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Reis, the Royal Assassin to the Royal House of Darkness and Shadow had waited for Essence, the Heir of the Chalice to grow up and become his wife only for her to be taken away by Phantom another Heir of the Chalice to be his consort. Reis petitioned the Royal House but the Royal Advocate stood on the side of Phantom and Reis lost her. He was given compensation however in the form of being allowed to train one of their children to be an assassin for the Royal House and or a consort if he so chooses. Reis has no idea when he grudgingly visits Phantom and Essence to give his congratulations and inspect their children he would be blessed with a vision of the goddess Mysteria. 
He is shocked yet relieved when Mysteria whispers for him to claim their daughter Shadowen to train and be his consort. Reis now must wait for her to grow up and come into her magic so his claim will be sanctioned in the Royal House. But he has no idea how furious Phantom is or the lengths he will go through to keep Reis from his new consort. Once Reis fully comprehends the obsession Phantom has for his daughter, the true Heir of the Chalice, he vows not only to train her but also to protect and cherish her for eternity as his consort.






 
 



 
 

The Royal Assassin
 









Shireen Nemnich


 



 


 


The Royal Assassin
 


First edition, March 2011.
 


Copyright © 2011 by Shireen Nemnich
 


All rights reserved.
 


Cover Design, Graphic Art by Shireen Nemnich.
 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
 


No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without the author's permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author's rights. Purchase only authorized editions.
 


Author: Shireen Nemnich
Series: Shadows of Myst
Title: The Royal Assassin 
Subject: Fiction - Fantasy
Genre: Paranormal Romance

Paperback ISBN 978-1-257-32216-9




 



 


 



 
 



 
 



 
 


For Reis, the voice of inspiration.
 




A note from the Author.
 

The Royal Assassin is but a single story in the Shadows of Myst Series. I have elected to release it first for several reasons but perhaps the most important reason is, Reis. His story is such an important one to be shared and I admit, I fell in love with him even though I began writing Shadowen's story long before he came into being.
 

The Shadows of Myst series actually takes place over great spans of time periods. However each book stands on it's own in the series. Since Mystics and Nightelves are Immortal beings it has given the series a richness of expanding time but also allows each book to intertwine with each other to give a broader perspective of Myst and Mystics.
 

I do hope you enjoy the Royal Assassin as much as I've enjoyed writing it.
 

Coming out soon in the series:
 

The Royal Seer
 

The Royal Conjurer
 

The Forgotten Assassin
 



 
 




Valantis



 


 


The fictional world of Valantis consists of many different lands made of dirt, sand and even ice, along with oceans, waterways and isles. High above in the day sky is a perfect ruling sun and at night there are twin ruling moons. There are many different races including humans, mystics, elves, trolls and goblins to name only a few. 

 


The one thing that is consistent and a constant factor is magic. Valantis is filled with magic. There is dark magic, light magic, death magic and life magic weaving its way through all the forms of life. Some are born with it. Some grow into it and some find it thrust upon them. Yet there are others that only get a taste of magic through another. 
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The Royal Assassin
 




One
 

 


 


I hear my grandmother, Madrigal’s voice filter softly through the corridor. “Master Reis, you will be late if you do not hurry along.” I take in a deep breath staring at my reflection in the long-standing mirror. I am dressed in my finest traveling clothes. I look quite handsome if I do say so myself. Not that much will be noticed as an assassin I’m dressed in black, black and yet more black.


I hear her call my name again and I note the frown increasing on my face. I sure didn’t want to go before she said my name and now I wish to go even less. Madrigal is my grandmother who happens to be a Nightelf, who also just so happens to have had an unlikely affair with a mystic from the Royal House of Darkness and Shadow. Not just any mystic either, my grandfather was the first Royal Assassin. Their love affair produced my mother and no one knew who her father was because he would not claim her as his daughter. At least this is how Madrigal tells it. Apparently he was married and their love affair was very secret. My grandmother did trust me with this secret though and I think because of my own father, another Royal Mystic.


My mother wasn’t really accepted as a Mystic even though her father’s Royal blood flowed in her veins. The only reason was simply because her magic was the dark magic of Nightelves like Madrigal’s. So my mother remained servant status just as my grandmother and lived in the Royal Assassin's home. 



My mother, even after bedding my father becoming pregnant with me still remained servant status. Sadly my mother died giving birth to me so I never knew her. Madrigal said though that she was able to hold me for a few moments before she died and she named me Reis after some legendary hero of the Nightelves; a hero that I have no knowledge of.


Of course my father the Royal Seer of the Royal House of Darkness and Shadow refused and still refuses to claim me publicly and privately as his son. It doesn’t much matter to me though because the Royal House of Darkness and Shadow claims me in spite of my parentage.


My grandmother petitioned them when I came into my magic because I carry darkness and shadows as my magic. More shadows than darkness at that. I’ve been blessed with the silver eyes of a Mystic and I have powerful Mystic shadows dancing in them as well. My shadows however are near black instead of gray like Mystics.

 “Master Reis!” She calls for me again and I fix my shirt looking once again in the full-length mirror. She pops her head around the doorway and immediately lowers her eyes, “Please veil yourself!” I do not turn toward her but snatch my black gauzy veil off the edge of the mirror. I leisurely pull my long black flowing hair over my shoulders so it flows easily down my back. I turn slightly looking at the thick streaks of silver in my hair before placing my veil on top my head. I’ve always had silver streaks in my hair, which is another unusual trait I have. Mystics and Nightelves alike are black haired and it’s not until one is past the age of seven hundred that gray, silver or white begins to grow and sometimes it never comes and yet I was born with it. My mother I'm told was born with silver hair, which is odd in itself.


I allow my veil to fall down to my face covering it completely. “I’m veiled.” I say but it comes out more as a whisper, another Mystic trait. My voice along with my magic and a few other attributes are definitely Mystic rather than Nightelf.


Mystics have what some refer to as bewitching eyes. It is said that to look into the eyes of a Mystic you can fall madly in love or simply go mad and some do both. Since I carry their eyes I must protect innocents from my face. I’ve heard rumors and I’ve read stories that even some Mystics are susceptible to other Mystic’s perfection. But I hate having to hide my face or eyes in my own home.


Madrigal looks up and I see her gentle smile. She wears a simple veil that covers her eyes and nose allowing her mouth to be seen. “You look handsome in your shirt. But I swear you are taking more than your sweet time in getting dressed. Hurry or you will be late.”


Not withholding disgust from my whispery voice I say, “I can’t believe you are insisting I pay a visit to Phantom and Essence.”

 “You should have paid a visit right after their children were born, out of respect. It is any wonder they have agreed to your visit this late. It’s been well over four years since their children were born.” She is now brushing her hands along my new black cloak she just finished sewing. I enjoy Madrigal’s mothering but I will never tell her, although I’m sure she suspects it.

 “They have agreed to see me simply because they have no choice.” I say taking the nice newly sewn cloak from her worn hands. “I am after all the Royal Assassin and it is my duty to train one of their children to be an assassin for the Royal House.” I slip the cloak around my shoulders and adjust it gazing into the mirror. “That was the agreement after all.” 


 “Please don’t start this again.” She says to me using her aging voice.

 “Why not? She was supposed to be my wife. You know that, as well as I do. For Essence and Phantom to break tradition and take each other as consorts…” I break off my sentence then in a much calmer voice say. “They had no choice to but to agree to give me one of their children to be an assassin and or a consort if I so choose.” I adjust the cloak on my shoulders and continue, “The Royal Court was quite clear on this. To have two Heirs of the Royal Chalice become consorts to each other is simply not done. I was to be her consort and husband not Phantom.”

 “You have more than enough consorts as it is.” She bristles slightly at my having six consorts.

 “I only would have taken Essence and that you well know. I'm only going out of duty. I can assure you the last thing I want is one of their children to be my consort, or my apprentice in training.” My mood has gone from disgusted to foul in an instant.


She places her warm hand on my arm and I turn toward her. “Master Reis, please, be kind to the children… and be respectful to the Heirs.”


I frown but I know she can’t see it since I'm fully veiled. Her gentle touch fills me with her calming magic. “I will do my best.” I lean over kissing her atop her head then I slip my hand into a shadow and step through.


I can part shadows just like a full Mystic, which actually came quite easy to me. I was so surprised that full-blooded Mystic children my age struggled with shifting into shadows. I mean I actually parted my first shadow at such an early age that the Royal Magistrate came to our home to congratulate me. I recall being filled with such pride. I might have been isolated as a child because of my Nightelf blood, but magic… magic is something I can do better than some of the greatest of Mystics. 



I learned early on that I can do many things Mystics and Nightelves cannot. I also learned to keep such talents a secret even from my consorts. This gives an assassin advantages when facing enemies and marks. I’m unpredictable and my marks have no idea I am even coming ninety percent of the time The other ten percent that do see me coming, it's because I want them to see and know.


I’m not at all looking forward to traveling to the other side of Myst either. Mystics live in what we refer to as hollows, which are similar to caverns deep beneath the surface. Surface dwellers refer to them as catacombs. This is only because surface dwellers are unable to shift into shadows to reach this far down beneath the rich Myst soil. Nightelves used to live in Myst on the surface but something happened centuries ago that caused war between Nightelves and Mystics. The history of how this led to Nightelves coming below to live among and serve Mystics is lost though over the centuries. Nightelves are not slaves but they are not of any upper class such as a Mystic and if you are born a Nightelf you will end up being a servant to a Mystic.


Affairs are common between the two races however it is very much frowned upon and mixed heritages usually leads to far worse treatment. I have been blessed though by our Goddess Mysteria, creator of Myst. She has given me one blessing after another and I seek her guidance without hesitation. She’s never actually spoken to me, but she gives me dreams and visions and I think I’ve heard her press words into my heart and soul.


I stop a moment and adjust my cloak gazing at our own light source that runs through the hollows. We call it the Silver Blood of Myst. It gives us a warm light during the day and a soft faded glow at night, but not near as bright as the sun. It’s also not as deadly to us as the sun. If we travel to the surface we must be fully clothed, not a single part if our skin can be exposed or we burn and it can cause us almost instant death. Our silver blood doesn’t warm us like the sun does the surface. The temperature of Myst is unchanging with the seasons so every day is pretty much like the one before. We do have lakes, streams, plants, trees and all varieties of animals much like the surface. 



There are many differences between surface dwellers and us and perhaps most prevalent is that we have shadows. Not just shadows that move and live among us but inside of us we have a soul and a shadow. Many surface dwellers call us the shadows, because they do not understand us. But one thing that is true about the shadows and us is that we are one with shadows. We are very much a part of them as they are with us. Surface dwellers do not even understand the concept of us. But this doesn’t matter because they do fear us, as they should. 



We are fierce, deadly and can move like no other. Our magic cannot be matched although surface dwellers with magic think of us as the Lesser Magi, only because we do not allow them to know our true strength. Anyone who has faced us in battle has not survived to tell of our true strength. 



Stepping through shadows, or shifting from one to another moves us swiftly from one place to another. Traveling by shadows is our way and the fastest way to move. We can cover great distances in a matter of minutes and short ones in a matter seconds. I’ve even moved along the surface in broad daylight in shadows. That is a very interesting feeling. Their shadows are lighter and do not hold the thickness of ours. They also can be cold and indifferent feeling to touch, because our shadows are full of life and expectations.


Now I’m smoothly stepping from one shadow to another when after several minutes I’m on the other side of Myst standing in front of the home of Phantom and his
wife
Essence. I look up at the large hollow that their home resides in and I am surprised it is filled with much more light than the hollow I live in. They have many trees shrubs and plants in their yard along with a high silver gate, which marks Royalty. Phantom and Essence had a set of twins just over four years ago and although I should have come to offer my congratulations and bestow upon them my offer to train one of them. I have chosen to stay away. But now my grandmother has pushed and pushed and so here I am. I’m not happy about it either.


I don’t think anyone blames me for not visiting. I was promised to Essence even before her birth. Not to mention when I was a child I had this dream or perhaps a vision that Mysteria came to me. She pressed her lips to my head and planted a seed of knowledge that I would be consort to the Heir of the Royal Chalice. This seed planted spoke to me that I would be her Royal Assassin and that I would not only protect and care for the Heir that I would find the greatest love of my life.


But Essence and Phantom both are Heirs to the Royal Chalice and although it was unheard of they chose to go against tradition choosing to be consorts to each other. Essence joined him several years later as his wife.


There was nothing for me to do but find myself a consort and move on. Presently though I have six and they keep me busy. In fact they keep me very busy but I enjoy a challenge and having to quell their magic is most enjoyable along with sexually exciting.


I take a breath and step to the large black and silver door that bears the Royal Crest. The crest itself is quite stunning, it is of a silver chalice that is tipped to the side and silver blood is being poured from it. My front door is two stov-vo-kievs crossed over a shadow blade. 



The door opens as I approach. Their butler, Kazar is standing there with his eyes properly veiled in a traditional sveil, which falls just below his eyes “Greetings Royal Assassin, you are expected with great anticipation. Please come in.” Male Nightelves wear the sveils, where females wear a bveil that comes to right above the lips like my grandmother wears. A Nightelf’s veil is also made from a different material than Mystics. I am in full black gauze that flows past my chin down my chest, which is proper for an assassin.


I follow him into a large parlor where I am greeted by Phantom and Essence. I can feel their uneasiness but I make sure I am relaxed. I refuse for them to pick up any distress from me whatsoever that they can carry back to the Royal House that will bring me reprisal.

 “I offer congratulations to both the Heirs of the Royal Chalice and I bring you my service as agreed.” I say formally.


Phantom nods saying, “We thank you for your offer and we are also humbled that you have come in person.” He then adds, “Although we were expecting you four years ago.”


Essence stands up quickly leaving his last remark not to be given time to digest and says formally, “May we assume you would also care to look at the children to see if one is more suitable than the other for an apprentice?”


She seems different, colder that I expected. But this is why I am here so I nod gently, “That would be appropriate if they are not otherwise engaged.” Now I realize this has got to be the most boring of formalities I’ve endured in thirty years.


I turn towards the large window and look out and I can see three children down below playing in the back yard. I stare out the window not even bothering to commence with small talk. The Heirs are the last two people I wish to engage in any amount of conversation. Plus I could end up pulling out my stov-vo-kiev and gut Phantom right here and now. I smile at such a thought.


I gaze down into the yard and a servant appears taking one of the children by the hand and within moments he is standing before me. Essence’s whispery voice now comes through more solid than before, “This is our son, Shade.”

 “Greetings Shade.” I offer a small bow to him by which he returns one. I reach out towards him with my magic to feel if he is acceptable and there is nothing special about him that would indicate he will make a good assassin. “Do you enjoy playing outside with your friends?” I ask trying to make small talk with him.


His voice is a soft but a very cold whisper, “I have no friends. I play with my sister and her friend.” I do not bother looking away or say anything to his parents about not having friends. It’s none of my business. Now the other child arrives and she slips up behind Shade and immediately I feel Shade sparkle inside. How interesting.


The girl peeks her head around Shade her gloved hands firmly on his shoulders. Phantom now introduces the other child. “This is our daughter Shadowen.”

 “Greetings Shadowen.” I say smoothly reaching out with my magic towards her and I instantly feel Phantom’s magic surrounding her. I say nothing but I should not feel him around her like this. He’s either protecting her or he’s trying to block me from her. “Shadowen is a lovely name.” I say and she tilts her head towards me and then I see before my eyes a vision of Mysteria standing behind her. I can’t move or speak. It’s as if time is standing still. Mysteria whispers to my heart. “Take her. Take her as your consort. Claim her now before he takes her away.”


I speak before I know it. “I claim Shadowen.” I feel Phantom’s anger instantly then just as quickly I feel him put it under control. I promptly add, “I will also like to take her as my consort when she comes of age.”


Phantom speaks smoothly but I can feel all his anger. “That hardly seems fair since you have six consorts as it is. She deserves to have undivided attention.”


Mysteria moves along Shadowen and whispers again to my heart “Forsake your consorts, take only Shadowen. He cannot refuse.”


My mind is working furiously now at what to do next. “So you would agree to her being my consort if I forsake all others and take only her as consort?” I'm sure to add an edge to my voice to make that sound like an impossible deal. “What if I keep only one and her?” I add quickly.


Phantom shakes his head saying, “No deal unless you keep her as your only one and you’d have to be rid of your consorts immediately.”

 “So I’d have to get rid of my consorts now and wait for her to come into her magic and then take her as my consort, plus train her to be an assassin for the Royal House?” I question him slowly.


Phantom nods, “Yes. You will have to agree this or you may not have her as your consort.”

 “I get her as soon as she comes into her magic? So that could be in what? Twenty years?”

 “You get her as soon as she comes into her magic, not a day sooner or a day later and only if you agree to getting rid of your consorts now. Otherwise…”


He has no idea what he's just said. I do not even allow him to continue I interrupt him saying. “Done. By my word as the Royal Assassin for the Royal House of Darkness and Shadow I pledge to forsake all my consorts and to take Shadowen as my only consort the day she comes into her magic. I will also train her to be an assassin for the Royal House.”


Essence gasps and Phantom goes completely still realizing I just tricked him into a binding agreement with me. I not only see Essence trembling I feel her shock, anger and regret. I knew she chose Phantom over me but I didn’t think she despised me yet now this emotion is streaming off her towards me. She hurriedly turns to the children. “You may both go back outside and play.”


Phantom waits until they leave and he turns on me, “You tricked me.”

 “Did I?” I say smoothly.

 “You will not have her.” He practically spits out.


I adjust my gloves saying just as smoothly, “We just made an agreement. You are honor bound as I to hold to this agreement.”

 “You are trying to take her from me because I took Essence from you.”

 “I hardly think this compares.”

 “You just want the Heir to the Chalice. You could care less about Shadowen.”

 “Obviously you are mistaken I do not care for Essence.”

 “I’m not talking about Essence! You know Shadowen is first born and the chalice is bestowed upon the first born.”


My heart stops. I had no idea she was first born. “You brought the boy in to see me first. I assumed he was first born.” My heart is dancing with joy, but I make sure not to let them know it. My dream is to come true after all. Seeing a vision of Mysteria guiding me makes me realize that my destiny is in motion now. “May I spend a few moments alone with the girl before I leave?”


Phantom turns away disgusted and instantly shifts into a shadow and is gone. Essence nods, “Of course, Royal Assassin. I will get her right away.”


I step back to the window and see her once again outside with her friend. I watch Essence bring her inside and I wait for them. She ushers the girl inside the doorway then shoves her gently in my direction. She doesn’t move from the spot Essence pushes her to. Once Essence is gone I step to the girl, bending down on my knees. “My name is Reis, what is yours again?”

 “Shadowen.” She says and I feel my heart make a loud thud as if it’s stopped. 



I gather my wits and ask, “Do you always take care of your brother?”

 “Yes, he needs me.” She whispers and it’s filled with whispering singsong notes that make my heart burst into fluttering. I realize I need her too. I already long for her to grow up so she will live with me so that I can hear her voice daily. I reach out gently with my magic and instantly I feel her respond to me. Her breath quickens and she stands a bit straighter. She is the one. I know it with every fiber in my being that she is the one. “I would like for you to remember my name, do you think you can do that?”

 “Yes.” She says so sweetly.

 “Can you say my name? Reis?”


She softly repeats my name, “Reis.” My heart is fluttering with unbelievable joy.

 “Would you mind if I come and visit with you now and again?” I ask gently.

 “I will not mind.” She says moving a small step closer to me and I feel something within her reaching out to me. It’s so soft and so gentle but I cannot tell what it is, it’s unlike magic and yet it’s so much like magic. But she is far too young to have magic.

 “If you ever need me, you can call for me, and I will come.” I tell her.


She reaches out with her gloved hand to me and asks, “You will?”


I’m almost afraid to touch her but I do. I gently touch her gloved hand with mine and I feel a sweet sensation wash over my hand and I know it’s the connection of consorts. I know she is already mine and I am hers. I look up and there is Mysteria smiling and nodding to me. “I will.” I whisper to her. Then I stand up and wave my hand to her, “Run along and play. We're through here.” She rushes to the doorway then turns back and looks at me. Oddly I hear her soft voice in my heart. Reis, I will remember you.


Once she is gone I say my good-byes to Essence, as Phantom is nowhere to be found. I’m shifting from one shadow to another with joy singing in my soul. Until I realize now I have to figure out how to get rid of six consorts.


I can’t even contain how elated I am by the time I arrive home. However my elation is met short by Phantom and the Royal Advocate, Chi. I wasn’t expecting Phantom this soon but worse to see Chi again, made even my heart grow cold. She was the one who fought for Phantom and Essence in the Royal Court when I protested their relationship. Now she and he are waiting for me in my parlor.


I remove my cloak and Madrigal takes it from me. Her voice is low for my ears only, “Whatever you’ve done? Fix it swiftly. He is tainted and needs leave this house.” I turn to ask her what she means but she is already putting my cloak away.


I step quietly in my parlor and I paint a smile on my lips whether they can see it or not. “Welcome to my humble home Royal Advocate. It’s a pleasure to find you here upon my arrival. I had not expected such royal treatment or I would have prepared something special for you.” I reach out for her hand as I bow. Being good mannered and bred she takes it despite my Nightelf blood.


She returns my bow with a slight one and with a greeting of her own, “I am also humbled by your greeting and we do appreciate your graciousness on our uninvited visit.” I turn to Phantom and nod only briefly.


Madrigal enters quickly with nectar filled glasses and I realize I am forever indebted to my grandmother. She doesn’t miss protocol for a moment. She has been a servant in the Royal House of Assassins for at least three generations and she perhaps could write several books on etiquette, formality not to mention social climbing… and especially scandal.


I take a glass of nectar handing it first to Chi then hand one to Phantom. I take the other and gesture for her have a seat. Phantom can stand and rot as far as I’m concerned. I wait until she places the glass under her veil and she sips. I then do the same. She lowers her glass but before she speaks I waste no time cutting straight to the chase. “If I may be so bold as to assume you are here due to the agreement Phantom, Essence and I have made this day concerning their daughter, Shadowen?”

 “Why yes…” she begins.

 “Splendid!” I say and I know immediately she is caught off guard and so is Phantom. “Shortly after Phantom left I was given the opportunity to reach out to the child with my magic. She out shined even my rigorous expectations. She will make a fine assassin for the Royal House.” I remain seated and I can feel Phantom bristle at the very idea that I touched her with my magic since now I know he was blocking me.

 “Isn’t it amazing how things all work out for the best? I mean who would have thought. All those many years ago when we came to the agreement in front of all the Royal Court that I’d be given one of their children to train to be an assassin for the Royal House, that I would find such a prize to train.”


I can tell she is about to speak, but I continue to speak, “I also never thought this same child would also turn out to be my consort as well. I honestly didn’t think I’d find one of their children worthy to be either.” I had to put that dig in. But I continue, “It is a shame that I have agreed to give up all six of my consorts now and wait until the child comes into her magic. I suppose sacrificing twenty years for the chance to be consort to an exquisite assassin will be highly worth it.” I barely pause, “Can you imagine my surprise that Phantom agreed to such, especially after he stole Essence from her obligation and duty to the Royal House by becoming his consort. Whoever in a million years would have thought he would give his daughter to me at such a young age? Not I. However we all must fulfill our obligations to the Royal House, don’t you agree Royal Advocate?”

 “Yes, of course.”

 “I spent the first forty five years of my life preparing to become consort to Essence. It was so agreed upon before her birth as you well remember. Then to have this taken away… I am forever grateful though that in your wisdom you not only advocated I be given one of their children as an assassin but be given a consort as well.” Nothing like reminding her of the agreement she came up with that allowed Phantom to have Essence. The agreement that I allows me pick and choose from their children. “Well I must tell you I have been grooming one consort after another since then, and no one has even held a hint of what Shadowen has shown, and she is just a mere child. I wait with anticipation to help her explore her magic when she comes into it. I realize now this is a blessing from the Goddess to me for being so patient and understanding at your ruling that day so long ago.”


Now I sit back and allow her a moment to digest. She doesn’t even take another sip. She sets the glass down and rises. Her voice is not warm, not cold, it is indifferent. “So it is agreed upon you will remove your consorts and not take another and wait for Shadowen? Then she shall be your sole consort shall you both live? You also agree to wait to take her the day she comes into her magic, not a day before or the day after?”

 “I gave and still give my word upon the Royal House.” I say knowing now Phantom has lost.

 “Then I find this agreement binding.”


Phantom hisses and I nod to her, “You are fair and wise as always, Royal Advocate.” I walk them to the door and just as it closes I shift straight up the stairs. I have no idea how I will tell my consorts but they must be out by tomorrow morning.




Two
 

 


 


It went far smoother than I thought it would be in releasing my consorts. Surprisingly enough when I told them of the deal I made and my shock to learn she is Heir to the Royal Chalice they were all elated as I am. Destiny is at hand and they know that I have to take it.


Kismet is the most supportive, which doesn't surprise me as she was my first consort. She knew much of the tragic that befell me and to know now that it was supposed to be this way is an amazing feeling for both of us. I’ve been living my life as if I've been wronged but in truth it only makes me wiser in knowing the gift Shadowen will be to me.


Madrigal is a little more reserved however. She feels Phantom will do something to stop this. She says he is tainted and his taint grows by the hour. I’m not sure what she means exactly because I feel nothing different but I take her word for it. She has lived countless centuries seeing much that I have yet to know or understand.


Now however I must prepare for my consort for when she comes into her magic. It may take twenty years but twenty years can go by quickly and I must learn everything about her, absolutely everything. Like what is her favorite color? Her favorite food? Favorite song? Favorite flower? Madrigal can feel my excitement and she places her hand on my arm. “Slow down. Slow down. She is a child and will be one for awhile.”


I laugh aloud, which is not a Mystic trait but is a Nightelf one. She is correct, she is a child. Yet this child will grow up to be my consort and I will teach her everything about being an assassin and guide her through her magic and mine. I realize I love her already and I want to take care of and protect her. I want to touch her soul with mine. I want to make love to her soul and to do that she will have to an adult. It might be a longer wait than I am prepared for. But it will be worth the wait.


I kiss my last consort good-bye and she shifts through a shadow when a messenger arrives. Madrigal leads him into my study as I watch the last of Spirit’s shadow leave. I take a slow deep breath turning to the guest. “Welcome, you bring me a message?”


He is a Nightelf and his magic is minimal so I quickly dismiss my protective shield allowing him to come closer. He reaches out handing me a parchment that has a Royal Seal on it. My heart stops as I nod to him. He doesn’t hesitate to leave and I wait to open the parchment until after Madrigal has seen him out. When she returns I break open the seal and the parchment falls open with a shadow rising forth. I recognize Phantom’s handy work immediately and my protective shield comes up blocking any foul magic he may have conjured.


