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Edda sat at the fireside, her eyes downcast, face hidden by her long black 
hair.  Her arms were wrapped about her delicate waist to keep the early 
fall‟s chill from her bones.  She wore a jacket of tan leather hide, with a 
line of fur trim at the neck and cuffs, but even that failed to keep the bite 
of the cold from her bones.  She wondered idly if it was the chill that 
kept her so uncomfortable, or the eyes of the group of villagers around 
her.   

Her pink cheeks shone brightly in the firelight, flushed with the warmth 
from the horn of mead that was passed between her and her comrades.  
It was enough to keep her teeth from chattering.  She took a deep drink 
as they waited on her expectantly.  Some of them drank, some of them 
sopped up the last bit of stew from their plates with a hunk of thick 
bread.  The darkness kept them all close to the fire.  

She lifted her blue eyes to those gathered, and, with a deep breath, began 
her story. 

“My Father‟s name was Charles.  He had a full head of hair so black it 
shone blue in the sunlight.  It was always a bit shaggy, and ever un-
kempt.  It matched his lanky figure, legs and arms long and awkward. 
His eyes were kindly, a steel grey that had hints of golden flecks when 
he was feeling the wine‟s effect upon him.  He had just turned sixteen 
the summer he left to go to the Sorcerer‟s house and take up the appren-
ticeship.   

You see, my Father was plagued by dreams of white marble tomb-
stones.  There were hundreds of the small slabs dotting the heather-
flecked hillsides, flowing down into the valley of my father's small vil-
lage.  He told me of the pale, red-headed demoness that rose behind the 
mountains, huge, her skin the color of ashes.  Her hands would lovingly 

Chapter One 
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cup those mountains, as if protecting the dead that lay under those grim 
white graves. He remarked at how it was strange that the demoness, 
rather than laughing at the death of so many honored men as he would 
have expected, would look up at my father with crimson tears running 
freely down her face.   

He told me that he would always wake up, reaching out to the demoness 
as if to comfort her, to hold her close and wipe away the tears.  But she 
was never there.  He would sheepishly roll over on his meager cot and, 
pulling the covers over his head, return to slumber. 

The dreams wasted him, stealing his health and dragging at his attention 
even during waking hours.  It was this reason that Grandfather sug-
gested the apprenticeship to Triden, a local sorcerer.  It was common 
knowledge back then that dreams had power, and one who had such 
strong dreams was avidly sought after by the Mystic High Council, the 
rulers of the magic guild.  Once Triden had heard of Father‟s predica-
ment, he immediately agreed to take him on as an apprentice and offered 
Grandfather a rather large sum for the trouble. 

Grandfather was happy to see him go.  You see, he was a tenant farmer 
to the local Laird, and could barely keep his wife and three daughters fed, 
let alone a sickly son with bad dreams.  Father, with firm urging from 
Grandfather, quickly agreed to the apprenticeship.   He wanted to be 
helpful, he truly did, but his health kept him from the fields, and the 
dreams kept him from his studies.  He thought that if he learned the 
mystic arts, he might find the Demoness herself and ask her why she 
taunted him so.  She was his obsession, and in obsession he would learn.  
He was not lost to the demoness‟ seductive pull entirely, and also plotted 
revenge on the bigger and more robust boys from the farm down the 
road that used to dunk his face in the fresh cow pies.  For at the time, 
that was his most pressing concern outside the dreams.   

Grandfather figured he could use the money from the apprenticeship, in 
case the harvest was bad again that year.  He knew they wouldn‟t all 
make it through yet another harsh winter otherwise.   

Charles had packed his few belongings the day he was to move to the 
Sorcerer‟s house.  At sixteen he didn‟t have much, so he had placed his 
two best shirts, his bowl, spoon and his knife into his bag.  He had even 
pulled out his „hidden‟ treasures from the hole behind the cot he called a 
bed.  In the worn leather sack was a small round crystal rock that spar-
kled when the sun caught it, a blue stone that he had found the Midsum-
mer night he kissed Jenny, the girl from the next town over.  He had 
intended on giving it to her that night, but she had slipped away from 
him and he had found her with one of the big blond bullies that, at the 
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time, he considered his arch-enemies.  Well, he had been heartbroken, 
but had never been able to get rid of the rock itself.   

In the bottom of the bag was a tooth, long and sharp, a canine from a 
beast unknown to my father.  He had found it a few months past on the 
path down from his house to the spring where they gathered their water.  
He had heard something move in the brush and, hoping for rabbit stew 
that evening, he had pursued it.  He saw a flash of red, much higher in 
the trees than a mere rabbit, and when he stepped forward he noticed a 
carcass of a deer, with this tooth stuck in its spine at the neck.  He had 
pulled it out and kept it, dragging the half-eaten carcass back home to his 
mother, for times were much harder back then, and a half-eaten carcass 
was still food to be had. 

He placed the leather pouch with his treasures into his sack, tying the 
whole thing shut with a bit of string he had pilfered from his mother‟s 
spinning.  His eyes glanced through the door of their little one-room 
cottage, watching the sun rising high overhead.  His father was out in 
the fields, as usual at this time of day.  His mother was outside stirring 
the dye pots over a carefully tended fire.  Joining her was his painfully 
thin eldest sister, spinning the last of the yarn to be dyed, and his two 
younger sisters who were busy smashing the berries they would use to 
dye it when the yarn was spun.    

Father heard his sisters‟ hushed gasps and knew the Sorcerer had arrived.  
He was a tall, thin man, but few would mistake his leanness for weak-
ness.   Under the leather riding breeches and black silk shirt, his muscles 
were honed and taut.  This Sorcerer was known for his contact with the 
Dark, and one doesn‟t contact the dark without being able to defend 
against it.   

Through the door Father could see his sisters gather fearfully behind 
their mother.  She stood with one hand wrapped tightly around the 
frame that held the pot of simmering dyestuffs over the flame, her 
knuckles white, though her face showed nothing but wary respect. 

“I‟ve come for the boy.” Triden‟s voice was calm, laced with power and 
self-assurance.  Grandmother‟s eyes flashed to the door, knowing Father 
was inside. 

Charles, to his credit, took a deep breath and pushed the door completely 
open, revealing the sorcerer standing near a large black stallion.   

“I..” Father‟s voice broke in a boy‟s squeak and he cleared it and tried 
again, “I am here.” He swallowed, straightening his shoulders and strid-
ing forward, a small determined frown creasing his youthful brow.  His 
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family needed the money for food; he would not dishonor them by back-
ing out now.  He stopped a few feet away from the snorting stallion, his 
eyes watching it warily. “I am ready,” he said, his small bundle tucked 
under his arm. 

The sorcerer‟s mouth quirked up in a smug grin before he turned to 
Grandmother to throw a bag of coins at her feet, “He shall do nicely.”  

Father tells me he was surprised to see Grandmother flinch as the coins 
rattled at her feet, tears springing up in her eyes.  She looked at him, an 
apology written on her face as she quickly bent to pick the bag up, and 
turn from them, as if not able to watch them leave.  Her humiliation at 
having to do what amounted to selling her own child was clear in the 
lines of her shoulders. 

His sisters looked out from behind her skirt, their eyes wide with fear.  
The eldest -- and his favorite if he was being honest -- weakly waved, 
her lip held tightly between her teeth. 

Charles lifted his hand to return the gesture when it was grabbed by Tri-
den.  He had already mounted the stallion and jerked him up, hauling 
him roughly into the saddle.  Father gritted his teeth so as to not cry out 
in surprise and fear. 

Father said he learned to do that a lot. 

As they rode off, Father held tightly in the grip of the Sorcerer, he 
turned and looked to the fields, hoping to catch a glimpse of Grandfa-
ther, but as he searched the massive tumble of wheat, he was nowhere to 
be seen.  He couldn‟t say he was surprised; Grandfather had said his 
rough goodbyes this morning before he left for the fields.  A heavy hand 
upon his shoulder and a few words of hard-won wisdom, and he had 
quickly grabbed his hat and left, latching the door with unusual care. 

The Fields were empty, though the sun made them sparkle like waves of 
gold. He held the picture in his mind for as long as he could. Then, with 
an audible swallow, Charles turned in the saddle to bravely face his on-
coming destiny.  
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Chapter Two 
 

“It took two hours to reach the village, and another hour after that 'til 
they finally came to the Sorcerer‟s stone tower.  Father had never been 
this far from home and as they approached, his eyes must have been the 
size of saucers.  The tower was made of a dark stone, worn grey in spots 
with time and weather.  It was five stories tall and each level had only 
two windows.  When father was lowered from the black stallion, it 
seemed to grow ever taller above him, and his legs began to shake with 
built-up apprehension.  The tower seemed to have a life of its own, and 
that life was bent on scaring my father witless.  A stable boy, a bit older 
than my father and no better bedecked, silently came forward and hur-
riedly took the stallion to the stables, avoiding the eyes of both my Fa-
ther and of Triden himself.   

Father turned to see an amused smile on the Sorcerer‟s face, his arms 
casually draped across his chest, one hand tugging at the tuft of beard 
that hung from his chin. 

“What do you think of your new home, Boy?” he said, gesturing to the 
ominous tower. 

Father squared his shoulders and put forth his very best, if a bit shaky, 
smile, “It seems a great shame for one person to live in such a…a..large 
tower all by himself.”  

Triden just grinned and nodded. “Nate, the stable boy, prefers the stables 
to the tower, and I‟ve had apprentices before, so it‟s not always just me.  
There is always, Claire, my…ah…housekeeper.  She tends to keep the 
place clean and she cooks well enough.” Triden looked down at him.  “I 
find I much prefer the solitary life.”  He reached out and raked the boy‟s 
hair. “Less prying eyes.” 
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Father looked from him to the tower and back again, pushing his mop of 
hair from his eyes, his face full of concentration and thought. “If that is 
what you prefer, then I shall, too.”  At this stage, Father wanted nothing 
more than to please this strange and powerful man.  Surely such a man 
could help him with his troubles.   

Triden looked up as the door to the tower opened, a pretty young thing 
stood in the doorway, her hands clasped tightly under a towel, her head 
lowered -- again, not looking at Triden, but waiting for his acknowledge-
ment.  Father gawked at her, her long golden hair bound back by a blue 
kerchief.  Her blue dress, made from the same material as the headscarf, 
was simple.  Her face was pale, with deep green eyes and rose lips.  She 
made no move to step out of the tower, simply standing in the doorway, 
waiting. 

Father found this very odd; his sisters had never been ones to stand at 
the door of their cabin.  Their loud laughter would ring out seconds be-
fore they would shoot out from the door, dancing about each other and 
Grandfather as he made his way home from the fields. 

Triden smirked and stepped forward, one hand pressing into father‟s 
back, propelling him toward the tower.   

“Charles, this is Claire, my Housekeeper.  We will have dinner before 
the hour is out, Claire.” The little doll-like girl stepped aside quickly, her 
deep green eyes flicking to Charles as he moved past.  She was younger 
than my Father had realized, perhaps seventeen or eighteen, though it 
was so difficult to put an age to such unusual beauty.  

Claire simply nodded at this statement and turned to close the door, hur-
rying away toward the back rooms and what Father was to learn was the 
kitchen.” 

Edda cleared her throat, thankful when one of her companions handed 
her a horn filled with amber honeywine.  She graced the man with a 
smile and continued. 

“Once inside the tower, one stepped into a strange world.  The tower‟s 
first floor was split up into two rooms, the kitchen and the dining room.  
A stone staircase ran along one wall, and seemed to follow the curve of 
the tower all the way around its circumference. Triden urged Charles up 
the stairs with a press of his hand and a nod.  He soon saw that it did run 
around the tower, pausing at each level with a small platform before con-
tinuing up and up into the uppermost reaches of the tower. 

The second story was a large study.  Bookcases lined the walls; a large 
desk in the middle of the room was covered with candles, their messy 
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drippings coating the front of the desk with stripes of multi-colored lines 
of wax.  This level had strange artifacts from the Sorcerer‟s studies clut-
tering the room:  a skull from a large extinct creature sat on a table in 
one corner, surrounded by various smaller skulls;  an assortment of 
stones and crystals dotted the bookshelves.  Larger crystals covered the 
floor in front of the shelves.  Scrolls of parchment were strewn here and 
there.  Father idly wondered how the sorcerer kept track of all the infor-
mation, seeing as how there seemed to be no rhyme or reason to it.   

He didn‟t have time to ask about the library as Triden continued to 
usher him up the stairs.  The third floor held the Sorcerer‟s bedroom.  
The bed had heavy crimson curtains to keep the chill of the room out.  
The Tower had one fireplace, the large cooking fireplace in the kitchen.  
It was big enough to keep the library warm, and while the bedroom was 
kept warm enough, he guessed that the rooms above the bedrooms must 
be quite chilly in the winter.  As it was now, the middle of the summer, 
the rooms were just right--warm, but not beastly hot.   

On the other side of the bed was a small door which lead to father‟s 
room.  A grin broke his face when he realized he would have his own 
room.  It was small, just large enough for a single-sized bed and a small 
dresser, but it had its own window.  If Father stood on his tiptoes, he 
could see the surrounding countryside.  He wasn‟t yet tall enough to look 
down and see the stables, but had he been, he would have seen the sta-
bles‟ roof was in desperate need of new shingles. 

Father turned to Triden and smiled widely. “Oh, Sir!  It‟s lovely!” he 
said, squeezing his bundle of possessions tightly to his chest. 

Triden just smiled. “You have seen the first three floors of the tower.  
Get settled in, and perhaps after dinner I will show you the next floor 
up.”  His eyes sparkled with dark amusement, though father hardly no-
ticed as he was rushing to the dresser, all childish abandon.  He ran his 
hands along the fine wood before setting his sack on top of it.  Untying 
it, he carefully folded his two shirts and laid them in the top drawer of 
the dresser, pressing his bag of treasures underneath carefully.  He 
doubted that the sorcerer would want his treasures, what with a whole 
room of them below, but just in case he made a note to find an obscure 
spot in the room to move them to when he was alone.  He turned to the 
door, wooden bowl and spoon in hand and the sorcerer barked out a 
quick laugh. “Oh child, you won‟t need those here.  We have plenty of 
silverware downstairs.” 

Charles‟ mouth dropped.  “Silverware, sir?  Real silverware?” 

Triden nodded.  “Indeed.  Put those away and I will go check to see how 
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Claire is getting along with dinner.” 

Father turned and pressed the well-loved wooden bowl and spoon into 
the drawer with his shirts.  He sighed heavily, wondering what he would 
put in the second drawer.  He pulled it open and was surprised to find 
some leather straps and several ropes.  Assuming Nate the stable boy 
was the previous occupant, he shrugged and slid the drawer closed again.  
He made a note in his head to find Nate later and see if he wanted the 
items returned.  

Dinner was on the table as he descended the stairs a few minutes later.   
He paused at the library, eyes taking in the plethora of treasures before 
the smell of the food drove him downward. 

“Please, sir,” came Claire‟s muffled voice.  “Please don‟t show him the 
fourth floor tonight…please, not tonight.  Let him settle in first.  It has to 
be hard for him, coming such a long way, such big changes for the boy.”  
Charles slowed his pace but continued downward. 

“You will not dictate to me, Claire,” came Triden‟s reply, a note of 
warning in his voice. “I do not bow to your wishes.” 

“Yes, of course, sir,” she murmured. “But he is so young. Please, sir.”  
There was a note of panic in her voice though Charles barely noticed.   
He was bound to prove himself, and he figured this was the best way to 
get in good with the Sorcerer early in his time here. 

“I‟m not too young!” he insisted, stepping down into the dining room.  
Claire squeaked and jumped back, her eyes wide.  Triden leaned back in 
the tall chair, his fingers steepling thoughtfully, his eyes on Claire. 

“I‟m sixteen years old and my Pa thinks I‟m ready to be apprenticed.  
You, you just stay out of it.” Father‟s hands rested on his hips and he 
nodded in the way of young boys who didn‟t really know what they 
were talking about. 

“There, you see?” Triden said, amusement lacing his tone.  “The boy 
thinks he is ready.  Pray tell…who are you to say otherwise?” 

Claire looked ready to protest, but she saw something on the sorcerer‟s 
face that made her drop her head.  “M‟ sorry sir,” she said, and scurried 
back into the kitchen. 

“Humph,” Charles snorted, watching her leave.  She was hardly gone 
before the hot food on the table quickly caught his attention. 

Triden motioned to the seat next to him. “Please, Charles, have a seat 
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and eat.  You look absolutely famished.” 

