off my dancing lover.  
 
    “And just look at this gorgeous effigy.” Tryss rushed to the marble figure. 
 
    It really was a sight to behold. The effigy was made from heavy marble, and the thick spider legs hoisted up Drogu’s sexy human torso at least ten feet in the air. I joined Tryss by stepping through the large legs until we were underneath Drogu’s torso, and I noticed how incredible the details were. Even the hairs on her legs were carved into the solid marble.  
 
    Tryss sidled up to me and slipped her hand in mine, and I looked down at my gorgeous lover.  
 
    “Fynn, I have a favor to ask you,” Tryss said in a serious tone as she gazed deeply into my eyes.  
 
    “Anything for you,” I promised. “What is it?” 
 
    “I want you to fuck me underneath Drogu-ani.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16  
 
    “Say less,” I said, and I grabbed Tryss by her slim waist and pulled her body tight against mine. Then I leaned my head down while I pulled her head back by a braid and covered her mouth with mine. 
 
    Our tongues slid against each other in a passionate kiss, and then I felt Tryss’ sharp teeth latch onto my tongue and nibble gently while she sucked.  
 
    “Uuunnnhhhh,” I moaned as the blood rushed to my growing erection. 
 
    My lover slid a long purple hand down, grabbed my hard member through the thin fabric of my pants, and squeezed gently. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Tryss breathed as she pulled her mouth away from mine and worked her hand up and down over my shaft. “I want Drogu-ani to watch you fill me with your seed.” 
 
    “She’s about to get quite the show,” I growled, and I reached for Tryss’ waist and slammed it against my hips while I leaned down and bit her neck. I pulled back to see the satisfying bite mark I’d left on her skin, and then I grinned and returned to her neck, which I covered in kisses and small bites. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Tryss’ body trembled under the touch of my lips, and she clutched at my biceps. I could feel her sharp fingernails dig into my skin and draw deep, dark blood as the pain enhanced the pleasure of my lover’s touch.  
 
    My hand slid down Tryss’ thin waist and down her sexy curves, and then I moved it forward until I felt her feminine mound through her dress. I pushed my hand flat against her, and she wriggled and moaned while I felt the wetness through the fabric. 
 
    “You’re dripping already,” I breathed into my lover’s ear.  
 
    “I’m ready for your hard cock to fill me up,” Tryss gasped.  
 
    “Good,” I growled, and I suddenly grabbed Tryss by the waist and lifted her up.  
 
    “Ahh,” she squealed as she wrapped her legs around my waist, and then I spun and gently laid her down on the floor underneath Drogu’s detailed effigy.  
 
    Once Tryss was on her back, I leaned back on my knees and tugged at the thin fabric of her dress that plunged down her pert breasts. The fabric gave way, and I ripped the dress open in one swift motion and watched as her beautiful tits bounced out freely. Then I took in the sight of her flat, toned stomach, her long, athletic legs, and her adorably purple pussy that was dripping with juices.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I moaned as I ran my hands all over her sexy body.  
 
    “T-Thank you,” Tryss giggled, and she blushed and wriggled her body under my hands. Then she suddenly spun around so she was lying on her stomach, and she stuck her tight ass in the air and swung it back and forth while she looked at me over her shoulder. “What about from this angle?” 
 
    “Voids, especially from this angle.” I gave her full ass a spank before I buried my face between her purple cheeks and breathed in her musky feminine scent. Then I spread her cheeks with my hands and flicked my tongue out across her wet pussy.  
 
    “F-F-F-uuuuuck,” Tryss moaned as my tongue worked in small circles around her wet opening.  
 
    “Mmmmm,” I hummed, and I could tell the vibrations were pleasurable for my lover. I continued to caress my tongue across her wet hole, and then I slid it down to find the hard nub of her clitoris.  
 
    Tryss’ body bucked as I tongued her lavender rosebud back and forth, back and forth, back and forth. 
 
    “Ohhh, Fynn!” Tryss cried out as a gush of juice rushed from her pussy, and I slurped it up before I leaned back again. 
 
    “Mmm, you like that?” I asked as I wiped my mouth and grinned.  
 
    “Yes, Voids, yes, I like everything you do to me,” Tryss gasped as she raised herself up to all fours, and her beautiful ass shone under the spotlight above the effigy.  
 
    “Then you’re going to love this.” I smirked as I pulled my pants off in one quick motion so my erection sprang out freely. Then I reached forward and grabbed Tryss’ round ass with one hand while I guided my dick to her entrance. I teased the tip of it against her wet hole, and she giggled before I slammed my full erection into her waiting pussy in one quick motion.  
 
    “Ahhhhh, f-fuuuuuck!” Tryss’ voice trembled as I slid my massive erection in and out of her tight, dripping pussy.  
 
    “Take it,” I growled as I thrust into her. Then I bent down and reached for her bouncing tits, and I squeezed her soft breasts while I continued to pound her from behind.  
 
    “Voids, your cock feels amazing inside me,” Tryss cried out as she pushed her round ass back into my hips.  
 
    “So does that tight little pussy wrapped around it.” I grinned as I pulled my penis until it almost fell out of her, and then I slammed the full length of it into her until it hit the back of her pussy.  
 
    “Uuuuunnnhhhhhhh,” Tryss moaned, and her arms almost gave out. I had to reach down and hold her up while I thrust into her, and her body shook like a ragdoll as she cried out in pleasure.  
 
    When it seemed like she couldn’t take it anymore, I pulled out, spun her around, and laid her gently on her back. She looked up at me with wide, hungry eyes, and she licked her lips.  
 
    “Do you think Drogu is watching us?” Tryss asked in a coy voice.  
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I said as I glanced up at the effigy. It even looked like Drogu’s marble eyes were following our every move. I looked down at my flushed lover and grinned. “Let’s give her a show.” 
 
    “She wants to watch you fill me up with your seed.” Tryss spread her legs wide so I could see the gaping hole of her wet pussy as she grinned up at me.  
 
    “Far be it for me to deny the will of Drogu-ani,” I said as I positioned myself on top of my lavender-skinned lover. I leaned down and gave her a sloppy, tongue-filled kiss, and then I leaned back on my knees and positioned my cock at her entrance. “Tell me what you want.” 
 
    “I want you to fill me with your seed,” Tryss gasped as the tip of my huge dick pushed gently into her.  
 
    “And?” I grinned as I pushed a little further into her hole.  
 
    “And put a baby inside me,” Tryss whined as she grabbed for my hips. “Please, Fynn, get me pregnant. I don’t care that mother hasn’t given me permission. I need your baby growing inside of me.” 
 
    “Uuunnhh.” The thought of filling Tryss with my seed got me excited, and I pushed into her until my whole shaft was buried deep in her pussy.  
 
    “Voids,” Tryss gasped as her body bucked.  
 
    I pulled back and thrust into her again, hard, and her eyes went wide with pleasure. She gazed deeply into my eyes as I fucked her hard, and after a few thrusts, I even noticed she was drooling a little bit.  
 
    “You okay down there?” I asked with a smirk.  
 
    “Fuck, yes, please don’t stop,” Tryss breathed as she wriggled her hips under mine.  
 
    “I never want to stop fucking you,” I growled, and I pulled back and then slammed into her hard until she cried out again.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” Tryss intoned with each thrust, and her head lolled back while her tits bounced deliciously up and down.  
 
    I couldn’t resist, I had to lean my head down and take her dark purple nipple in my mouth. I sucked and bit gently while I continued to thrust into her, and I felt her pussy gush when I played with her nipple.  
 
    “Ohh, you like that,” I teased when I pulled her big bouncing tit out of my mouth, pushed my whole shaft inside of her, and kept it there.  
 
    “I think you can make me cum just from sucking my nipples,” Tryss giggled.  
 
    “Ohh, sounds like a challenge.” I chuckled while I rolled her dark purple nipple between my fingers. 
 
    “Uunnnhhh!” Tryss’ body shook, and her eyes rolled back into her head with pleasure. Then she wiggled her hips against mine. “Fuck me, Fynn.” 
 
    “Gladly.” I pulled back and slammed into her wet hole again, and I felt her pussy juice drip down my shaft. I pinched her erect nipple while I fucked her, and I could tell her orgasm was close by the way her body tensed up.  
 
    “F-F-Fyyyynn,” Tryss gasped.  
 
    “Cum for me,” I growled as I grabbed her and thrust up into her while I rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. “Drench my cock with your cum.” 
 