The magical shadow hisses, “You shall not see, touch, speak to or come within one-hundred paces of Shadowen until the day she comes into her magic. Upon the day of her reckoning if she chooses not to go with you, our agreement shall be null and void and you will release her as your consort and assassin in training. If you do not show on her day of reckoning the agreement is null and void so decreed by the Royal House of Darkness and Shadow.” The broken seal shatters in pieces then dissipates into shadows and I watch the parchment bring forth the same words filling the page ending with the Royal Seal.


Madrigal shakes her head and I toss the parchment on my desk. “He is determined I shall not have her.” I say in a soft gasp.


It is Madrigal who brings a shred of hope to me as I watch it fade from my heart. “He cannot go against the will of the Goddess and expect to win.” I turn to look at her and I lean over kissing her on top her head saying. “Of course.”


I quickly head toward the foyer taking my cloak and she is hot behind me. “Where are you going?” She says hurriedly. 



I turn sweeping my cloak around my shoulders pulling my hood up. “To see my consort of course.” I say with elation.

 “But…”

 “You honestly think he or anyone else can keep the Royal Assassin away from his consort?” I laugh knowingly.


I see a smile touch Madrigal’s lips. “Of course not… but don’t get caught!” she giggles and I smile shifting into a shadow.


I step into many shadows and soon I begin marking the trail from my home to Shadowen’s. I begin planting shadows in my wake to block anyone from following. I then come within exactly one hundred paces of Shadowen’s home and I begin to mark it. I send out magical buoys with shadows so they will change all markers to wherever Shadowen is to show me the path to her that doesn’t break the one hundred paces.


I’m much smarter than Phantom realizes. He thinks I will break the decree to get close to her. He is planning on me slipping up and only staying one hundred paces from their home and then he will have her out and about and bring her close enough to me that it breaks the decree and I am forced to relinquish our agreement and her. But this will never happen.


Phantom may be a great conjurer and he may have some assassin skills but I am the Royal Assassin and I know every nook and cranny to fade into. No one can hide from me in Myst and no one is safe from me. Especially him now that he is determined to make himself such a nuisance. The only thing protecting him right now is that he is of the Royal House and I am duty bound to serve the Royal House.


I slip the last shadow in place and I take a moment to bask in the afternoon light. I stop quickly as my shadow alerts me that Shadowen is on the move. I follow my shadow back as it moves marking the distance I need to be at. I look over to the house and I see she has been pushed outside and not too gently by Phantom. I feel my blood cooling and my heart slows to the pace of an assassin. Shadowen stumbles slightly in her gown and I desire to go to her. Yet I sway back into the darkness I create so I cannot be seen by her or Phantom. 



I see the neighbor boy quickly rush out the door of his home and he makes a straight line to Shadowen. He’s quite a bit taller and obviously older. I do not think I like that this boy is overly friendly to Shadowen. It could prove harder for me to convince her to be my consort if she falls in love with him before she comes into magic. The day of reckoning is hard but when there are already feelings of love and devotion to another. I do not think I can fight against that.


I stand and watch her. She looks happy with him. She pokes him with a stick and he does nothing about it. I smile. That’s my girl beat him up! She smacks him harder this time and he makes a small yelping sound and I hear her whispered giggle as all little girls do. I smile again. Keep hitting him dear and maybe he will go away.


Now I see Shade is shoved out the door and he immediately goes to Shadowen and she turns, dropping the stick. Not giving the boy another thought. Interesting.


Shade is of equal height as she and he doesn’t think twice but take her hand into his. I guess this is to be expected since they are twins. What’s not expected is what comes next. He sits down and she joins him. He starts stroking her hair under the large veil they have masked her in. Now I see Phantom rush out the door snatching up Shade and the neighbor boy runs off to his home. Essence rushes out stilling Phantom’s hands from harming Shade. He releases him returning to the house but not before he leans down whispering into Shadowen’s ear. Damn I can’t hear what is said but I know it’s not very good by the reaction I see from Shadowen.


The door closes and Shade walks farther into the yard deep into a cluster of shadowy roses. Shadowen doesn’t move and I reach out gently, carefully with my magic to figure out why. What is she waiting on? Then with lightening speed she moves across the yard to be with Shade. I’m stunned. She has a touch of magic already. It is magic I’m feeling from her. She was waiting until Phantom was far enough away that he could not sense her before moving.


She rushes to Shade and he pulls away but she pokes him and I smile as he looks up and he strokes her hair. They sit together and he doesn’t move except for stroking her hair. They are hidden deep inside the shadowy roses and I have to smile. If Phantom comes now the thorns will slice his flesh very nicely. These children are smart enough to know this. They know that the roses will not harm them, but will harm anyone with ill intent as Phantom has demonstrated.


I stay there watching over her and I wish I could send her some of my magic to make her feel loved by me. I wish I could feel her with my magic. But Phantom will know instantly and then all will be lost. Instead I will sit out here waiting and watching until one day I will hold her to me and wrap her in my magic.




Three
 

 


 


I awaken suddenly from a dream that I just can’t remember. I feel like today will be an important day. I dress lazily even though I feel like I should be in a hurry. Today Shadowen and Shade will be twelve years of age. Madrigal over heard from one of Essence’s handmaiden’s that Essence wanted to have a celebration for them but Phantom refused her request.


I have faithfully gone to see Shadowen every day for the past eight years. Some days it has been harder than others. It was not easy at all for me to see that neighbor boy Darken kiss her, even though it was through their veils. Just thinking about that makes my blood burn into a fire that could smite the largest ice dragon in all of Ikia. That little boyfriend has got to go!


I slip down stairs and prepare to grab some breakfast before making my morning visit to Shadowen when suddenly I fall to my knees. All my safeguards that surround Shadowen have exploded and have come tumbling back to me. I gasp for air as Madrigal rushes to me. “What’s happened?” She says placing her arms around my shoulders.

 “I… I don’t know. I must go to Shadowen now!” I struggle up putting my veil on and then my cloak. I take a deep but shaky breath. I part my first shadow and I feel Shadowen crying out to my heart. “What the…” I hurry as fast as I can, parting shadow after shadow. I feel some ripping at my body as I shift so quickly to reach her. I arrive within one hundred paces in case this is a trick.


I see several Nightelves come rushing out of the house with their skirts in their hands in a state of panic. Now I see Essence dragging a struggling Shade with her out the door. Magical explosions rock the house and now I see sparks flying out several windows at once. Now Kazar and Phantom rush out the door. Phantom is covered in blood; his blood. My heart is pounding in my chest. Where is Shadowen? Oh goddess where is Shadowen?


Now I see the most beautiful vision of Mysteria floating above the house her arms spread out wide and she is smiling. She looks down and then throws her head back laughing. She points to me to come and see. She wants me to go into the house. I can’t disobey her wishes even if it may jeopardize my being with Shadowen. I start heading for the house.


Phantom steps in front of me but another flash of magic shoots through the roof and a large iron rod is flying directly towards him. He quickly moves out of the way and it crashes into the ground. I turn toward the house and begin walking. Phantom tries again to stop me, but this time I push him back with my magic to his cry of despair. I hear his hiss, “You can’t have her!”


I shift quickly into a shadow working my way up their house until I’m at the top floor. I see where the magic is coming from. I walk carefully unsure what is happening. Magic slices through the air with screaming shadows following it. It’s got to be bad if shadows run in fear of it. I pray I will find Shadowen alive. Then I remember Mysteria is happy, so it should be good. Magic slices down through the corridor slashing along my skin. Oh goddess! I drop to my knees. It’s Shadowen! This is her day of reckoning! I hear her soft cries. More magic slices through the air and I immediately grab onto it and then release it. I stand up and run to her room.


She is so young for this to happen. I’ve never known a day of reckoning to come at such an early age and for it to be so massively violent. I enter the room and there she is. She is kneeling down on her hands and knees doubled over in pain.

 “Shadowen!” I call to her and she lifts her veiled face. I hear her harsh breathing so filled with pain and agony. My heart aches for her and I need to get rid of this wild magic swarming around her. I’ve never seen so much magic in my life come from any one person. I begin dispelling the magic as it starts attacking me. I move swiftly through shadows and soon her magic is following me in a heated pace. I dispel more of it and more until I can get closer to her. “Shadowen…” I call her name. She tries to adjust her veil but she doubles over again. Oh goddess, please help her!


There is a huge shield of magic in front of me and I can’t seem to penetrate it so I can get close enough to help her. She lifts her head again her voice is pain filled as she whispers to me, “Are... you... Reis?”

 “Yes, I am. I’m Reis.” I say to her getting down on one of my knees. “Let me help you.”

 “Reis? Are... you... my... consort?” she asks and pain shoots through her straight to my heart.

 “Yes, Shadowen. I am your consort if you will allow me.” I say reaching out my hand.


She screams suddenly out and rushes into my arms. “Consort!” Oh goddess, thank you. She has just claimed me as her consort and her tiny arms wrap around my waist. Her wild magic wraps around my body and I suddenly feel as if I am breathing in a whole new life. Her magic is sweet like honey and I'm suddenly gulping it down like a drowning man. “Make it... stop. Please... make it stop.” She begs me.


Her magic plunges deep inside me and I feel the calming effect smooth over her. I sweep her up into my arms and turn around. Phantom, Essence and Chi are standing just inside the doorway. My voice is rough with emotions and I simply do not care. She is mine now. “I claim my consort and she has claimed me.”


I hear the tears in Essence’s voice, “She’s just a child.”


Chi raises her gloved hands saying, “Child or not, she is his now and he is hers. It is so done.”


I feel her fall almost instantly to sleep in my arms so I pull her closer to me. She is mine and now I get to take her home. Take her away from this lonely hell I've watched her endure and give her a life of love and joy. Phantom speaks as I pass him by, “She will never be yours.”


I just keep walking. 



I walk down the stairs and through the gate and suddenly I feel someone walking beside me. It’s Shade. I look down at him and he says nothing only walks by my side. I do not know what to say to him. I’ve only agreed to take her not him. I never even thought about him wanting to be with her. He is her twin brother after all.


We walk in silence and I feel her magic swarming around her. Then I feel Shade’s contact with my arm as he reaches up to touch her. I feel panic inside of him regarding her and regarding me. We walk a very long distance and I’m surprised he is able to make such a trip without complaining or asking me to stop. Once we reach my home he stops. I turn back to him and he looks away then slowly back. I see he is struggling to say the words he wants to. “May I…”


I lean down on my knee so he can see her better. He wraps his gloved hands along her veiled face. He leans down and presses his head to hers for a very long moment. I feel his love reaching to her, touching, caressing her and it's then I realize he’s reassuring her that he will always be with her. My heart feels his protectiveness over her and it warms mine. He slowly lifts his head looking at my home then back at her. Just behind him I see Mysteria stroking along his shoulders pulling him gently away. He then walks away not saying a word and I say nothing as I can only watch him leave.


I enter my home after a very long moment. I realize right away I can’t take her to my bed so instead I take her to the spare room next to mine. She will not be far from me if she should need me and if I need her. The room is a little bright and cheery for my taste but Madrigal decorated it. I pull the bed curtains back with my magic and lay her upon the bed.


I turn to see Madrigal enter. “This is her?” she asks with an odd smile on her face. I nod and she giggles. “Oh my, she is young.” She pokes me in the ribs. “You won’t be bedding her for awhile.” I roll my eyes under my veil and she giggles again. “She is too skinny, they must starve her.” She pulls a blanket up over her saying, “No worries we will feed the waif so she will be strong enough for you to bed in a few years.” 


 “Madrigal…” I say and she waves her hands. 


 “I know. I know. I’m going.” She then moves out the door. 



I pull a chair up next to the bed. I sit and realize her magic is the wildest magic I have ever felt. Goddess it’s sweet. I close my eyes and bask in it. 



I’m not exactly sure how long I lay back in the chair basking in her magic. Allowing it to touch and caress me while she sleeps. I do recall being roused by her gentle whisper. “Where am I?”


I lift my head and she is sitting up in the bed. I straighten up in the chair and say, “This is my home… your new home… our home.” I gesture around the room, “This is where you will be staying.” I stand up stretching my stiff body. Her magic is swirling around her and me and it’s very exhausting for me to keep grasping and releasing it.

 “Reis?” she asks.

 “Yes?”

 “May I…” I feel something reach to me from her and then suddenly she goes quiet saying, “Never mind.”


I’m not sure what she wanted to say but I do feel her cut herself off from me. Whatever it is she is not going to ask. I turn to the door. I look back and suddenly I feel so mixed up. I’m not sure what to do now that I have her. I didn’t expect to raise a child and that is just what she is, a child. But what a beautiful child she is.




Four
 

 


 


I’m furious with Shadowen yet again. I can’t understand why she has to cross me on everything. She is now fourteen years old, has lived under my roof for two years and still every day it’s the same thing. I want to see Shade. I want to see Darken. Why must I do this? Why must I do that?


I’m walking down the long corridor towards my private study and she is still hot on my heels. I can hear her skirt rustling with each movement. Her voice is calm and barely above a whisper as she calls after me but I can feel each and every emotion she has and right now it’s longing. Longing for that boy! There is even longing in her voice, “I do not understand why you refuse to let me go see him.” 



I refuse to speak and remain silent. I’m tired of her and I will find some respite in my study away from her and her damn longing. I step through the doorway and I am utterly shocked she has followed me right in. This is my private study! I stop in my tracks and turn to look at the audacity of this little speck of a child. She continues to speak to me. “It is only a day.”

 “You just spent the entire day with Shade yesterday and now you want to run off and be with your old boyfriend. No!” I can’t believe her! I turn away moving towards my desk and then add. “Don’t push me on this. It’s final.”

 “Final?” She says her voice still very controlled even though her emotions are wild with that damn longing!

 “Yes.” I say sitting down at my desk. 



I look up and she is just standing there staring at me, fully veiled. She still refuses to allow me to look upon her face and she refuses to look upon mine. “Reis, he’s going to the surface. I may never see him again.” She makes another attempt to gain sympathy but it flat out won’t work that boy has been nothing but a nuisance.

 “Good riddance!” I snort out under my breath as I lift some correspondence from my desk.


I feel my blood go cold in my veins and I can’t help but look up at her. She used her magic and doesn’t even know it. If I wasn’t controlling her magic right now I'm sure I'd be writhing in pain. She went from longing to be with him to hating me so fiercely she would have hurt me if she could.


She has been nothing but cold and indifferent to me since she moved into this house and now she is being hateful and I can feel spite growing in her. What happened to that beautiful child who reached out to my magic? What happened to her voice that was singsong and lovely? This is not what I agreed upon and I am stuck with her.


She abruptly turns and walks out. Good! Although she has left the room I feel her every move. Her thoughts are lost to me but her emotions and sometimes her actions are with me at all times. I don’t know if it’s because I have been harnessing her magic for so long I know everything she feels through it, but one thing for sure I am exhausted. Maybe I should not be so hard on her? She did say he was leaving for the surface. Why do I want to suddenly give in? I gave in yesterday and look at what I have to deal with today.




No! No! No!


I feel a change in her. And not only do I hear my mother’s vase fall to the floor I feel her shove it off the pedestal with such violence in her. I stand and shift instantly in the parlor but she’s already left. My mother’s precious vase is shattered in tiny pieces on the floor. It’s the one thing I kept of hers. The only gift she kept of my father’s. I can’t believe she did this. I can’t believe she purposefully did this.


I sweep my magic over it and the smashed bits and pieces come to me. I feel her in the foyer and immediately shift into a shadow and I’m standing not more than six feet from her. I can’t even control my rage, “I am so sick and tired of your tantrums and I’m so tired of you thinking that you can do whatever you want and get by with it because you are of the Royal House!” 



In this moment I can’t stand the sight of her or stand milking her magic to keep her from suffering. Well not this time. Not after what she’s done. I toss the shattered pieces of the vase at her feet causing her to jump back in fear. “You can just suffer tonight. I will not comfort you or ease your pain this night!” I step towards her and she takes several more steps back her fear streaming off her. Good!




I reach up grabbing my cloak from the clawed rack then sweep it around my shoulders. “You are nothing but an ungrateful child and I should just send you back to your parents.” 



I am so damn furious with her that I kick at the smashed vase at her feet saying, “You aren’t even worth the value of this now smashed vase.” I strangle back my fury in my throat then step into a shadow leaving. I cut off all my protection from her. She deserves to suffer after this.


I am no more than two shadows away when I hear my grandmother’s soft voice touching my heart. Please don’t abandon the child she needs you. I ignore her and keep moving. I hear her again speak to me. Please do not let her suffer long then. She just doesn’t know yet how much she needs you.


Now I'm torn inside but I know I have to calm down. I will return later after I am calmer. I send back to her.


Reis, please don’t give up on her. You just need to figure out how to reach her.


I can feel Shadowen’s pain and suffering but it feels much like my own. I keep shifting trying to get away from her. I find myself heading to the surface praying I will not feel her there.


I’ve stayed away all night. I'm simply moving from one shadow to another walking along the surface. I can feel her torment even here. I thought this would be a good lesson to her, but I’m fast realizing this is actually a lesson to me. She’s already my consort in every sense of the word. Her suffering makes me suffer and I’m miserable feeling her pain. I have almost rushed back countless times to ease her suffering, and yet oddly a soft voice has spoken to my heart telling me to stay away. I have to wonder if it’s the same voice that told me to rush to her the day her magic came. I think it’s Mysteria but I can’t say for sure.


I’m so tired and I know she is too because she hasn’t slept either. But if I even get close to the house I know I’ll be taking all her pain and suffering away and then what will that do? She will simply know how to manipulate me more. I can’t stay away forever though so I do the only thing there is left to do… I head back… slowly.


I enter the foyer and I’m immediately struck with her pain. I almost double over from it. I feel her curled up in bed. Her fever is higher than it should be and she’s struggling with voices. For the first time I can hear voices in her mind. I never heard her thoughts before. Now her magic is sweeping like an inferno over her. I must go to her I realize and quickly.

 “No!” Madrigal says stopping me from shifting up stairs. “Let her be a little longer.”


I shake my head as I’m now fully in tune to her pain and it’s sickening. Not what consorts normally experience when they are new to magic and she’s had this for two years. This is different. I have to help her now! I take a step and Madrigal places both her hands on my chest. “No I say!”

 “She suffers terribly, I have to.”

 “No do not help her yet. She is close to breaking the ice around her heart. You must wait a little longer.” I push Madrigal aside and shift quickly to Shadowen's room but as I enter I’m taken back by the voices in her head, so loud and so strong. It’s almost as if they are all within the room with us.


She’s moving slowly on the bed and I must go to her. I must ease her suffering now and silence all these voices. I try to move but find I can’t. I look and see Mysteria floating along the floor. She smiles at me and makes a soft sign for me to be quiet and listen. Then just as swiftly she is gone. I do not even try to move. I listen closely and now the voices are given clarity. I can make out some of the words. Some are just words and some are sentences.


I recognize Shade’s voice. It hurts when you are gone. Please come home. Don’t leave me alone.


Now I hear Darken’s voice. I will always love you. I will never hurt you. You are my beloved forever.


Damn that boy!


I hear Essence’s voice. It will not last for long… do not worry… pain is nothing to endure… 



What odd things to hear from Essence. 



I pick out some of the voices but I know that hiss and my stomach churns. I can hear his voice so vivid in her mind. You are pathetic and weak. Don’t cry. Don’t give in. Be strong. Be very strong. You’re not worthy. You will never be worthy. Don’t let him touch you. Don’t let him in. You must be strong. You must endure this. Don’t cry, only babies cry. 



The voice is berating her over and over. She’s trying to push his voice away but she can’t its relentless. I still can’t move and I reach out with my magic but I’m blocked from reaching her. I watch her slowly pull her small body off the side of the bed stumbling to the floor. My heart aches, as she is so weak and so tired.


Her small delicate hands are trembling as she bravely adjusts her gown and veil. Even in the face of such agony she is trying to remain proper. I try to go to her but I'm still unable to move. I watch as she takes several steps towards the window then stumbles barely making it before she crashes to the floor. She leans against the window a moment then reaches up to the lock. I see her try to turn the lock but she’s obviously just too weak to even make it budge. 



She pushes again then again, but it doesn’t move. I hear her stifle a soft cry that is welling up in her throat. Then suddenly I hear her thoughts as if she is speaking directly to me. I refuse to cry. Crying is for babies and for the weak. Father says… No crying! She tries the lock again but now I can see that she is just too weak and her legs give in. She sinks slowly to the floor in tears. Her thoughts are so clear it actually frightens me. I admit it; I’m weak. I’m a spoiled, weak, ungrateful child. I hope Reis is smart enough to stay away from me. Far away from me. The last thing he needs is to have a weak consort who is not even worth a broken vase.


I can’t believe how hurt I suddenly am inside hearing her thoughts. I can’t believe this cold indifferent girl has been shielding herself and me from all this pain inside her. Then I act no different than her father and call her unworthy. I’ve hurt my consort and I have no idea how to fix it.


Her tears turn to sobs as she leans back against the wall. I can’t believe I am sobbing. No sobbing Father says. Don’t cry; be tough. I wish I would just die and end all this.
My father would be so ashamed of me if he saw me like this. I’m sure Reis will be too. I can’t even speak to apologize to him if he should return.
Oh goddess, am I so terrible?


I can’t take it anymore and I have to reach her. I try to move and I can and I move towards her. I sweep her up into my arms and I feel her hands clutch me holding on and then her hands go straight to her veil pressing it against her eyes but her sobbing continues. I try to siphon her magic to ease her burning. But I’m still blocked. I feel my fury at being unable to help her.


I carry her straight to my bedroom placing her body on my bed. I rush to the windows and open every single one of them, six in all, to allow the cool Myst air inside. If I can’t cool her magic with mine the air will help. I lay beside her on the bed and I’m at wits end when suddenly it’s like I know what to do. I reach over and remove her veil tossing it to the floor. I then remove mine and toss it onto hers. I feel her nakedness without her veil. It’s part of her shield. It keeps her protected from everyone, especially me.


I remove my gloves tossing them in the heap. She looks at the pile and I stretch my hand out over her, offering her to take it. She looks at it and her sobbing stills. I try to be gentle with my voice, but loud enough to get through all the voices in her head. “Meet me half way.”


I feel her confusion but she takes a deep breath her thoughts rampant. Do I trust him? Will it hurt? Will this go away? She timidly places her hand in mine and almost immediately I feel tingling in my fingertips and it spreads to my hand then up my wrist, arm, shoulder, neck then it spreads to my whole body cooling her fever and I can actually feel my magic calming her and me. I have never felt so grateful in my whole life. I take a breath and it isn’t painful and the voices calm to silence in the air. Unfortunately I can’t hear her thoughts any more either.


I hold her hand in mine and I see her calming and then she takes a small turn of her head and my heart stills. I want to see into her eyes so badly. I’ve longed to look into her eyes since she was a small child. Oh goddess… please look up at me.


She turns her head more fully with her eyes lowered. Her face is so perfectly oval in such a gentle way. I know in my heart that she looks nothing like Essence or Phantom and I am so happy. Her lips are full and supple and I am having difficulty suddenly remembering that she is so young. Maybe I should wait to look into her face when she is older. I’ve been without a woman or consort for ten years and this might be testing my restraints as I’ve longed to touch this child’s soul with mine.


Too late, she looks up through her long lush lashes and I can’t breathe. Her skin is without blemish and her eyes are the purest silver I’ve ever seen and her shadows aren’t dancing they are swaying in tiny spheres. She is absolutely beautiful. I can’t even speak; I can’t even voice my gratitude for looking into my eyes; for holding my hand; for meeting me halfway. I see my destiny before me in the eyes of a child.


Her lips part and I see the expression of wonder in her face. “You are very beautiful.” She whispers in her sweet singsong voice that I’ve longed to hear again for ten years.


A smile spreads gently along my lips and I even see a slight sparkle dance in her eyes as I reply. “Thank you.”

 “I didn’t know you were so beautiful.” She says with a slight tilt of her head and I note she is studying the shadows in my eyes.

 “Does that make a difference?” I ask her and she takes a small moment then shakes her head slightly. “No, it doesn’t.” And her emotions are thick with sincerely.


I never thought I’d be this close to her just speaking to her so calmly; so openly. I smile releasing her hand but instantly I feel panic well up in her and her voice comes in a harsh rush, “Wait!” she says reaching for my hand. 


 “What’s wrong?” I ask holding her hand again.

 “I… I… I…. I’m sorry.” She stutters out. “I… I… I’m very sorry. I promise to do better.”

 “All right.” I say studying her face then I look back to my hand in hers. I ask her again, “What’s wrong?”

 “What?” she says barely audible looking into my eyes but I see and feel her panic but she asks me anyway, “What do you mean?”


I can’t believe she is asking me when it’s obvious to me her distress. I just don’t know why. I tilt my head slightly and silver strands of my hair fall forward as I ask, “Shadowen, you are squeezing the blood from my hand.”


We both look together at our hands and she says, “Oh… I’m sorry.” But she doesn’t let go. I wait and then she finally says, “I can’t seem to let go.”


I look back at her and take a moment to feel what is really going on inside and then I realize she is petrified that I am going to leave again. I slip my free arm around her shoulders pulling her cautiously into my arms. I feel her relief sweeping through me and so I lesson my hold slightly. I turn her inward so she is facing me. I bring her clutching hands with mine to the center of my chest. I do my best to make my voice soothing, “I’m sorry Shadowen.” I lean forward and place a soft kiss atop her head. “I promise you, I will never leave you again.” I take a deep breath saying, “It’s all right to let me go. I’m not going anywhere.”

 “You could change your mind.” She whispers.

 “I won’t.” I reply and I mean it with my whole being. I will never leave her again. She is my destiny.

 “You could. You could realize I’m…” she stops short before finishing.

 “Realize what?” I ask gently.


She lowers her eyes and I feel her pulling away slightly even though she is still clutching me.

 “Realize what?” I persist.

 “That I’m weak and not worthy to be your consort.” She says quickly and I can feel the tears just under the surface of her words.

 “Is that what you think?” I ask forcing her to release my hand. I touch her chin, lifting her face up so she will look into my eyes. I allow my thumb to gently touch her cheek with a soft caress.

 “Only the weak cry. Only the weak crumble to the floor in sobs.” She says then she bites her lower lip and I know this action is to stop her tears from flowing.


I know who has told her this. But I need her to continue to open up to me. “Who told you that?” I ask while my fingers stroke her soft neck along with my thumb resting on her cheek.

 “Father says I am weak and do not deserve…” She doesn’t finish the sentence. She looks down then back up and says, “No crying he says and I must be tougher. Not be so weak. Only the strong will survive. If you cry or if…” She looks away and I feel the emotions in her swelling and I feel her fighting it all back then with an amazing amount of sincerity she says, “I’ll be better Reis, I promise to be stronger and no more crying.”


My heart aches for her. “Shadowen, there is nothing wrong with crying.”