Truth be told, he was.  Last year‟s crop had been a bad one, and they'd 
had to subsist on what little they had been able to hoard over the winter.  
Summer brought a fresh supply of wild harvest, and hunting had been 
good, but with six mouths to feed, it was rare that anyone ate their fill. 

Charles sat down and marveled at the array of food.  A goose had been 
laid out with onions and stuffing, fresh bread and jam lay next to a wide 
bowl of gravy, and next to that carrots had been sliced up and boiled. 

Father didn‟t see Claire again that evening, and the Sorcerer barely ate 
his own food, just watched him with dark eyes.  Triden simply swirled 
the wine in his glass, leaning back in the high back chair, a strange look 
upon his face.” 

Edda‟s haunted blue eyes looked up to those gathered around her. 
“Father would live to regret those hastily uttered words,” she whispered. 

She rubbed the weariness from her eyes before standing with a yawn and 
stretching.  “I fear I will have to finish my story another time,” she said.  
“The night is calling me to sleep.” 

Her companions stood and quickly prepared for bed, ushering her to the 
cabin they had arranged for her, then heading off to their own beds.  She 
paused at the threshold, her eyes flicking back over the valley. “Oh, 
papa,” she murmured sadly.  She watched as the villagers returned to 
their own cabins before she turned and stepped inside, leaving the moon 
to peek over the mountains,  its luminescent face watching over the 
white marble tombstones that dotted the hillside. 
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The next morning, Edda was washing her face in a bucket of water that 
had been left for her outside her cabin door when she felt strong arms 
wrap around her middle.  She smiled, the water dripping off her face in 
crystal droplets.  “Hello, Ben,” she chuckled, grabbing for a towel and 
drying off her face before turning in his embrace. 

“You don‟t have to do this,” he said, deep voice rumbling.  “You don‟t 
have to relive it.”  His lavender eyes gazed kindly down into her up-
turned blue. 

“Yes.  I do.  These people deserve answers.  They deserve to heal.”  

“You are so kind,” he murmured, pulling her closer. “With everything 
that has happened, you can still find kindness enough to spare.”  He 
pressed a kiss on the top of her forehead.  “You amaze me.” 

Edda blushed, wrapping her arms around him and sighing. “I am 
haunted.  Those people…” she looked up at the sound of approaching 
footsteps. 

The villagers had returned, and they came bearing food.  She gave Ben 
one last squeeze before turning and stepping down the steps to greet 
them, her soft linen skirt swirling around her ankles. The coat wasn‟t 
needed in the early morning rays of the sun.  The mists curling across 
the countryside danced at their feet, giving everything an otherworldly 
glow. 

The porridge they provided was good, and she nodded her thanks to the 
wary-eyed women that gathered around the fire, poking and prodding it 
back to life. 

Chapter Three 
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Without discussion, they all settled down and she began again. 

“After Dinner, Father and Triden retired to the library, where Triden sat 
in a cushioned armchair, and lit a long pipe, inhaling deeply as father 
stroked the strange skulls on the far table.  Several of the skulls had 
spines where none should have been, and one was light and hollow, tak-
ing little more than a poke to send it skittering across the table.  Charles 
quickly set it right, blushing at his carelessness. 

After a time in silence, Triden lowered the pipe.  “Your father tells me 
you have dreams of Demons,” he said quietly, watching the boy. 

Charles nodded.  “Yes, every night, or at least every other night.  A De-
moness, with bright red hair, like the holly berries at yuletide.  She 
stands over the graves of the fallen, cradling them, like mama did me 
sometimes when I was smaller.  She‟s beautiful, dark eyes, pale skin.”  

Triden watched him a bit more, letting Charles squirm under his intense 
gaze. “Bright red hair, you say?  Skin the color of Ashes, eyes dark like 
looking into the pits of hell themselves…”  Charles nodded, watching the 
sorcerer closely.  Everyone he told of the dreams reacted differently, and 
he never knew what to expect.  Some scoffed and told him he was a fool, 
while others never spoke to him again. He dropped his gaze as he re-
membered the holy man who had warned him his obsession with his 
dreams would be his downfall.  Father had run him off the farm, and 
told him never to come back. 

“Crazy old bugger,” his papa had said.  “Never worked a day in his life.  
Thinks he can come here and tell us good, clean-livin‟ folks what to do.” 

But the sorcerer did none of those things, just let the silence grow ever 
longer as he puffed on his pipe, his eyes never leaving the boy.  

“I know of whom you speak,” he murmured at last. 

Charles‟ head flew up, his eyes wide. “You do?  Who is it?  Why does 
she haunt my dreams so?” 

Triden hmm'ed, knocking the ash out of his pipe into a small bowl.  
“The name written upon her being is Na‟amah, though she is known by 
many different names in her time,” he said, and stood to brush the ash 
from his dark leather pants.   

Father pondered this information, shock racing through his system.  
“Na‟amah,” he repeated, playing with the name on his lips.  “Na‟amah.  
What do you know of Na‟amah?”  He looked up to the sorcerer, who had 
moved to stand before him. 
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“No,” Triden said, his voice going dark.  “I‟ve given you a gift of her 
name.  It is a powerful gift, for it is her true name, her name of power.  If 
you want more information, you must give me a gift.”  He leaned down 
and raised Charles‟ chin with a finger. “That is the way of the world.  A 
gift for a gift,” he said, quoting one of Father‟s most cherished phrases. 

Father shrugged. “What can I give you?” he asked, thinking of his small 
bag of treasures, pondering which ones he would be willing to give up 
for this information.  

Triden smiled and straightened, holding out his hand.  “Shall we go see 
what is up on the fourth floor?” 

Father blinked up at him, confused by his ever-changing mood.  He 
glanced to the stairs, memorizing the fantastical room around him as if it 
would all be gone when he woke on the morrow -- and that wouldn‟t 
have been unheard-of.  He smiled cautiously at Triden and took his 
hand. 

“Is it as amazing as the study?” he asked as they made their way up the 
stairs. 

“Oh, yes.”  

His questions came fast and furious, the sorcerer's responses vague, 
chuckling at his enthusiasm. “You shall see, you shall see.” 

They continued up the curving stairs, past the floor with the bedrooms 
until they reached the first door Charles had seen on the stairs.  Triden 
took a key out of his pocket and unlocked the door, pushing it open and 
motioning Father inside.  Father walked in cautiously, his eyes sparkling 
with excitement.  The sun had set hours ago and the room was bathed in 
shadows.  He turned, grinning from ear to ear, as Triden slid in behind 
him and shut the door, plunging the room into darkness. 

The sorcerer did his first bit of conjuring for him then, calling a gleam-
ing orb of light to his hands, the weakly pulsing light bathing the room 
in an eerie green glow. 

Father remembered being disappointed.  The floors were made of the 
same stone as the rest of the building.  There was little furniture in the 
room, most of the room composed of strange, dangling ropes that hung 
from the mossy ceiling.  Those seemed to be the most interesting part of 
the room.  Along the walls were various cabinets and a desk, vials of liq-
uid on its surface, and one large candle with three wicks, which flared to 
light with a snap of the sorcerer‟s fingers. 



 Dreaming of White Marble Tombstones 

14 

Father bit back his disappointment at the Sorcerer‟s working space to 
step out into the room and study the cabinets that lined the walls.  The 
strange ropes turned out to be damp vines that twisted and curled as fa-
ther passed.  Triden watched him look, following him with those dark 
eyes, his face shrouded with shadows. 

“Enough,” Triden growled suddenly from the wall, and waved his hands 
toward the mossy vines.  Charles turned, wondering what he meant, 
when the vines began to twist and turn, writhing untouched, at the sor-
cerer‟s motion. 

“What?” he began, but it turned quickly into a squeal as one of the vines 
grabbed his leg, wrapping firmly around his ankle, sliding up his calf.  
He tried to shake it off, but another vine grabbed his other leg in the 
same manner, pulling his feet out from under him.  He hit the ground 
with a thump, the air rushing out of his lungs.  He slid across the floor to 
the middle of the room, squirming and struggling. “Leggo!  Get offa 
me!” he cried.  

Triden stepped forward, his look hungry, menacing.  It seemed more 
natural to his face, as if a mask had been lifted and his true form shone 
out.  His eyes were narrowed and predatory, and the vines responded to 
his brisk gestures.  They wrapped around Father‟s arms, from his wrists 
all the way up to his shoulders. 

“What are you doing?” Charles screamed as he was hauled by the vines, 
suspended in the center of the room.  

Triden raised one eyebrow, seemingly amused. “Why, whatever I 
choose to do, young apprentice.”  He purred, sliding one thin hand up 
the vines across Charles‟ leg.  “These vines are from a land very far from 
here. They are fed on the blood of their owner.” The sorcerer‟s fingers 
slid over the writhing vines, and one of the smaller vines curled lovingly 
around his finger.  “It makes for a very close bond. They will do what-
ever I ask them to.” 

Charles‟ uncertain laughter was much too high for it to be believable.  
“Okay, ya got me, that‟s great.  These vines are amazing, really, but you 
can let me down now.” 

Triden chuckled.  “Who said I was done with you?” His hands slid over 
the vines, two more of the long tendrils gripping Charles' arms, one tak-
ing his waist, positioning him face down in mid-air, his jerky move-
ments unable to loosen their grip upon his flesh. “Do you not wish to see 
what happens in this room?” 

“Ow!” Charles cried as Triden yanked his head back by the hair.  The 
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sorcerer made a quick motion, sending one vine wrapping around the 
struggling boy's mouth, effectively silencing him. 

Two vines with wicked thorns descended from the mass above.  With 
quick movements, they tore at the one pair of breeches that Charles 
owned, ripping them from his body. 

“You are a boy now, Charles.” The sorcerer murmured, his eyes bright 
with cruelty. “But after tonight, you will be a man.” 

Father remembered struggling as he felt the vines slide over his body, up 
toward his exposed flesh, one vine wrapping itself around his member 
and the other sliding moistly between his hind cheeks. 

Edda paused in her tale, watching the shocked faces of the villagers over 
the fire.  She sighed and looked off towards the mountain, towards the 
sun as it rose through the pale cloud-flecked sky.  

“Father doesn‟t talk about what happened next.   

“But I know.   

“Oh, I know.  I‟ve seen it all.  Lived it with him, over and over again, as 
he lay curled up on his bed during his darkest nights. 

“Hours later, though for  him it seemed like days, the sorcerer returned 
Father‟s battered body to his room, laying him carefully onto his small 
cot and closing the door behind him.  Father could do no more than lay 
there and weep, lost in the torments and pleasures that he experienced at 
Triden‟s hands. 
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“The next morning Father started from a fitful slumber, woken by 
Claire‟s cool hand on his head.  She held a finger to her lip, cautioning 
silence.  She glanced back through the crack in the door before pulling a 
salve from the pocket of her apron.  She began applying it to the welts on 
his back, down to the cuts on his leg, and even to his most humiliating 
wounds.  Father let her do it, the salve easing the agony of the injuries.  
Her pretty face was sad as she went about her task, moving with sure 
strokes, as if this was something she had become accustomed to.   

She knew full well the salve could only help heal physical wounds.  
There were some wounds she couldn't heal. 

And thus it went.  Every night, the sorcerer took him up to the fourth 
floor; every morning, Claire‟s soothing hands helped to ease away the 
hurt. 

He cried most mornings, his sobs muffled by her skirt, her hands 
smoothing the hair back from his face.  Her voice murmured low, sooth-
ing nonsense as she spread the healing salve on his flesh, begging him to 
silence so he did not attract the sorcerer‟s attention once more. 

He was never given enough time to recover.  He was never given enough 
time to run.  And after a while, he didn't even recognize his own screams 
as they echoed over the walls of the stone room. 

Two months passed by in that manner.  Two months of Hell for my 
father.  Then one night, the sorcerer didn't come for him.  Father saw 
him go up the stairs without him, hearing an even higher door click open 
and then closed.  He swallowed roughly his lips chapped and throat raw.  
„Ah,‟ he thought.  „The fifth floor…I had forgotten.‟ 

Chapter Four 
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He was honestly surprised he could remember.  The last two months had 
been a blur in his mind. 

As had become their habit, Claire brought him his food and stayed by 
him, feeding him.  She slipped a small bite of roast lamb in his mouth 
and they both jumped, hearing a roaring noise above them.  The walls of 
the tower shook violently with the sound and he could only guess what 
was happening two floors above them.  Claire‟s blue eyes grew wide and 
she made small sounds as if she were choking, the bowl of stew trem-
bling violently in her hands.  Father pulled himself up as best he could 
and gathered her close.  Claire shivered in his arms, and he knew with-
out a doubt that she had seen the fifth floor.  He looked up at the howl-
ing noise and swallowed, hoping that whatever was making that noise 
killed the sorcerer so that they could leave here and never come back. 

But the noise stopped as suddenly as it started. Claire had barely enough 
time to dash through the door and down the steps before the sorcerer 
stumbled wearily to his own bed. 

“Charles,” the sorcerer sighed, knowing that Father could hear him.  “I 
am going begin your lessons tomorrow.” Charles mumbled before turn-
ing onto his side and yawning.  “I will need your assistance for an up-
coming spell.” 

My Father shivered in his bed at the thought. 

The next day, Triden held true to his words.  He waved Claire away as 
she brought up a tray of food for Charles and instead, helped him down 
to the library where he sat him in a chair by the desk.  “First,” he sighed, 
pulling out a small primer from the drawer, “you will need to learn to 
read.” 

Father‟s eyes grew wide and he looked from the small book to Triden‟s 
face.  “To read?” he murmured, shifting as the welts from the previous 
days chafed on the hard wooden chair. 

The sorcerer smiled and nodded, and father wondered where the man‟s 
sudden kindness came from.  It confused him, and made him even more 
wary of the man.  But Triden simply sat in the chair opposite him and 
began to explain the strange letters and what each one sounded like. 

And so it began.  For years to come, Triden would teach him to read, to 
write, the study of the mythology of the land, of various herbs and spices 
and their uses in both medicine and sorcery.  Though in the beginning, 
the lessons would often end with a trip to the fourth floor, Father studied 
hard and over time, the sorcerer‟s advances became more infrequent.  
The sorcerer was impressed with Father‟s ability to learn and memorize 
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whatever was needed.  They spent many hours in the library, reading, 
studying and reciting.   

The Demoness, never truly forgotten in his quest for power, continued 
to haunt his dreams from time to time, each time staring at him with 
tear-filled eyes.  Father threw himself into his studies, secretly searching 
for a way to this dream creature, and the end of his confinement in the 
dark tower.  For now, she had become his only hope for salvation from 
this, his own living hell.  His visits to the fourth floor had become infre-
quent now, but they had by no means stopped.   

After a few years, Triden announced that the Mystic High Council had 
set the date of its next meeting, and as Triden was one of the Elders of 
the Council, he would be required to go.  Father was barely nineteen, his 
birthdays coming and going without much celebration. 

Father didn‟t ask to go, but go he did.  Triden‟s pet, his toy to show off to 
the other sorcerers.  But before they left, Triden had a surprise for him. 

They were up on the fourth floor, Father hanging by his wrists from the 
vines after a rather long session.  Triden was at the desk cleaning up.  “I 
am taking you to the meeting,” he said, his voice raw as he caught his 
breath. 

“Yes..sir…” came the weak reply. 

“I expect you to be on your best behavior.  I will tolerate no less.” 

“Yes…sir.” 

“I have a gift.” His chuckle let Charles know that it wasn‟t much of a 
gift at all. 

Father blinked as Triden held up a strange metal ring.  His eyes not fo-
cusing well in the dim light of the room, he squinted to try and make out 
the composition, but Triden quickly pulled it back to show him the deli-
cate links of chain that hung from the back. 

“What….is that?” he panted, too weary to bring himself to fully care. 

Triden‟s chuckle was decidedly wicked.  “It‟s a way to make sure you 
don‟t disappoint me at the meeting.”  He clicked the sides and the ring 
opened, drawing back its thick outer edge, to show two thin needles that 
were then, too, pulled back. 

“What is that?” Charles cried.  Finding some last reserve of strength, he 
thrashed about in the grip of the vines. 
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“It‟s a leash,” Triden explained, the older man placing the open ring 
against the back of Charles‟ neck.  The strange implement was cold 
against his flesh, and Father‟s eyes wide in fear.  “It will keep you from 
divulging the secrets of my training.” He chuckled, pressing it hard 
against his neck, the entire weight of his body holding it in place. 