    “Ooooh, fuuuuck, yessss, Fyyynnn,” Tryss cried out. My beautiful lover dug her fingernails into my shoulder, and I felt a waterfall of pussy juice drip over my cock as her orgasm rocked her body.  
 
    “That’s right, my love.” I grinned as I continued to thrust into her. “Keep going.” 
 
    “V-V-Voids, I can’t stop cuuuumming,” Tryss gasped as her body continued to shudder, and her pussy continued to gush.  
 
    “Good,” I growled as I felt my own orgasm brewing deep in my gut while I continued to slam my shaft into my lover.  
 
    Tryss’ body finally relaxed as her extra-long orgasm came to an end, and she looked up at me with moisture-filled eyes.  
 
    “Fuck, Fynn, that was so good, I think I cried a little,” she giggled.  
 
    “I’ve never seen an orgasm last that long.” I smirked down at her while my shaft still filled her dripping hole.  
 
    “I didn’t even know that was possible,” Tryss said, and her chest rose and fell quickly as she tried to catch her breath. “But I think it’s time I returned the favor.” 
 
    Tryss suddenly wrapped her legs around my waist and clutched them hard. Then she grabbed my neck and lifted herself up while she shifted her weight and rolled me over. Suddenly, I was on my back, and she was straddling me, with my cock still fully inside her.  
 
    “Oh, myyy,” I breathed as I looked up at my sexy lover. Her big round tits were illuminated under the spotlight, and my cock throbbed inside her at the sight. 
 
    “I still need your seed inside me.” Tryss grinned, and she started to work her hips back and forth on my long shaft.  
 
    “I’m going to fill you up, don’t you worry,” I growled, and I grabbed her thin waist and guided her hips as she rode my dick. 
 
    “Voids, you’re sooo biiiig,” Tryss moaned as she rocked back and forth.  
 
    “It’s all yours, sweetheart,” I said through gritted teeth, and I felt my orgasm building up again.  
 
    “Mmmm,” Tryss hummed as her pussy juices dripped down my shaft and pooled at my pubic bone. “Fill me, Fynn.” 
 
    “Uunnhh,” I groaned as I tightened my grip on her hips, and she rode me faster. “I’m going to cum, Tryss.” 
 
    “Yessss,” Tryss breathed, and her eyes went wide with excitement while her pussy gushed even wetter. “Let Drogu see you fill me up.” 
 
    “Fuuuck,” I grunted. The thought of the sexy goddess watching me fuck my lover and impregnating her was hot as fuck, and my orgasm threatened to explode right there. “I’m going to put a baby in that pussy.” 
 
    “Yes, Fynn, impregnate me!” Tryss gasped as she ground down harder on my hips. “Please, Fynn, give me a baby.” 
 
    Suddenly, I rose up, grabbed Tryss, spun around, and laid her on her back so I could fuck her harder. Then I looked deep into her crimson eyes while I thrust into her.  
 
    “I’m going to get you pregnant right now,” I growled.  
 
    “Yes, please, Fynn, give me your seeeeed,” Tryss cried out.  
 
    “Fuuuuuck,” I shouted as my white-hot seed exploded from the tip of my raging erection and spurted into the back of my lover’s wet pussy. The force of my orgasm rocked my body, and I almost collapsed on top of Tryss. 
 
    “Yyyeeessss,” Tryss sobbed, and her body shook as it orgasmed and took my seed deep.  
 
    Our heavy breathing echoed in the empty Temple while we recovered from our intense orgasms, and we grinned at each other.  
 
    “Fynn, I think…”  
 
    “What?” I smirked down at my flushed lover.  
 
    “I think you just got me pregnant,” Tryss whispered, and her crimson eyes were filled with happy tears as she smiled up at me. 
 
    “Really?” I asked with excitement in my voice. “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’m not entirely sure,” Tryss said as we untangled ourselves from each other. “They always say a drow female knows the moment she’s been impregnated, and since it’s never actually happened to me, I’m not totally sure. But I have a feeling. I thought I would have gotten pregnant our first time, but this feels even better. I feel the magic inside of me.” 
 
    “That’s amazing!” I grinned, but then my grin froze in place, and I looked down at my lover with a worried expression. “But wait, won’t Mother be mad? She hasn’t given you permission to breed yet.” 
 
    “Something tells me she won’t be too upset.” Tryss giggled as she tried to arrange her ripped dress over her exposed breasts. “But like I said, I’m not sure yet. I’ll need to take a test.” 
 
    “How do you test?” I asked as I tugged my shirt off and handed it to my naked lover.  
 
    “I have to find some Clandian lichen and pee on it,” Tryss explained. “If it sprouts, I’m pregnant. If not, then we get to try again.” 
 
    “That is the best part,” I snickered as I helped my lover to her feet. “And I’m sure Drogu wouldn’t mind another show.” 
 
    I gestured to the effigy we were standing underneath, and we both chuckled at the thought of the Goddess of Chaos getting off on her own personal porno. I looked up at the marble statue, and I could’ve sworn I saw Drogu’s face wink at me. 
 
    “Voids,” Tryss suddenly gasped, and I looked over at her and followed her gaze to the timepiece on the wall. “We’re going to be late.” 
 
    “We better go,” I said as I straightened my pants on my hips and grabbed Tryss’ ripped dress from the floor.  
 
    Tryss and I hurried out of the Temple and ran back to her sleeping quarters so we could get dressed in untorn and unsexed clothes. We dressed in record time before we sped back down the stairs and burst into the Banquet Hall, where the others were already waiting for us.  
 
    “Thank you for gracing us with your presence,” Mother Sevahtra drawled from the head of the table.  
 
    “Sorry, Mother,” Tryss and I chorused as we rushed to the full table.  
 
    Nodrin sat on Sevahtra’s right, and Drindessa was on her left. Helera and Dagwyn sat next to Nodrin, and then Breena and Mizzy sat next to Drindessa. The Blessed Eights sat next to Mizzy, and across the table from them was Sashti and Essie. Fespius hovered nervously behind Sevahtra, and he shifted his weight between his feet while he rubbed his hands together. 
 
    “Fyyyynn!” Essie’s tiny voice cried out, and she struggled against her mother to get to me.  
 
    “Hey there, short stuff,” I said, and Tryss and I made our way over to the side of the table where the pale blonde toddler was. I took a seat next to Sashti, and Essie climbed into my lap while Tryss sat on the opposite side of me.  
 
    “Fynn, why you so late?” Essie asked as she looked up at me with curious eyes.  
 
    “I had some business to attend to,” I said as I shot a grin at Tryss over Essie’s head.  
 
    “Uh-huh,” Helera said with raised eyebrows from the other side of Sashti. “The evidence of your business is clear.” 
 
    I noticed Sashti’s eyes fall to my crotch, and then I noticed Helly and Daggy were also staring. I was sure the other two sisters would soon be carrying my offspring, too.  
 
    “It was important business,” I chuckled. 
 
    “Well, now that you’re here, we have more important business to attend to,” Sevahtra said sharply, and we all turned to her. “Like this rescue mission.” 
 
    “Right,” I said, and I cleared my throat as I handed Essie back to Sashti. “We need a plan.” 
 
    “Well, you have the most knowledge of the… situation, so what do you suggest, Fynn?” Drindessa asked, and she sniffed like she’d just caught a whiff of something unpleasant.  
 
    I could tell the Matron was still unhappy we were going through with the rescue mission, but at least she wasn’t trying to make it more difficult.  
 
    “I think we should wait a day,” I said as I pondered possibilities. “Let the dust settle from the attempted kidnapping. I imagine Imrae’s being held at the Court where we went for our summons?” 
 
    I looked to Sevahtra, who nodded in agreement.  
 
    “Probably in the same cells where I was held,” Nodrin added, and we all turned to look at the wizened wizard. “They were in the dungeons, at least three levels below the Court.” 
 
    “Guards?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “A dozen at all times, at least,” Nodrin said. “Hourly cell checks and meals served thrice a day, at the seventh morning stroke, the midday stroke, and the sixth evening stroke. The cells are small, just big enough for a bed.” 
 
    “Okay.” I nodded as I took in the information. “Meal times might be a good time to infiltrate.” 
 
    “But how are we going to get close enough to infiltrate?” Dagwyn asked with a frown.  
 
    “Well, we can’t go in through the front doors,” I said as I drummed my fingers on the table. “They’ll recognize us instantly, and glamour isn’t an option.” 
 
    “So, how are we going to get there?” Dagwyn pressed.  
 