 “Father says that crying is for the weak and I’m not supposed to cry no matter what he…” She stops. She thinks a moment then she lifts her arm up and rolls her sleeve all the way up to her shoulder. She turns her arm out showing me the inside of her upper arm. I see small scars lining up her arm and I feel coldness wash through me and I pray she doesn’t say it, but she does. “See these, I did not cry when the blade cut me. So I can be strong. I am strong.”


I run my fingers slowly along the scars and there is much starting to fall into place. I can barely voice my next question, “The blade?”


There is no emotion with her words; it’s the cold indifferent voice I am accustomed to, “Yes, you know the assassin’s blade… stov-vo-kiev.” I can’t believe she knows all this and has felt the touch of such a blade. I frown and suddenly she shakes her head reading something different in my response. “Oh don’t worry I’m not allowed to touch them. I know not to touch them.”

 “Then how were you cut by them?” I ask knowing full well the answer.

 “Father tests me, you know...” she says quickly, “So I am sorry I cried tonight. I never cry when he cuts me or when…” she stops when my frown increases. “Did I say something wrong? I know I’m not supposed to speak about it but I thought since…”


I mentally note she is reading my emotions and I quickly soften my face and touch her cheek again. “No its fine, but things are different here than with your father. You know this right? I mean you are my consort and you can tell me everything and that’s all right.”


I see a tender smile touch her lips and she asks. “You will not go away again?”

 “No. I will not go away again.” I try to assure her.


She stares at me a moment and I can see her mind is quickly assessing things. “May I ask you something?” she says.

 “Ask me anything.” I reply

 “When do you plan to bed me?”

 “An odd question to ask me, are you wanting to be bedded?” I ask in return feeling suddenly very uncomfortable.

 “Father said you would bed me right away but I’ve been here for two years and you haven’t. You gave me my own room and… well you said meet you half way and I presume this is your bed?” She looks around at the bed then back to me.

 “Yes, this is my… or rather it is our bed. But as for bedding you, I will leave that up to you.” Phantom is a monster to poison her against me with threats of bedding her at such a young age. I ask wondering if she knows what bedding is, “Do you know what is involved?”

 “Yes.” She says still without emotion.

 “And you do not want this now?” I ask, praying she doesn’t.

 “No. I don’t think I will ever want it.”


A smile crosses my lips and I can’t help but say, “Let’s leave it open for discussion when… you are older.”

 “Really? You do not mind discussing later?” She asks surprised.


Now it hits me and I don’t want to believe it. “Shadowen, has someone bedded you already?”

 “If I say yes, will you take me back to my parents?” she quickly asks confirming my suspicions.

 “No. I will not take you back.” She will never go back to him again.

 “Yes.” She looks down and I close my eyes. 



She is only fourteen! Who would do such a thing? I’m trying to piece it all in my head. When could it have happened? So I have to ask, I have to know, “Since you have come to live with me?”

 “No, not since then.” She admits.

 “Was it your boyfriend?” I ask feeling even more dislike for Darken.

 “He isn’t and wasn’t my boyfriend and why is it important who it was?” She says and now I know she is pulling back a little from me.

 “I’m your Consort; you are supposed to trust me.” I say simply.

 “I think I’ve trusted you enough for half way.” She says rather swiftly turning her head away.


I make half a snort then say, “Agreed. But I will continue to ask you until you give me a truthful answer.” She looks back up at me and I smile tenderly at her, reaching again for her cheek, her beautiful soft exposed cheek. “But not today.” I add. And she smiles now and I think I could become lost in her smile.


She nods and I pull her closer into my arms. I make a sign of rest on her forehead and she closes her eyes. A small amount of air escapes from me as I feel her body rest next to mine, where she belongs, next to my heart. “Mmm, that’s it… rest my consort.” She snuggles deeply in my chest and I feel sleep stake its claim and I feel such relief allowing it to claim me too.
 




Five
 

 


 


I awaken that evening and notice my shirt is open and Shadowen is still in my arms. Her hand is draped over my abdomen against my bare skin. Her head is planted firmly on my chest and I think she is drooling because my chest feels a little wet.


This is such an intimate contact that I feel my body flush somewhat. Her eyes are closed but when my hand moves to her cheek she stirs, “Shh, just enjoy the moment of being quiet together.” I whisper to her.


She lifts her head though and with her sleeve wipes the drool off my chest and her cheek. Her voice is still sleepy when she speaks, “I’m sorry. I only do that when I’m very tired.” I can do nothing but smile at her. Her head then lies back to my chest and I reach around and rub gently on her back. It feels good to be quiet like this with her so close to me. The warmth of her cheek against my chest feels natural. I can’t really drift to sleep but I do drift to a state of mind that is relaxed and I feel myself take a deeper breath. 



My voice is suddenly rich with need for her magic, “Touch my skin Shadowen.” I open my eyes lifting my head slightly and she lifts hers and looks at me. “It’s alright. No bedding. Just touch me.”

 “Where should I touch you?” she asks and I feel her nervousness. I smile taking her hand in mine and place it on my chest. “Start here. Just trace along my skin and tell me what you feel.” She lays her head back down then starts to trace little circles on my chest, “Slower.” I whisper and I feel the circle widen and becomes slower more concentrated. She is a natural at this I realize. I rest my head back and close my eyes. I feel her shadows sweep gently along my skin with her touch. I feel her reaching out with her magic even though she doesn’t know what she is doing. 



I take in a deep breath and my voice sounds a bit huskier, darker than I desire it to be, “What do you feel?”

 “Magic.” She whispers in a very alluring voice.

 “Who’s magic?” I ask.

 “Our magic.” She practically purrs.

 “Good.” I say because I know she feels our magic combined. She is a natural but this is about as far as I can handle. My breath increases and I feel burning rush along my skin and I take a deep breath. I quickly still her hand saying, “But I think that is far as we go today with this task.”

 “Why?” She asks lifting her head to gaze up at me.

 “Because you are not yet ready to be bedded and if we continue, that will be the outcome.”

 “You wish to bed me?” She sounds surprised.


I study her face for a long moment then say, “Shadowen, I do not know why you would ask me such a question. I have longed to bed you since the moment I laid eyes on you. I wish to join our bodies and magic so utterly and completely that we have no idea where you begin or I end.”

 “But you said I was four when we met.” She says giving me a wrinkled brow look.


I laugh aloud and I can tell right away she doesn’t understand what is so funny.

 “The moment I saw you I fell so utterly in love with you. Each night since I have lain in this bed longing for the day you will grow up so I can hold you to me and make love to you.” I turn her onto her side pulling her against my chest and my arm wraps around her and she doesn’t hesitate to hold me in return. “It is your soul that I want to make love to. It is your soul I want entwined to mine and I am waiting so patiently for you to be old enough to join my body so I can reach your soul.”

 “Can’t you take a shadow blade and touch my soul with it now?” she asks and once again I laugh at her, “Killing you is not what I have in mind.”


She tilts her head saying, “But the blade doesn’t actually kill it only holds the shadow in place or puts one in.”


Once again my blood runs cold. She has knowledge that she should not know. That she is too young to know. “How do you know this?” I ask.


I see the fear touch her eyes and I know exactly how she knows. She starts to move away but it’s too late. I move with lightening speed across the bed through shadows to return pinning her beneath my body. I can’t hold the anger from my voice, “Show me where he put the shadow.” Both my hands grip my shadow blades. Only assassins carry shadow blades along with stov-vo-kievs. Anyone can hold one but only an assassin can join to the blade causing it to draw upon their shadows forming a blade to extend from the hilt. My shadow through my blade will pierce her body and pull that shadow from her that her father has planted in her to spy for him. It will be excruciating to feel my shadow enter her because it will be in the form of a blade. But making the shadow leave will not be near as painful as when it went in.


Her mouth opens but no words fall from her lips. The shadow is preventing her from speaking the words. “Show me now!” I nearly hiss at her. Tears well up in her eyes and I see her fear of me. But I can’t do anything about that. It must come out and come out now. “Now Shadowen!”


Her hand slides down to her left side and she touches a spot between her ribs. I lift her gown snarling as I flip the blade in my hand and immediately stab in the spot with my shadow blade. She screams but I refuse to pull the blade out because I’ve made contact with the spy and I feel it struggling. I’m not just an assassin. I’m the Royal Assassin and when my shadows hunt there is fear and shadows bow down to my power, “Go back to your master, and tell him he will never have her again.” I twist lightly pulling the blade from her and I watch the long gray shadow follow my shadow out of her body then it rushes off.


I flip my blades across the room and press my hand against the shadow wound I created and chant a spell of healing and it heals almost instantly. Shadowen is staring up into my face and she has a look of awe on her face. Her voice is warm… “Magic… I think I love your magic.”


Even in spite of her sweet gaze up at me I can’t help feeling everything Phantom has done. I make sure my voice is unmistakable and my meaning is perfectly clear to her. “You will never return to your father’s home again.”

 “But I don’t understand.” She says as I move off her and I swiftly move towards my clothing chest.

 “Shadowen, I cannot fathom why you think what he has done is acceptable. It is not!” I pull out some traveling clothes and now I see that she’s up on her knees on the bed watching me dress. Odd but she doesn’t even shy away from my nakedness and my blood goes even colder.

 “I don’t understand Reis, please explain.” She looks at me and I see confusion swirling around her and her magic is sparking with uncertainty.


I shake my head then rush over to her pulling her harshly to me. “It’s wrong for him to cut you. Wrong for you not to cry. It’s absolutely insane for him to put a shadow… a spy inside of you and it is far worse for him to bed you and you can deny it all you want but I know it was him.”


The terror in her eyes rips at my heart and soul. He’s going to die. Die tonight for what he’s done to her. I’m filled with rage “Reis…” Her voice is filled with a mixture of fear and pleading, “Don’t leave. I’ll do whatever it is you want.” I shake my head and I can feel my rage taking on new heights that I can actually feel it on my skin. I push her back to the bed before I say or do something to make her even more terrified of me. “Shadowen I cannot allow him to go unpunished for this outrage.”

 “No Reis! Please don’t go, please don’t leave.” She flings herself off the bed interfering with me buttoning my shirt. “I’ll do whatever you want.” She quickly glances to the bed then says in a panic. “You can bed me… It’s fine! We can do this now! Right now and you won’t have to go!”


I’m shocked and appalled that she would even suggest this. “Shadowen you are still a child!”

 “I’m not!” She insists reaching down to pull off her gown but I grip both her hands in mine stopping her. I know my grip is painful but she is insane if she thinks I will take her to my bed as some token sacrifice to save her father from the atrocities he has done. “Stop this lunacy right this moment. I am not the monster! Your father is!” 



The room becomes harshly silent with her and me just staring at each other. It’s strange to look at each other like this. Yesterday I’d never seen her face and today looking at her feels so natural like I’ve been doing it for years. But her voice is heart wrenching to hear, “Reis… please don’t go, don’t leave me. He could hurt you and then you will be lost to me.”


She has no idea who I am or what I am capable of and I’m not sure whether I should be wounded or angry. I choose anger. “I am your consort! I am the Royal Assassin and I am pledged to the Royal House that I will protect you with my very life. I have pledged to Mysteria herself that I will forever protect and love you. Damn it Shadowen! He has hurt you! He has violated you and he must die for this.” I press her away from me reaching back to my buttons then add, “Trust me it will be him who dies not me.”

 “Please… Reis… not today. I don’t think I can bear the thought of losing you today and if you leave, I think I will fall to pieces. I think I’m close to pieces now.” She confesses. I look away then back to her and I see right through it all and she is correct. I see her fragmenting along with her magic and I realize my first duty is to my consort. 



I shake my head trying to remove the rage and finally reach back pulling her gently but tightly to my chest. I smoothly stroke and brush along her lovely black hair. “Shadowen...”

 “Please not today. Not now, don't leave me.”


As much as it pains me I concede. “Not today then. Today I take care of my consort.”


I feel her body relax into mine and I sweep her up into my arms. I carry her back to the bed and lie next to her, pulling her into me so tightly so protectively. But I have to make sure I get something very clear with her. “You also need to get the idea of bedding right out of your mind until you are older.” I lift her face up and stare into her troubled eyes. My voice is mixed with emotions that I should keep hidden but I refuse to. “Also don’t you ever offer to sacrifice yourself to me or anyone else ever again. Not ever! Do you understand?” I see a tear fall from her eye as she nods at me. I crush her to me again holding her close. I know with all that I am; I will kill Phantom. Not today. But he will die by my blade that I know with my entire being.
 




Six
 

 


 


I awaken the next morning surprised to discover Shadowen isn’t still asleep in my arms. I feel more than disappointment. I am worried. I reach out to her and realize she is in her bedroom. My heart feels a slight twinge and I pray I’ve not lost her again to her coldness and indifference.


I stroll across the floor easily then shift straight into her room. She is sitting on the window seat staring out the window. She is wearing one of her nicest gowns and I can’t help but notice that her veil is neatly folded in her lap. Well at least she is still unveiled.


I try to read her emotions but find that I can’t. This is highly unusual. I do not know how she is doing this, but she is blocking me from feeling her emotions. She doesn’t turn her head but I do know she knows I am here. I pull up a chair and sit near her. She seems lost in thoughts and I wish I knew what it was so I could reach out to her. I’m not sure what to say to her either.


There is something unspoken between us and I can’t quite pick out what it is. The air is heavy with it and I run my fingers through my hair. Finally she speaks, but she doesn’t turn around. “I would like to keep this room.”

 “Of course, that’s fine.” I sigh inwardly in relief that she isn’t asking to return home.

 “I would like to be able to come to your room sometimes… when I…” I now can feel her struggling with admitting it. “...need you.”


Yes!

 “That’s fine as well.” I say trying to sound as casual as possible.

 “Reis?”

 “Yes?”


She takes a soft breath and says, “My favorite color is silver.” I can’t even explain the joy filling me in this moment. I’d asked her that two years ago and she refused to answer me. She remained as cold and as indifferent to everything I asked her. Now she suddenly is giving me the information and I have not asked it again.

 “My favorite flower is nightstar, the blue variety, because it has the sweetest smell.” I smile and then she says, “My favorite meal is swey-cakes with sweet ponafruit spread on the side with a tall glass of ponamilk.” I take a slow breath of relief at her sweet confessions. I have no idea what ponafruit is or ponamilk but I know I damn well I'm going to find out and make sure she has a true feast. I’m also going to decorate her room in blue nightstars.


She finally turns towards me. The fair silver light from Myst streams delicately in through the window and it’s as if it has laid claim to her, bathing her in its radiance. I can’t breathe. She is perfection. She is a rare beauty that needs to be worshiped and treasured within the Myst. Her eyes shimmer with silver and her shadows sway erotically within delicate geometric spheres that are flawless. She is flawless. Even her voice, is flawless, “By the way…” she says slowly. “You snore.”


I see instant mischief flood her eyes. Ha!

 “I do not!” I emphatically deny.


She tilts her head nodding slightly with this amazing smile on her lips, “Uh, you do.”


I never thought she would be playful in a million years. “You are teasing me! I would never snore.” I stand up quickly.


She stands up too and her eyes are bright and not just filled with mischief but with something I can’t read, but I like it. “Oh you snore alright!” She insists, “Why do you think I want to keep this room?” She now makes this annoying snoring sound. Oh no she didn’t???


I reach out to snatch her up but she giggles slipping into a shadow leaving me half stunned that she can part a shadow. But I recover quickly and follow in her wake. I realize I’m chasing her throughout the house as she slips through one shadow after another giggling in between her mocking snore sounds.


I’m almost shouting back at her, “I do not snore!” But I do know upon occasion I have been known to snore when I am extremely tired. But her teasing is way out of line along with her parting shadows like she’s been doing it since a baby. I’ve never seen anyone part a shadow as beautifully or as delicately as she is doing. It’s as if the shadows are anticipating her touch and part for her as she reaches out.


I’m hooked though, fully hooked in this chase and almost nearly forget she is just a child. Especially when I lose her and I'm unable to find her wake. She suddenly appears inside a shadow and looks at me with the most intense and beautiful eyes. I rush to her and she slips with ease away and just as I step out of her wake into the foyer I feel her body freeze then she steps back into me.


Her fear clutches at me and my shield flies up surrounding her and me and instinctively my magic reaches out in the direction of her fear. Several paces beyond our property Phantom is standing. I know why he is here. I sent his spy back to him and now he’s trying to figure out how much I know and wants to know what I’ve done to her. I cut off his magic quickly and effortlessly from reaching inside to her.


I pull her back behind me and shift straight outside to meet him. I could care less if I’m unveiled and barefoot. I need not move any further from my doorstep. His hiss reaches me. “Give her back!”

 “Never!” I say gritting my teeth. “You will never harm her again.”

 “You are an assassin what do you know of the ways of the chalice? Nothing!” He hisses to me.

 “I know enough not to slice an innocent child. I know enough not to insert a spy inside a child and I sure the hell know not to insert myself inside one.” Rage now inflames me.

 “The mere fact that you have not bed her shows me you are far too weak to hold on to her. She will return to me and when she does I will spread her open and her blood will spill out onto Myst until she is begging me to bed her.”


That's it!


I shift swiftly into shadows snatching my blades and now I chase after him. I’m unveiled however and shifting without a cloak or veil is painful if done rapidly. Phantom is giving me a grand chase. He’s fast, very fast in parting them. I feel Shadowen’s fear escalate and I realize he’s drawing me away from protecting her. I quickly change my tactics and I return home.


Just as I enter the foyer I hear Madrigal screams from the parlor. I shift straight to her just as she’s falling to the floor. Her neck has been slashed. She dies instantly. I feel them now. Two assassins and they are moving. Damn! Damn! Damn!


I can’t feel Shadowen. Oh goddess. Please no! I shift grabbing my veil and cloak and put them on, as I keep moving through the shadows. The first assassin is sloppy in his wakes. I slip right into his shadow as he appears and my stov-vo-kievs instantly make their mark slicing his arteries open and paralyzing him from shifting. I pull them out knowing he will die now an agonizing death it will only be in a matter of moments. I made my piercing so accurate that he will suffer just long enough until his life drains.


Now I’m pursuing the other assassin. He’s a bit smarter but not that much smarter. I find him just as easy and pray he doesn’t have Shadowen actually with him. Damn I can’t feel her anywhere! My heart pounds suddenly at the thought of her being dead. If she were dead I would no longer feel her. This fuels my rage and I find him just as easily I place my stov-vo-kiev into his flesh paralyzing him from all movement. I pull up my shadow blade and pierce his heart. I hold it there pinning his soul and his shadow from moving. “Where is she?” I hiss to him.


He struggles not to speak, but I know it is useless for him to struggle he will do as my will dictates. “Where is she?”

 “I… I… don’t know.” He manages. “She fled into a shadow and I could not find her wake.” I twist my blade and his soul latches onto mine and I pull it out and releasing it to Shadow Hall. He’s dead.


I turn and begin shifting. Where is she? I part one shadow after another moving and shifting trying to feel her. But I feel nothing, nothing at all. I can't even sense Phantom. I return home to see if I can find her or find some trace of her that will tell me how to track her.


I enter the parlor and see Madrigal’s lifeless body sprawled on the floor. Suddenly I’m struck full force with my loss. I drop to my knees and pull her body to me. I pull her veil from her face and gaze into her lifeless eyes. My heart thunders in my chest and there is no words that escape my lips. I hold her close as her blood continues to drain across me. I cry out to Shadowen, my consort. Praying she hears me and will return to me. I need you!




I’m not sure how long I hold my dead grandmother to me but suddenly all the pain inside comes crashing through from my soul. I cry out in pure agony and I feel my magic shake the very foundation of my home. Sobs wrack my body as I clutch Madrigal. She raised me as her son and I honestly did think of her as my mother. I can’t feel Shadowen and I now can’t feel Madrigal. Both are lost to me.




Seven
 

 


 


It's been two long and lonely days since I released Madrigal’s body to the surface per Nightelf custom. I petitioned the Royal House to investigate Madrigal’s death and the disappearance of Shadowen. They indicate without question that Phantom could not possibly be involved and I have no evidence to support my claims. So Phantom goes unpunished and Shadowen is lost to me. 



I’ve not eaten or slept and right now I can’t think about food or anything but my loss. I am a fool to have let my guard down. I can’t believe I allowed Phantom to get so far in distracting me. I will never be able to get Madrigal back and now I have no idea what’s happened to my precious Shadowen.


It’s not before late evening when I find my way to bed. I still can’t feel Shadowen anywhere. Distraught doesn’t even explain what I’m going through. I can’t believe Madrigal and Shadowen are gone. 



I slowly ease my gloves from my fingers tossing them to the floor where I instantly see Shadowen’s veil and mine from several days go. I sigh reaching down picking hers up. I smell it and immediately I’m captured with the pleasant, soft scent that I’ve come to recognize as Shadowen. I gently place them next to my pillow on the bed.


I unbutton my shirt as I sit on the side of my bed. I really haven’t the energy to do much more. I silently listen to the quietness of my home. Quiet without Madrigal humming in her room while sewing and Shadowen… hmm Shadowen was usually quiet I muse.


Soft whispers fill the evening air and I realize shadows are moving within the walls. This is something unusual to see and hear let alone feel but I can feel apprehension now within the walls of my home. I suppose they feel my loss and perhaps it’s their loss as well. Madrigal always said our home was filled with the shadows of assassins. She once told me when I was a child my grandfather had indicated that when he died his soul would go to Shadow Hall, but his shadow would return here to this home. I wonder if he is here watching me? If he is, he is probably angry that I was unable to save my family.


I reach down to the heavy gauze that’s wrapped around my boots and begin the tedious task of removal. Removing the gauze from my boots allowing them to fall with a thud to the floor makes the quiet even more unbearable. I lay back on the bed with my legs dangling off the side. I close my eyes and my mind feels numb, yet my heart aches. I roll over pulling the spread back and I can still smell Shadowen on the spread. I grip it in my hands bringing it to my nose and I inhale deeply. I can still smell her sweet scent. I lean into my bed and realize her scent is in my pillows. So I do what comes natural to me at this point I bury my head into my pillows and inhale. My heart is aching and throbbing like nothing I have ever felt before.


I abruptly feel this twinge of pain and fear along with a rasping wave of magic sweeping over me. I jerk my head up as shadows part at the foot of my bed. I sit straight up; my hands already hold my blades ready for anything. I’m ready to meet whoever is coming.


Shadowen?


I’m shocked to see Shadowen rushing through the parting shadows and now her magic engulfs me causing me to fall back flat on the bed, my blades fall just as quickly so as not to injure her. She promptly lands on top of me clutching me with every ounce of strength she has. “Why did you leave me?” her voice is practically a scream for a Mystic. “I couldn’t find you anywhere!” Now her hands ball up into fists and she is pounding on my chest. “You promised you wouldn’t leave and you left! You promised! You promised!”


I wrap my arms around her and her pounding turns into sobbing and I can only hold her to me. She’s alive! She’s here with me! Relief as well as pain consumes my heart. I start kissing her head even as her dark tangled hair splays out over me. I subdue her pounding hands and she raises her head for me to gaze into her beautiful eyes. My heart lurches at such pain and sadness in her startling eyes. Her voice is thick with tears. “Reis… you promised you would not leave me and I couldn’t find you.”

 “I’m here my little one. You found me. But I thought I had lost you. I couldn’t find you. It’s been two days where have you been?” I brush her hair back out of her face. 


 “Two days? It’s only been a few hours.” She says raising her hands to wipe her eyes and I notice right away she has dried blood on her hands and face. I quickly flip her over onto the bed searching her body for wounds. She’s been sliced several times but the wounds are closed. I failed in protecting her!


I pull her off the bed and carry her into the bathing room just off our bedroom. I wave my hand at the massive tub that is filled with water and it begins to heat up with my magic. “Let’s wash this blood away.” I say and she is much calmer now. I help her remove her torn clothing and now I can see the rips in her gown.


I’ve never seen her naked before but I can’t avert my eyes. Her soft white flesh is covered in bruises and slices. “You’re bruised all over!” She washes her face and hands dismissing me. I feel her anger now. “Shadowen?”

 “You lied to me!” She says while wiping blood from her face.

 “Lied? What are you talking about?” I touch her shoulder but she quickly jerks her shoulder away from my touch.

 “You said you would not leave and you left. You lied.”

 “Shadowen, I’m sorry. Phantom was…”


She interrupts me shaking her head, “No! You are supposed to protect me. You are my consort and you left going for a kill instead of staying to protect me.” She tosses the cloth aside and I reach for her hands and can plainly see the cuts on her palms are defensive wounds. I take her hands into mine and start a healing chant so they will heal over without scaring.


When a mystic is wounded and the wounds are allowed to heal on his or her own, then there usually is a scar, but when they are healed with magic there is no scar. This is another reason for Phantom to die for hurting her repeatedly then allowing her to suffer wounds while they healed on their own.


She quickly pulls her hands from mine. “No!” She says.

 “Shadowen, they will scar if you do not let me heal them.” I say reaching back but she pulls them away and using her magic she pushes me back. To my astonishment she has a lot more control of her magic today. She wraps a towel around her tiny bruised body saying, “I will keep these to remind me that you lie and to remind you that you did not protect me.”


She could have stabbed me a thousand times in my heart with my stov-vo-kiev and it would not have hurt anything like her words. She turns away moving back to my… our bedroom. I follow her like a little lost puppy as she swiftly walks through the room then to the corridor to her room. She kneels over picks out a fresh nightgown from her clothing chest. She says nothing to me and I simply watch her as she slips it on. I’m at a loss for words.


She looks up at me and I see the disappointment in her eyes. I feel my own disappointment. I say the only thing I can. “I am sorry, truly I am. I will not fail you again. I swear it!” She looks away as if she is thinking. She turns back and says, “We are no longer half-way.”


I nod, “How far are we then?” I ask hoping I have not set us so far back we cannot recover.

 “We are a fourth way.” She says a bit shakily.


A fourth of the way is far better than I imagined she would say. I nod reaching for her. “Then I shall work very hard to make it up to you.” She nods taking a step back my hand falls to my side.


She turns her head away then I can see the expression on her face change then I feel a change in her. Her voice softens, “I am sorry about Madrigal. He is angry that I am here now without him knowing or feeling me. He thinks you have taken me from him so he might suffer. So he took her from you, so you will suffer.”


I don’t understand how she can be a child one minute then so wise the next. I nod and once again I try to reach her by lifting my hand out to her. This time she takes it and says more a command than a statement, “You will not leave me tonight.”

 “I will not to leave you tonight.” I agree.


We walk together her hand in mine back to our room. She pulls the covers back on the bed then climbs in and I immediately follow. Once I lay back she easily slips in the nook of my arm with her head resting near my heart. We are quiet for a very long time just touching and exploring our magic with each other. It’s a basic form of communicating without words that Consorts do naturally and I’m amazed she is doing this with me. I am cherishing the closeness not just of body but of magic.