“I won‟t talk!  I swear it!” Charles was well and truly panicking now, 
feeling the prick of the needles.  Tears ran down his cheeks, mixing with 
the sweat and grime that coated his already bruised flesh, the mottled 
colors of his skin apparent even in the darkness, layers of newer bruises 
atop yellowing older ones. 

The scream that tore from his throat as the needles sank in, curling 
around his spine, was quickly silenced as the magic made its circuit.  His 
body jerked once, hard, his eyes filling with a thick blackness, covering 
his eyes completely, then fading as slowly as it came.  He collapsed, 
panting, his body jerking involuntarily as the leash settled into the very 
flesh of his being. 

Triden slipped his arms into his robe, tying it loosely at his waist.  He 
nodded to the vines and they lowered Father‟s body to the ground.  He 
didn‟t move, just lay there gasping. 

“When you are done…lock up the room and go to bed.  We have a long 
trip ahead of us tomorrow.” The sorcerer's eyes were empty when Father 
raised his head from the cold stone floor.  He opened his mouth to speak, 
but nothing came out.  Instead he nodded, lowering his head once more 
to the floor, desperately trying to catch his breath, his fear making his 
heart race in his chest. 

The meeting was held in a castle in Avalon, two counties over.  But a 
portal system had been sent out well in advance.  Triden‟s crystal was a 
deep shimmering blue in the early morning sunlight as they gathered 
around their luggage outside of the tower.  Claire stood in the doorway  
her hands twisting in her apron.   

Charles stood next to the sorcerer, the delicate chain hooked to the metal 
loop that pierced his neck, his tongue silenced by its magic.  Triden had 
looped the chain around his belt and it tugged with every movement.  It 
certainly wasn‟t comfortable…but he was surprised at the lack of pain.   

Yet more magic, he guessed. 

The portal was quick and painless, leaving him with a taste of purple in 
his mouth.  He wasn‟t sure how he knew it was the taste of purple, but 
he was certain that if purple had a taste, it was what he was tasting now. 
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 He was yanked along as Triden moved forward, the bustle of people 
around them confusing and disorienting.  He saw the tall spires of a 
massive castle, and banners he didn‟t recognize.  He had rarely left his 
father‟s homestead and this was the first that Triden had let him leave 
the tower. 

He had to keep close to Triden so the chain wasn‟t jerked away, and that 
took most of his focus.  Before he knew it, they were into the castle and 
down a service entryway.  Triden came to a sudden stop before a worn 
wooden door. 

“This is where the apprentices are allowed to stay.  If you are needed, 
you will be fetched.” The sorcerer opened the door with a grunt as it 
stuck.  The hinges creaked, groaning with protest.  Charles stepped 
slowly into the dim room, several candles on the two tables in the room, 
and several palettes lined the far wall.  There were two other boys in the 
room, and a rather shoddy-looking imp. 

Triden sniffed disdainfully. “Singe,” he said, nodding to the tiny red 
creature.  He held out the chain as the creature flapped its battered wings 
and came flying over.   

“Triden,” the creature said, equally disdainful.  It flew like a bumblebee, 
ungainly, and Father was not quite certain how it maintained altitude as 
it bobbed in the air above them.  The chain, delicate in the hands of the 
sorcerer, looked massive in the creature‟s arms. 

Triden turned and left without another word.  Father swallowed hard 
and stepped inside, the door closing with a rather final thud. 

The Imp walked with him over to the table and landed heavily, shaking 
the candles. One of the boys quickly steadied them, the light playing 
over the fearful features on his face. 

“Oi.” The imp muttered, “I‟m Singe…obviously.”  He gestured to the 
boy who caught the candle.  “This here with the glasses is Roger, and the 
skinny one with the fear o‟the washtub is Ru.” The imp sniffed and 
rubbed his nose. “Damn, you stink, boy,” he muttered to Ru before look-
ing back at Charles.  “What do they be callin‟ you, then?” 

Father opened his mouth to speak, then flushed hotly as he remembered 
the spell.  He was so lost, and so confused, he could feel tears pricking at 
his eyes.   

Singe cocked an eyebrow and looked down at the chain in his hands.  He 
tsked and shook his head.  “Lemme tell ya something, boy,” he muttered 
darkly, glaring at the door. “Humans ain‟t needing us demons.  No, sir.  
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You lot is evil enough without our help.”   

“Is that….is that a silencer?” Roger whispered, stepping around the table 
to take a look at the ring in his neck.  He reached out to touch it but 
winced and keeps his hand away. “All the tales about Triden are true, 
then,” he murmured, nodding to the other boy.  “Ru there is the appren-
tice to Argello, and I‟ve been working with Kensing.”  He pushed his 
glasses up onto his nose, “You heard of them?” 

The tears slipped past his defenses and he could do little more than sniff 
and quickly wipe them away, feeling miserable.  He shook his head. 

“Oh, aye.” Ru piped up, scratching at his filthy chest. “Triden‟s even 
worse than Master.” He winced and his voice fell to a whisper, “never 
thought I‟d be saying that.” 

The boys tsked and shook their heads.  Roger took the chain from Singe 
and curled it up around Father‟s shoulders.  “Singe is right.  My Master 
isn‟t bad, but we have all felt the brush of darkness.”  He glanced quickly 
to the door, then leaned in conspiratorially. “Some say it‟s „cause the 
Mystic High Council deals too much with demons, and it‟s rubbed off, 
tainting their minds.” He glanced back to Singe as he snorted and 
plopped down on the table.  “Some say it‟s „cause they're power hungry.  
Either way, they‟ve cornered the market on mystical works.” 

Ru was getting into the gossip game and nodded enthusiastically.  
“Aye…I heard tell of a gypsy that was read‟n illegal fortunes down by 
the Golden Forest.” His eyes went big.  “They kilt her, dead as a stone, 
and keep „er soul in a golem that they use…fer…fer…dark purposes.” He 
blushed so deeply it nearly showed under all the dirt. 

Singe snapped his head to the door. “Company,” he muttered.  Roger 
quickly grabbed Father by the arm and dragged him over to the other 
side of the table, where they all sat in silence, big frightened eyes trained 
upon the door. 

Ru leaned in and spoke out of the side of his mouth.,  “You don‟t worry 
nothin‟,” he whispered. “Me „n Roger, we‟ve been to two of these gath-
ern‟s.  It‟s mostly show…”  He snapped his eyes to the door as it opened, 
trembling lightly in fear, “mostly.” 

They were correct, this strange duo of Roger and Ru.  Mostly they and 
the others who were dropped off that night were left in the dark appren-
tice‟s room, huddled around the few candles that they had been given.  
Singe was not a big talker, but he did take good care of the boys, giving 
them food and water when they asked for it, warmed their paper- thin 
blankets when they shivered.  Father‟s silence didn‟t seem to bother the 
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others, their words whispered in hushed tones.  Silence seemed prefer-
able. 

On the third day, they were led out one at a time.  Triden finally came 
for his apprentice.  He spared no glance to the others, only grabbed the 
chain and dragged him off.  Charles tried his best to keep up with the 
brutal pace the sorcerer set. Several times he would have cried out at the 
pull of the ring in his neck, but no sound ever escaped the spell.  

He was led to a vast chamber.  The first thing he noticed was the dais, 
where eight men sat.  The dais itself glowed, casting shadows more than 
it cast light.  As Father stepped slowly into the room at Triden‟s side, he 
flicked cautious glances around.  It was dark, but he could still make out 
faces of hundreds watching, the silence oppressive.   

One of the men on the Dais chuckled.  “So this is your apprentice?” he 
said, his voice rumbling through the room. 

“This is Charles,” Triden announced, inclining his head.  “He seeks to 
learn Demonology.  I have agreed to teach him.” 

“That is a dangerous field to get into,” came a softer voice, tinged with 
weariness. 

The room shifted, as if uncomfortable. “Come now, Kensing,” the first 
voice murmured, “we have been dominant over the demons for decades 
now.  Surely your worries have finally been proven unfounded.” 

“Demons are creatures of eternity.  Decades mean nothing to them.  
They bide their time while we foolishly believe we can control them.” 
Kensing waved his hand.  “But my concerns have never been heeded.”  
He pinned Charles with a stare. 

“Have you taken the voice of this one, too?” he murmured, eyebrow 
cocked. “Or will we get to speak with him, as is proper?” 

Triden‟s grin only grew more wicked. “No…he has been silenced.  I shall 
speak in his stead, as is allowed by the law.” 

Kensing snorted and sat back, a disgusted look upon his face. 

Charles could do little more than tremble, his eyes darting between the 
men. 

“Does he have talent?” came another voice.  A man dressed in gold and 
tans, a turban on his head. 
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Triden nodded, “He has learned to read very quickly, and has a memory 
like a vice.  I believe he is trainable.  With my help, of course.” 

The turbannedd man leaned forward.  “Only two apprentices have ever 
survived your „training‟, Triden.  We grow…concerned…with your meth-
ods.” 

Triden‟s eyes grew dark, and Charles flinched back from the anger he 
could sense radiating from him.  “Ettar, you yourself have lost appren-
tices…three, to be exact.  You know as well as we all here that magic is a 
dangerous pastime.  What I do, I do because I must to protect them.  Life 
is harsh, and they must be ready for anything.” 

Ettar shook his head.  “I have lost three.  You will soon hit the double 
digits.  There are disturbing rumors…” 

“Would you believe rumors?” Triden interrupted. “Am I to believe the 
rumors, Ettar?” 

The room fell silent as Ettar looked away. 

Triden looked between them all, then turned and chuckled, “Then in 
four years' time, when the next council is held, we shall report back his 
successful conjuration, and you may give him his journeyman license.”  

They stepped out of the hall in silence.  Charles wouldn‟t have dared to 
speak, even if he could have,   his eyes cast down.   

Having spoken with the other apprentices, seen how Triden spoke to the 
council, he had no hope, no hope of escape at all. He resigned himself to 
his fate, knowing it had been decided for him long ago by dreams of 
white marble tombstones and the demoness that wept among them. 
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“After the meeting, Triden had begun to trust him with more and more 
responsibility.  He removed the ring once they had gotten home, actually 
using a small spell to heal the wounds that the ring had inflicted upon 
his flesh.  He obviously approved of Father‟s behavior at the meeting,  
because Father was allowed to assist him more with the preparations for 
spells, the harvesting and preparation of the proper herbs, helping him 
draw the sacred symbols on the walls of the fifth floor, and to finally 
stand in the circle with him as he summoned a demon for the needs of a 
certain prince.   

“Poor Claire watched it all with worried eyes.  Seeing my Father‟s obses-
sion with the Demoness, his submersion into learning the dark arts, she 
began to worry that Father had begun to sink into the bowels of his own 
evil.  She tried to help him in her own way.  Claire had a large garden in 
the back of the tower.  It was a working garden full of vegetables and 
herbs; several plants the Sorcerer had found on his travels grew there, as 
well.  It was her one refuge from the worries of the day.  She would go 
out and spend several hours a day tending the garden, watching the 
clouds in the sky with a sort of sweet longing.  When she was working, 
Triden left her be.  She, too, had spent many an hour on the fourth floor, 
bending to Triden‟s twisted abuse.  She would take Charles out into the 
garden and feed him the tiny wild strawberries that she carefully col-
lected to help take his mind off whatever it was Triden had demanded 
that day.   

“Father spoke highly of Claire.  She kept him company in the seven 
years of his apprenticeship.” Edda‟s eyes grew soft, “I think he loved her 
in his own way.”  

She blinked up at the villagers.  The women had pulled out their spin-

Chapter Five 
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ning, and the men were passing around a pipe or working on crafting 
arrows for the next big hunt.  But when she stopped, they all urged her 
on. 

Ben slipped up behind her in the chair, wrapping his big arms around her 
waist, supporting her in her tale. 

She leaned back against him for a moment, closing her eyes, seeing the 
visions of her father‟s childhood in her mind.  Then, with a heavy sigh, 
she continued. 

“She came to him one day while father was studying over a large tome 
of mystic symbols.  The Sorcerer had gone on his monthly supply trip.  
Claire was never allowed out of sight of the tower, and so when supplies 
ran low, Triden would saddle his horse and ride into the village to pur-
chase more.   

Years had passed since Father‟s first arrival, and he had grown to be a 
dark-haired youth of handsome countenance.  His grey eyes, serious and 
intelligent, would flash over the pages of the large book, absorbing the 
information contained within.   

Claire carried a tray with tea and set it onto the desk, pushing aside sev-
eral pages of parchment to find a place to set it.  She sighed, reaching a 
hand to smooth back the blue-black hair that had tumbled into his face.  
His eyes never left the book, his lips moving silently with the words, 
pausing only as he flipped the page. 

“Charles,” she whispered.  “Charles, I have brought you some tea, would 
you take a cup with me?” Her green eyes were soft as she traced the con-
tour of his cheek with her fingers, cupping it delicately when he turned 
to look up at her.  She had grown, too; only three years his senior, she 
had blossomed into the beauty of womanhood, her golden hair braided 
around her head in a matron‟s crown. It was far too late for her to marry 
now.   

“I am so close, my Beauty,” he muttered, using the pet name he had 
given her some time ago. “Tonight is the summoning, we shall summon 
my first demon…I just need to make sure I‟m ready…” He turned back to 
the book, his eyes following the strange script across the page.  It was as 
if the book were reading him, so intense was his concentration upon its 
words. 

Claire dropped her hand to his forearm sadly, knowing that once he 
summoned his own demon, he would be well on his way to finding a 
way out of the tower, be it by the Sorcerer‟s blessing or by his death.  
She wanted nothing more than to see Charles leave, to find a way to be 
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at peace with his life, but she knew that those who entered Triden‟s 
tower were changed forever. 

She poured a cup of steaming tea, setting it by his hand, fully intending 
to withdraw from him and leave him to finish his research.  But before 
she could pull away, his hand slipped quickly over hers, the small pres-
sure causing her to still immediately with a soft gasp.  Her green eyes 
flew up to meet his darker ones.  A strange dark look in his eyes made 
her shiver and slide her hand from his, knotted quickly in her apron.   

“I‟m sorry, I...I‟ll just leave you alone,” she stuttered, turning to grasp 
the tray by the silver handles.  She arched back in surprise as she felt 
him press his body against her back.  He moved quickly, impossibly 
quickly.  He pressed her into the desk, his hands on her upper arms and 
leaned into her neck, inhaling her scent. Her eyes were wide with shock 
at his behavior.  

“I would like you to be there,” he whispered, his breath hot against her 
neck.  “I will free us from this place.” 

“Us?” she gasped breathlessly. “You…You would take me with you?” 

His deep chuckle sent shivers throughout her body and she closed her 
eyes with the feel of it. “Of course, my Beauty, I will take us away from 
here and we will make a life outside the tower, just you and I, and our 
wee little ones at our feet.” 

She turned her head, looking at him out of the corner of her eye, lashes 
lowered.  “I would like that very much, Charles.” Though her voice held 
no hope, she turned in his arms to face him, her hands resting upon his 
shoulders. “But be careful, the Sorcerer will kill you if he knew of your 
plans.  He wants you to join him on the Council.” 

Charles shook his head, his charcoal eyes swallowing her in their inten-
sity. “I have no desire to sit with those fools.”  He pressed his lips to hers 
hungrily, his fingers tightening around her arms.   

She closed her eyes tightly, pressing herself against him unconsciously, 
wanting more than anything to take this moment and hold it in her heart 
forever.  She moaned in disappointment when he pulled back, a wry grin 
on his face at the sound. “You must trust me.  No matter what happens 
tonight, you must trust me to do what is best for us.” 

She nodded wordlessly, lost in his grey eyes, in the feel his lips left upon 
hers.  

“I trust you.”  
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Triden returned later that afternoon with a large sack of supplies loaded 
on the back of his saddle.  As usual, Claire stood at the door of the tower, 
waiting while Father hauled in the load and Nate the stable boy took 
care of the horse.  Father realized early on that Nate was good with 
horses and that was about it.  The poor man was slow, the mind of a 
child in a man‟s body.  He spent most of his time in the stables, and 
when he wasn‟t there, he was out walking in Claire‟s garden.  Every 
morning, he would come by the door, and Claire would send him back to 
the stables with food enough for the day.  He seemed happy enough, so 
he left him be. 

Father took the supplies into the kitchen while Claire poured Triden a 
cup of tea with a splash of brandy and set it before him at the dining ta-
ble.  He emerged from the kitchen with a nod to the sorcerer as he 
brushed the dust off the grey shirt Claire had made for him.   She had 
found the fabric in one of the earlier shipments; it matched his eyes per-
fectly. 