    “Fly!” Essie suddenly called out, and we turned to look at the toddler, who had a toy lizard in her hand that she was waving around like it was flying.  
 
    “Yes, we’re going to have to fly to get there, little one.” I chuckled as Essie attempted to fly the toy lizard into my mouth, but then an idea came to me. “Hey, you know how we have a landing platform outside of our dungeons?”  
 
    “To transport cargo and prisoners, of course,” Sevahtra said.  
 
    “Well, there must be one outside of the Council’s Dungeons, too, right?” I asked the table. “They’ll have more valuable cargo and prisoners to transport than us.” 
 
    “They do,” Sevahtra confirmed with a frown. “But it will be heavily guarded. You’re not suggesting we fly directly to the dungeons?” 
 
    “I’m just thinking out loud here,” I said as the gears turned in my head. “But say we do.” 
 
    “We wouldn’t get within ten feet of them,” Breena said with a shake of her silver-haired head. “Right? Like they’d definitely shoot as soon as they saw us approaching.” 
 
    “Not if we blinded them,” I said with a grin.  
 
    Then I held my hand out and simultaneously opened my ether so a ball of bright white light suddenly appeared in my hand. The group gasped and shielded their eyes against the bright light, so I waved it away until it disappeared.  
 
    “Woooow,” the Blessed Eight twins breathed in unison. They both reached for their swollen pregnant bellies and rubbed them in the same circular motion as they exchanged an amazed look.  
 
    “That could certainly be to our benefit,” Mother said with a smug expression.  
 
    “Okay, that gets us in the door,” Drindessa grumbled. “But then what? They’ll have hundreds of guards on standby. We won’t have time to check every cell before the next wave of guards attacks.” 
 
    “Fynn can use his psionics,” Tryss said as she perked up excitedly. Then she turned to me with wide eyes and glanced at Nodrin. “Right? There’s no trace on it.” 
 
    “You’re right,” I acknowledged, and I drummed my fingers on the table again while the plan formed in my mind. “I can read a guard’s mind and find out which cell she’s in.” 
 
    “That works…” Nodrin said slowly. “But from what I recall, we will not be able to enter the dungeons. They’re enchanted against any intruders. When I was being transported between the cells and the Courthouse, the guards had to wrap an enchanted cloak around me.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” I hummed as I considered this new information. How could we quickly sniff out the right cell where Imrae was being held, while not being able to enter the cells ourselves? 
 
    “Whoooosh,” Essie said while she continued to fly the toy lizard across our faces.  
 
    If only we had someone Essie’s size who could sneak in and out of cells quickly.  
 
    My eyes fell on Fespius, and the hobgoblin gulped when he saw me looking at him. He shuffled his feet nervously and avoided eye contact with me, and I knew the hobgoblin didn’t have the nerves to carry out a rescue mission.  
 
    Suddenly, an image of Krondorl came to mind, and I grinned.  
 
    “We can take the hybrid,” I said.  
 
    “What?” Breena asked with a frown. The young Matron was a Soothsayer, and she had a personal connection to hybrids of all flavors. 
 
    “Krondorl,” I explained. “He’s small, fast, and can see in the dark. Plus, he can squeeze into small spaces, and he’s small enough that he shouldn’t set off any alarms.” 
 
    “That’s brilliant, Fynn,” Tryss said as she shot me a dazzling smile. 
 
    “It could work,” Sashti said with a nod. Then she caught my eye and shot me a quick wink, and I returned it before I turned back to the rest of the table.  
 
    “We don’t want a big recovery team,” I said as the plan started to fall into place. “We need to get in and out, fast.” 
 
    “You’re right.” Sevahtra nodded. Then she tapped a finger on her chin as she considered the group in front of her. “Fynn, you’ll be going of course. You take your lizard and the hybrid with you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mother,” I said dutifully. 
 
    “Then I want Nodrin to take Breena on another lizard as backup,” Mother said in a final tone.  
 
    “What?” Dagwyn burst out. “What about me?” 
 
    “Have you gotten over your fear of heights?” Mother asked sternly. 
 
    “N-No, but I won’t--” 
 
    “Are you a Soothsayer?” Mother followed up with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Well, no, but--” 
 
    “No,” Mother said as she raised her hand to silence the Second Daughter. “This is too important of a mission to risk being fucked up by your silly fear. We are infiltrating the Council’s Tower, not taking a leisure trip to the lake.” 
 
    “I know, but--” 
 
    “Dagwyn,” Sevahtra said in a dangerous tone. 
 
    Dagwyn’s ears flattened against her head, and she glared at me and Breena while she grumbled something under her breath.  
 
    “Any other objections?” Sevahtra asked as she glanced around the table with a fire in her eyes. 
 
    “No,” the table mumbled.  
 
    “Good,” Sevahtra said. “So, Fynn, Nodrin, Breena, and the hybrid will attempt to rescue Imrae tomorrow after the sixth evening stroke, when the guards and prisoners are distracted. Agreed?” 
 
    “Agreed,” the table chorused.  
 
    “Good,” Sevahtra said with a satisfied nod. “Now, are there any other issues to address while we’re all gathered here?” 
 
    “I have one,” Mizzy said in a strangled voice, and she cleared her throat as everyone at the table turned to look at her.  
 
    “Yes?” Mother asked with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “We have a problem down in Station Thirty,” Mizzy said as her eyes darted around nervously. 
 
    “What?” Helera asked in a confused tone. “We were just down there.” 
 
    “I know, but when we all parted ways, I took a trip down to the base of the Station,” Mizzy explained. “The stalagmites help me clear my head.” 
 
    “And?” Dagwyn pressed impatiently.  
 
    “Um, well, the base of Station Thirty, it’s umm…” Mizzy faltered.  
 
    “For Drogu’s sake, what is it?” Dagwyn thundered.  
 
    “The lake water has reached the base,” Mizzy said quickly. “It’s starting to erode Station Thirty.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    There was a gasp around the table as we all took in this information.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Mother asked with a deep frown.  
 
    “Very,” Mizzy said, and she nodded her maroon-skinned head frantically. “There’s a stalagmite I favor just between Twenty-Nine and Thirty, and it was almost completely submerged.” 
 
    “Voids,” Tryss whispered, and I reached over and squeezed my lover’s hand.  
 
    “But it hasn’t reached Twenty-Nine yet?” Mother asked in a serious tone. 
 
    “Not yet, but it’s close.” Mizzy shook her head.  
 
    “We need to do something.” I frowned as I looked between Sevahtra and Nodrin.  
 
    “Well, it looks like it’s time for your next magick lesson, Fynn,” Nodrin said with a sigh as he pushed his chair back from the table. “We should start now.” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” I asked as I also pushed my chair back and scrambled to my feet.  
 
    “We’re going to hopefully drain some of the water with elemental magick,” Nodrin explained as he joined my side. “We’ll see what we can do and then report back to Sevvy.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. Then I leaned down and gave Tryss a quick kiss before I turned to Mother at the head of the table. “Is that al--” 
 
    “Go,” Sevahtra said as she waved her hand at the door. “If it’s risen that far already, we should have started the draining process weeks ago. Go, go.” 
 
    We didn’t waste another second. The wizard and I waved to the rest of the table and rushed out of the Banquet Hall. We sped toward the levitating shaft, and within minutes, we were landing at the platform at the dungeon levels of Station Thirty.  
 
    I wasn’t sure if it was just because I knew the water had risen, but the air smelled even damper than usual. I glanced over the platform, but it was too dark to see below us, so I turned to Nodrin. 
 
    “Are we heading down there?” 
 
    “Not yet,” the wizard said with a shake of his head. “I want to run through some training with you up here first.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, and I followed Nodrin into the dungeons. He led us to my favorite training room, and I was surprised Krondorl wasn’t waiting for me in the corner.  
 
    “You haven’t had much experience with elemental magick, if I’m not mistaken,” Nodrin said as he waved a hand to clear the dungeon of all the debris on the ground.  
 
    “No, I haven’t,” I said as I surveyed the now empty room, but then I remembered the tunnels. “Wait, is tunnel magick elemental magick? It is manipulating the earth, after all.” 
 
    “Keen observation,” Nodrin said with a pleased nod. “It is a subset of elemental magick, yes. Obviously, we’ll be working on water magick, which is a bit trickier due to the fickle nature of water.” 
 
    Nodrin waved his hand again, and this time a large copper basin appeared in the center of the room. With another wave of his hand, the basin suddenly filled with dark, murky water.  
 