She finally speaks, “I am bruised from shadows.” I say nothing; just silently listen as she continues. “Shadows like to touch me. They feel my life and they try to cling to it. The bruises are from them trying to touch me so they might feel life through me.” She pauses, “They speak to me too. Spector asks to speak to you when I am rested. I told him I would ask.”

 “Spector?” I ask her.

 “He’s the large shadow that lives here. He’s the one who helped me to escape from the assassins.” She is amazing me by the minute.

 “I will speak with him then, if he will not harm or bruise you.” I say.


She nestles in tighter to me and my heart thunders suddenly at her closeness. I will never leave her again I realize. I am such a fool to allow Phantom to bait me as he did. But I will never allow him to ever do this again. I sweep her even closer to me, more protective over her. My magic surrounds us and I feel her relax and then she’s quickly asleep. It’s another hour before I am able to relax enough to sleep. But sleep soon does find me in the arms of my consort.

 





Eight
 

 


 


I’m having the most pleasant dream when I feel Shadowen’s body nuzzle into mine bringing me fully awake. My heart is pounding and her magic is dancing along my skin. I don’t open my eyes because I don’t want this feeling to end. I like the excitement of her magic rushing over my body. I feel her so snug in my arms and I’m simply amazed she is sleeping through this exchange of magic. We may not be halfway but her magic doesn’t know it.


Suddenly I feel her pull away from me so I open my eyes; she’s still asleep yet she’s sitting up with her arms moving outward as if she’s calling someone to her or she’s being called. I reach for her but my hand falls short when I hear her soft voice, “Shade, why do you summon me? What’s wrong?”


Floating in front of her is a shadow and this shadow has emotions, which is amazing. Most shadows you touch you can feel something but this one I can feel fear as if he were literally in the flesh. Shadowen calls him by the name of her brother, could this be Shade’s shadow reaching to her? I can’t hear the shadow speak, but she’s speaking aloud to it. “No I’m fine; he is taking care of me.” Great… I’m the topic of conversation it seems.

 “Thank you. I will take care of it.” She says then lays back and the shadow is gone. She reaches for me and her eyes open. “Mother has called for an inquiry; we will be summoned to Court. She claims you are unable to care for me since I was gone for two days without your knowledge. She is going to try and dissolve our relationship. My training as well being my consort and she requests for me to be returned to her care.


I see the sadness in her eyes. “Reis…” She looks away. “Do you… still want me to be your consort?”


This just isn’t a simple question she is asking. There is so much going on inside of her right now and I just don’t know what it is. I need to figure out how to get her to open up to me. She needs to trust me and I don’t know how to do this. “There isn’t a simple answer to that and I know it’s not exactly what you want to know. You know I am your consort and I have told you that I want this. I do not understand why you need this constant reassurance.”

 “You didn’t want to be saddled with a child. I know you didn’t.” she says softly. “But you were forced to take me as a child.”

 “Shadowen...” I say reaching out my hand to her.

 “It’s my fault; you see I couldn’t keep doing it anymore. I couldn’t take the bleeding anymore. I… I…” She stops and suddenly magic streams through so violently through the air and I feel her pain at trying to express it to me. “I made my reckoning come, but I can’t stop it.”

 “You what?” I say not exactly understanding.


She quickly moves off the bed. I feel her anger and her frustration but most of all I feel her trying to reach to me and explain. She then turns to the wall and her hands reach out touching them. Suddenly the room is filled with shadows that come streaming out from the walls.


I take a step back as this large shadow steps forth from the wall and it encircles Shadowen and there is something in her response to it that bothers me but I can’t exactly say what it is. I hear a whispery voice as it slowly, sensually sways around Shadowen over and over. “Royal Assassin…”

 “Yes?”

 “I am Spector… I am the First.”

 “The First?”

 “The First Royal Assassin.” He says in his whispery voice. 



I feel my heart stop and I think of my grandmother’s words. Not knowing what else to say I say, “I am honored.” This is the shadow of my grandfather.

 “As well you should be, but not by me, but by your consort. You failed in your duty but she takes you back!” I can feel something of anger and realize it is being channeled through Shadowen, so she is feeling the anger of the shadow and this distresses her.


I take a step towards her but Spector flares up and floats in between us. “Do not touch her, she is mine right now!” I look to Shadowen and her eyes flutter slightly closed and her lips part. I try to reach her with my magic but the shadow hisses at me. “You show little respect for her even after she…” he stops abruptly and I see that Shadowen is gently reaching to it with her other hand. I can’t tell if she is calming it or scolding it from speaking of her to me in such a way. But the result is the same. It calms and runs its shadowy form around her again.


I wait and Spector says, “She fears you will leave her again.”

 “I know, and I have told her I will not leave. I made a deadly mistake and I know I must make it up, and yet I know I cannot.”


He then says, “I fear you will leave her again.” He hisses slightly then runs along her body again and I feel something akin to joy and love as he does so and it's not coming from Shadowen. He then swirls around her stopping directly in front of her. “You will one day understand how important she is to us, but until then you must…” suddenly Shadowen pulls her hands away and I watch the shadow simply dissipate.

 “Until?” I ask her.

 “I don’t know… He just talks too much. It wears me out.” She sits back on the bed looking up at me while a faint smile touches her lips, but I see fatigue. 



I look at her and smile. “Spector, is my grandfather's shadow.” I mention it as if it's a casual statement. I'm curious what her reaction will be.

 “Yeah? Well he talks too much sometimes.” she closes her eyes. I can only smile in awe at her. What a rare person she is. Most Mystics would be ecstatic or awed by such a revelation but not her.


I need to somehow reach her. I touch her chin and she opens her eyes, “I have an idea let us start some place not halfway or a fourth way… Let’s start at the beginning.”

 “The beginning?”

 “Yes, we will talk over breakfast.” I pull her up to her feet and we both shift into shadows down stairs. I seat her at the table then I move to the cook top. I brush my fingers along the surface igniting the coals under it with my magic. I see she is looking at the table and so I start out, “I will start. Agreed?”


She nods then looks up at me. She looks tired and sleepy but she smiles anyway, even if only a wisp of a smile. “First off let’s think about this moment, for now and we will think about the Court if and when we receive the summons. Agreed?”

 “Agreed.” She says, with another small smile.

 “We will talk about Spector’s cryptic message later too. Agreed?”


Now her smile widens, “Agreed.” She says adjusting her hands in her lap.

 “Alright… let’s see… the beginning…” I think for a moment then say, “You knew my grandmother was Nightelf?” I ask.


She nods and says, “Father hates your mixed blood and says many bad things.”

 “I’m sure he does.” I say with intimate knowledge of just what he thinks of Nightelves and me. “Well, little one, I am part Nightelf, but most of my magic is shadows but I do have some darkness from my Nightelf side.”

 “Oh! I wondered what that was. I thought it was dark, but I had not thought of darkness, because it’s different from Nightelf darkness.”

 “You can tell the difference in my magic?” I say not withholding my surprise. Yet another revelation.

 “Oh yes, it’s very hard to resist at times.” She then looks back down as if she has said something she shouldn’t.


She likes my magic… my heart swells a bit. “Well, I must confess. Your magic is nothing I have ever felt or tasted and I want it all the time.” I glance over at her and she quickly lifts her eyes only to lower them again. I then add, “In fact I refuse to resist it one bit. The more you give me the more I will count myself blessed.” I say all this while pouring the rich swey batter onto the griddle. I glance back at her again. She still has her eyes lowered but I see the smile creep up on her lips. It’s this smile that tells me she's pleased that I like her magic.


I continue, “I was able to part shadows very young like you, but I have never seen anyone part them like you do. You are amazing at it. How long have you been doing it?” I ask flipping the cakes over. I give her a moment to think about it and she answers me. 


 “I do not know when I started. I’ve always been able to do it I think. But I just never let anyone see me do it until with you.” Another admission. She has shown only me that she can do it. This is a good step with trust.

 “It’s amazing but I was thinking… you probably shouldn’t let anyone see you do it still. I would rather you be able to surprise anyone who might be after you. I think if the assassins that came for you had known you could part shadows they would have tried to prevent you from doing it.”


She nods and I see thoughtfulness in her eyes, “You really mean you do not want father to know.”

 “Especially him!” I say but add, “But not just him. It’s good to keep ones abilities a secret if you are an assassin. So you could say that is lesson one on our journey to train you as an assassin.”

 “I will remember.” She says looking at me with those beautiful eyes. Eyes that are so lovely to gaze into I actually stop what I'm doing to watch her soft shadows dance in the purest silver I've ever seen.


It’s suddenly hard to continue but I shake off the gaze she gives me and say, “Where was I? Oh yes. I was parting shadows early as well as doing some other things, but I never experienced anything like your day of reckoning.” I set a plate of swey-cakes in front of her and she smiles with such an exquisite smile and the shadows in her eyes almost spin with her excitement. “I’m sorry I’ve not figured out what ponafruit or ponamilk is yet.”

 “It’s alright. This is absolutely wonderful.” She doesn’t even hesitate but takes one bite after the other. I suddenly find myself watching her with my own delight. She starts talking in between bites. “I do not really know why but I’ve always had magic. It’s just getting more and more and when I was twelve I decided I just couldn’t live with him anymore. I thought if I called the reckoning to me you would come and everything would be fine.” She pauses then says, “But it just went crazy and I’ve not really been able to control it like before.”


I am suddenly so overwhelmed and amazed that she is opening up to me but that she forced her reckoning upon her with her own magic, which is simply unheard of. I suddenly notice she is devouring each swey-cake with tiny little moans. She is actually moaning. Moaning! She is so different than I ever expected. Moaning over swey-cakes? Incredible!


I am so lost watching her eat I don’t even take a bite of mine and before I know it she has cleaned her plate. She looks at my full plate and before she can even ask, I feel her intention and I easily remove her empty plate replacing it with my full one. I then spend the next ten minutes watching her take one bite after another. Finally I ask, “When was the last time you had them?”

 “Oh I’m not allowed to eat them.” She shoves another bite in her mouth.

 “Why?” I ask hoping she doesn’t tell me she is allergic or something crazy like that. I’ve heard strange things have happened when people eat certain normal foods and it makes them deathly ill.

 “Because I like them so much.” She says in her normal voice.

 “Because you like them? That’s not a reason not to eat them. That’s more reason to eat them.”


She shoves the last bite down then sighs looking at me. “I think I could love you.”


What?!?! Where did that come from?


I smile. “I know that I already do love you.” I say and for some reason I find myself looking down because her eyes are just too beautiful.

 “How do you know?” She asks.


My smile widens. “I just do.” I turn my gaze to her while reaching across the table taking her hand in mine. “Do you feel me? I mean feel what’s inside me? My emotions?”

 “I try not to.” She confesses.

 “Shadowen, allow your magic to reach to me. It’s all right for you to touch my feelings and hold them to yourself. It’s all right to touch others to know what they feel. Its helpful so you know how to react to them. It’s also all right for you to block someone from feeling you, but… I am your consort and I should know what you are feeling all the time and you should know what I am feeling all the time. Once we are coupled… this will flow easy through us.”


Her fingers gently trace along mine then she says very quietly, “Father said you were furious that he made you give up all six of your consorts for me. He also says that you will find me lacking and will take them all back once you bed me.” She gently continues tracing her fingertips on my palm. She further shocks me. How she can just continue to pull this shocking revelations to me and sound so calm about it is besides me. “I do not want that to happen… if it does then I don’t want to know its coming. I don’t want to feel your disappointment in me.” 


 “That’s not going to happen.” I say without question. “Trust me. And for the record, I was delighted to release them because it meant I would have you and you are all I want. If you don’t believe me, you can ask them.”


She smiles at me now and I can see this special light in her eyes and just as quickly as I see it I watch it fade as she says, “He says you will hurt me much more than he…” I feel the pit of my stomach lurch when I see her rub the inside of her arm as if remembering or thinking about it. I can’t read her thoughts but I do feel her emotions. Something inside me tells me that each time he cut her also was when he bedded her. I could perhaps count the times on her arm and right now I know there were at least a dozen marks.


I take a long slow breath and I know she feels my emotions. She finally says, “But he is wrong. You don’t want to hurt me; I can at least feel that much.”

 “I defiantly do not want to hurt you.” I say standing up and reaching for her to come into my arms. I look down into her face. “I didn’t expect you to come into your magic so early and I’m sorry I wasn’t really prepared for you, but I would have taken you to me the moment we met had I known what he would do. I'm sorry I didn't know. I'm sorry because I should have known about your magic. I felt it when you were so young. I just never thought you could hide it so well.” I gently stroke my fingers along her face. “Shadowen, I love you so much and my heart has only just begun to beat the moment I met you.” I sigh as my fingers caress the soft black strands of her hair. “You do understand what it means to be a consort?”

 “I know it means you will help me with my magic but I am unsure exactly about the rest.” She says quietly.

 “Yes as your consort I am to help you with your magic. I will help you until you are able to control the burning and accept it fully. But I’m not sure why you are having such problems with the burning and the fevers if you’ve always had magic. I also don’t even know what to think about when it comes to you forcing the reckoning. I’ve never heard of such.”

 “I heard a voice tell me to call for it.” She looks down but I pull her chin back up and she looks once again in my eyes. “I knew what he was going to do that night.”

 “Phantom?” I ask while brushing my thumb along her cheek.

 “Yes.”

 “To you?” I whisper to her, but I already know.

 “He would bed me and make me bleed but then he was going to use my blood for very bad things. Very bad things.” she confesses and I actually feel her stark emotion.


I stroke along her hair and then she says, “This voice told me to call for my reckoning so I did and then it said, 'Reis will come. He is your consort and will take care of you.'” She looks up into my face and I see the worry in her eyes. “Reis, Father would never let me go with you. I know this. But I decided to trust the voice.” She leans into me pressing her head against my chest. “Oh Reis… I don’t understand it either, but sometimes it’s so painful and I have such strange feelings inside with it.” 



I kiss the top of her head. “Shadowen, you are a very incredible and I must add incredibly beautiful but right now I don’t care or understand it at all. The only thing I do know is I'm not going to get you halfway.” She gazes up at me and I see even more worry touch her eyes. “Oh Shadowen, you are my consort and half way is just not enough, it will never be enough. I promise you, I will get you all the way. No matter how long it takes.” Right now my heart is pounding in my chest. I want her so much and I know in a few years this love I have for her will explode into more than just love.


She tilts her head away then back to me and a soft smile touches the corners of her lips. I stare at her in simple awe. She is my consort and I've waited such a long time for her. Then straight out of nowhere she says, “The messenger is here.” I reach out with my magic and feel nothing and then a second later I feel his approach. I gaze at my consort and I realize she is going to make a great assassin. 



Shadowen slips up to her room and dresses while I deal with the messenger. Sure enough it's a summons to the Royal Court. I sit in my study reading over the parchment. It seems Shade’s message is correct. Essence has requested the Magistrate to intervene. I see Shadowen shift into my study and once again I am in wonderment with her adeptness. 



She is dressed so beautifully in a long dark gray gown with delicate black lace gloves and veil. It is a formal traveling veil that is worn by those of the Royal House. Her eyes are covered with gauze so she can see out but her eyes cannot be seen. The rest of her face is shadowed with lace. I slip my gloves on and veil and I help her into her cloak and she turns back to me with her arms slipping around my waist. Her voice is soft. “I always feel more secure and relaxed when I touch you. When I am not touching you I feel panic inside of me, why is that?”

 “Because you are truly my consort. Your magic and body needs me as I need you. It’s not desire as in bedding, but contact with each others body helps our magic converge. Our magic is merging on so many levels and when we part it’s difficult for us. But not impossible to be apart, and if needed our bond can be broken.”

 “You will not break this bond, will you?” she asks and once again her fear is in her voice but I cannot feel it from her emotions.

 “I will never break this bond.” I answer truthfully.

 “Then neither shall I.” She says firmly and she once again warms my heart.

 





Nine
 

 


 


I decide or rather Shadowen and I both decide to walk to the Royal Court to speak with the Royal Magistrate. It's best we do not let anyone know she can part shadows and to be honest I am glad we have come this way. Holding her hand in mine as we walk is very nice. The Royal Court is huge and I see her lift her head taking in it's massive size. “Have you ever been here?” I ask.

 “No, but it feels like I have.” she whispers.


We step through the large archway and Shadowen leans slightly into me. She glances up and then stops. “What’s wrong?” I ask.

 “Father is in there and so is mother.” She gestures just up ahead.

 “It’s all right little one.” I try to reassure her.

 “No it’s not, they are not alone. There is a conjurer with them and there is…” She becomes silent and leans further back into me and I realize she is truly frightened. I reach out gently with my magic, not to disturb them but just to see what the threat is. Assassins.


I slip my arms around Shadowen pulling her closer to me. “Little one, we will have to part shadows but I will part it and you will hold on. This way they will not know you are capable of doing it and they will think you tagged along with me.” I turn her so she is facing me. “Lean into me… that’s it. Now hold my hand. We will part a shadow in the upper chambers, bypassing everyone below.” I smile down at her and she snuggles in close.


I part the shadow and we step together. Immediately shadows surround us and feel them touching and caressing her. It’s not the normal touch I feel when I’m parting them. This is more intensive and I find it very disturbing. We step through one more and I feel the shadows caressing her in a way that shocks me. I’m further shocked to feel my little consort respond to their touch in an unexpected way that not only ignites jealousy inside me it fuels it inside my blood. I release her hand and tip her chin up to me. “Do they always touch you in this way?” I ask.


She nods then leans back into me whispering very soft so as not to be heard by anyone but me, “It makes them feel better.”

 “I don’t like it.” I confess. “It makes me… jealous.” 


 “Why would their touch make you jealous? You want them to touch you like that?” She asks so innocently.

 “Oh my sweet Shadowen, no.” 


 “No?” I’m pleased she doesn’t actually understand.

 “I do not like them touching you in ways that I want to some day.” I feel her happiness at my confession and realize that she likes me jealous. I lean over and kiss the tip of her veiled nose saying sweetly, “I do not think it wise for me to be expressing this emotion right now. So please do not encourage me.”


She quickly turns back around and now she is backing up into me. I feel exactly what it is she does. Phantom is moving down below, he feels our presence and he’s very unhappy we shifted in avoiding him, thus preventing his conjurer friend and his assassins from getting near us. To my right a shadow shifts and I immediately go on guard as a form appears. I'm ready for whatever Phantom wants to dish out.


To my complete and utter surprise it's my father, the Royal Seer. He stays slightly back within the shadow whispering to me and Shadowen. “Do not fear this day, you will prevail.” He then easily slips back and is gone. 



I turn to see that Magistrate Prescience notices us at the top of the stairs. He waves briefly at us that he is on his way and I notice right away that Essence is thrilled he is presiding. This can’t be good... but I hold onto what my father has said. You will prevail.


Essence follows quickly behind him and I notice Phantom does as well. Shadowen is leaning in closer and closer to me and her magic is swarming around me. I can’t understand at first why but now I can feel it. She is channeling her magic into protecting us from Phantom and the conjurers down stairs. My consort is very smart making me quite proud and so I begin uniting my magic with hers and I feel her body relax in our unity.

 “Magistrate Prescience,” I say as he steps on the landing. “I hope we are not late.”


His voice is shadowy and I note it has not changed much since he presided over my challenge of Phantom and Essence joining as consorts. He was very much on the side of Essence and I think this might explain the smugness I feel from her. 



The Royal Magistrate looks me over then takes a look at Shadowen before he settles himself behind his desk with Essence and Phantom sitting on his right as we sit on his left. I make note that there is a small glass chamber behind us that is used mostly as a holding chamber.


The Magistrate opens up the scroll on his desk and reads it over then speaks to Essence. “Please state your position.”


I can feel the joy surging within her as she clears her voice, “The Royal Assassin lost our daughter for several days. He makes outlandish claims against my husband stating he sent assassins to him and other horrid…” She pauses then says, “…claims against him. Claims I would prefer not like to voice in the presence of my daughter.” 



Essence turns briefly towards us then continues, “I believe the Royal Assassin has only taken our daughter to seek revenge for my reprisal of his attentions. He hasn’t allowed visitations with us and now knowing she has been missing and could have been hurt. He simply is incapable of being her consort. I imagine after two years her magic has cooled enough and if it hasn’t her father and I can help until she has cooled and gained control or a new consort can be arranged.”


I feel nothing but hatred from her now. Phantom is also streaming the vilest thoughts and emotions towards me. A ploy to distract me from Shadowen, however I keep my emotions in check and I note so does Shadowen. I’m very proud of Shadowen right now. Her strength is admirable being so close to the man who has abused her so much. 



I have placed her on my right and seated myself between her and Phantom. I can feel her gratitude that he cannot reach her physically or magically without going through me. I know he will also be dead should he try. I have no doubt in my mind that I am going to kill him. I want to kill him and I know that when the time is right I am going to. I also know I’m going to take great pleasure in doing so, something I rarely afford myself when killing anyone. An assassin must be detached, cold and non-wavering when delivering a death blow.


The Magistrate turns to Phantom and asks, “Do you wish to say something?”


Phantom is quiet at first but he turns quickly towards Shadowen and I before speaking, “The Royal Assassin has done everything in his power to discredit me and he has stolen my child. I desire her return so she can be well cared for and not used for revenge as he is doing.” 



I want to stick my stov-vo-kievs in his flesh and watch the life fade from his body and his breath cease. He turns back around and I feel a smugness roll off him that makes me want to reach across and just be done with it. The Magistrate turns drawing my attention saying, “Royal Assassin, what have you to say about these charges?”


I take a deep breath thinking of what I should or should not say, then I let this breath move slowly out of my lungs. Shadowen has moved a bit closer to me and I'm not sure it's from fear or now for support. My voice is still a whisper but it's strong and spoken with finality. “Shadowen is my consort and they will not take her from me. There is nothing more that can be said.”


Essence makes some odd noise of disgust yet Phantom remains cool. The Magistrate is quiet for a moment studying me. He then turns to Shadowen, “Shadowen, it says here that you…”


I interrupt him. “Magistrate you may not address my consort.”


He turns back to me and I can feel his magic and emotions bristle. “This is an inquiry that regards her well being. I will speak to her.”

 “Magistrate with all due respect, she is my consort.” I say firmly showing that I flat out know my rights concerning her.

 “That remains to be seen.” He says trying to intimidate me but it doesn’t work.

 “No it doesn’t. She is my consort and has been for over two years.” I say firm but holding all my emotions in check. “I know what you can and cannot do in regards to my consort and you may not address her at this time.” The Magistrate knows the laws and he knows I am correct. Shadowen is under my protection and he may not address her unless I say he may do otherwise. If she were past the age of sponsorship he could address her directly, but she is not.

 “Is there a reason you refuse for her to speak with me? Are you hiding something?” He asks slowly almost intimidating.


Essence says suddenly, “Of course he's hiding something. Just look at them, they way she is clinging to him. He's probably threatened her to not speak for fear of him. He is the Royal Assassin after all and we all know what he's capable of.”


I will not be drawn into a debate with the Heirs and neither will Shadowen. She is under my protection as she is my consort. “You may believe what you will of me, but I will not allow her to be abused by either of them again.”


The Royal Magistrate studies me for a moment then says, “Fair enough Royal Assassin.” He leans back in his chair placing his gloved hands over the arms and swivels slightly, facing Shadowen and I more directly saying, “I desire to speak with your consort, what conditions do you request?”

 “Essence and Phantom must not be present.” I say simply.


Essence and Phantom both make hissing sounds of disgust. But the Magistrate says, “Done. You two will go wait in the conveyer’s room.” He says dismissing them. They both stand to leave but I feel Phantoms magic sweep over to us and just as quickly I repel it back. The Magistrate states quickly, “Calm down Phantom.” He then leads them out of his chambers.


Once they both leave. I gently place my arm around Shadowen. She is very anxious and I can feel every tense muscle in her body sigh in relief with them gone. Her voice is absolutely without emotion when she speaks to me though, “He is quite angry and if I am forced to return he will do…”


I lightly brush my fingertip along her veil caressing her cheek underneath. “No one will take you away from me. No one.” I say doing my utmost to reassure her.


The Magistrate returns sitting back at his desk and I am unsure he actually heard our conversation or not. He looks at us for a moment and I feel his magic try to reach out to her, but I block him. He makes a small huffing noise then says, “Any other conditions?”

 “No, you may address her.” I say simply. Magic is not part of the agreement but I think he is testing me to see if I will give in.


He begins slowly, “Shadowen, do you understand the charges against your… consort?”

 “I do.” her voice is lovely and I know right away he is taken with it.

 “Have you anything you would like to say?”

 “What would you have me say?” she asks and he looks at her oddly.

 “I would like for you to tell me what you think of your consort?”


She looks down then back up, “You wish for me to speak about him with him here?”

 “Are you afraid of speaking in front of him?”

 “Oh yes.” She says and I can't help but sigh softly as her hand reaches to me, clutching me. I notice that he catches each and every gesture she makes. He’s a very astute man and I had not even noticed until now.

 “Do you mind my asking why you are afraid?” He says very gently.

 “Because then he will know how I feel about him.” She says quite lightly and I smile to myself. She is still angry but not so angry that she will give me up. I think she might say we are not halfway but I think we are more halfway she just doesn’t want to admit it.

 “You do not want him to know?” He asks then turning his head slightly towards me.


She lowers her voice as if I cannot hear her. “I am still angry with him.” I want to laugh but I don’t.

 “Angry about what?” He quietly inquires back.

 “He said he would not leave me, that he would protect me.” She says quickly as if this explains it all. It explains it to me but not at all to him.

 “I do not understand.” He rocks a bit in his chair and he reminds me of someone I should know.


She tilts her head slightly then says, “I do not want him to forget yet.”

 “Forget what?” He asks.

 “That he gave me his vow he would not leave. That he must never leave me, that...” she doesn’t finish her sentence but stops short looking down. I feel her fear rising as she looks to the outer door. Phantom is pacing and this is distracting her. 



The Royal Magistrate sits back and studies us for a moment then says, “Would you like for your consort to leave, so you can tell me?'

 “No!” panic fills her and her voice. “No, please!” She looks at me and I can't help but brush my hands along her shoulders, calming her.

 “I'm not leaving, I promise.”


He takes a breath then says leaning forward, “Please tell me how you feel about your consort even with him here.”


She looks away and I know this is hard on her. She doesn’t want to admit giving in and yet she doesn’t want to lose me. “I don’t want him to leave me.”

 “Yes, you said that already.” He mumbles slightly annoyed that she is not giving him the information he wants.


I interrupt, “Magistrate, she has been through a lot recently.”


Phantom suddenly breaks through with his magic and I jump up instantly countering his magic and shielding her behind me. The Magistrate looks at both of us. He turns to the door and says, “Royal Assassin, speak to me now!”


I realize he cannot feel Phantom because his attack is quite precisely aimed at Shadowen. He’s trying to get her to relent to say she wants to come home to him. He thinks our bond is not truly formed because I’ve not bedded her but he is mistaken. Our bond is even stronger because I haven’t stolen from this child her trust and respect.