“It‟s all yours, Claire,” he said before moving over to the table and sit-
ting in his accustomed spot next to the sorcerer.  He poured himself a 
cup of tea and leaned back in the chair, eyeing Triden cautiously. 

“Have you made all the preparations for the summoning tonight, 
Charles?” the sorcerer asked, blowing on the steaming cup of tea.  The 
fragrance of the herbs and brandy filled the room.   

Father nodded once, having found it better to speak as little as possible to 
Triden so as not to upset him any more than was absolutely necessary.   

Triden nodded, “We shall call on Old Tark Ashmoot.  I have worked 
with him before and know him to be fairly honorable, for a demon.  He 
shall not move to harm you.” Triden looked up from his tea, “unless you 
do something stupid.” 

Father covered a smile with a sip of his tea.  “Understood. I‟ve read a bit 
on him from some of the books in the library.  I think he will do nicely.” 
He had long since learned to keep his voice even and his emotions under 
tight rein.  He gave nothing away. 

“Yes, you will summon the demon, and then dismiss him.  We need 
only to prove you are capable. I shall be in the room with you as you do 
so, to make sure nothing goes wrong.” 

Father set down his cup and looked Triden in the eyes.  “I would also 
like Claire to be there.” Seeing the look of amused curiosity on the sor-
cerer‟s face, Father pushed on. “She has become a friend to me, and I 
would be delighted to show her how well you have taught me.” 
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The flattery wasn‟t wasted, and Triden smiled. “Of course,” he chuck-
led, having long ago noticed the connection his two toys had made. “If 
this goes well, I shall take you to the High Council and petition your 
entrance as a supplicant; she can serve as a witness to the success of your 
summoning.”  Triden looked back to Claire as she stood near the kitchen 
door, waiting for them to finish their tea. “I‟m sure she will have all sorts 
of memories about the fifth floor she can share with you when we are 
done.” 

Father simply inclined his head, picking up the cup and draining the last 
of his tea. “I have a few more things to check on.  If you will excuse me, 
I shall retire to the library.” 

The sorcerer reached for the teapot. “Of course, must make sure every-
thing is in order,” he mused, pouring himself another cup. 
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“Father was finishing up the last few symbols on the smaller protective 
circle he had drawn in chalk for Claire when they walked in.  He caught 
the wide-eyed look of horror on her face before she was pushed aside by 
Triden.  He entered the room with an air of amused superiority, hardly 
glancing to Claire as he brushed past her. 

Father carefully took her arm and guided her to stand in the middle of 
the small circle. “Don‟t move from this circle, Claire.  No matter what 
happens.” His look was intense and she nodded mutely, her entire body 
shaking.  He could only imagine what had been done to her here.  Her 
history was a mystery to him, even after all those years together. 

Triden strode around the room, inspecting the three circles on the floor; 
the two smaller ones were for the sorcerer and Claire.  They were sup-
posed to protect them in case the larger circle didn‟t hold…but Father had 
other ideas.   

The larger circle was for the summoned demon.   As with most initiate 
summonings, if Charles couldn‟t hold the demon, then he would pay the 
price with his life while Triden sent it back to hell from the safety of his 
own circle. 

At least…that was what was supposed to happen. 

Deeming the circles satisfactory, the Sorcerer stepped into his and nod-
ded, his arms crossed over his chest and his eyes gleaming with bored 
amusement. “Remember boy, summon the demon, then send him back.  
That‟s all you need to do to prove your worth to the Council.” 

Father gave Claire‟s hand one last squeeze and stepped back.  He was 
dressed in robes very similar to the ones Triden wore.  They covered 

Chapter Six 
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him from neck to ankle, the neckline, hem and cuffs decorated with 
glowing golden glyphs of protection.  The robe itself was a deep red, the 
usual color of supplicants, while Triden‟s robe was the black of the void; 
the glyphs on his robe seemed to glow with a silvery fire.   

Claire had no robes to speak of, and was instead wearing a long dress of 
deepest green, her hair bound by one thin braid that acted to hold back 
the rest of her golden tresses.  She wore only the smallest amount of 
makeup, her lips rouged and her eyes lined with kohl.  The sorcerer had 
pulled the kohl off a shelf in the library that afternoon and suggested 
that if she was to join them that eve, she might as well make herself pre-
sentable. 

Father stepped up to stand before the large chalk circle, taking a deep 
breath and blowing it out carefully.   

Everything he did was done meticulously, with thought and precision.  
He couldn‟t afford any mistakes tonight.  It would end in disaster.  But 
if his plan worked… 

He turned his thoughts from all this, his heart picking up its pace, and 
instead concentrated on the words that were required to call flame to the 
candles around the room.  With a small whoosh of power, each candle 
burst into flame, lighting the dark room and casting shadows to dance 
around them like an army of dark specters, watching the play unfold 
before them. 

From memory, he recited the ancient words.  Slowly at first, calling gen-
tly to the symbols on the floor, the words singing them to life, pulling 
their protective powers to fullness.  His eyes glowed from the power.  
Three circles flared to life, cool sparks of magic written on the floor.  He 
called the binding to life and it spread a tingle of magic through the 
room.  Claire shivered in her magic circle, huddling in on herself.  The 
Sorcerer just watched, feeling the ebb and flow of magic slide along his 
pale skin. 

My Father had a plan, and he threw everything he had into the execu-
tion of that plan.  His heart sang out to the source, pulling the magic 
needed to him.  His chanting continued, growing in strength and vol-
ume.  The candles flickered as a wind sprung up from around him, but 
they did not go out.  Father‟s already-ruffled hair flapped around his 
head he stared down at the circle before him.   

Claire squeezed her eyes shut, her arms wrapped tightly around her thin, 
shaking frame.  Her hair --  a golden halo around her head --  seemed to 
glow in the candlelight. 
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He was yelling now, his voice barely heard above the roar of the wind 
through the room.  The vortex spiralled away from him, sweeping out 
over the floor, only to pause in the center of the large circle.  With one 
last cry, the wind burst into heat and flame, engulfing the room with a 
flash of light that had everyone covering their eyes momentarily. 

Father stood, his breathing heavy with the exertion.  He dropped his 
hand quickly, looking to the demon who stood, amused, in the center of 
the mystic glowing circle. 

Tark was not one of the firstborn Demons; he had never been an angel, 
and it showed.  His massive body was handsome enough: broad shoul-
ders tapered down to lean hips and long, muscular legs.  He stood tall at 
ten feet.   His leather suit covered most of his body, straps wrapping 
around his chest that left the broad expanse of red skin to shine in the 
candlelight.  His skin was roughened, wrinkled, his blackened horns jut-
ting out over his forehead.  He rotated his shoulders, shifting what was 
left of his torn wings back behind him.  There were several black feath-
ers speckling the last bits of his stumps.  Father wasn‟t sure if they were 
useful for flying at all.   They didn‟t look it.  Tark‟s long scaly tail had a 
smattering of feathers at the base that did nothing to hide the round 
strong curves of his ass.  The end of the tail flicked back and forth, the 
only movement that betrayed his irritation. 

Tark crossed his arms over his chest, leaning heavily to the side with 
obvious amusement.  “Ahhh.” His voice was deep, echoing across the 
chamber, “so Triden has finally allowed his toy to conjure.” Tark‟s slit-
ted yellow eyes held amusement as he took in the scene, his gentlemanly 
demeanor belying his frightening outer appearance.  He lingered on 
Claire‟s form, a smirk sliding over his features before returning to the 
boy before him.  He made a show of straightening, extending his arms to 
the side and leaning forward in a mock bow. 

“What then would you have of me, little conjurer?” he teased in his 
deep, rumbling voice.  He looked up from his bow at Charles, slow sar-
casm lacing his words. 

Father straightened, his face frowning with concentration. He had no 
way out now, he must push forward with his plans. 

“Demon,” he called out, “I wish for your assistance.” He dared not spare 
a glance back to the Sorcerer.  He could hear him shift suddenly in the 
circle behind him, and felt his angry gaze burning into his back.  Triden 
stood, his hands clenching at his side, watching with narrowed eyes. 

Tark stood and smiled, his teeth sharp and wicked. “Oh?  And what 
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„assistance‟ could you require of me?”  He glanced at the sorcerer, his 
intelligent eyes reading the tension in the air.  Tark was an old demon, if 
not one of the first fallen, and he knew how these things were supposed 
to go.  Requesting help from him could only work in his favor.  For one 
so young to be brash enough to ask at his first conjuring was either very 
brave, or very foolish. 

Father‟s icy gaze met the demon‟s. “I wish to speak with the Demoness 
Na‟amah.” He noted with satisfaction the surprise that raced across 
Tark‟s face and it bolstered his daring. “I want you to give me the power 
to summon her.  I must speak with her.” 

“Na‟amah is not a demoness to be trifled with, little conjurer.” Tark 
said, eyeing the man with renewed interest.   “What would you give me 
for such a request to be granted?  Make it good, for this is a dangerous 
quest you set before me.”  Tark rubbed his chin, trying to hide the hint 
of fear that flashed quickly through his eyes at the mention of the pale 
one‟s name. 

Father took a deep breath. It was now or never, he thought. “I will give 
you the life of the Sorcerer Triden.”  He nodded to the man in the circle 
behind him. 

“No!” Finally riled to action, Triden‟s face was a mask of rage. He began 
to mutter the words that would break his circle, but before he could but 
mutter a few syllables, the sigils flared to life, silencing him.  His eyes 
grew wide as his hands flew to his throat.  His face grew mottled as he 
realized his mistake in not paying more attention to the sigils that circled 
him. 

Tark grinned and laughed, his eyes narrowing with thought.  “Ah, I‟ve 
been meaning to get my hands on this bastard for some time now.” He 
pondered thoughtfully, his manner casual, as if he had all the time in the 
world. “Indeed, that is a good prize to give.” The demon‟s eyes told of a 
great history with the sorcerer, and one he would exact vengeance for, if 
given the chance.  He nodded once, quickly.  His mind was made up.  “I 
shall give you this power, and what a power it will be, for the price of the 
sorcerer.  But giving up the sorcerer is no hardship on you.  All in the 
Demon realms know of his sadistic nature, and I can smell your hatred 
of him even from the inside of this poisoned circle.” He gestured dis-
dainfully at the glowing thing, “But how much do you want this 
power?” he asked, his voice quiet, calm, and dark as sin. “Enough to give 
me a taste of the angel?” he nodded his massive head towards Claire. 

Father‟s eyes grew wide in shock and he swallowed hard, finally glanc-
ing back at her.  Claire could do nothing in her horror but shake her 
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head, her hands clasped tightly over her pink lips.  

“Angel?” he murmured. 

“Oh yes.” Tark grinned evilly, eyes on the girl.  “Did your Master not 
tell you he‟s been keeping an Angel hostage?”  He bellowed out a laugh. 
“He summoned me several years ago to bring her to him!” Tark grinned, 
watching Triden‟s mouth work like a fish.  “Oh, dear me!  What a chat-
terbox I‟ve become.” His face turned deathly serious. “It‟s been a long 
time since I've frolicked with an angel.  Dear old Triden wouldn‟t 
share.” He narrowed his yellow eyes. “What is your answer?  Give me 
four hours with the Angel and I will take Triden off your hands.” 

So desperate was he to be rid of the Sorcerer, Charles made a decision, 
one that haunted him for the rest of his life.  Claire saw it on his face 
when he made it.  She dropped to her knees, a high keening wail escap-
ing her lips.  He straightened and looked back to the gloating demon. 

“A taste.” He spat out, ignoring the cries and pleading from behind him. 
He couldn‟t back out now, his life was forfeit. “For the power to sum-
mon a firstborn and for our release from the Sorcerer‟s domination, you 
may have four hours with her. Four of our hours.” He glared at the de-
mon, “No tricks, and she will be returned here without a scratch on her.” 
His hands clenched tightly to keep them from shaking. 

The Demon let out a howl of delight, the muscles of his neck straining 
as he threw his head back. “Done!” he cried, fire burning in his eyes. The 
winds around him expanded out as the light of the sigils flared.  Father‟s 
eyes widened and he took a step back, his hands flying up to protect his 
eyes.  The light died as suddenly as it had risen and father blinked into 
the darkness.  He quickly muttered the incantation to call the candles to 
light again and gaped as he finds himself alone in an empty room, the 
chalky circles smeared and unrecognizable.   

Before he could do more than marvel at the power required to break the 
inscribed barriers, he was slammed with a burning force, dropping him 
to his knees.  He screamed as he feels the organs of his body on fire, 
burning with the power the demon had promised him sliding into his 
body all at once, the pain sending him reeling into the welcome darkness 
of unconsciousness. 

The last thing he remembered is the sound of the demon's deep laughter 
ringing out over Claire‟s horrified screams. 
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Claire returned four hours later, as agreed upon.  He had woken to her 
sad face bent over him, but when he had tried to reach out to her, she 
stumbled back out of his reach. 

“Claire, I had to…don‟t you see?”  He begged her to understand.  He 
could feel the elation of the new power running under his flesh, seeping 
through every vein.  “I can summon her now, I...I have the power to get 
us out of here, to…to do anything!”  Just to show her, he called a white 
glowing ball to his hand, to light up the room. 

She said nothing, only turning from him and descending the steps in 
silence.  He stood, the ball disappearing with a pop, and raced down after 
her.  “You're back, you‟ve been returned!” he looked her up and down.  
“And unharmed!  He was true to his word!” he babbled, trying to catch 
up to her.  “Claire!  Talk to me!  Why didn‟t you tell me you were an 
Angel?” Finally reaching her at the bottom of the stairs, he grabbed her 
shoulder and spun her to face him.  Her face was blank, her eyes pools of 
green misery.   

“I have been bound here for years, Charles.  Just as you have.  Triden 
stole my heart and placed it in a box somewhere in this tower.  Without 
it, I cannot return to my home. And now…” her voice broke and she 
swallowed hard to clear it.  “Even if I do find it, I cannot return home.  I 
have been tainted!”  She hiccuped lightly, fighting back the tears that 
threatened to overwhelm her. 

She searched his face. “Why, Charles, why did you give me to him?” she 
whispered, her voice strained with emotion. 

“But I told him to return you unharmed!” he cried, searching her face. 

Chapter Seven 
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“No, Charles,” she sighed, her voice strangely distant. “You told him to 
return me „without a scratch.‟  That is very different than „unharmed‟.” 
She turned from him, moving around the large dining table to the door 
that led to the kitchen. 

He paused at that, his mouth working soundlessly as he realized the mis-
take he made. “But…but Claire, the sorcerer is gone forever!  We can 
leave the tower and never come back!”  He raced after her into the 
kitchen to see her pulling some potatoes from the pantry. 

She didn't look at him. “Yes, Charles, you can leave now.”  

He gaped at her. “You‟re not coming?” he muttered, shocked.  “You‟re…
you‟re making dinner?” 

She walked steadily to the table, grabbing a knife and looking at it for a 
long time, her knuckles white around the handle. “No, Charles, I am not 
leaving.  I am still bound to the tower. I cannot leave.” 

He rested his hand on the table, leaning desperately toward her.  “But we 
were going to leave, you and I.” 

“I cannot leave without my heart, Charles.” She finally raised her eyes 
to meet his, a tear slipping down her face. “And I wouldn‟t leave with 
you, not after what you have done.” 

“But…” he began reaching toward her.   

She screamed, a heartrending cry of desperation.  She slammed the knife 
down on the table, the blade slicing the top joint of his pinkie clean 
away.  He hissed and pulled back, his eyes flying to her face.  It was wild 
with grief, with hatred, with the horror of the last four hours. 

“I WILL NOT GO WITH YOU!” she screamed as he stumbled back 
away from the swinging knife. “I CANNOT GO WITH YOU!” she 
cried again as he stumbled out of the kitchen and through the front door 
of the tower, avoiding the knife with little skill.  His shirt torn, he stared 
at her incredulously.  She stopped at the door, her eyes wide, her body 
shaking with rage.  She slammed the door, and he could hear her scream-
ing from inside.   

He swallowed roughly, pulling at the torn fabric of his shirt and 
wrapped the rags around his finger.  He pulled himself erect, frowning. 
“Fine,” he said, “FINE!”  He turned toward the stable and walked past 
Nate, the stable boy standing dumbfounded.  He quickly saddled the 
black stallion and rode off into the night. 
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After Triden missed his next meeting with the Council, they had come 
calling, only to find the tower destroyed by an intense explosion.  The 
surrounding countryside was covered in soot and ash.  They had found 
Claire and Nate‟s remains inside, and buried their burnt husks nearby.  
They laid small white marble tombstones to mark their graves.”   