    “I guess you want me to get rid of that water,” I said as I eyed the tub.  
 
    “Correct,” the wizard said with a grin. “But like I said, water is fickle, so you must accommodate for that. You’ll see what I mean.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said uncertainly as I eyed the basin. I didn’t know what the Void Nodrin meant, but much like everything else in the drow world, I knew I’d find out soon enough.  
 
    “So, you’re going to want to open up your ether and let the essence of the water flow through you,” Nodrin explained as he stepped up to the edge of the basin. 
 
    “Umm…” I blinked as I joined his side. The essence? 
 
    “Start with that,” Nodrin said, and he motioned to the basin. 
 
    “Okayyy,” I said, and I did as I was told. I opened up my ether, and I felt all of my senses heighten. Then I peered into the basin and spent a moment studying the water.  
 
    The murky liquid seemed to throw itself against the sides of the basin, like it was desperate for an escape from its copper prison. It sloshed back and forth, and sometimes it even splashed outside of the basin, even though there was no reason for it to be moving at all since it was contained in a windless environment.  
 
    As I watched the moving water, I understood what Nodrin meant when he described its fickle nature. But I felt like the wizard was mistaken. Water wasn’t fickle, it was just free.  
 
    Like me. 
 
    It was common in the drow world for male slaves to be soul bound to their female masters so the males can’t disobey or betray their masters. I learned about this practice my first week in the drow world, and I’d known instantly that if my soul were to be bound to another soul, that would be the end of Fynn as I knew it. I couldn’t bear the thought of not being my own self, to be tied up, imprisoned.  
 
    Trapped. 
 
    The water wasn’t fickle, it was just trapped, and it wanted nothing more than to be free.  
 
    I glanced at Nodrin, who was looking at me with a wide grin.  
 
    “Ahhh,” I said as I suddenly understood. “Its essence.” 
 
    “Exactly,” the wizard said with a nod. “You understand now?” 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded back. “I feel like I have a lot in common with water, actually.” 
 
    “As do I, Master Fynn,” Nodrin said as he gave me a curious look. “Fickle and free.” 
 
    “Hey, I’m not fickle,” I countered. 
 
    “Not with your loyalties, I don’t doubt that,” Nodrin said, but then he glanced down at my crotch with raised eyebrows.  
 
    “Ahh, that, well,” I said with a grin. “Tryss will always be my number one.” 
 
    “Like a sea to its shore,” Nodrin said wisely.  
 
    “Sooo,” I said as I glanced back down at the basin of water. “The water just wants to return to its shore?” 
 
    “Always,” Nodrin said.  
 
    “And this water?” I asked. 
 
    “The same,” Nodrin said vaguely.  
 
    “R-Right, but I don’t know where her shore is,” I said in a confused tone.  
 
    “I bet you do,” Nodrin chuckled, and he motioned to the basin with his eyebrows. 
 
    “Oookay,” I said, and I turned back to the water.  
 
    “What’s it telling you?” Nodrin asked quietly.  
 
    “Hmm…” I stared into the swirling water, and I enjoyed watching the gentle movement. After a moment, I started to feel almost hypnotized by it, and I suddenly understood where the water needed to be, so I turned to the wizard with a slow smile.  
 
    “Yes?” Nodrin prompted with a smile of his own.  
 
    “The Glimmersea,” I answered, and the water seemed to do a happy swish when I said it.  
 
    Even though I’d never seen it, I had read about the underground ocean that was vital to drow life, and my Insight told me that’s where the water belonged.  
 
    “Excellent,” Nodrin said with a nod. “Now, you’ll need to open your ether more while you concentrate on sending the water back to the Glimmersea. Water is the hardest element to move, so it may take you a little while to shift it.” 
 
    “Um, shift it all the way back to the Glimmersea?” I asked as I eyed the basin uncertainly.  
 
    “How about this?” Nodrin chuckled and waved his hand, and another bowl appeared next to the water-filled basin, but this one was empty. Then the wizard gestured between the two containers. “Start with transferring the water between the two.” 
 
    “Okay.” I nodded as I looked between the water-filled basin and the empty one. “I think I can do that.” 
 
    Nodrin gestured for me to begin, and I nodded and took a deep breath. I remembered the wizard’s breathing technique that always helped me focus my magick, so I went through the routine, and then I was ready.  
 
    I stared into the water-filled basin and opened my ether up more. The water seemed to swirl faster, as if it was anticipating my interference, but that only made me more determined to shift it to the other basin. I concentrated hard on the water and willed it to move into the next bowl. I watched as the water swished and formed a small wave like it was going to jump over the edge of the basin and into the empty one, but the wave suddenly crested and disappeared back into the water. My heart fell, and I looked over at Nodrin with a disappointed sigh.  
 
    “Fickle, isn’t it?” Nodrin chuckled, but then he gave me a kind look and a pat on the back. “Of course, you’re already closer than anyone else at this stage. It took me two months to form a wave at all.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked, and I felt hope surge in my chest. 
 
    “Keep trying,” Nodrin said with a nod at the basins.  
 
    “Okay,” I said, and with Nodrin’s encouragement, I was excited to try again.  
 
    I focused on the water again, and I opened my ether a tiny bit more. The water swirled faster, and it seemed excited at my presence again.  
 
    “Are you going to behave this time?” I asked the water in the basin, and it sloshed energetically against the side of the basin. I grinned, and then I willed the water into the basin next to it. Another wave formed, bigger this time, but it crested again before it reached the edge.  
 
    I let out a frustrated sigh before I repositioned my feet and ran through the breathing technique one more time. Then I returned to the water and opened my ether even more. The electricity of my magick crackled throughout my body, and I was ready to make this water my bitch.  
 
    I glared down at the water, and it started to spin furiously inside the basin, which caused a whirlpool.  
 
    “Move!” I thundered.  
 
    Suddenly, the water converged in the middle of the basin, and a stream of water shot up into the air. It arced over the edge of the basin and landed in the empty one with a splash until all of the water had transferred over to the second basin.  
 
    “Woooo!” I cried out, and I turned to Nodrin with a wide grin.  
 
    “Fantastic, Fynn,” Nodrin said with an excited look on his face. “Now, try to transfer it back.” 
 
    It took a couple tries, but after a while, I was able to transfer the water easily back and forth between the two basins. The water stopped resisting eventually, and it became easier each time, but I definitely understood what the wizard had meant about water being fickle. So far, that had been the hardest magickal lesson I’d undertaken, and it was only the beginning.  
 
    “So…” I said as I regarded the water in the basin.  
 
    “Time to send it to the Glimmersea,” Nodrin said as if he’d read my mind. “You’ve mastered the hardest part. Getting the water to bend to your will and move at all usually takes months or years to master, but you’ve done it in the space of two hours. Remember, water wants to return to its shore. You can do this.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said as I turned back to the water with determination. I concentrated on the riled-up water that was swirling around in the basin, and then I grinned down at it. “You want to go home, don’t you?” 
 
    The water started to spin again until a whirlpool had formed, and I got a sense of excitement from the water. I opened my ether a bit more since the liquid had farther to travel this time, and then I willed it to go home to the shores of the Glimmersea. It swirled faster and harder before a stream of water suddenly shot into the air as if it were going to transfer itself to the other basin, but instead the water slowly disappeared until the basin was empty.  
 
    I turned to see Nodrin staring at the space in the air where the water had been with an amazed look on his face.  
 
    “Fynn, you never cease to amaze me,” the wizard finally said as he turned to me with a shake of his head. “Years’ worth of training for most is just another afternoon for you.” 
 
    “Thanks.” I grinned as my chest filled with pride. “I have a great teacher.” 
 
    “I think you would master these tasks without any help at all,” Nodrin said, and his voice still contained a note of wonder. “But I appreciate the compliment.” 
 
    “So, are we ready to drain the water out there?” I asked, and I jerked my head toward the door.  
 
    “Do you feel ready?” the wizard asked, and then he chuckled. “You certainly seem ready.” 
 
    “I think I can handle it,” I said with a smirk and a renewed sense of confidence in my magickal abilities.  
 
    “Then let’s get down there,” Nodrin said, and he made a move toward the door. “Mizzy said the flooding was concentrated in the area between Stations Twenty-Nine and Thirty. We can levitate down to a stalagmite between them and gauge the situation.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said as we emerged from the dungeon room. “But where are we sending this water? We can’t send it to the lake, it’s the lake that’s overflowing.” 
 