I feel her tears and I can’t help myself but turn around to her. I pull her into my arms and she buries her head into my chest. I send her comfort with my magic and whisper, “I won’t leave you Shadowen, I have promised. No one will take you from me, you are my consort.” 



Her small, delicate gloved hands slide up to my face. She shakes her head and says softly, “There are now three assassins waiting for us and the conjurer is already outside the door. He’s cast several spells. Father hates that I love you.” She whispers. 



I hug her close to me for a moment I’m filled with such joy and elation at her admission. I lift my veil and hers so she can look into my face and my eyes, “Do you love me? Is that what you fear for me to know?” I ask while my gloved fingers trace her chin.

 “Yes.” She confesses.

 “Shadowen, fear not, I know it already. Also my little one you need not fear them, you are safe with me. I will even give you your second lesson when I kill them.” I kiss the tip of her nose.


The Magistrate studies us a moment and when I reach up to lower her veil, he asks, “May I look upon your consort?”


A voice inside me says, Let him gaze upon her.




Shadowen turns to him and I hear his intake of breath. “You are very beautiful. Thank you for allowing me to gaze upon you unveiled.” I feel something else and his magic reaches out gently touching her and I don’t know why but I allow it. I feel Shadowen instantly respond to magic. I feel the draw upon her to take in what he is giving her. He pulls back slightly lowering his head and says to me while I pull Shadowen’s veil back in place. “Do you know why the Heirs of the Royal Chalice were never allowed to be consorts or marry?”

 “I do not.” I say quickly while brushing my hands along Shadowen’s cloak, chanting a protection spell just in case.

 “Because it had happened before, and they could not produce a child together. It wasn’t until their consortship was dissolved and they were with others in the Royal House that each were able to produce a child. 



Phantom and Essence did not produce a child together for many years.” His voice goes silent then he adds, “When Essence does produce a child she has twins... amazing don’t you think?”


I look up from Shadowen feeling odd. He continues, “Twins are a rare thing here in Myst. I am a twin, did you know that?” I shake my head. “Twins run in my family I have been told. My wife and I never had children together though and my brother has long since died… He was an Heir of the Royal Chalice but his bloodline died with him and it was passed to another Royal family, Phantom’s.”

 “It did not pass to you?” I quietly ask.

 “No. I was already too far into politics to have taken the burden. I'm told though since my blood is as his I would have been a more suitable choice.”


I pull my veil down over my eyes then turn to look at him. I fear what he may say next. I fear what this knowledge may do to Shadowen if she figures it out. He speaks quietly to me, “You do love this child, don’t you?”

 “I do.” I say my heart starting to pound in my chest.

 “I feel your protectiveness around her. But I am very concerned about her disappearance.”


Shadowen speaks up, “I allowed a shadow to take me to protect me because two assassins arrived before Reis returned.”

 “Take you?” He asks gently.

 “I can commune with shadows.” She says.

 “You… can commune… this is very rare.” He stands up slowly moving towards the door between Phantom and us and I notice his hand cautiously touching the door.

 “Not too rare it seems, because Spector told me that you do. He also says you will make sure I'm with Reis. He says you are obligated to make sure I am well taken care of and Reis is the only one who can care for me.”

 “He told you that?” He asks her.

 “Yes.” She replies.

 “What else did he tell you?” He questions with earnest.

 “That I am the true Heir of the Royal Chalice and that is why my father is upset I am not with him.”

 “How does this Spector know you are such?” he further asks.


She sighs, “Because he touched my blood.” Voicing this upsets her and I hold her closer to me. 



He is quiet a moment and says to her, “You are quite correct that I commune with shadows and I have only known those of my family to do the same. It is one of the rarest of abilities and we do not speak of it.” He pauses then says, “The shadows tell me that the Royal Assassin is correct in keeping you safe from Essence and Phantom. They also tell me Phantom is orchestrating a conjurer and three assassins right outside my door.”


I feel Shadowen’s body shiver slightly but now his voice is very calm and I feel him reaching out to her magically with his next words, “They tell me he wants your consort dead and he wants you dear, bleeding in his bed.” I try to block his magic but it’s too late. He feels her pain not shock at his words, “They also tell me… you have bled for him in his bed often before your consort came for you.”

 “Stop it!” I say quickly and I draw upon her magic pushing him back against the door. “Magistrate, your words are distressing to her. You will speak no more to her.”

 “Her? Or is it distressing to you?” He says quite pointedly to me. I had hoped know one would know what had actually been done to her. She turns away from him and buries her head into my chest again. I feel not just her pain but shame overwhelming her.

 “Both.” She whispers to him while clinging to me.

 “As they should be.” He relaxes slightly taking a breath. “Royal Assassin, I declare that you are quite fit to care for her. I also decree that she remains in your care and that her parents are not to seek visitation with her. Her brother may visit but only at your discretion as her consort.”


He gestures with his hand to the room with the glass and he points towards the shadowy corner. “He cannot trace you from there. Take her and leave… and Royal Assassin, please do take good care of her… I feel as if she were… my daughter.”

 “Magistrate, I assure you I will protect her with my very life.”

 “And will you love her as well?” He asks and I can feel strong fatherly emotion emanating from him. I reach out with my magic and reassure him of my love and protection over her and when his magic reaches back to me I do feel the love of a father to a child, not the attention of the Magistrate. I sweep her into me and I part the shadow and somehow I feel that more than one secret has just been revealed to me yet I'm not sure what the other is.




Ten
 

 


 


The next three years pass swiftly. Phantom and Essence have left us virtually alone. Shadowen has not had a single visit with Shade and I know this distresses her greatly, but she tells me that he refuses to see her for her protection. I hear Shadowen stirring in her room and I smile. Today is her seventeenth birthday and she is busy dressing. I have a small gift for her but it’s too early to surprise her with it.


I feel her shift not to mention feel her magic caressing me when she enters our bedchambers. Recently she has been staying in her old room and I am so grateful. Each day she becomes lovelier and I can’t seem to get bedding her off my mind. She’s been old enough for a year now, and at first I was so very excited but soon this left when I leaned in trying to give her a simple kiss, a kiss a consort would give and she froze. She was not ready. 



I have had to ask her to spend more time in her room but she still manages to find her way to me far too many nights. I end up holding her close… miserable while she sleeps quite peacefully. A bit of a nuisance but I am managing. 



I keep my eyes closed but feel the bed moving with her weight. I pretend I’m still sleeping. I feel her move the bed more, trying to get me to wake up but not trying to come right out and tell me to wake up. I force myself not to smile. I take a deeper breath but I do not stir. Now I hear her waiting and I know she is watching me. Finally she says. “Reis… wake up, it’s my birthday.”


I roll over and with my sleepy voice saying, “It can’t possibly be your birthday, you just had one a few months ago.” That will get her going.

 “A few months ago? Reis wake up! It’s my birthday.” She's now poking at my shoulder.

 “Oh just let me sleep another hour.”

 “Another hour? Reis!” I can’t help but laugh at her outrage and I quickly snatch her up and she squeals slightly. Now I let my magic shine and blue nightstars slowly rain down upon us.

 “Oh Reis their lovely!” she says grabbing several of them.

 “I’m pleased you like them, seeing how it is your birthday.” She slips her arms around me and to my surprise she presses her lips to mine. I’m not expecting that, but I am going to welcome it. Her mouth is soft and tender and very much desired against mine. She lifts her head and her shadows are swaying so beautifully with her happiness.


She giggles slightly as more nightstars rain down on her. “They are lovely!” she says looking away at them.

 “Not near as lovely as you Shadowen.” I say reaching up touching her cheek. She looks down then back at me with a shimmer of a smile touching her lips. Instantly I feel aching seep inside my body for her. She may not be ready but I am. I push her hair from her face and lean up this time and kiss her lips. She doesn’t pull away but I can feel this is as far as I’m going to get. She turns back to the falling nightstars as they float downward from the ceiling with my magic.

 “Oh Reis they are so beautiful and here I thought you truly forgot. You tease me so.” She sits back curling her bare legs under her gown. I lift my hand and call for her present to come and it floats it’s away over to us to rest in her lap.

 “What is this?” She asks looking at the black cloth that has a deep purple trim sewn in.

 “It’s a robe.”

 “A robe? But it has purple in it.”

 “Yes, the color of the Royal House.”

 “But assassins do not wear colors.” She spreads it out and sees there is silver trim as well.

 “This is for home, a robe to wear.” I gesture lightly. She turns it over and I not only see the joy on her face I feel it suddenly thick in the air.

 “Reis this is the Royal Chalice.” She says her finger lightly running along the edge of the design.

 “Yes, do you like it?”

 “Oh Reis… it’s beautiful. It’s so beautiful I don’t know what to say except thank you so much.”

 “You are welcome, little one.” I say and I lay back just content gazing at her happiness. Her dark hair falls forward again and I gently push it back. I feel a rush of wild magic and she takes a deep breath. I feel another rush like I’ve not felt since her twelfth birthday. Now another rush comes and another. A frown creases along her brow. “Shadowen?” I ask.


Suddenly she is pulled straight up in the air as if invisible hands have grabbed her and pulled her up. I can see shadows bleed from the walls as she screams and suddenly sparks are flying off her, magical sparks. Her voice is nothing like I’ve heard before its like pain mixed with the richness of magic, “Reis…”


I quickly reach for her but I’m thrown back down on the bed. Magic is repelling me. Damn it! I begin studying this wild magic. It’s more intense than I’ve seen before or felt. Oh goddess… it’s her magic. Shadows are screaming from the walls and suddenly Shadowen is thrust to the floor and I move rapidly pulling the magic from her as quickly as I can. It’s nothing at all I’ve dealt with before. I look up and I see Mysteria laughing in delight dancing around Shadowen who is now doubled over on her hands and knees clutching her abdomen.


I am using every ounce of magic I have to pull this from her and suddenly Mysteria holds her hand out to me and I am thrust backward against the wall pinned. I cannot move. My magic is frozen along with me. Mysteria laughs again and starts dancing around Shadowen ignoring the pain and agony she is enduring. Mysteria is speaking but I can’t hear her voice over the shadows screaming. Shadowen is nodding her head as if she hears and is answering her. 



Then Mysteria vanishes before my eyes. I can move now and so I rush to Shadowen pulling her up to me. Her hand reaches up touching my cheek. Her voice is soft and light and filled with musical whispers, “Happy birthday to me?”


I smile even though I am seriously frightened at what I have just seen. “Happy birthday little one.” She closes her eyes and a soft smile splays on her mouth.

 “Thank you, but why are you so upset?” She looks around then says, “Why are we on the floor?”

 “You do not remember?” I ask shocked.

 “Remember?” She breathes in slowly closing her eyes only to slip right to sleep. I lift her up and carry her to the bed. Her body is limp but her magic is sweeping over her like flames. Her shadows are moving over her and biting at me each time I try to comfort her. I’ve not experienced anything like this before.


I sit on the side of the bed and watch her for a nearly an hour before I head down to my study. I know she is resting peaceful and I need some time alone to think about what the vision meant. I feel Shadowen almost immediately awake and she shifts right into the study.


I stand up immediately and find she is pressing her body next to mine and her lips seek mine instantly. I’m stunned at her boldness. I’m also quite bewildered.

 “What’s wrong?” She asks.

 “You’ve never kissed me like this before.” I say.

 “You do not want me to kiss you?” She sounds sad.

 “No. I mean yes, no I mean.” I'm so frustrated! “This isn’t coming out correct.” I say as her hands slide around my waist. I reach out with my magic and I feel her burning. “Shadowen, this won’t help.” I say trying to move her back from me but she presses in closer her mouth on my neck. My desire immediately explodes in hunger for her. 


 “Reis… I need you.” She whispers along my neck. Her mouth is now kissing and sucking along my skin.


I want her desperately. I’ve longed for this, for her... but I also know this isn’t what she wants. I feel her pain. I push her gently back from me. “I can feel you aren’t ready for this.”

 “I’m ready.” She says reaching for me again. “I’m a woman now and you’ve been waiting so long.”


I turn to her and she looks so beautiful but I can feel her fear because it’s right under the surface. Her body moves so fluidly towards me that I just can’t move. Her mouth is so perfect and when she reaches me she leans up and it’s like I’m caught in this spell. I lean in pressing my lips to hers. I’ve wanted her for so long but although I see her willing and I know she is old enough. I also know she doesn’t really want this. She is only doing this because of the burning inside of her and for me.


I gently touch her shoulders my mouth still pressing to hers and I can feel her trembling under my touch not with desire but in fear. I release her quickly. “Stop this.” I say and take a step back. 



She looks positively stunned and I might add hurt. “What?” She says to me, “I thought you wanted me?”

 “I do want you, but not like this.” I say moving away from her.

 “Reis… I need you.” she follows me.

 “I want you willing.” I say quickly trying to remove the mounting desire from my body.

 “I am willing. I don’t understand.” She says moving swiftly in front of me stopping me dead in my tracks.

 “You are burning and you think this will help and it will help but you are really doing this for me, not for you. I don’t want you doing this for me.”

 “But I thought…”

 “You thought I would enjoy your body while you secretly hated it?” I’m feeling my anger rise again, recalling when she was a child. “I explained to you before that I didn’t want you offering yourself again…”


She cuts me off, “You think that’s why I…”

 “Yes it’s exactly why. You feel the burning and you think joining our bodies will help, and it will, but we don’t need to join for me to help your burning. I can help you without the bedding.”

 “You don’t want to bed me?” She asks. But this time I feel her confusion. “I’m burning inside and you know bedding me will stop this burning and you won’t do it?”

 “I can stop your burning without the bedding.” I say reaching out touching her face. Instantly my magic rushes over her body cooling the burning. She calms almost instantly and I can tell all thoughts of bedding have left her mind. But there is something in her eyes that I can’t read.


My thumb brushes along her cheek and she looks away. “Shadowen…” I whisper while reaching for her again but I feel this distance mounting between us. “Shadowen.” I say once more but she lifts her hand touching my lips. She looks up to me and I see tears forming in her beautiful eyes. I’m not sure what I did to cause this, but I don’t like it one bit. She backs up shaking her head at me then simply fades into a shadow. My heart aches for her and now I feel she is up in her room. I also know the last thing she wants is me near her.




Eleven
 

 


 


Several weeks have passed since Shadowen’s birthday. She has not come to me at night even when I feel her burning. She lies in bed, alone in her old room suffering with it. She has this amazing control over herself and I have to wait for her to fall asleep before going to her. I ease her burning while she sleeps and then leave her, leaving me in utter turmoil.


I've tried everything I can think of... but I can’t get her taste from my lips. It’s driving me insane with desire and need for her. Now when I see her I can’t help but look at her with longing and today was the first time she snapped at me about it. 



She’s been in her room ever since and I have no idea what to do or say to her. So I have been trying to stay busy in the kitchen cooking, until that feels fruitless to distract me. I then spend time below training some skills however once that isn’t enough to distract me I find myself back to cooking.


Shadowen shifts in and I try not to look at her because I can’t remove the look from my face each time I do look at her. I'm all mixed up inside and I feel as if all control is lost when I'm near her. Even now I’m unable to suppress my emotions fully when she is so close to me. She brushes lightly against me and I swallow hard handing her a steaming bowl of vegetables as she sits down. 



I join her at the table keeping my eyes averted but I can feel her looking at me. I keep a solid gaze down at my food not daring to look up. I can feel her anger mounting but she says nothing. I know if I say anything I will mess it all up, again.


Finally she breaks the silence. “You aren’t going to look at me anymore?”


My heart stops but I find my voice, “I think for the time being I shouldn’t.”

 “But…” She stops in mid-sentence. Now I feel her cut her emotions off from me.


I hate that!

 “Shadowen, please don’t be angry with me.”


She pushes the full bowl away, scraping it along the table as she stands up. “I’m no longer hungry, but thank you for going to such trouble.” She turns shifting right out of the kitchen and into her bedroom.


Damn!


I’ve really upset her if she won’t eat. I look at my food and I push it aside as well. I stand then shift into the training room down below. This will bring me clarity. I train with my stov-vo-kievs first then next I’m flipping my blades from one hand to the other. Before I know it I am parting shadows and I’m suddenly outside heading to the surface. 



It feels good to feel the wind flowing through my cloak. Night has come and I can roam freely at night. Several hours go by and when I return Shadowen greets me with her veil on. I’m stunned and hurt. How can we have moved so far forward to be thrown so far back?


I reach for her but she promptly pulls away. I feel my own anger at her distance. “Shadowen, you veil yourself? You should not be so angry.”

 “Angry? Who’s angry? I’m just preparing to leave.” She says pulling on her gloves in that monotone voice that gets right under my skin.

 “Leave? What do you mean leave?”

 “Leave, as in depart, as in go out.” She says with that intolerable indifference that she knows I truly despise. She's really trying to push my buttons.

 “Where do you plan to go?”

 “I heard that Darken is back visiting his parents from the surface. I thought I would pay a visit to his family.”

 “Darken? Are you serious?” Not the old boyfriend again!

 “It’s been a long time since I saw him and… well… I’ll be back later.” She reaches for a shadow but I block her step.

 “No! You will not see him.” I tell her as my fury and I hate to admit it but my jealousy rises. I step towards her to touch her but she takes several steps away reaching for another shadow.


I block her again. “I said no!” I can’t believe she is doing this. It’s not even safe for her to be so close to Phantom.

 “I don’t think you understand. I am leaving.” She says firmly.

 “I don’t think you understand. You are not.” I say quite firmly back at her.

 “His family is old friends and…”


I interrupt her with my fury, “He is an old boyfriend and you are not leaving this house to be with him!”

 “You seem to think you have some rights here concerning what I do.” She says far too smoothly.

 “Rights?” I'm shocked.

 “Yes, rights and you are quite mistaken.”

 “Mistaken?” I’m further shocked. “I’m your consort and you plan to go run around with your ex boyfriend. No!”

 “Consort? You are no consort.” She says turning and she slips right in a shadow but this time I am so stunned by her words I don’t move fast enough and she is gone. 



I gather my wits rather quickly slipping right into her wake and now I am chasing her. If she thinks she is going to just decide I’m no longer her consort because Darken has returned... She's the one mistaken, not I.


I reach her after three shadow steps and grab her before she has a chance to part another. I turn her around and I’m actually stunned that her body falls right into mine perfectly. My arms are around her and she presses her hands against my chest. I’m so suddenly aroused that I think I might explode just from this contact with her. Now I realize I’m feeling her arousal from the shadows and it’s playing havoc with mine. 



She leans into me even more and I turn to see where we are. I take her hand in mine and my other hand slips her more tightly to my body. I refuse for her to think she can just leave me and go chase in these shadows becoming so aroused that when she meets Darken she will be all ready for him to pounce on. Oh hell no!




I lean down pressing her tighter to me, whispering in her ear, “Step with me.” I take the step and she does with mine and I immediately feel her arousal heighten along with mine and jealousy. Oh… it’s the shadows. I forgot how they make me feel when they touch her. This is not an expected outcome but we step again and then again becoming even more aroused with each step taking us back home. She isn’t speaking or protesting and her body is rubbing against mine and it’s like pure agony feeling myself become so hard without relief in sight.


Finally we step into our foyer and I reluctantly release her hand. She instantly brings it back up to my chest and presses in closer. I feel her inhale deeply and I’m not sure I can control myself I want her so badly. Her hands slide down my chest igniting even hotter fuel inside me. I quickly grab her hands with my trembling ones. I find my voice and its husky, “Shadowen… I haven’t the restraint.”

 “I don’t want your restraint.” She says boldly.


Don’t ask, don’t ask, don’t ask. I ask anyway. “What do you want?” 


 “I want my consort.” She purrs into my neck brushing her veil along mine.


I snatch her hand in mine again pulling her body firmly against me and I part a shadow practically dragging her with me as I groan in need. I take us straight up to our bedroom. I pull my veil off and hers in a single motion my mouth is taking hers before she can say no, change her mind or do anything.


I want her. I’ve wanted her for so long. I’m cupping her face with my hands as my magic swarms around her allowing my shadows to unbutton her gown and remove our clothes. I need to feel her nakedness next to mine. Now she releases her emotions to me and I inhale deeply. She is burning with magic, on fire with it and desire.


My mouth moves from her lips to her neck, she tastes incredibly sweet and I can’t get enough of her. My lips kiss and my teeth nibble along her neck. Her breath is quickening with each taste I take. Her fingers now touch me and I groan in agony for her. I allow her to feel my need and sweet misery with each caress of her fingers.


I gently press her down to the bed with my magic and my mouth is now sliding downward along her body. Her skin is so incredible I can’t seem to stop tasting it. My fingers tingle with magic moving against her skin and she is gasping softly, which only fuels me more. I feel her nervousness but I also feel her desire is overwhelming her anxieties.


I slip my hand lower and lower until I part her soft, sweet thighs. My lips find her nipple hard and excited to be kissed. So I kiss it more until taking it into my mouth. Her shadows suddenly engulf me and begin touching me in ways I never expected. My skin feels alive with her as if I am finally breathing in life for the first time. 



I realize I can’t wait. I’m about to explode and I’m not even anywhere I want to be to do that. I try to stop and control myself. I lift my head and she leans up so quickly taking my mouth with hers. Her tongue slips into my mouth startling me with her passion and sweetness. She’s moving her body, wiggling below mine.


I’m not going to make it. I’m not going to make it. Her hand touches me and I gasp out releasing her lips. I’m stunned at her desire and need as her unskilled hands try to put me inside her soft wetness. Her fear is still there but I feel her throbbing need because it's matching mine. Finally it turns to utter frustration, “Please… help me.” She begs.


She need not beg me more than this simple plea because I’m thrusting inside her tightness and she is arching her back. I can’t control anything now. I’m thrusting in her like my life is depending on this to live. I need to be deeper and deeper inside her and she is clawing at my back trying to pull me in deeper.


Our magic is suddenly wild and flaming around us. It’s sweet agony to feel our shadows piercing each other and now I’m feeling her passion rise to incredible heights. I feel my Consort explode taking me along with her. 



My heart is filled with her and her warmth. I have waited so long for this, but I never expected it to be like this. I knew it would be great but this is beyond great. My body is grinding into her and she is moaning and thrusting with me. It's pure ecstasy.


I shudder again then wrap my arms around her pulling her body even closer to mine. My breath is harsh as I breathe into her neck. I can’t stop myself from saying it. It’s as if I have no choice I must say it. “You’re my Consort. Only mine. I cherish you and will always cherish you.” 



I feel her breath so soft and so sweet along my shoulder. “Reis, I am your Consort as you are mine, for eternity.” I lift my head and shower her face in kisses. I will never let her go. 



I lift my lips to stare into her beautiful eyes. Her shadows are swaying so erotically and a smile touches her mouth. She is breathtaking and I am looking into her face with awe but it is not the same awe as earlier. I’m looking into the eyes of my Consort. Now several thoughts come to me and I feel my brow wrinkle. “You lied to me?”

 “Lied?” she says with this innocent look on her face.

 “Darken isn’t back.” I say with this new knowledge.

 “Did I say he was back? I thought I said... 'I heard he was back'. Not exactly the same.” She says with this soft smile.

 “You little minx! You tricked me!”

 “Tricked you, I have no idea what you mean?” she says softly raising her hand to my hair brushing it back away from my face.

 “Shadowen, you didn’t have to trick me. I would have…”

 “You would have what? Stop speaking to me as well as not looking at me.”


Ouch. She’s right I was not dealing well with this at all. “How did you know I would chase you? How did you… know?”

 “I didn’t know anything. I just knew I couldn’t live like this anymore.” She says leaning up kissing my lips. “I want you.” She says, then a bit huskier she adds, “I need you.” I feel her body move slightly underneath me and I’m still very much inside her and growing harder by the minute. 


 “You need me?” I ask brushing my lips against hers.

 “Oh yes.” She admits and I do feel her need and her desire swelling. I move more slowly now inside her. And she gasps as I gaze into her eyes. My body slowly thrusting inside her as I gaze into her beautiful shadows. I feel her desire press into mine, she wants it faster but I have better control and now I’m going to use this control. 



Each slow thrust I make is with purpose and determination and she begins moaning along with her gasping. Her hands move along my back and I feel her previous clawing ignite my skin and now I feel her healing magic sweep along the love wounds she made.


I kiss her mouth gently and she returns the kiss but I lift my head, I want to stare into her lovely eyes as the passion rises inside her. I increase my movements and her shadows sway against my body. Magical charges shudder through our bodies and I feel her drawing in my magic. I don’t know how she can do it but she’s pulling on my darkness and I feel her sipping it down along with my shadows. Now I find she is moving... pushing me to the edge. She wants it faster and she is using my magic to get what she wants. 



I smile at her but her face is not smiling back. She is determined and she is biting her lower lip. I feel the power building between us. She wants my magic in her so I give it to her. I release my control and drown her in my magic and my passion. Her magic shoots straight to me and I’m almost screaming in pure pleasure. 



My body is rocking along with hers as spasms consume her and me. I’m caught within her shadows and it’s like I’ve just plunged into a huge vat of honey. It’s incredibly sweet and thick and moist not to mention sticky. Oh goddess I never want to leave this place inside her. I collapse atop her body and my breathing along with hers is ragged yet perfect. 



A moment later I lift my weight from her and lie next to her but keep her body entwined into mine. She nuzzles right into my shoulder and chest. My magic is shimmering as I sweep the spread across us. Coupling is known to increase our power, but this is nothing I have ever experienced. I feel double my normal magic and oh goddess I love it. This was well worth the wait.


I hear her sleeping so suddenly and I can’t help but lay back just basking in our magic. It’s sweet and perfect and if I keep thinking about it I am going to roll her over and take her again. The only thing missing is she hasn’t opened up fully to me and that I need for her to do so I can join with her soul. But I know it is only a matter of time and she will let me in her heart fully.


It’s not like I can blame her after everything she's been through but I had hoped by now she would have enough trust in me to let me in her heart fully. I’m not sure how to get her to open up to me but I am positive it will happen.




Twelve
 

 


 


I open my eyes to find Shadowen is staring down into my face. I smile up at her and a soft grin crosses her lips. “How long have you been staring at me while I sleep?” I ask. Her grin widens, “For awhile… I was wondering if I held a pillow over your head if you’d stop snoring.” I see her grin break into giggles and I whisk her quickly in my arms then just as swiftly place her underneath me.

 “I do not snore!” I say but now I am grinning down at her.

 “Oh but you do.” She insists. Then she makes this annoying snoring sound.

 “Shadowen!” I pretend to scold her but her hands reach around my back and I feel her magic reach to me as a lover and I take a sharp intake of breath. 



The shadows in her eyes sparkle and I feel more of her magic swarm around me. I can’t get over the sensations rushing through my body. My voice is harsh with desire, “Shadowen…” I’m amazed at the way she is caressing me with her magic. It’s like she has been doing this for years. Unfortunately I am going to succumb like a young man without any experience or control at all. “Oh Shadowen.”