Edda looked over the gathered crowd and nodded slowly as she saw un-
derstanding blossom behind their eyes.  “Yes, it was the remains of the 
tower, spread out over the countryside that claimed your kin.  The poi-
son rolled through your village and took those who were exposed.” 

An older woman, with grey-streaked brown hair stepped forward, her 
eyes bright with tears.  “It took my husband and my two sons,”  she 
whispered brokenly. 

Edda nodded sadly.  “I‟m so sorry,” she murmured, reaching out to clasp 
the woman‟s hands in her own.   

But the woman pulled away. “If she was an Angel, why?  Why did she 
do this to us?” 

Edda floundered for the first time in her tale. “I…I don‟t know.  I don‟t 
know that Claire was the one who did it.  I don‟t know how the tower 
was destroyed.  Maybe she thought she could go home, maybe it was the 
High Council.  Maybe it was an accident.” She shrugged helplessly.  “I 
wish I knew.” 

A man stepped up behind the woman, resting his hand on her shoulder.  
The woman tensed, and then turned away with a sob.   

The man watched the woman return to her seat to be surrounded by her 
friends, grief heavy in the air. 

Edda leaned into Ben‟s warm embrace and sighed heavily. 

“This is what happened to your people.  To your village.  I...I am sorry it 
had to happen.”  Edda rubbed her forehead and stood.   The sun was high 
in the sky by now, and she turned to Ben.  

“We should be going soon,” she murmured. 

Ben nodded once and jumped up from his chair.  He flicked a glance over 
the villagers as they slowly began to disperse back to their homes, a few 
glancing back with anger, frustration, and renewed tears.  He sighed 
heavily. 

“You didn‟t have to do this.  We could have rode through this village 
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and been home by now.” 

“They deserved to understand.  They didn‟t know about the sorcerer or 
his tower.  The deaths of their loved ones came as a shock.  I hope…” she 
paused and shook her head.  “I hope this brings them closure.” 

Ben stepped up to her and lifted her chin with a callused finger. “But 
why you?  What do you have to do with all of this?” 

Edda smiled up at him sadly, then pulled from his touch and turned to 
the cabin. “I can tell you on the trail.  Let us gather our packs and head 
out.” She looked back to the mass of white tombstones that glinted 
through the foliage. “They needed to know,” she murmured.  “I...I be-
lieve they needed to know.” 

She paused by one small white tombstone, crouched down and traced the 
name with her fingers.  She sighed and headed back to the cabin to pack. 

"Rest easy, Claire." 
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Edda shifted in the saddle, trying to get the folds of her dress to lay flat 
and not press against her flesh painfully.  They had gathered their items 
in silence, the villagers disappearing into the brush.  What little food 
remained from the morning‟s meal was shoved into a pack behind her.  
She leaned down to brush a horsefly from her small brown mare as she 
plodded along stoically behind Ben‟s larger roan stallion. 

He pushed his large-brimmed hat back on his forehead so he could see 
her better.  Falling back beside her, he handed her the leather water bag 
without a word, waiting patiently for her to drink and continue her tale.  
His curiosity was getting the better of him.  He had worked with 
Charles for years and had never heard this story.  The Charles he knew 
was a painfully private man, driven by his work.  He never spoke of his 
past. 

Ben found this whole trip with Edda, quite enlightening.  In many ways. 

She drank thirstily from the bag, then handed it back with a sheepish 
look on her face. “Thanks.” 

Edda looked out over the forest trail, her hands tying her long black 
tresses back from her face, the gentle mare under her plodding along 
with little encouragement from her.  Her eyes skimmed over the slowly 
yellowing leaves, lost in the weaving pathways of memory. 

 “Father wandered for months, not wanting to return home.  He dared 
not bill himself as a sorcerer for fear that the Mystic High Council 
would receive word of him.  They carefully monitor all magic workers, 
and as he never did get their approval to work, he was barred from legal 
avenues.  He took odd jobs, his powers making him useful to people of 
questionable intents.  He started out by stealing things, but soon came to 

Chapter Eight 
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the notice of one of the local head thugs.” 

“Ah, yes,” Ben murmured, “Luke.” He knew of Luke, the one-time head 
of the merchant guild, now retired upon a pretty pension that could not 
have all come from the guild position.   

Edda smiled at him, and his heart fluttered in his chest.  He blinked and 
tucked the brim of his hat down over his eyes as she continued.  This 
trip had been a long one, and much affection gained in the progress of 
time, but they had never discussed this blossoming emotion, and had 
limited their interactions to hugs and gentle caresses.  He knew that he 
shouldn‟t have such affections for his partner‟s daughter, but over the 
last month, he found he couldn‟t help it.  She was so sweet and compas-
sionate, so unlike the women of his kind, Drow women being rather 
forceful and demanding.   

Compassion wasn‟t what they were known for. 

“Yes, Luke.  When he found Father, he was head of the merchant guild 
and had caught him outside one of the local whorehouses, a bag of coins 
floating down from the uppermost window into his open palm.  Father 
thought for sure he was done for,” her smile danced over her lips as she 
remembered his face in the dark street that eve, “but Luke offered him a 
deal.  In exchange for using his talents for Luke‟s benefit, he would be 
given a stipend and a small cottage near the back of Luke‟s ample estate, 
where he might do what he wished, with no questions asked.  

Needless to say, my father took him up on this with little complaint. 

Soon he was settled into his cottage and was made to look like a success-
ful merchant, who just happened to have better luck than most of his 
competitors.  Several of the local merchants lost their ships at sea when a 
strange and sudden storm arose and ground them onto the rocks of the 
bay.  Two merchants fell ill and passed within a span of a week, leaving 
no heirs to take over their business.  Father stepped in smoothly and of-
fered to take over the running of things, giving their widows a small 
monthly stipend from the profits.” 

Edda frowned at this, shifting again on her horse, unable to truly get 
comfortable. “Father wasn‟t…the most ethical man,” she murmured. 

“Things went well enough for him.  As a merchant, he was able to get 
most of the items he needed for his experiments without having to go 
through folks that would ask too many questions about why he needed 
them.  He made several purchases of occult books and soon had his own 
library started in a corner of his cottage.   



 Dreaming of White Marble Tombstones 

40 

He came back once, years after the tower came down.  At the time, he 
told himself it was to visit Claire‟s grave.  He felt he owed it to her to 
place flowers at her tomb.   

It was a mistake.   He was shocked at the sight of the white slabs that 
decorated the hillside.  He grew cold with the sight, feeling the demoness 
once again wrap her pale hands over his heart.  You see, the demoness 
had been nearly forgotten after he had left the tower, the dreams slipping 
into the ether from whence they had come.  Indeed, all his dreams had 
vanished and his nights were devoid of any wayward wonderings.  But 
seeing the tombstones upon the hillside…” she shook her head sadly, “it 
had all come rushing back.  He had to find her, to ask her of her inten-
tions.  He couldn‟t shake the feeling that she had been warning him, that 
she had told him of his future for a reason.” 

She took a deep breath as if steeling herself for what was to come, and 
Ben moved his horse closer, his violet eyes upon only her, letting the 
horse have his head.  Even they had their ears pricked back, almost as if 
listening to the tale, to the emotion that lay so heavy upon the small 
woman‟s shoulders. 

“One evening he came home, a brown paper-wrapped package tucked 
neatly under his arm.  He set it down on the table and stood staring at it 
for a long time.  The packet contained the last ingredient he needed to 
summon his Demoness.   

He left it sit on the table as he boiled some water for tea.  He had gotten 
in the habit of brewing some tea every night after he had gotten home 
from his work and in a great show of restraint, he did so now, as well.  
Sitting at the table with his freshly brewed tea, he blew at the steam that 
rose from the cup before sipping it.  The cup clinked against the saucer, 
his hands beginning to shake with the effort it was taking him to not rip 
open the package right then and there and cast the spell.  But, he 
thought, he had waited this long.  Surely he could finish his tea. 

Who was he kidding?  He had waited all his life to meet this creature, 
had given up and given in more times than he cared to count.  He could 
wait no longer.  Growling at himself, he threw back the drink, wincing 
as it burned his throat, and reached for the package.  He tore it open, 
uncaring where the wrappings fell.  Carefully, he withdrew the object, 
holding up an ancient knife to the dying light of the sun.  Its handle was-
made of bone bedecked with rubies, the blade a good six inches long and 
very, very sharp.  Some say it was sharp enough to cut a man‟s soul from 
his flesh. 

From his readings, he knew this blade was her blade, the Red Queen‟s 
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Dagger.  The demoness of his dreams had dropped the dagger as she had 
been banished from this plane, driven back to hell by the High Magic 
Council themselves.   And now he held it in his hands.  He grinned at 
his reflection on the silver blade.  It was time to meet his Na‟amah. 

Night had fallen before the preparations were completed.  The table had 
been moved from the center of the room, replaced by a familiar circle of 
scribed symbols carefully drawn in chalk on the wooden floor.  He stood 
back, smiling at his handiwork.  He quickly laid the chalk aside and 
brushed the residue from his fingers. 

Once more checking upon the runes and the various bits he needed for 
his spell, he moved to stand before the circle and took a slow, deep 
breath.  The candles were his only source of light as he began pulling the 
power to him.  They were scattered all over the one-room cottage -- 
along the headboard of the bed, the windowsills, the table -- spaced 
evenly around the chalk lines.  They cast a warm glow on his tanned 
face, obscuring his grey eyes in shadow. 

He started low, just as before, murmuring the words to hold the demon 
once she was inside.  The symbols flared to life and he raised the dagger, 
holding it high above his head, his voice deep, lifting to shout over the 
winds that rose with his power.  He grasped the blade with his hand, 
feeling it slice across his palm.  He hardly noticed the pain with the flush 
of anticipation.  The wind whipping his hair, he called out her name and 
threw the knife to the floor.  The last of his words died out on his lips as 
he stared up at the pale form that materialized before him.  

Silence reigned as she delicately stepped forward, her black shoes click-
ing on the wooden floors, her long legs pale as ash.  Her silken skirt 
swooshed around her as she delicately leaned over to grasp the dagger 
where it had landed, point embedded in the floor, just inside the circle.  
His eyes followed the familiar sway of her hips, the curve of her breasts 
cupped lovingly by a black halter with sparkling silver coins lining the 
bottom.  As she straightened, he could hear them clink together, a music 
no louder than the beating of his own heart.  She inspected the deep 
crimson blood on the knife, and steel flashed off the metal of the silver 
collar she wore about her neck.  Her eyes were dark, only small pinpricks 
of black in the center to tell him where she was looking. 

He swallowed hard as she stood before him, just like in his dream, her 
long black tentacles waving gently behind her, sprouting from her spine.  
Her nails were long and sharp.  She stood in black and white splendor, 
the only color that pulled her from the shadows was her red hair -- cas-
cading down over her shoulders -- and her red lips, curled up in an 
amused smile.  Her skirt rode low on her hips, the long black strips of 
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silk swirling over her legs and her twin tails, giving him tantalizing 
glimpses of the pale flesh beneath.  The taut skin of her abdomen seemed 
to glow in the light of the symbols that bound her.  She looked up at 
him, holding his gaze with those black drowning pools.  She held his 
gaze as she slid her tongue slowly along the blade, tasting his blood.  Her 
eyes fluttered shut as she swallowed, her body giving a small shiver at 
the sensation of his life sliding thickly down her throat.  He stared dum-
bly as she smiled, her long fangs flashing whitely, drawing his eyes. 

“I hear you‟ve been looking for me,” she purred, her voice deep, seduc-
tive, her face displaying polite amusement.  She slid the cleaned knife 
into the empty sheath on her calf and stood, watching him from the cir-
cle. 

“Yes.” He nodded, drinking in the sight of her before him. “Yes, I have 
been looking for you for so long.”  

She lifted her hand to her breast, slowly sliding it down over the up-
thrust curve, continuing to caress a trail across her belly and down along 
her hip.  His eyes followed the path of her hand unconsciously. “Well, 
here I am,” she murmured, “in the…flesh.” The word slipped from her 
lips, all heat and promise.  “What would you have of me?” 

What would he have of her?  Many things flashed though his mind at 
that moment, and he had to shake his head, to clear it from the seductive 
spell that she cast.  She was there now.  He wanted answers. 

“I have dreamed of you,” he began, forcing himself to look away from 
her.  He focused his gaze instead on the candle behind her shoulder.  

“I have dreamt of you for so many years I can no longer count them.  I 
have done so much, endured so much to simply have the chance to ask 
you...why?”  His grey eyes turned to her then, the pain plain in his face.  
“Why have you tormented me so?” 

She looked at him curiously, her eyes flashing sympathy for a moment 
before she turned and moved gracefully back to the center of the circle. 
“I have chosen you,” she said simply.  With a careless shrug and a flick 
of her wrist, she conjured a red throne to sit upon. 

He gasped, never having heard of a demon who could conjure while 
bound in a sacred circle.  His eyes darted to the glowing symbols on the 
floor, and she chuckled. 

“I am not a simple demon, Charles,” she purred. “Though I cannot break 
the circle without your permission, I am not bound by all its rules.”  She 
turned and sat, her long legs crossing over each other as she settled grace-
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fully. 

“You have chosen me?” He looked at her dubiously. “Chosen me for 
what?” 

She watched him carefully from her perch on her throne. “Join me,” she 
murmured. 

Charles scoffed, “Join you?”  He started to turn away from her when she 
moved, drawing his eyes. 

“Yes, Charles, join me,” she said, leaning forward. “I have watched you 
since you were a babe.  My powers on this plane are limited, but 
dreams...oh, dreams are doorways into a person‟s heart, and Charles…
I‟ve seen your heart.  I know what power it holds.” She smiled. 
“Hundreds of years ago, I walked amongst your people freely, unbound 
by the High Council, and I rejoiced.” Her eyes flashed at the memory of 
the freedom, of the adventures she had experienced.   

He watched her warily. “So I‟ve heard.”  

“But the Mystic Council bound me to my Kingdom, forced me to be a 
captive in my own lands.” She sighed and leaned back against the 
throne, her tentacles rippling along her spine.  Her dark eyes watched 
him for several long moments. “Due to circumstances outside of my 
control, it is no longer safe for me here.  I am under siege in my own 
realm.  I must be released.  I must flee this land and find a home for my 
people where they will not be brutalized by this…” she paused, not want-
ing to reveal too much.  She bit her lower lip lightly and tried again.  
“Join me, Charles.  Together we can achieve so much.” 

She saw him hesitate and continued. “We have not always been crea-
tures as you see now, dark creatures, creatures of carnal desire and lust 
for blood.  The First of us were once the holiest of holies, the closest an-
gels to the Great Divine.  The Morning Star was our Hero, our wonder.” 
She stopped to stare off into the distance, as if seeing the past once more. 
“Not many mortals or demons have met Lucifer; he stays rather…aloof.”  

“We were creatures of light and beauty, innocent of spirit, wanting only 
to please the great Creator, to sing his praises and dance at his feet.” Her 
dark eyes took on a faraway look, dreamy, as if reliving this joyous state, 
but she returns to herself with a frown, “But one day we fell, with no 
warning nor choice.  The Morning Star came to us in our broken state 
and told us we had a new duty, to be the adversaries to these pale waifs, 
these mortals.” She spit the word out like venom. “We were shocked -- 
nay, horrified at the prospect.  We were to leave the Creator‟s side, never 
to return.  We were to tempt these humans with evil, so that the Creator 
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could test their loyalty to him.  We, the most loyal.” 

She turned to Charles then, fury in her eyes. “We didn‟t go willingly.  
We fought, we screamed, we begged to have this burden taken from us.” 
She clenched her fist reflexively. “But to no avail.  In the end, we were 
relegated to a new dimension.  We fell straight into the fires of hell, and 
as we lay in the pools of sulfur, the pain of our plight only added to the 
pain of the fires themselves.” 

Her face collapsed in remembered agony. “I passed out.” She heaved a 
sigh and waved away the memory.  “I do not know how long I was un-
conscious, but when I awoke, I had changed.  I was no longer the beauti-
ful creature I had been, but a burnt husk, my wings torn from me, my 
skin nothing but ash over bone. Every movement was anguish; every 
breath was torn from my lungs in a scream.” 