    “No, we’ll need to send it to the Glimmersea, as well,” Nodrin explained as we reached the levitating platform. “It will be trickier because the water is used to the lakeshore, but all of the water in the lake originally stemmed from the Glimmersea. We just need to remind it of its home.” 
 
    “Got it,” I said with a nod, and Nodrin took the lead as we levitated down to the area between the two Lower Houses.  
 
    As we descended, I could see the gravity of the situation more clearly. Mizzy was right, the water was out of control down here, and I could see where the bottom of Station Thirty was already starting to erode from the sudden deluge of lake water.  
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered.  
 
    “Indeed,” Nodrin said, and I turned to see the wizard surveying the water with a sad look on his face. Then he gestured to a large stalagmite. “Let’s land there.” 
 
    I followed the levitating wizard over to the steep stalagmite until we found a flat area big enough for us to land. The soft rock crumbled underneath my feet as I touched down, but it seemed steady enough to support us.  
 
    For now.  
 
    “Let’s not waste any time,” Nodrin said in a serious tone, and I nodded.  
 
    We got to work. 
 
    It was no small task. The water that flowed between the two stations was dark, angry, and resistant to our interference. It took almost a whole hour until either of us were able to shift the water at all. Then it was another three hours until we had drained enough of the water so that it was no longer a threat to Station Thirty. Since we knew the lake was rising fast, and it wasn’t likely to stop, we continued draining until there was no water between the stations. 
 
    “Well, that’s all we can do for now,” Nodrin sighed as he wiped the sweat from his brow.  
 
    “We still need to fix the source of the problem, though,” I said as I peered down at the few small puddles that still remained.  
 
    “You’re right, Fynn,” the wizard said. “But in order to do that, we’re going to need…” 
 
    “Imrae,” I finished for him.  
 
    “It’s getting late, and the extraction mission is tomorrow,” Nodrin said. “We should get back to rest.” 
 
    So that’s what we did. We levitated back to Station Twenty-Six to find it was already quiet and dark, and then Nodrin and I parted ways so we could get a good night’s sleep before the mission.  
 
    In the morning, the excitement was palpable in the House of Claden’Du. Everyone had gathered in the Banquet Hall, and that included the Matrons of the alliance, Sashti, Essie, and the pregnant Bahna’Faar twins. We spent all morning and afternoon finalizing the plans for the extraction mission and fueling up on meat and mushrooms until it was time to leave.  
 
    At the fifth stroke of the timepiece, the extraction team headed out to the riding stables, then we’d glamoured each other so we no longer resembled our true selves, as a precaution. Sashti had levitated down to Station Thirty during our meetings and retrieved Krondorl for us. The hybrid spider sat on my shoulder as we traveled, and he got excited when we entered the riding stables.  
 
    The orc stablehand shot us a curious look at the sight of Krondorl.  
 
    “Engorging spell,” I said with a shrug.  
 
    The orc grunted and then returned to shoveling lizard shit off the floor.  
 
    When we reached Greenie’s stable, Krondorl scurried off my shoulder and squeezed through the stable door to inspect the large green riding lizard, so I watched from over the stable walls as they came into contact with each other. 
 
    The two beasts froze when they made eye contact, and then they circled each other suspiciously. Greenie eventually stepped forward cautiously and sniffed Krondorl’s furry butt, and Krondorl raised a leg and rested it gently on Greenie’s forehead when she got close. After a moment, they accepted each other, and Greenie let out an enthusiastic snort as Krondorl climbed up her leg and rested on her back. 
 
    “Aww, that’s my girl,” I said as I pushed open the stable door.  
 
    “Reeeeeeeeeee,” the lizard screeched when she saw me. She rushed forward and nuzzled her scaly green face against mine, and I chuckled.  
 
    “You’re such a good girl, Greenie, do you know that?” I asked as I scratched the sides of her scaly shoulders.  
 
    Krondorl seemed to get jealous, and he scampered up my lizard’s neck and reached for one of my hands with his front two legs.  
 
    “I didn’t forget you, Krondy.” I smiled as I used one hand to pet the lizard and one to pet the hybrid. 
 
    “Aww, they’re so sweet together,” Breena said as she joined my side. The young Matron reached out to pet the two beasts, and she smiled at me affectionately. “You really do have a way with beasts, are you sure you’re not a Soothsayer like me?” 
 
    “At this point, anything is possible,” I laughed. “But really, I just think they’re pretty great. Beasts offer an unconditional affection that drows just can’t give each other.” 
 
    “Really?” Breena asked, and she regarded me with raised eyebrows. “Not even Tryss?” 
 
    “It’s different,” I said with a shrug. Then I glanced at the door behind her. “Where’s Nodrin?” 
 
    “He’s gone to get a riding lizard for us,” Breena said as she tickled Krondorl’s belly.  
 
    The hybrid squealed in delight, and his legs flailed wildly.  
 
    A moment later, Nodrin appeared at the door and gestured for us to join him. I prepared Greenie for the trip while Krondorl watched excitedly, and once we were ready, we joined Nodrin at the edge of the platform outside of the riding stables.  
 
    “It’s almost the sixth stroke,” Nodrin said as he straddled his own riding lizard. “Remember the plan we went over today.” 
 
    “We’re going to land on the stalactite closest to the court,” I said. “Breena and I will levitate to the platform with Krondorl, and you’ll keep lookout on the stalactite and give us a whistle signal if there’s any trouble.” 
 
    “Good, and then?” Nodrin prompted.  
 
    “The guards should be changing posts right after mealtime, and after the hourly cell check, so that’s our window,” I continued. “Once we’re on the platform, we have two minutes to send in Krondorl and get Imrae out.” 
 
    “Next?”  
 
    “Then we get her back to Station Thirty,” I said. “Hopefully, it’s an hour until they notice Imrae is missing during the next round of checks, and by then we’ll be long gone.”  
 
    “Excellent,” Nodrin said with a nod. “By then, Helly and Daggy should be finished setting up the hidden hideaway in the dungeons of Thirty, where Imrae will stay until it’s safe.” 
 
    “Sounds like a good plan to me,” I said, even though I came up with most of it. 
 
    “Agreed.” The wizard nodded, and then he turned to the young Matron with us. “Breena, are you ready?”  
 
    “Yes,” Breena said confidently, and she stood up straighter. “I’m honored to be selected for this mission, I won’t let you down.” 
 
    “I should hope not, the whole alliance is depending on this mission,” Nodrin said.  
 
    “Well, let’s get it over with,” I said, and I reached down to help Breena onto Greenie’s back behind me. 
 
    Once Breena was settled, Krondorl cozied up to the Matron, and she started quietly Soothsaying into the hybrid’s ear.  
 
    “Make sure he knows the plan,” I said with a nod at the hybrid.  
 
    “He’s catching on very quickly,” Breena chuckled, and she shot me a smile. 
 
    Nodrin’s lizard bucked and trotted closer to the edge of the platform, so Nodrin shot me a wink before he guided his lizard off the edge. Then I kicked Greenie’s side gently, and we followed Nodrin off the edge.  
 
    The air was cool, and we remained quiet as we rode, so I mulled over every possible scenario in my mind. The guards could be late or early to change, in which case Breena and I would need to eliminate the guards. Breena was a trained fighter, so I wasn’t worried about her backing me up in a fight. I knew she would be there. There was the possibility that Imrae had been moved or released, but judging by the severity of her crimes, like betraying her family and the Council, I doubted we’d run into that problem. 
 
     Before I could think of anything else, we approached the nearest stalactite silently from the rear so the guards wouldn’t spot us. The lizards guided us to a small flat surface on the stalactite, where we dismounted from them.  
 
    “Okay,” Nodrin said as he checked the timepiece on his wrist. “We have two minutes until the changing of the guards.” 
 
    “We should levitate there now,” I said as Krondorl climbed up my body and rested on my shoulder. “We’ll be able to hear them when we’re close enough.” 
 
    “Be safe,” Nodrin said. “I’m going to find a good vantage point to keep a lookout.” 
 
    Breena and I gave Nodrin a wave, and then I opened my ether, and we stepped off the side of the stalactite. We wore black cloaks without our Houses’ insignias, so the dark camouflaged us as we approached the Council Station. I spotted the platform Nodrin had described to us as the one outside of the cells, and sure enough, there were two duergar guards holding long, pointed staffs as they gazed out over the edge of the platform. 
 