She squirms underneath me and just as I am about to ravish every inch of her, she suddenly stiffens with fear sweeping along her skin. She freezes and I know why, Phantom, and he's outside our home. I slip off her soft body and I feel her stress, worry and it’s mixed with mine. I dress quickly my mind reeling and I see that she too is dressing in a hurry but is very quiet. 



I finally turn to her, “How does he know?”

 “What?” she asks.

 “Dammit Shadowen!” I hate when she avoids answering me when she knows exactly what I mean.


I slip on my boots and wrap the gray gauze around them; taking my sweet time all the while I know he is out there waiting for me. “You know perfectly well what I’m…”

 “Shade.” She says quickly.

 “How did you already… oh never mind.” I run my fingers through my hair. “Just tell me why you told him?”

 “I didn’t tell him.”

 “Then how…”

 “He can feel me sometimes when my emotions are intense.”

 “Oh great so each time we make love Shade is going to know and go run and tell your father?” I look angry and I feel the thick emotion but then I can’t help but feel quite wicked. I snatch her up in my arms to her surprise. “You know maybe this isn’t as bad as I first thought.” I quickly slip my hands under her gown and begin sliding it up and she giggles in this soft way that always warms my heart. “Maybe I should bed you right now with him down there waiting for us.” 


 “Would that really please you?” she asks me.


I sigh deeply looking at her lovely face. I’m not sure she is asking me or making a statement but I couldn’t use her in such a way and I am hoping she knows this. “No, but it sounded good.” I wink and a grin spreads along her lips. I then pull her to me swinging her around in my arms and she giggles even more. “Dance with me instead.” I say.

 “Dance?”

 “Yes dance.” I sweep her around with me and she clings to me.

 “I don’t know how to dance... Mystics don't dance.” She says suddenly her eyes bright and her shadows swirl wildly.

 “Nightelves do. So I will teach you.” I say spinning around with her in my arms as she giggles and clings to me. I feel her joy, which is so much better than the fear I felt only a moment ago. Now I’m feeling so wild with magic. We reach the bottom of the stairs and I pull her close to me and kiss her sweet mouth so deeply leaving her and I both breathless when I lift my head.


I take a step back from her and lift my hands up and instantly my stov-vo-kievs fling themselves from the walls and with a quick flick of my wrists I store them. Now my shadow blades fling in the air to my hands and I store them as well. I see the awe in her eyes and I have to admit I'm really feeling awesome with power. I grab her again spinning her around then I pull her into my arms. Her soft whispery giggles are like liquid magic to my soul so I press my lips again to hers.


I spin her away again lifting my hand and my veil flies through the air towards me. I see and feel her excitement when I use my magic in such a way. I can even hear her heartbeats speeding up as well. I reach for veil to don it but she rushes into my arms pressing her sweet lips to mine slipping my veil from my fingers. Her lips linger along mine and my arms instinctively hold her body to mine. I feel her hands slip my veil up onto my head and as she releases my lips she gently lowers it over my eyes letting it fall into place. 



I lift my hand and her veil flies through the air and she snatches it before it reaches me and I laugh. She quickly slips it on excited she will go with me and not be left alone when I speak with Phantom. I do not need to learn my lesson twice. She will never leave my side when he comes calling. I will also never leave her side either. I feel a little mocking tone in my voice once she is fully veiled, “Shall we see what daddy wants?”


She giggles and nods. I sweep my protective magic around her and she nearly purrs with appreciation and I think something sexual but I’m really trying not to think about that right now. I slip her arm in mine and together we step out our front door. I can see Phantom’s annoyance that we took our sweet time to come see him. Good!

 “Phantom.” I say with a small nod.

 “Royal Assassin.” He snorts, then his voice takes on a different note when he says Shadowen’s name. It’s soft, sultry… magical, “Shadowen, my dearest.” My magic shoots straight out swirling in a display of disapproval at his conjuring.


I know that it has no effect and she is still safe but I now realize he used his voice to magically enforce obedience from her. Not going to happen ever again.

 “We haven’t all day. What do you want?” I say quickly.

 “I have matters that I need to discuss with my daughter, from one Heir to another.” He says smoothly.

 “Speak.” I say.

 “What I say is for her ears alone as one Heir to another not for assassins or mixed bloods.” He says still sounding smooth with magic.

 “Not ever going to happen.” I say quite firmly.


He lifts his hand to her as if she will take it and I suddenly feel her fighting the urge. I sweep my magic firmly around her and yet I feel her struggling not to accept his offered hand.


Now his voice is amazingly soft, sultry and the most alluring sound I ever heard, “Shadowen… come child.” I feel Shadowen losing her struggle and now I feel her reaching out to me. Help me Reis.


I slip behind her and slide both my hands around her waist. A very intimate display of affection and I feel her breathing ease. I also feel Phantom’s outrage and when he is angry his concentration is divided. I lean over her shoulder lightly, whispering for her ear alone, “Shadowen… did I mention you smell so good right now. You are so lovely and so beautiful that you are distracting me so much that I need to take you to bed as soon as we are done with him. Then we will make sweet love until tomorrow.”


She leans back into me and that is exactly what she needs to break the hold he has. I do not understand why he has this hold over her? I feel her sexual magic sweep along me and the best part is I know Phantom sees and feels it. This makes his rage increase one hundred fold. He now shows his true colors, “You allow him to bed you! You disgust me! Do not bed him again!” His hand reaches out again even more fiercely to her.


This is the first time I ever heard her speak to him and I am so stunned by her voice being so soft and so incredibly sensual, but most of all it’s her words. “You no longer control the power and so you think you can continue to control me through this vessel. Not anymore. You no longer control me.”

 “Shadowen? No!” he hisses.


I’m shocked as she takes a step forward raising her right hand in his direction and he immediately drops to his knees writhing in agony. I slip to the side and look at her. I cannot see any magic or feel it but it’s obviously there streaming from her towards him. It’s then I see it shining in her left hand, the Royal Chalice. She is holding the Royal Chalice and it is speaking through her to him. I drop down to one knee once I realize I am in the presence of not only the Heir but the Royal Chalice herself.


She points her finger at him. “Leave this vessel alone!” Phantom weakly stands then without another word he shifts quickly away into a shadow. She turns to me and I bow my head as her voice touches me. “Royal Assassin...” her hand gently lifts my chin. “You are now Royal Consort to the Heir of the Royal Chalice.”

 “Thank you.” I say with the utmost gratitude.

 “You will not stray and you will protect her with your very life.”


I vow. “I will never stray and I will protect her with my very life.” 


 “I...” She pauses in her words, her voice so soft, “She is your destiny, as you are hers.”


I look up at Shadowen and magic is swirling around her like silver shadows. “She is my destiny and I am hers.” I say firmly. Her veil lifts magically and the most incredible smile touches her lips and I feel like I am being bathed in her.


A shadow forms and the Royal Seer reveals himself not more than three feet in front of her as her veil slips over her face once more. He drops to his knee, lowering his head. His magic is amazingly powerful and thick with shadows. I'm stunned to feel his magic and see him here. He's never been to my home. He's never visited me that I can ever recall. But then I realize he's not here to see me; he's here because she is here. How did he know she would be here? Then it dawns on me that he's the Royal Seer. Of course he knows. 



His voice is warm, filled with magic and even I feel the effect. I never knew he held such powerful magic. “I come as pledged, Royal Chalice.”


She lifts her hand towards him and it's a beckoning of sorts and he immediately rushes forward dropping again to his knee. Now he's close enough for her to touch and I'm not sure how I feel about all this, but I keep silent and watch. She lifts his veil with a magical gesture and he keeps his eyes lowered. I've never seen the face of my father and now I'm not sure if I should. Perhaps I should turn my head away, but I don't. I can't look away from her. I am after all her protector.

 “My Royal Seer...” Her voice nothing but a sultry whisper and it makes my blood burn with jealousy. Yet I feel nothing in the way of sexual emotions from her or my father. Her hand gently strokes along his chin and suddenly he groans in relief yet his breath is coming out in gasps. I study him a moment and I can only pick up relief from him, nothing but pure relief. “You may seek solace in me.” she further whispers. 



He lifts his head and I see his eyes for the very first time. I have his eyes, save for my shadows are near black, but we share the same face and eyes. I note his lips are the only thing different, that and his hair. His hair is dark black, not one speck of silver or white, which surprises me. Now she strokes along his face and his eyes flutter closed, his lips parting in ecstasy as she speaks again, “You see, I have forgiven you.” Forgiven? What has my father done?

 “Thank you, oh thank you.” He murmurs, not once opening his eyes. 


 “Your service however is not at an end.” Service? What does she mean by service?

 “Yes, of course. I shall serve until I die.”

 “Has it been so terrible?” She asks in this wistful whisper.

 “It has been difficult.” He says and I hear the truth with each syllable of his voice. “But I understand.”

 “You have respite until evening.” She says letting go of his face and he pulls his veil back in place slipping into a shadow without another word or even a glance in my direction. Now she lowers her hand, the magic dissipates almost instantly and Shadowen collapses as the Royal Chalice slips from her fingers.


I rise instantly embracing her before she even touches the ground along with snatching up the Chalice before it falls. I hear her breathing softly. I know she isn’t exactly asleep but I feel her struggling to remain awake. I lift her up into my arms and take her back inside. I quickly mount the stairs and lay her on the bed. I set the chalice on the headboard above her. I sit next to her and remove both our veils. 



Her eyes flutter open and a soft smile crosses her lips and she says in a very sleepy voice, “I must have passed out. Did my father do something? Is that why I don't remember?” I smile down at her a bit shakily for I fear to speak over such a huge thing as the Royal Chalice speaking through her. I’ve not heard of that actually happening for centuries and I'm not even sure she knows.

 “No little one. We sent him away.” I stroke her cheek gently and she closes her eyes. She lifts her eyes open again taking my hand in hers. I'm simply staring at her shocked yet elated that the Royal Chalice spoke to me. 



I'm not exactly sure what to think about the Royal Seer but when I think on everything what really stands forefront in my mind is that she has chosen me to be Royal Consort to her Heir. I am smiling as the tears begin to stream down my face. I touch Shadowen’s face again with my fingertips. Her eyes flutter closed as she sighs softly, “Why do you cry when I feel such joy from you?”


Her arms reach for me and I fall right in them my head on her chest. I listen to the soft sounds of her heart as she slips off to sleep. Now my tears turn to weeping with joy since I’m holding my destiny and she is holding me.




Thirteen
 

 


 


Shadowen sleeps so soundly that I finally leave her to her rest. It must be exhausting for her to have the Royal Chalice speak through her. I head down stairs and decide to cook her something because she will be starved when she awakes.


I’m so amazed that I have her and we are together after all this time. I’m swiftly cooking and suddenly I feel Shade outside our property. I turn down the cook top and swiftly go out to greet him. I don my veil and out the door I am. He is leaning on the gate and once he spies me he stands much straighter. His voice is as lovely as Shadowen’s but in a more masculine undertone. “Royal Assassin.” He bows briefly. I’ve not seen him nor Shadowen seen him since she was fourteen. I know this has been hard on them both.


I return a swift but courteous nod of my head, “Shade.”

 “I would like to speak with you, if you would allow me such gratitude?” He says gently. I’m not sure about inviting him in and he must realize my hesitation and why because he says, “I do not think it wise for me to come in your home at this time, but I would like to speak with you. Here would be fine, if you are agreeable?”

 “Speak then Shade, brother to my consort.” I say more formally but still friendly.


Interesting enough I do not feel nervousness from him and since we’ve never spoken I thought there would be something from him. “Royal Assassin…” he pauses, “it’s odd, I feel myself wishing to call you by Reis.” He tilts his head in thought then says, “That is Shadowen… of course. She speaks of you so much. You occupy her thoughts always.” This surprises me, but he continues. “I will get straight to the point as time is slipping away. I can only keep him away from my thoughts, but not from thoughts of Shadowen or thoughts of you. I have spies inside me that I need for you to remove.”


Of course he has spies! Phantom is a wretched thing. “I can remove the spies… but… he will place them back the moment he realizes they are gone.” I say.

 “Not if I am not living with him or if you allow me to come live here with you and my sister.” He pauses then says, “I am to be trained by the Royal Conjurer to be her apprentice. Her home is…” He tilts his head then gestures to the east. “...several homes in that direction.”

 “I know where she lives.” I say.

 “She’s offered her home to me, but I mentioned you and…” He stops abruptly. “She has cast a spell on me that's allowing me this small communication with you. Please do not speak of this to Shadowen or he will know. If you decide I can live with you or if you prefer I stay with the Royal Conjurer, meet me tomorrow at the Royal Court at daybreak. I will be there with the Royal Conjurer and together you can get these spies out of me. Then maybe we can discuss more once they are removed.” He takes a slow step backward and I feel the first sign of apprehension from him. “I have to go he is waking and so is Shadowen.” He turns and I watch the shadow part as easily as when Shadowen parts them and he is gone.


I turn swiftly shifting into my home. This could be a trick to get Shadowen. I hear her magic reaching for me and she finds me in the kitchen. I send my magic to her telling her I’ll be up in a minute, for her to stay in bed. I fix the tray of food and take it up to her. She is still lying in bed with her eyes closed. I place the tray down and cover it with magic to keep the swey-cakes warm and the ponafruit and ponamilk nice and cold. 



I sit on the edge of the bed kissing her forehead and immediately her arms slip around me and she practically devours me in kisses causing me to chuckle. “Oh dear. What have I done to deserve this?” I ask savoring each sweet kiss. She leans up and whispers, “I see Shade’s magic around you. You spoke to him.”

 “How do…” I look down at her in shock. She just smiles and leans into me and I see her milking his magic off of me. He put his magic on me and I didn’t even notice. I’m slipping. I should have been aware.

 “Shh, it’s fine.” She feels my distress. “He won’t know. It’s a secret. We know how to keep secrets from him.”

 “And from me it seems.” I say a bit harsher than I intend. She ignores my soft grumbles pulling me into her arms. I’m promptly atop her on the bed with her soft and supple body enticing me. “You wouldn’t be trying to distract me would you?”

 “No… why would I do that?” she says in the sweetest but most mischievous voice I’ve heard to date.

 “I don’t know.” I say moving intimately against her. Two can play this game. Her breath increases and I smile down at her. “You will miss your breakfast surprise…” I add softly leaning down into her neck suckling her soft skin.

 “Surprise?” she asks with her whisper all breathy sounding.


I press more fully into her parted legs and my need is growing. But I whisper, “Tell me about Shade.”

 “Shade?” She asks moving her magic intimately over me. “Shade who?” she asks softly and I lift my head to look into her face.

 “You recall your twin brother?”

 “Oh him…” she’s so playing with me. 


 “Oh… you’re good.” I say stilling her hands and she giggles.

 “I can be better.” She purrs and I don’t know how but those words of promise mixed with her magical caress put me from playful to seriously needy of her.

 “Shadowen…” I start to say but she feels my need and changes her magic to sooth me instead. I lean over and rest my head to hers.


Her voice is much more loving than sensual or playful. “I’m sorry, Reis.” She presses her fingers to my face and lifts my head. Her eyes are so expressive that I can't seem to look away when she speaks. “His magic is just to let me know that he is well. You see… we got into a small argument the other day and...” She sighs then says, “I do not know how or why, but we are able to speak to each other and I know you’ve seen me do this.” I nod and she continues. “Father has done things...” Her lips and nose scrunch up then she finally says, “Reis, he wants to get away and I told him to get out now. He has this opportunity to be the apprentice under the Royal Conjurer. It’s a great opportunity you see… I told him to do it. Get out now before it becomes worse and maybe I can see him if he does…”


I’m listening to her explain when suddenly she stops then says, “Reis, he needs me. He’s afraid to do this because he’s afraid to leave or go out or anything like that. I can’t explain it but he needs to get out of there before it gets worse and I lose him. I told him but he wouldn't listen. So we argued and that was it… nothing. He dropped our connection and I couldn’t get him back he refused me.” 



She reaches up lovingly touching my hair. “He came out though and he touched you with his magic. That’s at least a first step. He came out and he touched you so I would know he came out.”

 “You really do need him though, too. You say he needs you, but you need him too?” I ask even though I know the answer.

 “I do need him, but I have you. He only has me.” She then smiles and peeks past my shoulder. “Swey-cakes?” she asks and I chuckle. This conversation and intimacy is over obviously. I nod. She squeals, my cue, so I roll off her. Next she surprises me by using her magic to lift the tray to her. 


 “Oh very good little one. I’m impressed.” And I am.

 “If that impresses you wait until later when I do some real magic for you.” She tosses the tray lid with her magic and I watch her fling it into a shadow and it disappears. She winks at me saying, “Don’t worry, it’s in the kitchen.”

 “Impossible!” I say.


She waves her hands at me and says, “Go look if you don’t believe me.”


I jump right up and off the bed shifting straight into a shadow and there lying perfectly on the table in the kitchen is the tray lid. I shift right back to her. “How did you do that?”


She laughs, “Oh, like you don’t know how.”

 “I don’t.” I say.

 “Yes you do. You do it all the time.” She says taking a huge mouthful of swey-cake.

 “No I don’t.” she nods and mumbles something I cannot understand due to food in her mouth. I frown and she swallows then says, “Your blades, and the veils.”

 “But I don’t fling them through a shadow.”

 “But you could.” She says taking another bite of food.


I cross my arms. “How?”


She waves me away and takes a bite of swey-cake, but this is important. “Shadowen, how?” She gulps down some ponamilk moaning then says, “Reis think about it.”

 “Think about what? I know no one who can do that. No one.” I tell her with my hands now firmly on my hips.


She sighs. “Call for your blade.”


I do and it’s in my hand. 


 “Find a shadow and just touch it a moment.” I take a breath sighing, knowing this is silly, but I do it just the same. She takes another bite of swey-cake saying with her mouth full, “Frind the wadow you froant that...” I give her a look and she swallows a bit sheepishly. “Sorry. Find the shadow you want that leads to the room you want.” I find it. She then says, “Move the blade.”


I think about what she's saying and then I move the blade. It shifts slightly then leaves via the shadow. I'm speechless. I look at her, she smiles with her cheeks bulging again with a mouthful of swey-cake. I immediately shift in a shadow downstairs and sure enough it’s right where I wanted it. I shift back up stairs and look at her. That’s so easy. I’m staring at her and I have to ask. “Have you always been able to do this?”

 “Yes.” She says biting into more swey-cakes.

 “Can Phantom do this or Essence?”

 “No. They can barely move objects with their magic and they have no idea we can do it.”

 “We as in you and Shade?”

 “Yes, I think you have to be strong in moving objects. And you my adorable consort are very strong in it.” Adorable consort? I smile at her. Must be the swey-cakes talking. She continues speaking,
“When you move something I taste your magic on my tongue, and it tastes so good. Mmm, like these swey-cakes! Oh goddess they are so good.” She devours yet another one. I chuckle at her sweet moans, which I have grown accustomed to.


I sit back on the bed and I decide I will meet with Shade in the morning. I must take the risk for Shade and Shadowen’s sake. Perhaps I should have asked for Shade and Shadowen both when they were young. Should have made him my apprentice and made her my consort and if I’d known... I would have even though I didn’t feel the response I needed from him.


My mind however drifts back to that moment so long ago with Shadowen asleep in my arms exhausted from her reckoning and Shade next to me. I remember so clearly though that Mysteria was consoling him and inside I know I had made the right choice. But now I must make a new choice and also must figure out how to protect Shadowen while I am away.


The night is filled with passionate love making with Shadowen. Each time our bodies join we become fused in more than just passion and magic. I can feel her love and this is so important that I am easing right into her heart. 



I’m holding her close to me and she is in such a sound sleep. Our magic combined makes her exhausted but ignites me to heights I never imagined possible. I know I must get up soon or I will not have enough time to do what needs to be done. 



I slowly move and her arms come around me causing a smile to touch my lips and heart. My lovely consort clings to me even in her sleep. I gently slide my hand along her side then just as gently I roll her over so she is flat on her back. I slide my body atop her and I feel her ease with this closeness. I realize I could easily make love to her in her sleep and she would let me. Her magic is already swirling around me, tempting me, enticing me to partake in what she offers. I smile down at her. She is definitely the only consort I can have. Any other consort would be neglected as my love and need is only for her.


I gently reach up making a sign of rest on her head thus allowing her to slip further to sleep. This allows me to actually move without disturbing her. I’m off the bed and in a matter of moments I’m dressed in my assassin garb and I’m setting my shadows and magic in place around her to protect and call for me like an alarm. 



I press my hand to the wall thinking of Spector and look it over. Keeping my voice soft and low as not to disturb her, “If you are truly there, protect her for me while I am gone.” If I'm hoping for a response I sure don't get one. I turn gazing back down at her sleeping so soundly. “She is my life, please help me protect her.” I release my hand and as I lift it I see a lingering shadow touching my fingertips. I stare there only for a moment, waiting to see if I will feel or hear this shadow speak. Nothing. It fades back into the wall. I may not be able to commune with shadows but I feel positive they or he heard me and the response was to let me know I was heard.


I swiftly turn my eyes away from the wall to Shadowen, placing my veil on my head then pulling my cloak over my shoulders. I call for my blades then slip my hood up. I'm leaving a few minutes earlier than planned because I have a pressing need to make a stop prior to arriving at the Royal Court.


I'm quickly shifting from one shadow to another. I’m really feeling juiced up on Shadowen’s magic and I’ve never moved so swiftly through shadows and I like it… a lot. 



I find my landmark and I enter my father’s home. He doesn’t claim me but I am welcome in his home. I've never asked if the reason I'm welcome is because I'm his son or that I'm the Royal Assassin. My father is the Royal Seer and me being the Royal Assassin means I’m bound to protect the Royal House and he is of the Royal House. He obviously knows I’m coming because he is waiting for me in his grand foyer. He greets me formally, “Royal Assassin, welcome to my home.”

 “Royal Seer, I am so welcomed.”


His voice is not as cold as I remember when he speaks. “You have come for a reason and I do have what you desire.” He’s always been one to not mix with words but getting straight to the point. I'm sure this is due to having the gift of sight. I would well imagine having to replay it all constantly is annoying or boring. “They will be waiting for you when you arrive home.”


I nod and say as warmly as possible under the circumstance, “Thank you.”


He turns away as I expected but then he surprises me by calling me by my name, “Reis…” It’s the first time he’s ever used my name that I can ever remember and I’m speechless. “My condolences…” He pauses again as if he's searching for the correct words. “Madrigal was a very wise and unique woman. Your mother would not have been as lovely or as wonderful as she was if not for her.” He looks back to me then adds, “...and you would not be the Royal Assassin if not for Madrigal. She did right by you where I...” I remain quiet, it has been over three years and he now gives me his condolences over her death. I have no idea what he expects me to say.


He straightens his clothes then turns away again but not before I feel his magic sweep lightly over me then he says in the voice of a Seer, “Your consort is safe for the moment but Phantom’s wrath will come and when it does I see tragedy and loss. But in this wake I do see a new future for you with her, one that Mysteria has given you.” 



I’m astonished he looks in the future for me at all. But I am pleased he did as it gives me a little bit of breathing room for the night, although all Seer’s are cryptic with their messages. He turns back around moving his arms in a strange circle then he opens them moving towards me. He places his arms around me in a gesture of warmth. 



He's hugging me and I'm not used to this show of affection coming from him. All my life I wanted my father to be proud of me. To claim me as his, only for him to deny me, forsake me publicly as well as privately. I'm not sure how to respond. His words are smooth to my ear, “You are a great man just as your mother was a great woman. She loved you so intensely when she carried you in her womb and I...” He pulls me a tad closer to him then says, “I am not worthy of you, but please accept this from me.” 



It’s awkward but I return his hug and instantly I'm thrust into a vision of his making. I realize he has the magic, power to share what he sees with me. It’s like flashes of images of Shadowen and me very happy along with such sadness and pain. Then I see Shadowen bathed in blood… her blood and Phantom’s death by my hand. Next I see Myst dying with trolls everywhere. I see Shadowen in my arms and a child… our child… then nothing but shadows. He releases me and nods his head. “You will have a full life with her.”


I’m speechless but before I can even recover he leaves quickly up his stairway. I'm startled to feel his pain and anguish. I never felt any emotion from him before. I have to wonder if it's because I'm so juiced up on Shadowen's magic or he's allowing me to know. I'm left alone standing in his foyer pondering what I saw, felt and what affection he's given me. 



Then just as suddenly as he leaves I realize I have absolutely no words for him. I turn shifting into a shadow and in a matter of moments I am waiting for Shade and the Royal Conjurer to show themselves outside in front of the Royal Court. 



I’m stunned to see the Royal Magistrate swiftly coming outside from the inner works of the Royal Court. His voice is hushed more so than a normal mystic. “Royal Assassin, we haven’t much time. I hoped you would come and also hoped you would come early to help us prepare.”

 “Prepare?” I ask.

 “Yes, Shade will arrive but he’s not going to really know what’s happening. It’s a spell the Royal Conjurer has done, to prevent Phantom in finding out what we are up to.”

 “What are… we… up to?” I ask wondering how he got so involved and who else is here. My worries of Shadowen increase although my father assured me she would be well.

 “Phantom is beyond corrupt and he’s been using both Shadowen and Shade for their magic. There is no limit to his treachery, he's planted shadows in Shade and we must get them out.” He sighs deeply then continues, “We need to get the boy away from him. The bastard is very sneaky about it and as much as I try to figure out how he’s done it, I can’t. The Royal Conjurer found them by accident while she tested Shade. So she placed several spells on the boy to allow him speak freely to her and to come see you. The boy has a lot of faith in you for someone who doesn't even know you. So I’m counting on you to help me with removing them.” He tilts his head, “You will help me? I cannot trust another assassin to remove them and the Royal Conjurer cannot reach them, but she says he’s got four inside him.” He shakes his head. And I hear his disgust so plain in his voice, “Four!”


Two is the maximum for anybody to hold comfortably, four would mean Shade is in constant misery and has no idea why. I nod agreeing to help. “Good. Good. We must move swiftly. When he arrives he will walk to the Royal Conjurer’s chambers. He thinks he’s meeting us there to discuss his apprenticeship. But once he’s in place the Royal Conjurer will begin blocking Phantom’s shadows and we need you to get them out before Phantom even knows you are here. If he discovers you are here without Shadowen, he will go for the girl and we can’t have that.” 



I nod and we both shift straight to the shadows up the halls. Once we are inside the Royal Conjurers chambers she greets me with her magic and I with mine. No words pass. I sway back deeper in the shadows as we all feel Shade approaching. Unfortunately we also feel Phantom is with him.


I slip even further back into the darkness and draw upon my consorts lovely magic she blessed me with last night. Suddenly I see the Magistrate lift his head and the Royal Conjurer both turn towards the shadow I’m lurking in. They turn to each other then the Royal Conjurer says, “I hope he returns or we won’t be able to do this.” I smile with the knowledge they cannot even feel me and I’m still in the same room with them.