“The Morning Star was the first to recover.  I felt his healing upon me.” 
She closed her eyes, “I took a breath to scream, but when I did, I realized 
that the pain was gone.  The fires no longer burned me, the poison gases 
no longer choked me.  When I looked down, my flesh was as you see 
now, white as the ashes, but now smooth, and soft.  My eyes…” she 
touched her eyelids briefly, “my eyes were blackened, but I could still see 
just as well as I had before.”  She opened her dark orbs and looked down 
at him. “But worst of all, I had a hunger. I craved pain, I was…so hungry 
for it, and soon I realized I took pleasure in my own pain.  It was no 
longer a thing to fear, but to revel in, to embrace.” 

She straightened in the seat, dignity incarnate.  “We had a job to do, and 
we were shaped to do it well.  We have known the greatest pain, and we 
have been the victims of the greatest lie.  Out of all the many races on 
this world, we are best suited for pain, for pleasure, for power.” Her 
voice lifted, and her eyes glowed and rolled with the brilliant white of 
her power. 

“WE are the outcasts, the downtrodden, the victims and the victimiz-
ers.” She continued as her power rolled over her, a wind blowing through 
the cabin.  Her red locks flying, she stood, full of power even in the bind-
ing crush of the circle. Charles could do little more than stand still as a 
stone, watching her through wide eyes. 

“We are hated for what we are, what we have been given up to do, but 
do it we will.” The wind was at gale force now, but her voice was strong, 
and echoed through the room.  “For it is we who love the creator the 
most, it is we who shall give up everything to follow his will.  We are 
strong, we are driven, we are demon!” she cried out above the sudden 
roar of the wind. 
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She stepped forward and pressed her hand against the glowing side of 
the circle, and it flared under her palm. “I have made my oath to the 
Morning Star, and I gather those who wish to follow.” She smiled lov-
ingly at Charles. “Join my Family.  Help me to be free of this realm.”  

 “What must I do?” he choked, his defenses shattering.  He realized that 
even though Tark had granted him the power to summon the Demoness, 
he had not given him the power to withstand her call. 

She smiled brightly and held out her open arms to him. “Simply join me 
in the circle, my love, join me and let us cement our union, let us join our 
power.” 

He growled, and stepping over the glowing runes, joined the demoness 
in the circle.  He reeled beneath the full breath of her power on his skin.  
The circle had indeed kept her contained.” 

Edda closed her eyes against the vision, her body trembling. 

“Once he had stepped over the runes, they burst into a shower of light, 
breaking the circle and freeing her from its binding.” 

Ben frowned, nearly falling from the saddle of his horse, “He did what?”  
His jaw was slack as Edda nodded.    

“She stood from the throne and it faded back into the shadows from 
which it came.  She stood before him, a glorious glowing temptation.  
Charles could do nothing but gape as the shadows around him twisted 
and writhed. 

“My Children, tonight we welcome another into our fold!” She turned, 
and suddenly there was a knife in her hand, though he saw not from 
where it came.  She quickly slid it across her palm, and his eyes widened 
as the steaming blood pooled in her hand.  He shivered as the shadows 
began to take shape, forming into the twisted bodies of imps and de-
mons, her children.  Their wild eyes and lolling tongues drove fear deep 
into his heart.  Some were wounded, ghostly bandages wrapped around 
limbs and torsos.  Three of them hovered behind their mother, their 
wary eyes watching the man closely,  darting unsure glances between 
them.  But they were pale forms that hovered at the edge of his vision, 
immaterial given the splendor of the woman before him. 

“Blood of my Blood, your oath of loyalty is accepted.”  She held her 
hand out to him, the blood dripping across his parted lips.  His tongue 
flicked across it instinctively, and he gasped at the taste, at the sensation 
of fullness that accompanied the sacrifice.  He swallowed convulsively, 
feeling as if he would burst with the power of the Queen‟s blood.  It 



 Dreaming of White Marble Tombstones 

46 

overwhelmed him, dropping him to his knees, though he did not know if 
it was in pain or pleasure. 

She caressed his hair a moment, before gently turning his head to the 
side, exposing his neck.  Her fangs flashed suddenly, a white streak in 
the torchlight as she slid them deep into his neck. 

An explosion of sensation had him arching under her mouth.  He could 
feel her sucking the crushing weight of the power from him.   He cried 
out as his blood flowed from his body into her mouth.  She locked her 
lips about his wound until his eyes rolled up into his head and he passed 
out from the sensation. 

He was only out briefly, a few minutes at most.  When he came to, 
Na‟amah was holding him up, her arm wrapped around his waist, her 
swirling power-white eyes looking down upon him lovingly. 

“My power is my children,” she whispered. “Welcome to the Family.” 
She kissed him deeply, the taste of his blood still on her lips.” 

Edda paused, shaking her head. “The townspeople would speak of that 
night for years to come.  Of the strange lights that lit up the windows of 
the small cottage, and the strange noises that came from inside.  They 
would talk about how their parents had locked them inside the house 
when they heard a man‟s unearthly scream roll over the town, followed 
closely by a soft, dark chuckle.  Nothing earthly sounded like that.  Yet 
no one could agree on whether the man‟s scream was one of pleasure, or 
one of pain.” 
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“Na‟amah did not try to kill him, though at times that night, he would 
have questioned that.  He woke the next morning from a dreamless 
sleep, the chalk circle smeared on the floor, the Queen gone.  But she had 
not left him unharmed, for his body now hungered for her touch, for the 
rake of her nails on his flesh. 

Father quickly swept up the chalk and replaced the furniture where it 
belonged.  He was just sitting down to a shaky cup of tea when there was 
a tenuous knock on his door.  Wearily, he looked up from the steam and, 
with a huge sigh, heaved himself up from the chair to answer it. 

He looked a mess, he knew it.  His black hair was tousled, bits of it 
standing out from his head in tufts.  His eyes were ringed in dark circles 
and his pants were torn across the knee.  His shirt was in no better con-
dition, but he had not bothered to throw it on.  This left his chest ex-
posed.  The sun was just rising, the light not yet bright enough to expose 
the first bits of bruising across his abdomen and hip, though he was sure 
it would be clearer in a few hours.  He didn‟t even want to think about 
what his back looked like.  He was sure that there was blood involved; he 
remembered her hands smeared with it as she rode him. 

“Yes?” he sighed as he opened the carved wooden door.  He blinked into 
the sun as he recognized the cautious face of Luke and two of his thugs. 

“Charles, man.” He peered at him with beady eyes, “seems you‟ve had a 
rough night.” Luke clasped him on the shoulder, ignoring his wince as 
the guildmaster steered him farther into the cottage. 

“You made quite the ruckus last night,” Luke muttered as he gestured for 
his thugs to stand at the door.  They shot each other a knowing look and 
pressed themselves to the door, not really wanting to go farther into the 

Chapter Nine 
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room anyway. 

“My apologies if I caused you any trouble,” Father said, rubbing the grit 
from his eye.  “May I interest you in some tea?  I haven‟t had time yet to 
start breakfast.” 

Luke shook his head. “Ah…no, thank you.  I‟ve eaten my fill already this 
morning.” He patted his ample stomach.  A frown creased his brow as he 
took in the room.  The candles had long since burnt out, and though Fa-
ther had made some effort to sweep up the chalk, the residue still filled 
the creases of the floorboards. 

“So.” He sighed, sitting heavily in the chair across from my father‟s 
stooped form.  “You called your mystery demon.” 

Father nodded, settling back into the chair and cupping his tea between 
his hands. “Yes.” 

“Eh, well…” Luke‟s eyes continued to sweep the room, returning to 
watch my father closely. “How did it go?” 

Father set the cup down, the tea burning its way down his throat. He 
pondered for a bit, laughter bubbling up from his toes.  It started as a 
snort, but quickly moved into full-out guffaws, tears running down his 
face as it took on a bit of a hysterical note. 

Luke watched him warily.  The Guards shifted at the door, their hands 
clenched at their sides as they waited for him to compose himself.  He 
did, eventually, and settled back in the chair, wiping the tears from his 
cheeks between amused snorts.  “How did it go?” he chuckled, his wild 
eyes staring up into his Master‟s. 

“It was amazing and horrifying.  She was everything I had dreamed of 
and more,” he whispered intently, leaning forward to brace his arms on 
the table.  “She was a light shining out of the darkness, a pale shadow 
that will haunt my soul 'til the breath in my body leaves me for good.” 

Luke looked from the teacup to his face, wondering what he was actually 
drinking.  “Was it worth it?” he mused. 

Father‟s smile was as bright as the newly risen sun.  “Oh, yes,” he said, 
“oh, yes, it was.” 

The Guild master hmm'ed a bit at this, standing. “Well…I would hold 
off answering that question until we see what comes of it, eh?”  He 
glanced out the window at the rising sun. “We have business to attend 
to.  One of the wine shipments is coming in this morning.  Will you be 
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ready to meet it?” 

Father nodded. “Give me a few minutes to collect myself.  I will meet 
you at the docks.” 

Luke clapped him on the shoulder. “Indeed, take your time.  I will meet 
you there.” 

The Guildmaster left then, his thugs casting suspicious glances back at 
the strangely-smiling man hunched over his cold tea at the table.”   

Edda looked at Ben from the corner of her eye.  He stared straight ahead, 
only turning to look at her when she paused.  

Edda shook her head, her long black hair tied up in a braid behind her. 
“Na‟amah is gathering power for something, and now she is free to roam 
the worlds again.  That makes her very, very dangerous.” She turned and 
bit her lip, running her fingers idly through the rough chocolate mane of 
her mare. 

“Charles realized this a few days later.  His burning obsession with her 
became unbearable and she would not return to him no matter how hard 
he called.  He thought about her day and night, felt her hands on his 
flesh and heard her moans in the wind outside his window.  He was sure 
he felt her presence a few times over the upcoming weeks, a brush of 
magic against his senses, a whispered word in his ear.” 

Edda sighed and frowned. “It drove him mad.  Mad enough to call down 
an angel.” 

Ben blinked at her incredulously, “What?” 

Edda smiled up at him. “Shortly after the fall, Na‟amah went on a ram-
page.  She seduced thousands of men, stealing their souls and bathing in 
their blood.  She was angry, furious at the creator for casting her out.  
We couldn‟t allow her to continue, so Gabrielle fashioned a collar.” Edda 
shivered at the thought. “The collar is sub-sentient; it cannot think on its 
own, but when linked to a Master, it will hold the directives given it.  It 
is blessed and when she went against a direct command from the Master 
of the Collar, it burned her horribly.  It allows the Master to tap her 
power, to keep her weak enough to control.” 

Edda looked out over the countryside. “She learned very quickly how to 
store vast amounts of energy; even as an Angel, she was one of the 
brightest and most innovative.  She had much power for her Master‟s to 
draw from.” 
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Ben‟s incredulous eyes grew wide. “They collared her?” He struggled 
with his horse, who had started at the exclamation.  Once under control, 
he gaped at Edda. “They collared a Fallen Angel?” 

Edda tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear and nodded. “Gabrielle 
did.  The collar has a set ritual that each master must perform to claim 
her.  Many who try don‟t make it past that point; she won‟t let them.  
But Gabrielle placed a failsafe on the collar.  If she goes without being 
claimed for a year, it will claim the next creature she…ah….engages…
with.”  She frowned as she stammered over the last bit, her cheeks flush-
ing hotly. 

He chuckled. “Oh, I bet she wasn‟t happy with that little condition.”  

“No.  She wasn‟t.”  Edda glanced over to Ben with a frown. “But we 
couldn‟t let her continue.  She is much too good at what she does, and, 
no offence, human males are much too easy to seduce.” 

Ben raised himself to his full height. “No offence taken, my dear Edda.  I 
am Drow!  We are better in all ways than those chest-thumping apes.” 

Edda‟s laugher falls to a quick snerk as Ben sniffed and looked away. 

“Sure, sure…I believe you. Truly.” She giggled, trying to soothe his ruf-
fled feathers. 

“She had been upon the mortal plane for centuries, bound over and over 
as a prized possession by king and pauper alike.  She had just killed her 
last Master when she was banished by the High Council to her own 
realm in Hell.  When Charles released her from the High Council‟s 
binding, the alarms went off in Heaven.”   Edda sighed. “One of the 
High Angels was notified and met with him.” She smiled up at her 
grumpy riding companion. “I had already been assigned to keep an eye 
over him as his guardian angel.” She swallowed hard, and Ben‟s shocked 
expression deepened into dark anger when he realized she had lived that 
hellish life, with him unable to intervene.  “When it became obvious 
there was a greater issue at hand, I was told to take a more active role 
and keep Na‟amah away from him.  She‟s using him for some reason, 
but we have yet to find out what.” 

Edda blushed and nods, “Indeed, ten years ago, I was allowed to make 
my presence known, to speak directly to Charles, rather than simply 
watch.  He took me in and treated me like his very own daughter, espe-
cially after he learned of my relationship with Claire.” Edda ducked un-
der a low hanging branch.  “She was also a guardian angel…long ago 
trapped by Tark and given to Triden to play with.  I think he saw Claire 
in me and felt protective.  His foolishness drove Claire to her death.  I 
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think he wanted to make up for that somehow.” Her eyes went soft, 
glowing slightly with divine light. “And in a way, I feel I am his daugh-
ter.  I have learned so much from him.”  

Ben stammered, then scrubbed his face with his hands. “He is my friend, 
but he isn‟t really up to the standard of virtue one expects to have 
achieved to merit an angel companion.” 

She looked at him curiously. “Everyone has an Angel to look over them 
and record their time on this plane.  Charles was tormented by Na‟amah 
for his entire life.  Why would we not help?”  

Ben shrugged, tugging his hat down to shield his eyes from the glaring 
sun. “He‟s a thief and a murderer.  He gave her his blood oath.  Seems 
like the man has already been damned.  Why not let Na‟amah keep 
him?”   

Edda frowned. “Redemption, of course.  All mortals can be forgiven of 
their sins, if they but ask.” She shrugged, her forehead smoothing once 
more. “And once he realized what was happening, he asked.”  She looked 
farther down the trail, her eyes going distant as she remembered Charles 
on his knees, eyes glowing up at her with a small spark of divine light, 
seeing the truth of his predicament, as well as how deeply Na‟amah had 
tainted his soul.  The vision of the tears running down his cheeks like 
crystals still had power to move her today.  As did the memory of his 
sobbing confession, his heartfelt request for help.  She sighed and 
glanced back over at Ben, wondering if he would ever understand. 

“We cannot save his soul, though I will try, but we can ease his pain.  
Maybe…we might even be able to ease hers.” She chuckled at his disbe-
lieving snort. 

Ben shook his head.  “But he released her!  She‟s free to walk the worlds 
again, free to go wherever she chooses and take her evil with her.” 

Edda nodded sadly. “Yes, and that will have to be discussed by people 
higher than myself.  But we cannot turn our back on Charles.  He needs 
our help now more than ever.”  She stretched, her spine cracking as she 
leaned back against the packs on the back of her saddle. “Charles is get-
ting on in age, and humans live so very briefly.  I fear he has not all that 
much more time to live.  If Na‟amah is going to make a move, it will be 
soon.” Her face grew hard and she spurred her mount to greater speed. 
“Which is all the more reason to get back home sooner rather than 
later.” 
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Edda sighed.  Waking to the sound of a kettle‟s shrill whistle, she 
stretched, enjoying the warmth of the bed.  Sitting up, she looked about 
her surroundings for a moment or two, blinking groggily before realizing 
where she was.  Ben hurried down from upstairs, his hair a mess of tan-
gles, hairbrush in hand.  She watched as he hurried to the small stone 
fireplace and grabbed a towel, using it to pull the kettle away from the 
fire. 

They had reached the town late last night and had stayed at the local inn 
after settling the horses in the attached stable.  One more day of riding 
and they would be home.  She groaned as she thought of the day‟s trip 
astride the horse, wishing she could manifest her wings and take to the 
skies.  But this was not a large town where angels were common, and the 
sight of an angel in the sky would have brought chaos. 

Edda watched Ben hop around the small fire in the stone fireplace, an 
amused smile on her face.  He turned and set the kettle on the metal 
plate on the table, his violet eyes flicking up to her with a smile, quite 
aware she had been watching him. “Morning.” 

She nodded, throwing off the quilt. “Do you normally greet the day in 
the nude?” she said, her eyes following his tattoo all the way down his 
side before sliding back up to his face, a blush spreading over her cheeks 
at her own daring. 

He looked down unabashedly and shrugged. “I just came back from the 
baths,” he said, as if that explained it all.  He gestured to the seat and 
began pouring the tea into small white cups.  “Have some tea.  I‟ll show 
you where they are.” He looked at her. “That way you can wash away 
some of the dirt from the trip before we get back to Loxen.” There was 
humor lacing his voice and Edda smiled mischievously. 