    I motioned to Breena to follow me, and we approached the platform from above and behind. We stuck close to the Station and slowly made our way down the side so the guards couldn’t spot us, and once we found a hidden pocket to tuck into, we waited for the change of the guards.  
 
    Less than thirty seconds later, a bell sounded, and the guards turned on their heels and headed toward the darkened doorway that led into the cells. The male duergars chatted in their deep grunts, and they were totally oblivious to our presence.  
 
    Once they were out of sight, I nudged Krondorl gently, and he scampered off my body, clutched onto a piece of rock, and then hung upside down as he regarded me with his eight eyes.  
 
    “You ready, buddy?” I asked. I peered into the hybrid’s eyes, and my psionics told me that he was. “Okay, get in there and find Imrae.” 
 
    The hybrid darted off into the darkened doorway, and I found myself holding my breath.  
 
    “Hey,” Breena said, and she nudged me gently. “He’ll be fine. I was talking to him on the way here, he knows what’s at stake.” 
 
    “I know, but it’s still scary,” I said, and I checked my timepiece. “It’s been a minute already.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Breena said as she glanced at the doorway.  
 
    “Come on, Krondy,” I murmured. “You can do it, boy.” 
 
    Seconds later, Krondorl flung himself out of the darkness and ran toward Breena and me excitedly. Then Imrae appeared at the doorway with a wild look in her eyes. The Darnem looked terrible. She wore a lumpy burlap dress that was ripped and smeared with dirt. Her lip was swollen and bruised, there was dried blood under her nose, and her two braids had been chopped off so her hair was short and frazzled.  
 
    “Imrae!” I hissed, and I waved my hands around.  
 
    The Darnem’s eyes went wide, and her face broke into a smile when she saw me. She started running toward us, but before she got three steps, an alarm sounded.  
 
    A pair of duergar guards appeared at the doorway with their sharp staffs pointed at Imrae, and then they charged at her.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I muttered. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    I sprang out from our hiding place and jumped onto the platform, and the alarm continued to sound as I rushed forward and put myself between Imrae and the approaching guards.  
 
    Suddenly, six more guards appeared from the doorway. Some were duergar, some were orc, and there were a couple of ogres in the mix, too. 
 
    “Alright.” I grinned. “Now it’s a fair fight.” 
 
    The closest duergar guard lunged forward with his staff aimed at my chest. I sidestepped the short, ugly male, and I felt the whoosh of air as he passed me. The guard stumbled to a stop and turned back to me with an angry look in his eyes. Then I heard a movement behind me, and I realized his guard partner was approaching me from behind. The guard in front of me raised his staff again, and I flung myself backward and watched as the two duergars ran full force at each other. Their eyes widened as they realized they were about to impale each other, and they tried to stop, but it was too late. They shifted their staffs at the last moment, but they still collided and fell to the ground with a clatter. 
 
    Before they could recover, an orc started to sprint at me full speed. His ugly yellow teeth stuck out from his underbite, and he raised a club above his green head, which he intended to bring down on my head, but I dove out of the way before he could swing it.  
 
    Then I flung myself onto the orc’s back and wrapped an arm around his thick green neck. I squeezed my arm and put my other hand on the back of the orc’s neck, and I pushed it into my arm while I hooked my heels into the orc’s hips. 
 
    Rear naked choke hold.  
 
    The words came to me from the crevices of my mind, and I had a flashback memory from my other life. I was rolling around on blue-colored ground, and I was engaged in a fight with a much smaller, paler enemy. And I was winning.  
 
    The orc grunted, and I was pulled out of my memory as the guard tried to swing me off his back. I squeezed my arm harder and pushed his head further until his grunting turned to strangling noises, and he fell to the ground with a loud thud. Then I scrambled off the orc’s back and turned to see Breena engaged in battle with two duergars at once.  
 
    Imrae was standing by the edge of the platform looking bewildered at the battle that had broken out in front of her. I noticed the ogre started to advance on her, so I put two fingers in my mouth and let out a loud whistle. Then I watched the air for a moment until Greenie appeared. My riding lizard was coming in fast, and I ran to Imrae before the ogre could reach her.  
 
    “Take my lizard, she’ll take you to Nodrin, my House’s wizard, he’s waiting for us,” I explained as I reached the terrified Darnem. She looked up at me with blank eyes, and I grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her gently. “Imrae, you need to go fast.” 
 
    “Okay,” Imrae said, and it sounded like her voice was coming from a thousand miles away while her eyes stayed on the fighting behind me.  
 
    “Mmmmrrrreeee,” Greenie interrupted as she landed on the platform next to me. 
 
    “Hey, girl,” I said to the lizard. I grabbed Imrae by the waist and hoisted her up onto Greenie’s back. Then I slapped the lizard on the rump. “Get her to Nodrin ASAP.” 
 
    “Reeee,” Greenie screeched, and then she took off back toward the stalactite where the wizard was waiting.  
 
    Imrae continued to gaze down at the platform in shocked wonder, but I turned back to the fight just in time to see the ogre charge at me.  
 
    Without even thinking about it, I raised my hands and shot a ball of light at the huge green ogre. The ogre guard’s eyes went wide, and a look of confusion crossed his face before he was hurtled backward. The force of his body slamming against the ground caused the whole platform to shake, but the ogre was unconscious.  
 
    “Fynn!”  
 
    I looked over to see Breena struggling with an orc, and I sprinted over to her. On my way, I noticed a wave of fresh guards emerging from the doorway.  
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered as I reached Breena’s side and helped her battle back the orc before the new guards descended on us. “We need to get out of here.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Breena said as she flung the dripping blood off her dagger.  
 
    I suddenly felt a whoosh of air behind me, and I spun around expecting an unconscious guard that had reanimated. Instead, I watched Greenie land on the platform behind us, and Krondorl was already on her back. 
 
    “Mrreeeeee!” Greenie squealed in an anxious tone.  
 
    “That’s my girl!” I cried out, and I grabbed Breena by the waist and flung her onto the lizard before I jumped up myself.  
 
    I’d barely straddled Greenie before she took off through the air.  
 
    “Fynn, look,” Breena gasped in a frantic tone.  
 
    I turned to see her pointing down at the new batch of guards, and some of them were loading glinting silver arrows into silver bows.  
 
    “Greenie, we’ve got trouble,” I said to the lizard.  
 
    “Mrrmrrmmm,” Greenie growled.  
 
    “She says hold on tight,” Breena said, and she clutched onto my waist.  
 
    I lowered my torso so I was closer to Greenie’s neck, and I clamped my legs tight around her midsection.  
 
    The lizard suddenly started to dart across the sky in every direction, and I clamped my legs tighter as the lizard zigzagged to avoid the arrows that started to soar past our heads.  
 
    “Good girl,” I whispered in Greenie’s ear as I patted her neck. “Those fuckers are nothing compared to you, girl.” 
 
    “Rrrrrrrrr,” Greenie agreed.  
 
    “Ouch!” I hissed as an arrow whizzed past my ear and nicked the lobe of it. “Fuck.” 
 
    “At least it’s not the top of your ear!” Breena shouted over the rush of the wind around us. 
 
    “Tell me about it!” I shouted back as I reached up and squeezed the lobe to stem the flow of blood.  
 
    More arrows flew past us, but we were approaching the stalactite where Nodrin was. We rounded the corner of it, which shielded us from any more long reaching arrows, and Nodrin suddenly appeared in front of us on the back of his riding lizard with a terrified-looking Imrae clutching him around the waist. 
 
    “Come on!” the wizard shouted. “We need to get out of here.” 
 
    “We know!” I shouted back, and then Nodrin and I kicked our lizards in the midsection.  
 
    The lizards shot through the air as they sped away from the Council Station, and the arrows quickly disappeared behind us.  
 
    We didn’t want to go straight back to any of our stations yet in case anyone was following us, so we soared through the Upper Houses in large, looping paths to make it difficult to follow us. Then we descended down to the Lower Houses, which we also weaved through for a while. Once we were sure there was no one on our tail, we finally landed on the platform outside the dungeons of Station Thirty, dismounted, and then rushed inside. 
 
    “Greenie, girl,” I said as I turned to the riding lizard. “You need to take your friend back to the stables and act like you were never gone. The Council is going to suspect us, and they’ll probably check the stables for you first.” 
 
    “Mrrrrr,” Greenie said, and then the cute scaly lizard nuzzled into my cheek before she spun toward the door. Nodrin’s lizard followed her, and the two lizards sped out the door and disappeared into the night.  
 