My heart slows and my blood takes on the flow of an assassin. It's a special rhythm that assassins learn during training to conserve our energy and heighten are senses, which only enhances our abilities. I’m very much ready as calmness soothes over me and all my senses come alive. 



I await Shade to enter and then we will see what Phantom does. I might be fortunate and kill him. Of course the kill will not be sanctioned and I’d be put to death. That is how the last Royal Assassin died, making a non-sanctioned kill against a Royal. Then of course I’d not be with Shadowen. 



A thought only. 



Perhaps this is why my father showed me my future. I now know I will kill him at some point. This may be enough for me to hold onto so I will do what needs to be done until that day comes.


Shade enters, “Royal Magistrate?” he questions and Phantom is with him. They greet Phantom and him warmly. Phantom is cautious as well he should be. I keep my emotions under key as any good assassin does. I take note that Shade looks in my direction. Oh! I didn’t think about him seeing Shadowen’s magic. I sway a little further back in the darkness. Now Phantom looks over in my direction but Shade steps in front of him sending a steady stream of gentle magic in my direction, blocking any connection. Always trying to protect her from him. Good boy!


The Magistrate gestures for Phantom to join him in his office to give the Royal Conjurer time with Shade. Phantom agrees and they both leave. Just as the door closes the Royal Conjurer flies right into action. Her magic swarms like flames along the door, walls, ceiling and floor in a protection spell. It's well worth coming just to see such magic in action. 



I instantly move before Shade can even turn to ask what’s going on, both my shadow blades penetrate him. He cries out in pain dropping to his knees. I kneel behind him and whisper into his ear, “Shade… show me where they are…” I close my eyes concentrating while the Royal Conjurer is casting spell after spell. The magic is thick around us. Shade is gasping softly, unable to speak but I feel his magic and it is sweet like Shadowen’s but not as sweet. It's more like searing hot sweet. I actually lick my lips as I taste it on my tongue. I like that it has texture to it as he tries to help.


I feel him trying to guide me but he’s having such difficulty and now I see why. A large shadow is grasping onto his magic pulling it back trying to prevent him from showing me. But I see it. It cannot hide from me. My shadow sweeps around it. The damn thing struggles against me but I’m so much stronger that it cannot resist me. I drag it out and the Royal Conjurer is ready. She quickly sweeps a binding spell around it pouring the wretched thing into a vial with a stopper on top. She then wraps another spell around it trapping the shadow inside. 



I’m already on the hunt for the next one and now Shade can show me right where to go this time and it slithers with such vileness that my own shadow hates touching the foul thing. But it too is pulled out and she plunges it down deep in a vial.


The next one is harder to find, but I find it. However this one is different I notice right away. Once my shadow touches it I realize it isn’t from Phantom, it’s from Essence. This makes my stomach churn in bile. She is just as sick and corrupt as Phantom. Now I’m so glad she never became my consort.


This one is easier to dispel and I know why. The moment we pull it out it alerts Essence. The Royal Conjurer was not blocking for her so it sped its message right away, which makes it back to Phantom in almost record time. He knows I’m here!
He knows Shadowen is unprotected. “Dammit!”
I find myself cursing aloud and then I twist my shadow in deeper. “Help me Shade. He’s on his way to Shadowen. Wake her now!”

 “I can’t!” he groans. “Your shadow is too strong. Just get the spy and I’ll try to warn her while you're on your way.” I focus all my attention on my task and I find it. I pull hard and drag it out and it’s not pretty. It’s clawing its way inside of Shade and he’s writhing in pain. 



The Royal Magistrate has now returned to us. I pull the wretched thing out while the Royal Conjurer latches onto it, then with speed and accuracy she’s plunging it down deep inside a vial. I pull out both my blades shouting a command. “Heal him! I’ve no time he’s almost to her.” 



I shift quickly through shadows using her sweet magic. I’m not yet close enough and I feel my safe guards explode. Damn he’s got power. Not near mine, but he’s strong. I arrive just a mere second after he does and I’m stunned to see him stumble back. I use this opportunity to swiftly step in front of him blocking him with my stov-vo-kievs drawn and ready. 



He stops short and I hear a Nightelf my father sent say, “Now, now. You wouldn’t want to be caught trespassing and going against a Royal decree to stay away would you? I think your death by the Royal Assassin would be quite sanctioned in the Royal House if you were to come a step closer.”


He steps back even more and hisses low toward me all but ignoring the threat of my new servant, “You do not deserve her!”

 “No I don’t.” I agree with him. “But neither do you and I will protect her from you with my life.”

 “You don’t even have the capacity to understand what she is.” He further hisses. Now Shade appears with the Magistrate and the Royal Conjurer a few feet away. He looks a bit shaky but he's healed.

 “Maybe not but I do know that you will not have either of them at your mercy anymore.” I raise my hand to Shade and he moves swiftly past Phantom to me. I slip my arm in front of him pushing him protectively behind me. I call to the Royal Magistrate, “Royal Magistrate, bear witness. Shade is now under the protection of the Royal Assassin and he will reside in my home.”


The Royal Magistrate’s voice is calm but I feel his joy, “I so bear witness.”

 “As do I.” The Royal Conjurer says taking a step forward.


I feel Shade relax slightly behind me and oddly his hand gently reaches to touch the back of my raised arm. Although he's relaxed his fear of Phantom pours into me. This fear is nothing I’ve felt from Shadowen and now I understand why she feels she must protect him. I call to her… Shadowen… awaken… Shade needs you.


I feel her quickly awaken and she rises, veiling herself. She shifts directly behind me shocking everyone that she can shift through shadows. Her hand slips around my waist and her other hand touches Shade. Instantly he leans into her and I feel his hand slide up to her hair and he gently strokes her silken threads. I feel his flood of relief and it’s the most calming balm I could have ever given him.


Phantom hisses now that they both are under my protection. “You will regret this!” he hisses again to me then turns leaving inside a shadow. I turn to the twins and I wave them off. Shadowen parts a shadow dragging Shade through. I feel she has taken him to the parlor so she can talk with him.


I nod to Kinrith and Azreal the Nightelf servants my father sent over and they both bow slightly before entering my home. I invite both the Royal Magistrate and the Royal Conjurer in for refreshments. They both come in and we meet in my private parlor. I’ve never spent much time with the Royal Conjurer before although I have met her occasionally.


We are seated when Shadowen shifts in and promptly rushes over to me. I feel her excitement and I can’t help but respond to her. She doesn’t even care that there is company. She wraps her arms around my waist hugging me tightly. I stroke her back lightly and she finally releases me to shift right back to Shade. 



The Royal Magistrate’s voice is a little more relaxed, “I see you have worked out those issues from a few years ago.”


I chuckle, “We have.”


He chuckles too but the Royal Conjurer shifts her body weight in her seat. Her voice is soft and smooth now that she is no longer in the midst of casting spells. “Now that it's settled that Shade will reside with you. I would like to take him as an apprentice, he has agreed to this, so what are your thoughts on this matter?”

 “I have no thoughts on the matter. He should do as he desires.” I say.

 “I'm not sure you are aware, but Shade is very special.”

 “So is his sister, I assure you.” I say smoothly.

 “I'm sure she is, but I say that Shade is special because he will be my apprentice but not just for training to be a conjurer, but to become the Royal Conjurer. It is not well known but I cannot bear children so I've chosen him to be the Royal Conjurer.” I know instantly Mysteria is the one who chose him so I only nod. 



It troubles me though that another Mystic is unable to produce a child. I know the Royal House started an investigation about ten years ago when it was discovered that children are not being born to any of the houses. 



The Royal Conjurer stands up capturing my attention. Her voice is smooth, “At some point he will need to come stay with me but for now it is best he stays here. I believe he is in need of healing and I do not mean physically. I think we all felt his instant connection to his sister the moment she touched him.” The Magistrate and both nod in agreement.


I watch her face lift to the left of me and I wonder if she is having a vision when she becomes quiet. But if she is she will not speak of it. She tilts her veiled head back to me saying, “Very well. I will expect him first thing in the morning to start his training.” 



We see her out and the Royal Magistrate turns to me. “Would it be an imposition to… see them before I leave?”

 “Not at all. I believe you will find them in the main living area now.” We move through the corridor and before the large glass doors that leads to the veranda, Shadowen is seated on the floor with Shade lying next to her, his head in her lap. Neither is speaking but both of us see their magic dancing and mingling with each other. I’m sure the Magistrate knows as well as I do that they are talking just not with their voices.


He doesn’t move forward but stands there quietly watching them. I spent many hours watching the two of them when they were young and I always wondered about their connection but now I can feel it through Shadowen. She tilts her head back and I feel her magic sweep to me and I smile. She is filled with such joy and this joy is worth everything.


I turn to the Magistrate, “Do you plan on telling them?”

 “Tell them what a foolish man I am?” he asks. “No. But I'm curious if you will.”


I think it over a moment then say, “No. It's not my place, but I think in some way they know.”

 “Perhaps, but either way, let us not speak of it until they do.”


I nod. “Agreed.” The Magistrate nods to me and I see him out. I then turn my attention to the new servants and get things in motion. I know I will have to start training Shadowen soon. We've done some training but it's been very simple strengthening exercises. Increasing her endurance and slowing her thoughts but now more aggressive training needs to begin. Shade will be busy with his apprenticeship and there just will not be enough time to do the chores around the house. 



I also will need to visit the Royal Court and place my blade back up for the ready. While Shadowen and I were in such turmoil with Phantom I placed my blade on hold, which was very much understood. Her protection was very much warranted. But now things must move forward. She is my consort and we are growing closer every day. Nothing will stop or break our bond.




Fourteen
 

 


 


Months have passed since Shade and the new servants moved in. We seem to have adjusted to the new situation. I must admit I truly enjoyed it just being Shadowen and myself the last few years. Not having to walk around fully veiled in my home and not having to dress at all sometimes had certain advantages as well. However those days are gone, for now.


I had forgotten what it was like to make love in a house full of people and I had to interrupt our first night together to rush down and sooth everyone before I could return and finish what Shadowen and I had started.


Magical couplings can take an entire household right down the passion trail. It's not exactly bad, but if people are not coupled it can lead to disastrous effects. People linking together not because of their own feelings or passion but because the magic must be sated in everyone. I wasn't about to do that to my household with Shade and two new servants. 



Once I soothed them I cast a calming spell over Shadowen's and my love making. It should last for a few months before I will have to redo it. Now our love making is between us and doesn't involve anyone else.


I notice this morning that Shadowen is restless. I can't exactly feel what it is that is making her so restless. But she is also avoiding me busying herself with house chores, which she rarely does. I decide to allow her some space. She will come to me when she needs me. I should allow her time and not always run and try to solve everything for her.


She is back in her old room and I would not think anything about it because we gave this room to Shade to use, but he is out with the Royal Conjurer. I put down my papers and pull my veil down over my face. I touch a shadow and instantly I'm standing behind Shadowen. She has her veil in her hand and she is staring in the long-standing mirror in here. “What is it?” I ask.


She turns slightly looking at her profile. “Do you think I look fat?”

 “Fat?” I ask at her odd question.

 “Yes, do you think I look fat?”

 “What an odd thing to say. You are perfect.” I say pulling her to me, but she presses me back.

 “I do not look the same in this mirror than the mirror in our room.” She turns again looking at her image.

 “This bothers you?”

 “Yes.”


I run my hand along the mirror and reach out with my darkness. Just as I thought. “Shade has cast a spell on it.”

 “One to make me look fat when I look in it?” She asks and I can hear a note of irritation in her voice causing me to smile.


I run my hand over it again to see if I can find the spell. I quickly lift my hand from it. “He's cast a seer spell on it. Don't look in it Shadowen.” I say pulling her away from it.

 “So I'm going to be fat?” She asks.

 “No little one. Come let us leave his room.” I wrap my arms around her basically forcing her to move out of the room with me as I walk. I move us to our bedroom and I close the door. She turns around as I remove my veil. “You are not fat and you were not seeing your body fat in that mirror.”

 “I wasn't? It sure looked that way to me.”

 “The seer spell is different and I can't exactly explain it but you were seeing your fear of the future. You are probably worried you are getting fat with all the swey-cakes I feed you and so the spell sees this as a future event.”

 “Do I look fat?” she asks.

 “No. You are perfect.” I touch her gently and she easily falls into my embrace and before I can stop myself my magic is removing our clothes and I have her under me on the bed. I would have thought by now my sudden need to be joined to her would ease. But it's not easing in the least. I touch her, taste her and suddenly I'm engulfed with need of her. She never hesitates or denies my hunger for her. She incredibly matches it with fire and passion that only encourages me more and yet she still holds this small part away from me. The part of her I want most is what I cannot seem to reach, her soul. 



I'm drowning in her sweet magic and her sweet body and I never want to come up for air. I will do more than drown within this beautiful woman and stay for eternity. Yet when I hear and feel her body screaming passionately in ecstasy she pulls me right along with her and once again I am amazed she is here with me and I have been blessed with her.


We are lying in each others arms when we feel Shade return and to my shock he comes right into our bedroom. I magically pull the covers over us and he acts as if he doesn't even notice. I'm about to say something but he further shocks me by pulling Shadowen up and he hugs her so tightly that I think he might be hurting her. Her joy is apparent right along with his so I allow this. He's not speaking aloud and neither is Shadowen but they are definitely speaking to each other. 



Just as quickly as he arrived to our bedroom he leaves. Shadowen lays back in my arms her head against my chest. I feel her hesitation and just as soon as Shade is far enough away she relaxes and now she shares her fear. Fear of him leaving for the surface.

 “Shadowen, why are you so afraid?”

 “He should not go to the surface.”

 “He will be safe.”

 “I cannot go with him.”

 “Do you want to go?”


She lifts her head up looking up at me and I see the lines along her brow. “I cannot go to the surface and he shouldn't go. Bad things happen on the surface.”

 “Shadowen, bad things happen everywhere.”

 “We die on the surface and can never come home.”

 “I very much doubt Shade or you will die on the surface.” She quickly rolls over and now anger is streaming from her. I reach for her but she pulls away sitting up. “Why are you so angry?”

 “You do not understand.” She moves away reaching for her clothes.

 “Don't be angry with me; explain it to me, so I will understand.” I move with her now because I feel her pulling away from me not just physically. “Shadowen!” I reach her before she touches a shadow. “Do not leave like this.” There is pain inside me at the ease at which she turns me away. “You're hurting me, Shadowen.” I say and this makes her pause. I slip my arms around her and she turns to look at me.

 “I do not wish to hurt you.” She says looking into my face.

 “Then explain this to me, don't leave angry. It hurts when you leave me, I'm your consort. You are just as responsible for me as I am for you.” I run my fingers through her hair. “It hurts when you push me aside so easily.” I place her hand over my heart. “It hurts deep inside here, in my heart.”

 “I do not mean to hurt you Reis.” she says her voice soft but almost empty sounding.

 “Then do not pull away from me. I'm here. I'm your consort and if anyone can understand it will be me and if anyone wants to understand it is me. You just need to help me to understand and running away is not the answer.”

 “I can't explain it.” She says frustration slipping into her voice.

 “I do not understand why you are so afraid of the surface. I recall when Darken left, your panic, and...”

 “Yes, and he's not returned either. He's still gone from me.” She says her voice and her emotions thick with pain at her loss. I could bite off my tongue for mentioning Darken to her. Why did I have to say that! Now she moves further away walking to the window.


I want to go to her but now I have my own pain to deal with. I turn around and dress in my traveling clothes. I hate the love she feels for that boy. She keeps it hidden from me until I mention his name then it floods right up to the surface like a flash of light. I dress quickly because I feel her pushing all these emotions back under the surface so I will not know what she is really feeling. I'm not sure exactly what hurts me more, that she loves this boy or that she tries to hide everything from me. We should be past this and we aren't.


I refuse to pull back my feelings from her though. I make sure I leave it all out in the open for her to know my own pain at her actions. I turn to look at her and she just stares out the window. I lean over brushing my lips to the side of her head. “I love you Shadowen.” I whisper then I don my veil slipping straight into a shadow. My turn to pull away.

 


 




Fifteen
 

 


 


The next few days have been spent quietly. I've accepted several assignments and I've been busy again and this has helped me a lot. Shadowen is aloof but I'm used to this too. Tonight this is going to change I've decided. I now know what must be done. Just as I enter the house I come within several feet of Shadowen. She is fully dressed and her veil is in place. 



I waste no time moving to her. I press her body to me and she leans in close her hand slipping gently into mine. I feel her reluctance to trust me fully and this still bothers me after everything we've been through. I have done everything I can think of to earn her trust and yet she still hesitates. 



Shade is leaving for the surface in a few weeks to help with the construction of a new castle. He's asked Shadowen to accompany him as I'm being called away for an assignment, which will leave her alone and vulnerable to Phantom. I know Shadowen would go if she wasn't so damn afraid of the surface. Phantom really put a fear of the surface in her and I have no idea why. The only reason I can come up with is its a way of keeping his control over her.


I lean my body into hers and she relaxes into me. I was going to train her to protect herself as she has told me she will be fine alone. But I know I can't leave her alone, not ever. Phantom will be there the moment I do and this simply cannot happen. My plan was to have her shift with me and help her to mark her shadows so she can easily escape from Phantom should he follow. It's an assassin’s technique to lose another assassin. But now that she is pressed against me I have a different idea.


I whisper, “Step with me.” I feel her intake of breath as she leans in further to me, allowing me to guide her. I step and feel her relax even further into me. It's amazing how unified our movements are. She gives me full control of movement and matches me perfectly. The shadows once again rush along her body excitedly. I don't think I will ever get used to the way they touch her or feel her become so sexually excited with their caresses.


We step again and then again. We are moving slowly because I'm not in such a hurry. I like how her body feels with mine in this unity we share. I long to touch her so completely that she loses herself in me and me in her. To be united in such a way that my soul resides next to hers as one. But she is still keeping a distance. When we step however she allows some of this guard down and I'm not exactly sure why this happens. I'm not sure if it’s the caress of shadows that frees this inhibition of being close to me or what it is but right now I'm enjoying her soft breath and racing heart. 



We finally reach our destination and I gently release her body but I don't let go. I wait to see her reaction. It's exactly as I thought it would be... fear. “Reis!” she whispers in full distress.

 “It's fine. Just relax, you have nothing to fear, I'm right here.” I can feel her magic swarm into protective mode and I see her trying to figure out how to get back. “Shadowen, it's going to be fine.” I try to reassure her.

 “It's not fine. You've taken me to the surface and we die on the surface!” She pulls away from me and I know she's searching for our wake so she can return home.

 “No that's not true!” I take her hands into mine and she pulls away and I feel her fear sweep through me. “Oh no. You will not return. You will face this fear of yours.”

 “Are you insane?!” She practically hisses and pulls from my embrace. I block her from stepping into a shadow and we end up tumbling to the ground with me on top of course.

 “Shadowen!” I scold her. “Stop this at once!” I feel her body stiffen so I slip my arm under her and gently touch her with my magic trying to soothe her. My voice softens, “Little one... I would never put you in danger. Don't you know this by now?” I cannot keep the hurt from my voice or the sweeping emotion from reaching her. I feel her regret but her fear is so strong and so embedded with her that it still overshadows everything else. I wrap my arms around her more fully and allow my magic to cushion her from the ground.


I press my lips to hers but she doesn't exactly return my kiss between our veils so I remove both our veils and her soft protesting cry touches my heart. But not enough to make me stop. She has to face this fear.


I whisper along her lips. “Open your eyes and face your fear my dearest one.”

 “No.” is all she says and I cannot help smiling at her stubbornness.

 “Shadowen... open your eyes.” I coax slightly.


She takes a breath and then she opens her lovely eyes and looks into mine. I'm smiling down into her beautiful face. “See its night out and the sun is not even here to hurt you. Only the moons and the stars.” I say moving to lean on my elbow so she can actually gaze upward into the night sky.


I stare at her face as she gazes upward. She doesn't say anything but she doesn't have to it's all written on her face. Wonderment, amazement mixed with questions and still her fear. I gently roll slightly away and she turns suddenly clinging to me. “It's alright. I'm right here.” I keep my arm around her, pulling her into the nook of my arm so we are both staring up into the sky. I point upward. “Those are stars that sparkle and you see those two round things. Those are called moons. The bluish one is called Oceanic and the yellowish one is called Lunaric. Surface dwellers have many different stories about them. They even name the stars but I do not know their names.


She finally speaks. “Nightelves come from the surface.”

 “Yes, they do.” I say quietly wondering where she is going with this.

 “But I'm not from the surface.” she says.

 “Just because I have Nightelf blood doesn't mean I'm from the surface either.” I say not hiding the frown on my face. I did not think it made a difference to her. She has never spoken of my Nightelf blood.


Perhaps it is my own fear starting to surface when she turns to me saying. “I don't understand what you mean?”

 “Do you think less of me because of my Nightelf blood?” I boldly ask fearing what she will say.


She turns her head back and looks up at the night sky again. “Well that makes absolutely no sense.”


It wasn't exactly a 'no' for an answer but I know that was her meaning. Sometimes Shadowen doesn't speak direct or answer directly but indirectly and it's something I've grown used to. I turn and look back up to the sky as well. I feel her reach out gently with her magic. I close my eyes and follow her magic as she examines the ground, trees and shrubs with hers. 


 “The shadows are angry here.” she says suddenly.

 “What?” I ask confused at her meaning.

 “There are shadows here. They are angry that they are still here.” She gestures to a shadowy area. I tilt my head but see nothing unusual about the shadows; they simply look like surface shadows. Of course I feel nothing from them but I know she does. “They are not from the surface and they cannot go home.”

 “Why can't they go home?” I ask.

 “They lost their way.” she murmurs with utter sadness.

 “I don't understand.” I say and she sits up turning towards me.


Tears fill her eyes. “I've lost my way too and I don't know how to get back either.”


I sit up pulling her to me. I brush my lips along her cheek. “Shadowen, be not afraid I will show you.”

 “I am lost here.” she whispers and I pull her even closer to me. I feel her magic touch me and I envelope her with mine. “I'm not strong here, I am weak.”


I tilt her head back and stare into her eyes. “Explain this to me because I cannot feel you. You have blocked yourself off from me.” I finally sigh with my anguish, “Why do you do this to me? Why do cut me off from you and make me suffer when I need to be close to you?” She closes her eyes and so do I because I now feel her sadness and regret. Shadowen is very passionate and she keeps much deep within her and just when I think I've gotten past her armor she shows me another layer.


I feel her relax only slightly because her fear is so strong but now I realize it's not just fear of being outside and upon the surface of Myst. She's afraid of me. Why is she afraid of me? I normally would be hurt but right now it's more important to know why she is afraid of me. I'll deal with my own emotional pain later.

 “Shadowen, why do you fear me?” I gently ask her.

 “I don't fear you.” she says softly, tears still streaming gently from her eyes.

 “I can feel your fear, you have shown me this much.” I say stroking her cheek.

 “Can we go home?” she asks and she sounds so scared and so utterly pathetic.


I stand up pulling her to her feet. I draw her to my body and I prepare to drape her veil over her head when I see Mysteria only a few feet away and she is shaking her head at me. I lower the veil instead. Mysteria smiles then dances along the ground spreading her arms out wide until she just fades. I realize this too is Myst and Shadowen must face this fear and I must face it with her. Also her fear of me.


I tilt her head back pressing my lips to hers and quickly I flood her with my magic, which makes her breathless. Slowly I lay her back to the ground my lips suckling her lips and my shadows moving along her body bringing her to new heights of passion. I adjust my body so I am between her thighs. 



Using even more of my magic, I slowly begin to lift her gown exposing her skin to the night air. She shivers but her lips are returning my kisses. I feel her wanting to trust me. I feel the fear still there, but she really is pushing herself to just trust me. “Trust me Shadowen.” I whisper along her neck. “I will never betray you or hurt you.” Her gloved fingers linger in my hair. “Look up into the sky my love. Look at the beauty around you. There is nothing to fear. I'm here.”


I move down her body and expose her thigh to the air and I feel her lust, which surprises me. I slide my hand gently along her exposed thigh and she takes a deep breath. I wanted her to feel safe and loved not sexually excited, but now this is wrapped around me so tightly and I will not resist it. I gaze back at her and she looks so beautiful laying there staring up at the sky. I slowly remove my gloves so I can touch her soft skin with mine. She gasps and her desire is seeping through me heightening mine. I'm not sure if I should act on this or just let it go. But when my eyes take in her beauty I know without a doubt I'm going to act whether it's right or wrong.


I pull her knee up, softly kissing it. She makes another gasp and her shadows freeze around me. This is definitely different. I brush my lips again along her knee moving softly up her thigh. Everything just kind of stills around us yet I hear her heart beating and I feel fear mingling with excitement. “Shadowen... do you trust me?” I ask as I feel desire course through me. I realize I've not touched her or tasted her in such a way before. I don't even understand why until now. She is not actually pushing or encouraging me to enter her. Usually when we make love she is so passionate and demanding of me and right now she is trembling in anticipation and fear.


This is all new to her and she is so frightened of everything but willing herself to trust me. I kiss her again sliding her gown up over both her thighs. I will not disappoint her, she will be glad she's trusted me. I touch her so gently that her thighs quickly respond by spreading wider. Now I'm so excited that I'm touching her and about to taste her sweetness. I allow my shadows to wrap around her and she's making soft gasping sounds.


I press my lips to her soft wetness and suddenly she moans out and I'm shocked at her desire flooding through me, it brings me to new possibilities I've not thought of before. I hear her voice inside my head now. Please.... oh please... she's begging me to give her release. I reach back to her as my lips kiss and my tongue licks along her pink flesh. Give this to me, Shadowen... I say to her in this quiet communication.


My mouth presses a little bit further and her body starts to tremble with more than fear its need. I realize I too need to do this and I desperately need her to want me, desire me and to allow me to reach through these fears.

 “Reis… please…” She's begging me suddenly to continue. My mouth presses another slow and soft kiss. My mind is racing and although my body is responding to the sweetness on my lips my mind is screaming. Remember she's still afraid of you.


I suddenly find my voice, “Shadowen open up for me and let me drink of you. Give this to me and you will be mine, all mine.” I try to focus on the steady flow of my magic soothing her.


Now her thighs spread wider apart for me to partake deeply of her. I moan against her with my fingers caressing lightly to tease along her wet entrance. Another moan escapes my lips and I feel her excitement as my tongue lightly press in over her most delicate mound. She gasps from the contact opening even more for me.


My voice is husky with desire, “You taste so perfect. Let me drown in your sweetness.” My mouth presses in and I hold nothing back from her. I don't know how or why but I feel her fear slipping away. Her fear of the surface and her fear of me. I feel her body spasm and she cries out to me. This is when I feel her reach for me. 