Chapter Ten 
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“Oh?  Don‟t like your women dirty, eh?”she asked teasingly, running 
her fingers through her hair to work out the knots. 

“Dirty I don‟t mind,” he shot back. “It‟s the mud I don‟t like.” He picked 
up a bowl, “Sugar?” 

“Yes, please!” She sighed gratefully as she slipped into the high-backed 
chair, enjoying what had become their usual morning banter, as well as 
the smell of the warm tea. 

He plopped two spoonfuls of sugar into a cup and she brought the steam-
ing liquid to her lips, closing her eyes as it slid down her throat to pool 
warmly in her belly. 

A moan bubbled up at the sensation and Ben‟s eyebrow quirked in 
amusement. “Good?” 

“Oh yes…” She breathed, her blue eyes opening to meet his pleased gaze. 
He nodded quickly and poured himself a cup before dropping  himself in 
the chair next to her.  Leaning forward, he spilled his amazingly long 
white hair forward and began attacking it with the brush,  grumbling as 
the hair was pulled and knots formed in the long strands. 

After a few more sips --  and a bit of ogling --  she stood, delicately tak-
ing the brush from him.  She pulled his hair back, letting him straighten 
in the chair and sip his own tea.   Kneeling on the floor, she began brush-
ing it at the bottom, working her way slowly up.  He tensed at first, the 
muscles of his large shoulders rigid as she slid the brush though his pale 
tresses.  But he let her work, his breathing slowing as the measured 
strokes of the brush calmed him.  She worked her way up, untangling 
the mess he made of the strands, though to reach the top of his head she 
had to stand.  Running her fingers through his white locks, she marveled 
at the texture --  so soft. 

“Your hair is so soft, so beautiful, like a woman‟s,” she teased quietly as 
she continued brushing, even though the tangles had been worked out. 
“It goes so beautifully with your dark skin.” She sighed deeply. “I have 
always enjoyed the Drow race.  Such beautiful creatures.” 

He spun up out of the chair suddenly, ripping the brush from her hands.  
He grabbed her about the waist and clasped her close to him, his erection 
obvious as it was pressed between them. “I assure you, Madam, I am all 
male.” He pinned her with the intensity of his stare. “And we Drow 
might be beautiful, but we are not known for our kindness.” 

She gasped, her eyes flying to his dark face, laced openly with lust. They 
had been teasing each other all through the trip, though he had been the 
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perfect gentleman so far.  His nails dug into the flesh of her hip and she 
hissed, arching against him as strange electric waves of pleasure and pain 
slid though her.  He growled and bent down, pressing his lips bruisingly 
against hers.  She moaned into his mouth and wrapped her arms around 
his neck. 

He chuckled as he reluctantly released her lips, a dark sound that ran 
shivers along her spine, his hands still at her hips.  “Good to know an-
gels respond like the rest of us.” He jerked his head to the door. “Let us 
get you a bath and breakfast.  We can pick this up…later.” 

Edda swallowed hard, having trouble focusing her thoughts with his 
body so close to hers. “Ah...” she mumbled stupidly and he laughed out-
right.  She blushed harder. “We do,” she mumbled.  “We are not so dif-
ferent as all that.” 

“Let me get my clothes and I will show you where the baths are,” he 
said, his eyes bright with amusement. 

The baths were located behind the inn, pools of heated water that had a 
U-shaped wall erected around them for the barest hint of privacy.  The 
pools had been dug out of the ground and lined with marble, but the 
spring was all natural.  Even the stone around the pools were heated by 
the water before it spilled as a bubbling waterfall into the large basin. 

Ben nodded politely to several of the ladies that were bathing in the pool 
when he arrived, their tanned flesh bared shamelessly to the world.  He 
took her to one of the smaller pools off to the side of the larger main 
pool.  She assumed that was because she was terribly filthy and needed a 
good long soak. 

She assumed correctly.  The smaller pool had a stream of water running 
into it and a small indent that allowed the water to run off the back of 
the pool and down a steep cliff to the ocean below.  Edda shivered as she 
saw the back wall of the baths butted right up against a frightening drop-
off. 

On the side of the little pool was a shelf with soaps and washcloths, 
shampoo of different scents and some ornate bottles of highly processed 
oils.  Ben bowed to her as she stood sheepishly on the heated tiles of the 
pool, her arms wrapped around her waist almost defensively.  She felt 
the women‟s eyes on her, but certainly did not want to meet theirs. 

Edda blushed and nodded her understanding of the setup, waiting 'til he 
had turned his back and strode off before quickly pulling the pale blue 
tunic up over her head.  She wiggled out of the riding pants and tossed 
them to the side with the tunic before sinking gratefully into the steam-
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ing water.  She turned her back on the gaze of the two women and half-
swam, half-bounced over to the shelf.  The water felt wonderful on her 
skin.  She had not bathed properly for several days , and the warm water 
reminded her of the steaming baths in Heaven‟s water district.  They 
had a vast supply of hot water.  It had filled pools of marble and stone, 
and hothouse flowers had grown from several pools outside the warm 
marble walls of the main building. 

The water in the bath came up to her breasts, and with a quick dip, she 
was soaked from head to toe.  She grabbed a shampoo that smelled of 
lavender and peaches and quickly worked it into her long black hair.  
Wincing, she began to pull the burrs and leaves out of her hair that had 
collected through their travels, the bits of plants thrown over the edge of 
the cliff with the cascading water. 

She sighed, her fingers at her task, her mind wandering.  She had 
enlisted Ben‟s help to travel to the various villages that had been settled 
around the tower‟s remains, trying to clear Charles‟ conscience in the 
last few years of his life.  It was a desperate gambit for his soul.  She had 
begged Charles to give her a month, just one month to go to the villages 
to try and soothe his guilt.  He had reluctantly agreed, not wanting to 
lose her protection now that he was so close to the end of his life.  His 
body ached and groaned, his fingers shook when he held his morning tea, 
and his magics were failing him more and more often.  He had not 
dreamed of the demoness in ten years, and really didn‟t want to dream of  
her again. She couldn‟t really blame him for not wanting her to leave, 
but he was unable to travel, and the stain of all those deaths weighed 
heavy upon his soul. 

Still, he had let her go, though he demanded that his business associate, 
the charming Drow named Ben, accompany her in her travels.  She had 
found him to be an enjoyable companion on the trip, though she knew 
his own soul was tainted with darkness.  He was to serve as her guide as 
she made her way to the villages, but he had begun to think of himself as 
her guard.  It made her smile.  She was perfectly able to protect herself 
from all but the most powerful of foes, but she had not told him this for 
fear of exposing her angelic nature.  She wondered how their short rela-
tionship would change now that he knew she was an angel.  The Drow 
were not known for their tolerance of other races, let alone the Light 
Kin. 

Though if this morning was any indicator, it wouldn‟t change much. 

 She jumped as she felt someone pulling her hands away from a particu-
larly sticky burr and turned to see one of the tanned ladies sitting on the 
side of the pool, her well-shaped legs dangling in the water. 
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“I‟m not going to hurt you.  I can just see the burrs a bit easier than you 
can, and I would hate for you to pull out all this beautiful hair.”  She 
herself had short blonde hair that was dyed black on the ends.  She was 
shorter than Edda and looked human, but with some creatures, that did-
n't mean much.  Edda nodded warily and turned to give her access to the 
mass of tangles that was her hair. 

“I‟m Sais,” the woman said, attacking the knots with vigor.  “You must 
be new here.” 

Edda nodded, wincing a bit. “Yeah.  We are on our way to Loxen.”  
Nervously grabbing a washcloth from the rim of the pool, she began 
lathering it up, watching as the bits of soap floated away on the water.  
“I‟m Edda.” 

Sais nodded.  Pulling the last of the burrs from her hair, she slowly be-
gan to work the shampoo into the long locks, her strong fingers massag-
ing her scalp. 

Edda sighed and closed her eyes, nearly purring with delight as the 
woman‟s fingers worked their magic.  Sais took a pitcher from the side-
board and dipped it into the steamy water, gently pouring it in a thin 
stream on Edda's upturned forehead, washing away the dirt and grime.  
Two more pitchers of water rinsed the shampoo was from her hair, leav-
ing it shiny and glowing in the high sun. 

Edda pulled her head up, smiling, and set about the task of scrubbing her 
pale flesh with the rag.  The mud began to slide away, leaving the water 
dark and murky.  Sais watched her, leaning forward to pull a bottle from 
the shelf.  It was filled with a cream of some sort, and she poured a dol-
lop in her hand, rubbing them together to distribute it.  She caught 
Edda‟s hair in her hands once more and began to run her finger through, 
from scalp to tip, massaging the cream into the long strands.  At Edda's 
questioning look, she smiled. 

“It will make your hair soft, and keep the shine.” 

Edda slowly nodded and turned back, scrubbing down her chest and 
stomach, lifting her legs to scrub along their length. 

Sais poured clean water over her head again, and ran her fingers through 
the strands, marveling at their softness.  Edda smiled up at her.  “Thank 
you!” she said, feeling clean for the first time in days. 

Edda couldn‟t help but stare at the tattooed woman, her brown eyes in-
tense upon Edda‟s blue ones.  The woman reached out with a finger and 
lifted Edda‟s chin, leaning forward slowly.  Her breath was hot upon her 
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flesh.  “You‟re welcome,” she purred, her mouth inches from Edda‟s 
lightly-parted lips. 

Edda started as Ben cleared his throat behind her.  Eyes wide, she pulled 
away quickly, making a show of wringing out the rag and placing it on 
the side of the pool, refusing to look at either of them.  Sais chuckled, 
watching her fumble before shooting a dark look back at the now-clothed 
Ben, who stood at the entrance of the spring.  He stepped forward with a 
slow roll to his hips. 

“Are you clean?” he asked, his violet eyes holding amusement at the 
scene he had interrupted.  He had pulled his hair back into a tight braid, 
looping it over itself to form three loops at the back of his head.  His 
grey shirt was tucked into his tight black pants, which were open to 
show the tattoos on his neck and shoulder. 

The angel nodded once, missing the look that passed between Ben and 
the woman.  Sais smiled and rose smoothly to her feet, pulling a comb 
down from the top shelf and setting it within easy reach.  “Be sure to 
brush that gorgeous hair and it will shine like the sun.” 

Cheeks aflame, Edda nodded and swam over to the side, hiding herself 
from Ben and Sais‟ combined gaze.  She swore the heat from their looks 
upon her flesh only made the water steam more, her cheeks crimson.  
The woman smiled and sauntered over to Ben, leaning on his shoulder. 

“This one yours?” she murmured into his ear. 

A grin burst onto his face as he looked at the raven-haired girl in the 
spring. “Can any man truly own a woman?” he chuckled. 

Sais pouted and batted her eyelashes at him. “Spoken like a true Drow,” 
she mewled. 

He inclined his head. “We have traveling still to do today.  We should 
be going.” 

Edda avoided their gaze as Sais‟ laughter echoed out over the pool.  The 
tattooed woman turned and walked away without another word.  Stoop-
ing to pick up some dark leather garments, she didn't stop to put them 
on, instead walking nude and dripping towards the line of trees near the 
tavern. 

Ben stepped forward, his eyes bright with amusement. “I see you're 
making friends.” 

Edda nodded.  “She helped me with my hair,” she murmured, pressing 



 Dreaming of White Marble Tombstones 

58 

her chest against the side of the pool, eyes downcast. 

“Come on out, then.  You look quite clean.” 

She gaped up at him, certain she could not get any more embarrassed. 
He offered his hand and she reluctantly grabbed it, hoisting herself up 
and out.  The water poured down her skin, catching the sun like drops of 
light upon her flesh.  Her nipples tightened in the cool air and she raised 
her head, her eyes glancing to his face.  He took a moment to appreciate 
the sight before handing her a towel.  Quickly, she dried herself off and 
wrapped the towel around her chest. 

“You look much better clean.” He chuckled and she playfully slapped his 
arm.  He laughed and pulled her in for a mind-searing kiss. 

When he pulled away, she was glad he kept hold of her waist.  Her legs 
had gone wobbly, and she was not sure if she could stand properly.  Ben 
tried not to let on that he noticed her stumbling, but he didn't mind 
keeping her tight in his grasp as they walked back to the Inn to prepare 
to depart. 

She, for one, didn't mind either. 
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They reached the cottage as the sun was setting.  Crimson light poured 
deep-hued shadows over the streets of the city, over the faces of the 
filthy urchins as they played, nearly silently, in the back alleys.  Only 
their amused murmurings broke through the quiet sounds of the city.  
Everyone returned to their homes for dinner.  Well…everyone who 
could afford to eat.  The rest were deep in the shadows, watching the two 
pass, sizing them up to see if they were worth the effort to rob. 

When they noticed the look the Drow gave the dark-haired woman, they 
decided it wasn‟t worth it.  Love made men stupid, and stupidity was 
dangerous in their line of work.  A simple robbery could go nine ways 
wrong if the gentleman felt his woman was in danger.  So the thieves let 
them pass. The night unusually warm, they found their pleasures up on 
the rooftops where the breeze was still blowing in from the harbor. 

They made their way to Luke‟s estate, on the far side of the city, the 
carved stone arch marking where his land began.  Otherwise it just 
looked like a bank of evergreen trees, a well-worn trail winding its way 
through them.  At the back of the property was Charles‟ cabin, a simple 
stucco and wood thing.  He had added several rooms on over the years, 
and it looked a bit odd.  Charles wasn‟t a carpenter, nor was he an archi-
tect.   

And it showed. 

The yard was strewn with weeds, though the flowerbeds were lovingly 
tended.  The birds roosting in the nearby trees were strangely silent, and 
that was the first thing she noticed. 

Edda knew there was definitely something wrong the moment she saw 
the glowing sigils on the door. 

Chapter Eleven 
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“Oh no,” she breathed. “Stupid, stupid, pathetic angel…” she berated 
herself as she hurriedly slipped from the horse.  Ben frowned at her dis-
tress and quickly dismounted, watching her run towards the door. 

“What‟s wrong, Edda?” he called out as he gathered the horses' reins and 
looped them over the fencepost.  When she didn‟t answer, he hurried 
after her. 

“Charles?” she cried out, throwing the door open.  She heard him cry out 
as she stepped over the threshold.  Her eyes went wide as she felt the 
tingle of magic and the room spun around her.  She slumped to the 
ground, darkness claiming her mind.   

Ben dived for the door, but as the angel fell inward, it slammed shut, 
locking him out.  There was a great rush of magic and the entire cottage 
burst into flames.  Ben stumbled back from the onslaught of heat, shield-
ing his face from its wicked burn.  The horses reared up and broke loose 
from the fence, scattering as the blaze licked higher and higher, covering 
the entire building.  The flames didn‟t seem to be burning the wood of 
the cabin.  Ben lunged for the door seconds after the whole thing disap-
peared in a great puff of smoke. 

Ben lowered his hand and stared in disbelief at the ash-covered square 
where the cottage once stood. 

“No,” he breathed, the air full of sparkling motes of dust and the stink of 
smoke. “NO!” he screamed, rushing forward.  He searched the ground 
for any sign, any clue to where it must have gone. 

“No use,” came a small voice behind him. “She‟s been planning this one 
for a long time now.” 

Ben spun around, his face anguished.  He frowned at the little fae that 
stood, barefoot, before him.  Her iridescent wings fluttered anxiously 
behind her, stirring up little eddies of soot. 

“Who are you?” he gasped hoarsely. 

“Fate,” she said simply, watching him with wary eyes. “I live in the for-
est over across the wall.  We felt the demoness come a few days ago.  
Her magic is dark, powerful.” She wrinkled her nose. “Hard to miss, 
really.” The little fae, no more than three foot tall, was dwarfed by the 
massive Drow.  She stood in long strips of silk just outside of the ring of 
soot, shuffling her bare feet in the grass. “We didn‟t know what to do, so 
we simply watched.”  She shivered. “I wish we hadn‟t.” 

The Drow looked around helplessly. “Do you know where they have 
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gone?” 

Fate cocked her head. “Why…back to hell, of course.” Her look told him 
she thought him slow. 

Hearing the words, the Drow dropped to his knees, his hands covering 
his face.  Fate began to step forward, but quickly darted back with a snap 
of her multicolored wings, flitting up to the top of the nearby trees  to 
watch from above as the man howled his pain to the sky. 