    Finally, I turned to Imrae, and I took the battered Darnem in my arms and wrapped her in a hug.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked when I finally pulled back.  
 
    “Yeah,” Imrae answered in a shaky voice in a way that indicated she was very much not okay.  
 
    “Did they torture you?” Breena asked in a serious tone from behind me.  
 
    Imrae nodded tearfully, and then she suddenly burst into tears and threw her arms around my neck. I held her while she sobbed, and the front of my cloak became soaked with her tears, but I didn’t mind.  
 
    Nodrin cleared his throat, and I turned my head to see him nod at Imrae then the direction of our home. I nodded in understanding. What I’d said to Greenie was true, the Council would immediately suspect me and the rest of Claden’Du in this heist, and we didn’t have the head start that we’d anticipated.  
 
    We needed to move.  
 
    I gently pulled Imrae off me, but before we could move, Helera and Dagwyn came rushing out of one of the dungeons.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Dagwyn demanded. “We didn’t expect you for another half-hour.” 
 
    “Change of plans,” I said, and I grabbed Imrae’s wrist and headed to the door the sisters had just emerged from. “How’s that hideaway space coming along?” 
 
    “Would be better if we had more time,” Helera groaned.  
 
    “Well, sorry, we’re out of time,” I said, and I pushed past the sisters and headed to the dungeon room.  
 
    I could see where the sisters had been working. There was a hole in the ground in the corner of the room, and I rushed over to it with Imrae in tow. The hole led to a narrow tunnel. I peered into the darkness, and even from here, I could tell the space they’d carved out would barely contain the length of Imrae.  
 
    The others joined me and peered into the tunnel, too.  
 
    “I told you we needed more time,” Helera said in an annoyed voice.  
 
    “And I told you we don’t have any,” I said in an equally annoyed voice. “Step back.”  
 
    Then I pushed in front of the crowd and wedged myself into the narrow space as I summoned my tunnel magick.  
 
    I felt the ground rumble as I worked to create a bigger space for Imrae to hide, and once I was finished, I emerged from the tunnel and joined the others again.  
 
    “That will do for now,” Nodrin said. “Good job, Fynn.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said to the wizard, and then I turned to Imrae and looked into her tear-filled eyes.  
 
    “Please don’t lock me in there,” the Darnem begged, and she shook like a piece of parchment in the wind as she looked up at me with wide, scared eyes.  
 
    “I won’t let anything bad happen to you,” I assured Imrae. “And I’ll be back for you as soon as it’s safe. But if you stay out here, then the Council will find you again and take you back to their cells.” 
 
    “No, please!” Imrae said in a strangled voice as she choked back sobs. 
 
    “I won’t let it happen,” I repeated. “But you need to trust me for now.” 
 
    “O-Okay,” the terrified Darnem gasped.  
 
    “Good,” I said with a nod.  
 
    “I’ve tried to make it as comfortable as possible down there,” Nodrin said gently. “There’s a bed and food waiting for you.” 
 
    “T-Thank you,” Imrae choked out.  
 
    “I’ll be back for you as soon as I can,” I said again. 
 
    Imrae nodded silently and then gave me a forlorn look before she climbed into the tunnel and headed toward her home for the next while. It pained me to do it, but when she was safely in her room, we covered the opening with the dug up dirt and then magicked the hole to look like it didn’t exist. Then I turned back to the others.  
 
    “So, what happened up there?” Dagwyn demanded before I could say anything.  
 
    “We were interrupted,” I sighed. “The guards interfered with the extraction.” 
 
    “We had to fight some off,” Breena said, and then she turned to me with wide eyes. “Speaking of which, Fynn, you have some serious moves on the battlefield.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said with a grin. “I have a feeling you’re going to be seeing a lot more of those soon.” 
 
    “I’d say,” Helera muttered with a shake of her head. “I think you’ve just started a war, Fynn. Helping a prisoner escape is bad enough, but you’ve already killed some of the Council guards. That’s a crime punishable by death, you know.” 
 
    “I’d like to see them try,” I growled. Now that I’d seen what they’d done to Imrae, I was ready to take each and every one of those Council cunts down, but I shook the frustration away and focused on the moment. “We should move. We need to tell Mother what happened.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” Nodrin said.  
 
    We hurried out of the dungeon, and I shot one last sorrowful glance at the corner of the room where Imrae was hidden. I felt bad for the tortured woman, but leaving her here was the best thing for her safety right now.  
 
    The group didn’t waste any more time. We levitated quickly through the sky until we reached Station Twenty-Six, and then we landed on the platform and hurried through the atrium until we finally burst through the doors of the Banquet Hall.  
 
    The others were sitting at a table, but they all jumped to their feet and rushed toward us as we approached. All the Matrons in the alliance, along with Tryss, Sashi, and the Blessed Eights ran forward, but I was glad Essie wasn’t around for this. 
 
    “What happened?” Mother Sevahtra demanded as she swooped down on me. “Did you get her?” 
 
    “We got her,” I said quickly. “But we were interrupted. We had to kill some guards to get away.” 
 
    “Shit,” Mother cursed, but she gave me a quick nod. “Well done on getting the Darnem. Is she safe?” 
 
    “Yes,” Helera answered. “She’s in the safe room we made for her in Thirty.” 
 
    I wouldn’t call Helera out for not finishing the tunnel and needing Nodrin to step in. Not yet, at least.  
 
    “Good,” Sevahtra said with another nod. “Well done team, even if it didn’t go exactly to plan. But now we must prepare.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t be surprised if the Council was already on their way here,” I sighed. 
 
    “Those bitches,” Drindessa seethed, and then she turned to Sevahtra with a raised eyebrow. “This Darnem better be worth it.” 
 
    “She will be,” Sevahtra responded calmly. 
 
    “She’s going to need some time to recover, she’s not in the best shape,” I said as I rubbed the wound on my ear.  
 
    “Fynn!” Tryss gasped as she rushed forward and pulled my hand away from my bloody ear. “What happened?” 
 
    “It’s fine, just an arrow,” I said.  
 
    “Here, let me,” Nodrin said. The wizard stepped forward and muttered a healing incantation, and I felt the small wound close in on itself as the pain disappeared. 
 
    “I’ll clean the blood,” Tryss offered, and my lover grabbed me by the wrist and dragged me toward the door.  
 
    “Be quick,” Sevahtra said sharply.  
 
    “Yes, Mother,” Tryss said, and she pulled me out of the Banquet Hall and up the stairs toward her living quarters.  
 
     Once we were inside, she pushed the door shut behind me and spun to me with an excited look in her eye. 
 
    “What is it?” I chuckled as I reached for my lover. “You heard Mother, we need to be quick. Someone from the Council could be here any minute.” 
 
    “I know, but this can’t wait,” Tryss said, and she grabbed my hand again and pulled me toward the washing area.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked. “We didn’t need to come all the way up here to wash the blood off my ear.” 
 
    “No, we didn’t, but we needed to come up here so you could see this,” Tryss said as she pulled me into the washing area.  
 
    On the shelf behind the washing basin were three bundles of Clandian lichen, and each one had several sprouts growing straight up into the air.  
 
    I looked at the lichen in confusion and turned to Tryss. My lover was staring up at me with wide eyes, and she was practically vibrating with excitement.  
 
    Then I suddenly remembered what she had told me about Clandian lichen sprouting.  
 
    “Oh, my voids,” I said as a huge smile broke out across my face. “Are you…?” 
 
    “Pregnant!” Tryss cried out as tears sprung to her eyes. “I tested like an hour ago, and I did three of them to be sure, but they all sprouted instantly. Fynn, we’re having a baby!” 
 
    “Fucking right!” I laughed, and I grabbed my lover by the waist and kissed her hard while I spun her around in a wide circle right there in the washing area. Eventually, I stood her back on her feet and broke the kiss. “Does Mother know?” 
 
    “Not yet, I wanted you to be the first to know,” Tryss said as she danced in place. “But I did get her permission last night while you were draining the lake. I had a feeling it happened in the Temple, so I made sure to ask Mother before I tested.” 
 
    “I guess Drogu-ani really was looking over us,” I said with a grin. “So, what does this mean for you? I don’t want to put you or the baby in any danger.” 
 
    “Ugh, you’re too sweet, as usual,” Tryss said as she shot me a dazzling smile. “But I’ll be fit enough to carry on my usual duties for at least the first four months. Drow gestation is about eight months, I’ll start showing after about three. Once I get too big, Mother will assign me other duties as necessary.” 
 