Her bright blue eyes flicked from the man back to the line of trees where 
her family flitted amongst the foliage in agitation.  They waved to her 
silently, pleading for her to come back to the safety of the undergrowth.  
She bit her lip and frowned, feeling partially responsible.  If she hadn‟t 
stood by and watched…if she had called out a warning as the woman was 
running to the cabin, perhaps things would have turned out differently.  
She frowned, her little forehead wrinkling with purpose as she made up 
her mind.  She flew back down to the ground again, hovering over the 
man, the speed of her wings sending ashes dancing away from them. 

“Come on, then!” she cried, grabbing the man around the wrist. “There‟s 
still enough magic left, we can follow!” 

The Drow looked up, startled, tears and soot streaking his face. “What?” 

Fate pulled harder, her wings fluttering like mad. “Come on!  There isn‟t 
much time!  The portal leaves a residue!  I can take you there, but we 
have to hurry!” 

Ben quickly straightened and Fate gave one last glance behind her.  
Hearing her family cry out, she quickly closed her eyes and grabbed the 
last tendril of magic as it faded, pulling them both into the void, praying 
she wasn‟t sending them into a den of ravenous demons or a pit of hell-
fire.  She was pretty sure that would hurt. 

They stumbled forward as oppressive heat wrapped around them, sear-
ing their lungs.  They arrived in a cloud of smoke, the dust swirling in 
eddies around them, obscuring their vision.  Of course, the tears didn‟t 
help them see much, either.  Fate waved her hands to clear the sparkling 
smoke away and saw the inside of the cabin, just as it had been seconds 
ago. 

Edda was held by a frowning Charles, the hair at his temples grey, time 
worn upon his face.  He was speaking to the red-headed demoness who 
stood before them, arguing. 

Ben squinted and looked again.  Yes, yes, he was arguing with the de-
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moness and she was looking frustrated.  Well, truth be told, they were 
both looking over at him in shock right at the moment, but a few sec-
onds ago they were arguing between themselves, and that said a few 
things.  Namely, she wasn‟t going to kill them, which was good. 

“Who the hell are you?” Na‟amah said angrily.  Gesturing to the fae and 
Drow, she looked back to Charles, glaring at him. “This was not agreed 
upon.”  

If looks could kill, Charles would have been a dead man. 

Ben straightened warily, the lines of his body tight with tension. “Uh…
I‟m Ben, and this here is…um…” He looked back to the Fae who was 
doing her best to not look like she was cowering behind him.  He 
blinked, having only heard her name seconds before; he had completely 
forgotten it.   

“Fate,” she squeaked, her eyes big as saucers.  He could see on her face 
she was rethinking the whole, Hey-let‟s-help-the-Drow-guy thing.  

“Yeah, Fate.” Ben nodded, wincing at the death grip the little fae had on 
his long white hair. He carefully pulled himself free and stepped for-
ward.  “You‟ve got our friends here,” he said boldly, lifting his chin. 
“We want them back.” 

Na‟amah waved her hand, long fingers tipped with sharpened red nails. 
“You all may leave after I‟m done,” she muttered, turning and stepping 
to a small altar that had been erected in the corner of the cottage. 

Charles sighed heavily, sweat already pouring from his forehead, his 
breath coming in quick gasps.  It was the only way to breathe in the un-
bearable heat.  He looked down at Edda, asleep in his arms, and gently 
smoothed her hair from her face. “Oh, Edda, my dear.  I am so sorry.” 
His voice was raw and he coughed as the temperature pressed in on him. 

“Charles, what is going on?” Ben muttered as he sidled over to the older 
man, kneeling by Edda and checking her pulse.  Strong, but slow.  Fate 
hid behind the chair, peeking out at the demoness, her hand on her small 
knife, fascination mixed with fear in her eyes. 

Charles glanced up at Ben, worry on his face. “I‟m bait.” He coughed 
again.  “That‟s all I was…that‟s…all I ever was.” 

Na‟amah turned from the altar and nodded. “Yes, he was,” she mur-
mured, stepping over to the kitchen area and rummaging through the 
cupboards to find a towel.  She tossed them a sheepish look. “Things 
here have gotten a little…problematic.  I need to get away.” She sighed. 
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“And the sooner, the better.” 

Ben began to say something, but Charles put his hand on his arm. “No.  
It‟s true.  Her master has been drawing power from her, keeping her 
weak.” He nodded to the demoness. “And other terrible things.  Look at 
her.” 

They all turned to look at the Demoness and she actually flinched from 
their gaze, dropping her eyes and rubbing her forehead in agitation.  She 
growled and stepped closer, holding her arms out wide, towel in hand.  
“Fine…take a good look, see what your angels have brought me to.” 

Ben‟s eyes grew wide, noticing first the collar around her neck, silver 
with small red gemstones inset in the band of it.  Exquisitely done intri-
cate metalwork lined the band, the flesh underneath raw and cracked as 
if frozen.  His gaze flicked over to Fate at her gasp, her hand over her 
mouth.  The fae stood behind the demoness, able to see her back as none 
of the rest of them could.  She stepped forward and pointed to the de-
moness‟ blood-soaked flesh, the lines of lashes clearly visible under the 
short, torn top she wore.  The skirt looked like it had been longer too, 
torn off so that one thigh was exposed all the way to the waistband, long 
lines of gouges already healing on her pale legs.  Her wrists and ankles 
were raw in a similar fashion to the wounds at her neck, and there were 
small puncture wounds decorating her stomach in swirls and…was that a 
flower? 

Now that she was closer, they could see her cheek had been bitten by 
something with nasty fangs. Fate looked away in horror and Ben 
dropped his eyes to Edda.  

“The collar…” Ben whispered, aghast. “Your Master did this to you?”  It 
was hard to remember she was a demoness when she was bruised and 
beaten; her left hand didn‟t quite seem to work properly, the last two 
fingers swollen and purple. 

“He did this to her after she cast a spell on him so that he would forget 
her name.  He wasn‟t happy.” Charles nodded to Na‟amah, who 
clenched her jaw and said nothing, turning back to the kitchen, her face 
flaming.  She reached for a pitcher, skewed in its bowl from the trip, but 
with some water still sloshing about in its interior.  She dipped the towel 
into the water and squeezed the excess away. 

“But she escaped him and portal‟d to me.” His eyes, as he gazed up at his 
Drow friend, were dark, haunted.  “I am the only one she could come to 
with what little power he allowed her. I was the only link she had…to get 
away.” 
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Na‟amah turned and fanned the towel, trying to cool the water in the 
heat.  She stepped over to Charles and laid the moist towel across Edda‟s 
forehead, stepping quickly back as Ben growled, watching her closely.   

“Unfortunately,” Na‟amah murmured, “that used up the last of my 
power.  Asmodeus is pulling hard upon my reserves, trying to keep me 
in one place.” She turned back to them, her chin held high. “I will not go 
back to him.  Not now…not ever.”  Though she held her head high, Ben 
could see vulnerability in her, a pain deep in her eyes that couldn't be 
truly hidden by false bravado. 

Charles watched her wearily, a look passing between them that was un-
decipherable.   Na‟amah growled and turned, storming back to the 
strange altar.  Charles shifted Edda to the floor, pulling off his jacket and 
using it as a pillow beneath her head.  He readjusted the rag on her fore-
head, wiping the sweat from her temples.  “She had wished to use my 
power to jump dimensions into one where she can hide from her master, 
but…” he frowned, “that plan did not work out.  Now she has other 
plans.” 

Na‟amah spins, “I will return with my vengeance.  I am slave to no 
man!”  

Ben stood slowly, fists clenching.  “Why should we care?  Look what 
you have done to Edda!” He gestured to the dark-haired beauty on the 
floor. “Go back to your master, for all I care. Let him kill you, we shall 
not help you escape your bindings!” 

The demoness chuckled. “Oh, but you already have.” She gestured to 
Edda. “That‟s who I want, who I need.  The rest of you are unnecessary 
to my plans.” Her eyes grew hard and dangerous. “So I suggest you step 
aside before you wear on my good nature.” 

It was Fate who stepped forward then, her hands shaking, but her eyes 
bright. “I heard you talking to Charlie a few days ago.  You put up a 
good front, but you are afraid of your new Master.  Afraid of the power 
he holds over you.” 

Na‟amah flashed her fangs at the fae, though her eyes held only pain.  
“Previous masters only held control of the collar.  They could hurt me, 
steal my power, certainly, but they could not keep me from killing them, 
nor make me swear by a name they didn‟t know.  Knowing my true 
name gives them more power over me than I care to give them.  My 
Master was never meant to be a demon.  I was never meant to be held by 
one of the brethren.” She dabbed at one of her leaky wounds with a pale 
finger, smearing the blood along her torso. “There is too much infighting 
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in Hell. Asmodeus lays siege to the very heart of my Kingdom. I cannot 
protect my children from his blades,” she grumbled.  “They suffer.  This 
place is no longer safe for them.  It hasn‟t been for nearly fifty years.” 

Ben snorted, “It‟s Hell.  It‟s not supposed to be safe.” 

Na‟amah looked at him sadly and he took a step back, shocked. “No.  
Hell is our home.  The only home we have had since the fall.  Most of 
my children were born here, raised here.  This is their playground.  But 
now we demons fight amongst ourselves, we struggle and strive for 
power and the conflict takes us away from our given duties.” 

She touched the bite on her cheek lightly. “Asmodeus has killed well 
over three hundred of my children in the fifty-odd years he has had since 
he claimed me.  I cannot let this continue.” She looked up to Charles. 
“You were my hope, my way of getting out of this place and away from 
him.” 

Charles frowned and looked away, his tunic smeared with sweat and 
soot.   

“You promised you wouldn‟t kill her,” Charles whispered. “I will hold 
you to that promise.” His voice took on a hard edge and he glared darkly 
at the demoness. 

Na‟amah‟s face went soft. “I did and I won‟t.  She will recover, I just 
need to tap a bit of her power.  I need to portal to someplace where As-
modeus won‟t find me.”  She sighed.  “We need to find a new home, a 
place where I am unknown, where my children and I can be safe once 
more.” 

Ben began to make a face, but Fate touched his arm, “Would you really 
send her back to her Master?” She nodded to the blood that smeared the 
floor.  Demon blood.  “Would you really send her back to her death?” 

Ben growled, “Yes.” 

“Then it‟s a good thing it‟s not your choice,” came a weak voice behind 
him.  He spun to see Edda coughing on the floor, finally awake. She 
struggled to her feet, her eyes missing their blue irises.  Instead, she 
looked out through white eyes, glowing gently, swirling with divine 
power. “I can‟t.” She whispered, her gaze soft upon the wounded de-
moness. “I cannot send her back to that.  It would be wrong.  Nobody 
deserves that, not even you, Seida,” she said, using her moniker out of 
respect. 

Na‟amah nodded warily, and then held out her hand.  Edda started for-
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ward but Ben moved to block her. “I cannot let you do this.  She will 
wreak havoc on those other dimensions, it is her very nature.” 

Edda smiled weakly.  “Aye…she just might at that.” She looks back to 
the demoness, her eyes glowing with power, protecting her from the sti-
fling heat.  “But I cannot in good conscience send her back to him.  She 
is correct, she was never to be bound by one of the other fallen.  It is too 
dangerous.  The power that they wield is immense, and dangerous, more 
dangerous than hers alone.  She is only doing what she was created to do.  
I cannot deny her that.” 

Na‟amah inclined her head, a look of respect on her face. “Thank you,” 
she whispered, looking as if she would say something else, but stopped as 
the ground beneath them thrummed once.  They held their breath and 
after a moment, it thrummed again.  Something large was drawing closer 
to the cabin -- something dangerously large. 

Jumping to the altar, Na‟amah sprinkled what looked very much like 
dried blood onto a small disk, her face a mask of determination.  “Now…
I must leave.  Quickly.” 

“You would leave your children?” Ben sneered, pulling away from Fate‟s 
restraining hand. “You would leave them to the tender mercies of your 
Master?” 

Na‟amah flinched, suddenly appearing unsure of herself. “I would take 
them if I could, but I don‟t have enough power.  I have never had enough 
power to sustain a portal long enough to allow all of my children to pass 
through.  Even with Edda‟s help, I will be able to hold the portal for only 
a short time.  I plan on going very, very far away, which means the por-
tal will stay open for an even shorter time.”  She growled her frustration.  
“I have over six hundred children still left in my castle. I cannot bring 
them all.” 

“I‟ll help.” Fate‟s wings were drooping in the heat.  The little fae was 
looking a bit worse for wear, but she stood tall. “I can lend you some of 
my power, as well.” She blushed at Ben‟s incredulous look. “I saw her 
when she first came to the cabin.  I know she‟s not faking it.” The fae‟s 
sparkling blue eyes held the demon‟s. “She‟s had several days to heal, 
and she heals fast, that one.  Think of what she looked like when she 
first arrived.” She looked to Ben once more. “It‟s not right…even for a 
demon.” 

Na‟amah pondered. “That would give me enough power to bring a few 
people with me.” She raised an eyebrow. “The least I could do for your 
help…” She paused as the ground shook again. “Or would you prefer to 
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stay here?” 

Ben‟s eyes went wide and he wiped at the sweat on his brow with his 
sleeve. “Absolutely not!  I fully expect to be sent back.” He glared at the 
three women, then sighed. “Fine.  Send us back, and curses upon you 
all.” He prowled over to the wooden table, its surface warping with the 
heat and plopped into the chair, his arms crossed about his chest.  His 
riding boots clomped loudly on the table as he leaned back on two legs. 

The demoness drew sigils over the disk on the altar and her magic flared.  
The booming picked up speed. “Hurry, they know what I‟m doing.  We 
must be quick.” 

Edda stepped towards the altar, feeling ancient magic brewing.  “Seida, 
that is dangerous magic you are pulling on…” she bit her lip and glanced 
back at the Fae, whose eyes were wide. 

“The Void.” Fate whispered incredulously. “Hard to control pure poten-
tial.”  

The demoness ignored them.  Slowly chanting her spell, she waved them 
over, her concentration intense.  Once in range, her tails whipped out 
and wrapped around their wrists.  They all gasped and arched as the cir-
cuit was made, their united power burning across them all, lighting the 
room with the pale golden glow. 

Ben surged to his feet, but Charles waved him back. “Touch them now 
and we run the risk of destroying this whole cabin and everyone in it.” 
His eyes bored into the demoness‟ torn and bloody back.  He turned as 
he heard frantic knocking on the door. 

“My Queen!” came a male voice, “They come! They...uh… come rather 
quickly!” 

“The glow!”  A female voice this time, echoing fear.  “She‟s started the 
portal!  We must get away!” 

Ben strode to the door.  Though time had slowed to a crawl, it seemed to 
take him forever; the three women bound together by magic, impervious 
to the cries from outside.  He threw open the door and grabbed the two 
demons that stood, shocked, outside.  The male, a white-haired demon, 
lithe and lean, threw himself against the door, closing it quickly --  but 
not before Ben saw the giant creature hurtling towards them from across 
a plain of flames,  a large red demon astride its back.   

The female demoness, thick of thigh with brown hair that massed about 
her head in waves of tawny curls, swallowed hard. “Aw, shit,” she whis-
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pered, seeing the three chanting by the altar, “this is gonna hurt.” 

Then, with a united sigh from the women, the world disappeared around 
them and all was nothing. 
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Dreams. 

 

Dreams are strange creatures.  They can inspire the greatest 

poets, and bring terror to the smallest child.  They can teach us 

to fly, or trap us in a hell of our own creation. 

 

Charles knows all about hell.  He has been dreaming of white 

marble tombstones for as long as he can remember.  And it’s 

damned him.  Or perhaps it was the mysterious call of the 

strangely seductive demoness who has stolen his heart. 

 

Either way, his friends try one last gamble to try and save his 

soul from the evils wrought upon him, to seek out forgiveness 

from those he has wronged in hopes to free him from her hold.  

But sometimes it’s not demons but mortals themselves that 

work the worst damage to a young man’s soul.  When Charles 

is confronted with the demoness herself can he bring himself to 

walk away from her plight or will he find himself forever lost 

in the kindness of evil’s touch? 

From The Author: 

 

I am but a flash in the greater scheme of things. Writing is but one source of 

my creativity. Some days I feel driven to 

write, pushed onward by the wave of obses-

sion. Other days to even think of setting pen 

to paper turns my skin inside out. I love 

writing, and I hate it. My muse is a harsh 

mistress. 

 

Most of my works are dark, full of fear and 

pain. Don't worry, it is just a story, just a 

unhurried exploration of the wide and won-

derful cosmos that we find ourselves in. It's 

not all light and love my friends, sometimes 

the bad guy wins. 