    “Makes sense,” I said with a nod. “When should we tell the others?” 
 
    Before Tryss could answer, there was a loud bang that sounded like it came from the Banquet Hall. 
 
    “Fuck,” Tryss gasped as she looked up at me with a scared expression on her face.  
 
    “Let’s go,” I said before I grabbed Tryss’ hand, and we ran down the stairs back to the Banquet Hall.  
 
    We burst into the Hall to see at least a dozen guards in a circle surrounding everyone else. Mother and the others had their hands tied behind their backs with swords and spears pointed at their throats. Everyone turned to stare at us when we entered, and then First Matron Vhondryl stepped out from behind the guards with a sinister smile on her face. 
 
    “Fynn,” Vhondryl said in a sickly-sweet voice. “Just the male we were looking for.” 
 
    “I appreciate the interest, but you’ll need to join the line if you want some of this,” I said, and I reached down and grabbed my crotch and shook it up and down.  
 
    “If I wanted it, I would take it,” Vhondryl sneered. Then she made eye contact with an orc guard and jerked her head toward Tryss and me.  
 
    The orc and two other guards stepped forward, grabbed Tryss and me by the elbow, and led us roughly to the group of other prisoners. Then they threw us into the circle and stepped back.  
 
    Vhondryl waved her hand over us, and my arms snapped behind my back before I felt something bind them together.  
 
    Sevahtra made eye contact with me and held it, so I knew she wanted me to use psionics. I opened my ether and let myself probe into Mother’s mind.  
 
    Stay calm. 
 
    They’ll search the House and find nothing.  
 
    They can’t do anything else without a warrant and approval from every member of the Council. 
 
    I nodded so Sevahtra knew I’d read her thoughts, and then I turned back to Vhondryl with a steely look in my eye.  
 
    “Search the Station!” Vhondryl barked.  
 
    Half of the guards jumped to attention, and another dozen flowed in from the door. Hidden in the ranks of the guards, I noticed a wizard, and I wondered if that was Vhondryl’s consort.  
 
    The invaders spread across the House like lichen ants as they searched Claden’Du. The guards turned over everything in their way, and they made a point to make as much noise and mess as possible. 
 
    “Did you have a nice visit to the Council Station today, male?” Vhondryl asked me, but she was looking at Sevahtra while she spoke. 
 
    “Um, what?” I asked dumbly. “I haven’t been to the Council Station since our lovely summons.” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” Vhondryl said, and then her eyes slid over me and studied Tryss, but when she spoke, she still spoke to me. “You know killing a Council Guard is a death sentence.” 
 
    Was she avoiding eye contact with me? Why would she do that unless… 
 
    Did she know about my psionic powers? I frowned as I considered this possibility, but I kept up the conversation.  
 
    “I’ve heard that, yeah, but why are you telling me?” I asked. “Did someone kill your guards?” 
 
    “Dumb doesn’t suit you,” Vhondryl said, but she still refused to look directly at me.  
 
    A duergar guard suddenly appeared at Vhondryl’s side.  
 
    “It’s clear, First Matron,” the guard grunted.  
 
    “Impossible!” Vhondryl snapped as she turned to glare at the guard. “Check everything again.” 
 
    “We checked twice, First Matron,” the guard said as he nervously shifted his weight on his feet. “Even your consort says there’s no one here.” 
 
    “Well, fucking find her!” Vhondryl thundered. “Check the other Stations, as well. Twenty-Seven, Eight, Nine, and Thirty. Now!” 
 
    The guards scrambled to follow orders, but the half-dozen guards surrounding us with spears pointed at our throats didn’t move. Vhondryl suddenly appeared in front of me and reached between the guards to grab my braid. Then she yanked me roughly out of the circle and threw me to the ground. My knees clattered painfully against the stone, but I refused to show any pain in front of this bitch.  
 
    Vhondryl pulled my head back by my braid, but she still avoided eye contact. Instead, her eyes grazed my exposed neck, and she reached a finger out to trace my throat.  
 
    “You can save us all a lot of trouble and just tell us where she is,” Vhondryl purred.  
 
    “Who?” I asked.  
 
    “My patience is thinning, male,” Vhondryl said, and her gentle strokes suddenly became rougher as she pushed her fingernail into the thin skin of my throat.  
 
    “Unlike your waist,” I muttered.  
 
    Vhondryl extracted her hand and then backhanded me sharply across the face.  
 
    I refused to react to the pain. Instead, I swirled saliva around in my mouth and then spat a big, bloody glob right next to Vhondryl’s feet as I grinned up at her. The First Matron glared at me, but she was careful not to look into my eyes.  
 
    Suddenly, her face broke into a grin, and she took a step back from me.  
 
    “Okay, if that’s how you want to play it,” Vhondryl said, and her voice almost had a sing-song quality to it. “Zogstuf!” 
 
    An orc guard rushed to Vhondryl’s side with his sword at the ready.  
 
    “Take this one back to the others,” Vhondryl said. “Get me the girl.” 
 
    “What? No--”  
 
    Before I could protest anymore, the orc guard called Zogstuf grabbed me roughly by the shoulders and lifted me to my feet. He dragged me back to the group of prisoners and threw me in, and I knocked against Mother as I tried not to fall.  
 
    Then Tryss screamed as Zogstuf grabbed her and dragged her out of the circle. The orc threw her in front of Vhondryl, and I heard her body hit the ground with a thud. 
 
    “Stop!” I thundered. 
 
    “You had your chance, male,” Vhondryl said with an evil grin. Then she turned to Tryss, who had risen to her knees and was struggling against her restraints. The Matron reached a finger out and traced Tryss’ face. “My, you are a pretty one, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Fuck off,” Tryss spat. 
 
    “So spirited,” Vhondryl chuckled.  
 
    “Enough of this,” Mother seethed.  
 
    “You’re right, it is enough,” Vhondryl said with her evil grin, and she turned back to Tryss. “Tryskaylan Zara Claden’Du, you are under arrest.” 
 
    The rest of us immediately cried out in protest 
 
    “What?” I shouted. 
 
    “You can’t do that!” Helera snarled.  
 
    “On what grounds?” Sevahtra demanded. 
 
    The guards took a threatening step forward and pushed the tips of their swords and spears closer to our necks, which was an effective way to silence us.  
 
    Vhondryl shot us a nasty grin as the guards dragged Tryss to her feet again.  
 
    “For aiding and abetting a fugitive, of course,” Vhondy said as she bared her teeth. 
 
    “What fugitive?” I thundered, and I jerked my head around. “There’s no one here, your own consort said it.” 
 
    To my surprise, Drindessa spoke up.  
 
    “The male is right, Vhondy,” Drindessa said in a calm voice. “And according to the Council Creed, Section Three, Paragraph Six, you cannot arrest a priestess without express proof of a crime. Do you have proof that Tryss was involved in anything?” 
 
    “I-- umm, w-well,” Vhondryl stammered. Then she took a deep breath and puffed her chest out. “The Council--” 
 
    “Must follow the Council Creed,” Drindessa finished in the same calm tone. “And any member acting outside of the Council Creed is subject to, what was it, immediate investigation or expulsion? Am I quoting that right?” 
 
    “You bitch,” Vhondryl seethed as her eyes flashed with anger.  
 
    The orc that held Tryss looked at the First Matron with an uncertain expression until Vhondryl rolled her eyes and waved her hand.  
 
    “Release her.” 
 
    The orc released Tryss, and she stumbled but stayed on her feet.  
 
    “And the rest of us?” Drindessa asked smoothly.  
 
    Vhondryl took a deep breath, and she looked like she was ready to chop the dominatrix’s head off right then. Instead, she bared her teeth and ordered her guards to release us all.  
 
    The guards stepped away from their formation as Vhondryl waved a hand over us, and our restraints disappeared. I immediately rubbed my wrists where the sharp restraints had cut into my skin, and then I turned to Tryss to make sure she was okay. She rubbed her wrists, too, and cuddled into my side.  
 
    “So, if there’s nothing else,” Sevahtra said with a deadly smile. “You and your guards can kindly fuck off out of my House.” 
 
    “We’ll be back,” Vhondryl sneered as her guards started to file toward the door.  
 
    “Oh, I have no doubt about that,” Sevahtra replied as we all waved cheerfully while they left, and it gave me great pleasure that our cheerful act annoyed Vhondryl.  
 
    Once the First Matron and her guards were gone, Sevahtra turned to us with a wicked smile.  
 
    “It’s time to take those bitches down.” 
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