I lift my head and stare into her eyes. I feel her so easily. She needs me. I quickly move over her and it's only a moment that passes when I am deep within her and she is welcoming me. My magic is dancing like black shadows along her skin. They are darting in and out of her and I have absolutely no control over them. Now I can’t even keep my eyes open as desire consumes me. I feel her opening up to me, so soft and sweet and I'm gulping her magic down as she gives it to me. 



Passion is building deep inside me right at my core and I can’t make it stop nor do I want it to stop. I want more of it to build and I want to ride this until there is nothing left. I have never felt like this before I feel her pulling on me and then it happens. Shadowen is in my heart and now my soul is filling with her. I gasp and she gasps and we both are shuddering with ecstasy. I tangle my fingers in her hair. I want more of her. I want to crawl within her and stay inside her so there is nothing left of me.


Voices, soft voices twist inside my head and at first I can't understand the words. Slowly they become clearer. Images dance and flow like boats down a river. I'm floating on an image and I can do nothing but flow with it. There she is... a very young, very tiny Shadowen. I know her right away and she is looking at me with her veil firmly in place. She reaches to me and I take her gloved hand in mine. Now I'm no longer floating down the river of images.


Her voice is so sweet like music to my ears, “I should have called for you. You told me to, but I didn't.” I don't understand her meaning at first but then she removes her veil slowly and everything changes as I follow where her gaze is looking.


Phantom is standing over her and he's hissing at her. She is refusing to do what he is asking of her. Then I watch to my horror as Phantom grabs Shade from Essence's arms and he drags him away.


I feel Shadowen's pain then as I realize he's using Shade to get her to agree. Next I see Shade is lying on some strange table bleeding with cuts and Shadowen is touching his wounds trying frantically to heal him. They cannot be more than five or six years of age. I see Shadowen's pain and see Phantom pull her away from him. I hear him threaten her to do his bidding or he will do more to Shade. I watch her look to Essence for help and she does nothing to help her children.


Shadowen agrees and Essence lifts Shade to her and takes him up the stairs and Shadowen then gets up on the table. I can't watch now. I want to drag my face away... but I see what he does to her. My stomach is churning and I look down to see the young Shadowen is still holding my hand even though she is watching with me. She then turns to me and whispers, “Do you forgive me?”


Before I can tell her she did nothing wrong she points back to Phantom. I understand now more than I want to. She's not forgiven herself for allowing him to touch her, to cut her, to steal her childhood, her faith and love. She's not forgiven herself for what her blood did, what he used it for. The power he gained from her. I see the people he killed using her blood, blood that was meant to give life, not death. Because now they are lining up one by one. She remembers each one of their faces.


I turn back to the hand I'm holding to discover she's no longer a child but full grown, it's my Shadowen now. She turns to me with the silver in her eyes darker somehow. Her shadows are near black and their movement is fluid like I've not seen before. They are not swaying like they normally do, but swirling in a flame of sorts. “Do you forgive me?” I pull her to me and this simple gesture of acceptance from me is all it takes. I feel her so completely. I feel what she feels. What she felt. It's like her whole life suddenly spills into me. 



I can plainly see Mysteria of Shadows and her Consort Darkness join in a perfect union upon the surface, which created their child if you will, the Royal Chalice. It was this Chalice that all of Myst was created from. She is the vessel that holds the silver blood of life, the same blood that flows within our walls that gives us light and warmth; the silver blood that holds us together giving all of Myst life. 



Oh goddess... Myst flows from her... from Shadowen. I see the darkness swirl with shadows in a union I never really understood until this moment. I know everything about my Shadowen. I know who she really is now and this is the most frightening part of it all. My Consort is not merely the Heir; instead she is the Royal Chalice become flesh.


There is a new understanding of why she fears the surface and it's not at all what I thought it was. It has little to do with Phantom, but to do with her as the Royal Chalice. My stomach fills with revulsion now more so at the thought of what Phantom has done. He's violated the Royal Chalice. He's misused the power of life, twisting it into something wretched. I now understand his obsession and know fully that he is insane.


What I don't understand is why she has become flesh and why doesn't she know who she really is? I feel suddenly a flood of emotions from her. I even feel the love she feels toward Darken, which I could have done without. Yet what really takes me over the edge is the love she feels for me. It's as intense as mine is for her, if not more. I do not know how I know, but she came for me... became flesh to be with me. I'm struck in awe.


More fears surface for me to digest. My precious Shadowen fears of loving me so intensely that she will lose me. This fear is so great that it overwhelms her. She allows me to taste this fear, acknowledge it and embrace it so I can help her to let it go. She can never lose me, I am her's. I've always been her's. I know this now. My entire life has been leading me to her; to be her's to cherish, to love and to protect.


She joins with me so completely that I'm lost within the gentleness of her. I feel her life, the life of Myst that she brings. I can feel the plants bloom from her life. I feel what the shadows feel when they touch her. I can only describe it as taking a deep breath that is perfection. To smell sweetness in the air, like the nightstars she loves so much. I want to laugh because I now understand why she loves them so much. She created the blue variety when she was filled with joy, hence their sweetness. Now I see what gave her such joy, it was me. She was filled with joy because of me while I was nestled in my mother's womb. How could this even be possible?


I lift my head and I stare into her lovely face. Her eyes are once again the startling beauty I have fallen so desperately in love with. I have no idea what I could have done in my mother's womb to cause this goddess to love me so intensely that she became flesh. I lift my hand to gently stroke along her cheek and her full lips part slightly in response. She stares up into my eyes and I'm so lost within her. I hear her soft voice, so sweet and singsong in my heart. I love you, Reis, my Consort. I gently pull her closer to me. My arms wrapping firmly around her warm body. I am blessed and know it. I speak from my heart to hers. Oh how I love you, my beautiful Shadowen, my beautiful consort. The wind whips up around us and I laugh softly as our hair tangles together weaving a perfect braid. I see it in her eyes and know she has done this and it fills me with joy.


I raise my eyes from her and suddenly I'm once again in awe as I look around and I see the Royal Chalice's life flowing across the surface. I see Shadowen. I understand Spector so much better now. I understand why the shadows need to touch her. I understand why she doesn't resist them but allows them to feel her, feel life again. I also feel her new sense of freedom as it sings within my soul. She's mine and I am hers. She also knows that Phantom cannot reach her here. She is free of the fears that I would not want her that he instilled in her. Free of the fear I would not understand. We commune with each other so completely.


I realize she is going to go with Shade to help King Ormond and the other Magi with their castle. She will not participate but she will be there to protect him, which is her real concern. I know she is the Royal Chalice but I have no idea who Shade is. I do know he's important or Shadowen wouldn't feel such an intense need to take care of and protect him like she does. But I also know she may not stay long from Myst, because she is more a part of Myst than any Mystic could ever be. 



When I had that vision so long ago as a child of the Royal Chalice I honestly did not understand why the Royal Chalice was so important, but I understand now. I brush my fingers lightly on her cheek and yet what I do not know is why she has chosen me to be her consort. 



I stare into her beautiful face and I realize these are things she has yet to fully understand. I see that she is on the edge of understanding and then it slips away from her like a passing dream. I do know that I cannot help her in this knowledge. This is something that she will have to come to terms with on her own. There is nothing I can do other than be there for her and to protect her. When she is ready it will happen, this I know for fact.


I pull her up to her feet and adjust our clothing and to my astonishment she turns her head reaching her hand out to the shadows she mentioned earlier. Her voice is smooth and alluring, “Come home.” To my amazement the shadows streak across the ground and touch her then fade back to the ground disappearing in her cast shadow. I press my lips gently to hers and she smiles up at me saying, “I know the way home now.”




Sixteen
 

 


 


It’s definitely wonderful to feel Shadowen so close to me. I didn't even worry after we returned home that she would pull away. She shares each and every emotion, fear, worry, joy, and happiness with me. I know I am blessed and fully alive now. No longer waiting for something to change or happen. Because it is all right here with her. 



She's digging today in our small intimate garden. She seems to have been very nurturing lately and our assassin training has not been going very well. I can't even imagine that which gives us life to be an assassin and bring death. However she doesn't even know who she really is and I know I must give her time to grow. There is still plenty of time to train her, if this is what she truly wants. 



She's even been sharing with me her worries of Shade. I didn't understand before but now I understand completely and I too have my own worries about him. Through Shadowen I can see the darkness of soul he has and this worries me more than I can adequately express to her. Knowing what I know about her I am sure he is Mysteria's son as well. The power that goes along with this might be our undoing. Yet I realize Shadowen is his anchor that keeps him from going over the edge. I did not worry before about Phantom's influence over Shade because Shadowen seemed so grounded and nothing like Phantom. But knowing what I know now. Knowing he's endured so much by the hands of Phantom and Essence... now I worry he will follow in their steps once he has a taste of his real power.


Shade is so quiet today too. Not that this is unusual he pretty much is quiet all the time hidden within his veil, much like Shadowen used to be. Yet today his magic is somehow darker each time Azreal walks into the room to clean or pick something up. Shadowen feels it too and she is actually sharing with me now the attraction he feels toward Azreal. I'm not sure what should be done. But I know I will stay better in tuned to Azreal... just in case. 



I realize it's perhaps even a blessing that Shade is to go see to the construction of King Ormond's new capital. I'm not sure the details or why the Royal House has agreed to help, but who knows what the Royal House is up to. There is much unrest in the lesser Houses these days. I've stayed away from the politics for so long now that it all seems too foreign. I've accepted an assignment and now I'm packing for the surface. We are to leave within several hours.


Shadowen shifts and I note she's extremely nervous and I hate for her to be like this because it makes me nervous inside. I pull her body to me, she's trembling. “Shadowen...”

 “I know, but I cannot help it.”

 “I'm going with you when you travel and the rest of the time you will be inside the outer walls. You and Shade will both be safe.”

 “You keep saying this.”

 “Shadowen, you are my life. I would have you safe.” I kiss her and I feel her relax but only slightly. I turn back to my packing and hers. Shade is actually excited to go and he easily slips in our room.

 “Reis, I'm ready.” He pauses then pulls Shadowen into his arms. “You are a nervous wreck.”

 “I'm not.” she denies but I can hear Shade scoff at her under his veil even though I feel his touch is soothing her. She needs him right now and I feel his stark need of her. He's far more nervous than he lets on and through Shadowen I feel him. I also feel darkness in his soul, but it's not like a taint as with Phantom. It's far more like a hunger or need. His day of reckoning has long since passed and he's chosen not to take a consort. I presumed it was because of Phantom and Essence, but now I realize he fears for others to be close to him. 



Shadowen is the only one he lets near him. Not even the Royal Conjurer gets inside the walls he's built around himself. Yet his attraction to Azreal burns his attention and he's very afraid for her. I probe Shadowen slightly and she allows me to see why. 



His eyes. He fears what letting his guard down will do. What seeing into his eyes will do. This is perhaps one of his greatest fears and now Shadowen shares her memories with me when they were children. One of the Nightelf servants looked into Shade's face when she was caring for him, and she went mad. Phantom and Essence never let him forget it and they used this as a form of control over him and their servants, threatening to expose his eyes to them if they did not agree to a task. How horrible for Shade to grow up like this. It's also against the law to use this threat against a Nightelf, not that a Nightelf would bring charges against a Royal Mystic. Mystic maybe, but not one of the Royal House.


I now understand why his feelings for Azreal frighten him and Shadowen so much. She is Nightelf and more than likely she'll be unable to withstand his eyes. This trip to the surface is timely; it will give him time away from her and more experience with conjuring. There are twenty-four in all that are going. It's going to be quite the event. Mystics rising to the surface to help a Surface King has caused quite an uproar among the Houses, but since it is the Royal House going it hasn't been denied.


Kinrith is going with them so he's in charge of the baggage. He will travel by caravan with the other servants while we will travel by shadows. I leave the twins up in our room while I carry mine and Shadowen's bags downstairs. They need a private moment together and this seems like the most opportune time for it.


All is ready and I feel Shadowen slip easily behind me from a shadow with Shade right on her wake. We step outside and the Royal Conjurer appears eager to get on the way. Shade moves swiftly to her as any good apprentice and it is with ease he slips to her body to step and suddenly I realize they are far closer than I would have ever imagined. I see her instantly quell back his darkness easing his fears as well. They are not lovers though, this is easy enough to see and feel. He trusts her but not as much as he trusts Shadowen.


Shadowen nuzzles in close to me and her soft body suddenly brings me back into focus. “Ready little one?” I ask and she nods nervously yet excited just the same. It is night so traveling will be easy. Shade and the Royal Conjurer shift and we follow in their wake taking an easy step. 



The shadows once again touch and caress Shadowen and I feel my body tighten as her body responds to them sexually. I lean in, pulling her tighter against me and her breath quickens. I wonder how long we will move like this before I stop and have to take her to me to satisfy this growing lust between us. 



It's intensive because we are moving underground through Myst working our way to the edge instead of just going straight up to the surface. Traveling through our hollows in shadow is easier than above the surface on Myst. But down below it is very sexually exciting doing it in Shadowen's arms. I'm not too sure if I will be able to make it through any more shadows before we will have to stop. Just when I'm trying to figure out how to politely say we will catch up when we break through to the surface.


Shadowen takes a long breath as we rest a moment. She is not near as afraid as before but she is still so nervous. My sexual excitement is still very paramount and so is hers. Shade however breaks contact with the Royal Conjurer taking the several steps between us and he slips behind Shadowen. Instantly I feel his touch remove the sexual tension within her and it calms me too. I hear him whisper to her, “You should not let them do that when we travel. Be firm with them. Tell them no.”

 “It's too hard to say no. They need it so badly.” She whispers back to him.

 “On this trip, you tell them no, and that's final.” he says it sternly and she nods slightly.


He moves back to the Royal Conjurer and I look down at her and say, “Oh he say's no and you obey, when I say no, you ignore me.” I smile and I know she feels my teasing. 


 “You never say no.” she says sending her love to me and I'm once again washed in joy of her. I have a lot more understanding about the shadows and why they feel they must touch her. I know she doesn't fully understand but something tells me that Shade does. I presume he's not explaining it to her is his way of protecting her. She obviously isn't ready to know who she is and I for one will not interfere with Mysteria's plan.


The Royal Conjurer catches my eye beckoning us to move onward. I pull Shadowen to me and again we move forward. This time the shadows are warm against us until we leave the lands of Myst and then they become cool and indifferent as I am used to on the surface. But Shadowen doesn't seem to notice or say anything about the difference.


We continue our steps when the hour approaches and we've entered Amai. The one thing that strikes me is Shade. His whole demeanor changes on the surface. He is far surer of himself and who he is. Also I feel his protective magic sweep over Shadowen several times even though I am standing right here reassuring her all is well. He's fully alert and I can feel his power pulsating. If I had doubts before about leaving Shadowen I don't now. 



We are greeted by several guards and given entrance to a small portion of the castle, which is far from being finished. However the walls are up and there are furnishings. Shadowen turns to me saying, “It smells.”


I agree. “The surface has very distinct odors.”

 “I don't like this smell.” she rubs at her nose under her veil.

 “Neither do I.” I say and I notice many of the other Mystics are agreeing right along with us. 



King Ormond enters with a very warm greeting. I watch him closely. I don't like his bright magic, but now his son enters behind him and I like him far less. His magic is one of the brightest whites I've ever encountered and it nearly makes me ill. I notice others in my party feel the same way. 



Shadowen however is gently investigating all this new magic. I see the boy turn his head directly to Shadowen and he's immediately intrigued sending his own magic in her direction. Oh hell no. I step right in front of her, my magic swirling around Shadowen nipping his intrigue right in the bud. Not going to ever happen little bright boy! He backs down turning away.


King Ormond watches the exchange between us right along with everyone else, but for politeness no one speaks about it. Shade however moves a little closer to Shadowen. I know they are talking because I can feel Shadowen's irritation with him but she's not letting me in on the conversation.


King Ormond finally introduces us to his son, Prince Harridan and everyone is polite except me. I don't like him. I also don't like that he keeps turning back to Shadowen. He's new to his magic and he's easily distracted by it. Where the hell is his consort to soothe him? The last thing I need is this surface dweller ogling my consort.


King Ormond dismisses his son just in time for I'm close to sticking my stov-vo-kiev right in his heart. Shadowen gently soothes me over though with her magic and we are led into her chambers. The chamber is small and there isn't a window so this is very acceptable to keep the light of the sun out. The moment I close the door I turn to Shadowen and she quickly wraps her arms around me. “Do you really have to leave?” She asks me, knowing what I'm going to say.

 “I do. But I'll be back in several days. I promise.” I reach down removing her veil while she removes mine.

 “Can you stay tonight?” She asks but I only planned to get her settled and then was planning to leave. Yet, how can I resist when the look in her eyes tells me I should stay. 



I slip my hands along her shoulders and she smiles up at me. There is something unsaid in her eyes. Something that beckons me to her even more. “What is it little one?” I ask gently removing her cloak.

 “You always know when I have something to tell you.”

 “I'm still trying to figure out how you can continue to keep so much quiet from me.” I say with a smile removing my cloak.

 “Some things are best said aloud than always known.”

 “Agreed.” I say pulling her close to me now that our cloaks are removed. “You are beautiful.” I whisper to her and she smiles.

 “That’s not what I meant.” She giggles.

 “No? Don't you like when I tell you how beautiful you are?” I ask, gently nipping at her bottom lip.

 “Of course... it's just...” She begins slowly and I crook my eyebrow at her. “Have you ever thought about my training?”

 “Of course. We will continue as soon as I return from this trip if you want.”

 “Would you be upset if we wait?”

 “Why would we wait, you are ready? You have already learned so much. Do you want to wait?” she nods her head. “Why do you want to wait?” Maybe she's starting to understand?

 “I want to have our baby first.” She says quietly.


My heart skips several beats. I didn't expect her to say this. I've not really thought about having a baby, she's still so young and we still have centuries to have child together. “You want to have a baby now?” I ask surprised.

 “You don't want a baby?” She asks and I think I see tears form in her eyes.

 “Don't be ridicules. Of course I'd love for us to have a baby, but now?” Now I see exactly what she's trying to say. “Shadowen!” My hand touches her abdomen as I gently caress her with my magic. “Our baby!” I nearly shout out. “When did this happen? Why didn't you tell me? Oh goddess! A baby!”


She giggles and I realize I've not even allowed her to answer anything I've asked. I lift her up into my arms and swing her around and she giggles again. “This is good news then, better left said aloud?” she says with this sweet innocent look on her face.


I laugh holding her to me. “Oh why did you wait to tell me now?”

 “I know you wouldn't have let me come with Shade and he would not have come and leave me alone without you.”

 “You're right I would not have allowed you to come.” I look away thinking. I can't leave her now.

 “Yes, you can.” She says aloud knowing my thoughts.

 “Shadowen...”

 “Just stay with me tonight.” She says tugging at my shirt buttons. I glance over at the small bed set up for her and I wonder how we will fair on such a small surface. She leads me over to the bed magically removing our clothes and I lay down first with her soft body lying atop mine. I'm staring into her lovely eyes, her shadows moving so slow and sensual.

 “Now I know why you were so much more nervous.” I say smiling. I let my magic sweep through her gently. “How did you keep this from me?”

 “I think she is keeping you from seeing.”

 “She? A girl?” I caress her more tenderly with my magic, “Ah yes, I see her now.” I caress Shadowen's cheek with my fingertip. “She is so beautiful but so very tiny. It's no wonder she could hide from me.” I'm filled with unbelievable joy.

 “Are you pleased? We've never discussed having children.”

 “I'm more than pleased. Surprised for sure, but filled with joy. I just never really thought we would have children. Not yet anyway, you are so young Shadowen, do you want this? Do you want our child?”

 “Reis do not sound so unsure. Of course I want our child. Now or anytime. This is a blessing and she is our blessing.” Of course this is a blessing, why didn't I know the Royal Chalice needed to create life and she's creating life with... me...


Now I have to ask, “Does Shade know?” I'm really hoping I know before him.

 “He doesn't know yet. I was actually hoping to tell him later, when he is done here. When we get home.”

 “No, we will tell him because I cannot leave you now.”

 “You can leave and I will wait here for you.”

 “Shadowen...”

 “Reis.” she says with this tone in her voice that I know oh so well. The tone that she uses when she is about to be stubborn. 


 “We will compromise.” I start to say but she's already thinking ahead of me.

 “We will tell Shade, you will go, but return in two days time not four?”

 “I will come here in two days time. I will have to leave again, but I will not leave you for more than two days.” I pause a moment my heart and mind still very distracted. “Shadowen! A girl!” She giggles again her excitement rushing through me. I kiss her mouth, her cheek and her neck. “Our daughter!” I never imagined I'd be so blessed.

 “I love you Reis. I love everything about you and I love that you have given me a child.” She says so softly to me and tears form in her eyes and I can't help but smile. 


 “Tears of joy.” I softly whisper to her. “You once asked me why I had tears when you felt such joy from me. I think you understand now.” She quickly nods her head then presses her lips to mine.

 “Tears of joy.” she agrees then lays her head on my chest and this is how we sleep.



 


 

 


 




Seventeen
 

 


 


I awaken early but do not stir as not to awaken my lovely Shadowen. Her body pressing to mine is perfect. Cradling her with my magic only makes me love her even more. She is my life, my heart and now we are to share in the magic of a child, together. The magic of life that two joined creates. I'm overwhelmed with such love that she would give herself to me in such a way. That my child is growing within her. I'm so blessed.


I awaken Shadowen after I feel the other mystics stirring. I'm not pleased at the prospect of leaving her alone, but Shade is here and Phantom is nowhere near. We dress gingerly taking our time. Kissing and caressing each other physically as well as magically. I already warned her we would have to abstain from coupling with so many Mystics so close and although she is as displeased as I, she understands. 



Once we are dressed we leave our room to find Shade waiting outside our door. He's a bit nervous but glad I stayed the night with Shadowen. He tells us we are expected to eat in this great room. It's set up with food and drink. We enter with Shade leading us to a small table in the back. We sit down in our seats and Shade sits with us. I notice right away that Prince Harridan is staring at Shadowen. I don't like it one bit and I notice Shade picks up on it as well. He turns to me. “Do not worry, I will watch over her.”


I sigh. “Shade, we have news.”

 “Oh?” he says picking up a piece of fruit then slipping it under his veil.

 “Shadowen... she's... well, she's carrying our child.” I say a little nervous.


Shade turns to Shadowen then reaches his gloved hands across the table to her. “Tell me, you have not hid this from me?” She takes his hands in hers. I feel his magic calmly sweep over her. His voice is emotionless and yet I feel his joy. “A girl. A girl grows within you. Why did you not tell me? We should not have come.” I can't suppress my smile. His reaction almost mirrors mine. I am assured he will watch over her and our child.


Once our meal is completed we return to our room and with great difficulty I tell my lovely Shadowen good-bye. It's not easy to leave but as long as she is safe that's all that matters. I shift into a shadow and begin my long journey leaving her behind with Shade.


I'm quickly moving through shadows. I'll reach Minia by the hour at this speed. I'm unsure of this assignment but I rarely have need to question the Royal House and its chosen marks. Rare that our politics are once again filtering to the surface. Yet here I am traveling to Minia and to their capital city to deal with it.


The sun is midday by the time I reach the capital city. I need to stay deep within the shadows. It's stifling hot and I feel beads of perspiration along my neck. I move quietly through the shadows until I find an abandoned building. I seek my refuge inside its darkness and listen to the sounds of this bustling city. My mark is supposed to live just outside the palace walls. He's been making trouble for the Royal House in its negotiations with King Glasgow so it was deemed he must be removed by sundown. I should have been here earlier to get a better feel of the city and his movements.


I'm used to waiting so I busy myself with thoughts of my child. A beautiful child growing inside Shadowen. Amazing that she is so far along and had not noticed. Yet now when I think about it Shadowen's stomach has grown but I simply haven't thought about it. She is several months along already. I wonder if she will be blessed with her magic early like Shadowen. I know she will definitely be loved and cared for by me. Already I'm aching to be near Shadowen. Shadowen... I call to her.


I'm here. Are you alright? Her voice caresses me.


I'm just missing you my little one. I'm pleased we are still able to have such a strong connection at such a distance. How are you and our child? I ask with longing.


We are just fine. Shade is out with the others and I'm feeling a bit alone. Prince Harridan is going to give me a tour of the castle when it becomes dark.


Shadowen I do not think it wise for you to go anywhere with him.


Why not?


He likes you too much.


Don't be absurd.


Shadowen!


I can handle him just fine.


Shadowen, do not make me jealous of this surface fool. I will kill him should he touch you. My mind wanders over all the ways I could make him suffer if he should touch her.


You should not think such things. I'm your Consort, only yours. Not to mention we are about to have a child. I hardly think he will be interested.


Don't count on it. You are the most beautiful woman there, in fact anywhere.


He doesn't even see my features. You know that. She giggles.


He feels your magic with his and he wants you. Don't fool yourself into thinking otherwise. I will return as soon as I take care of this matter here.


Reis...


Yes, little one?


I love you.


I love you too.


Don't be too long, I miss you.


I'll be there before you know it.


I lean back into the shadows sighing. I still have more hours than I care to count before I can leave. I do not like the idea of Shadowen being alone with that Prince. No I don't like it at all. I turn my mind inward and concentrate on my surroundings. It's a technique to focus our thoughts and bodies, it will remove any distractions I have of Shadowen right now.


Hours pass swiftly in this meditation and I become alert immediately when my mark appears. I would know him anywhere. My heart slows and my blood becomes cool, a gift to assassins to help us move fluidly. I do move too, swiftly through shadows and darkness. I can feel his heart racing as he hurries. He must feel the threat in the air. Not surprising though, some surface dwellers know when they are being hunted.


He moves through the darkening street but so do I am and I'm far quicker about it as the shadows help me with ease. I seize the opportunity just as he readies his key placing it in the lock of his door. My stov-vo-kiev instantly moves in for the deadly blow. His body stiffens as I make my mark. I feel his body reacting, stunned at the piercing of his heart, and now his life begins to fade as his hand turns the handle of his door. The door opens and as he falls through the doorway. I note a small child, a girl standing waiting to greet him. I slip back into the shadows. The girl's screams fill the air and now I'm moving away from the scene, but her small face and terrified eyes seem to follow me.


I feel nothing at what I've done. It is my job to eliminate threats to the Royal House and yet this somehow feels different. Is it that he has a child and I am now about to have a child? Is this what is sticking in my mind, not allowing the face to leave my mind? Life and death has different meanings in different cultures and I know if I die my soul and shadow will be safe. My soul will be in Shadow Hall and my shadow will... I never thought about my where my shadow will go. 



I scold myself; there is no room for doubt. Goddess guide me. I pray to Mysteria even while I move through shadows to the abandoned building. I sway back into the shadows and my mind is reeling of all the possible outcomes. I then hear Shadowen's voice. You are in distress! I will come to you.


No. I'm fine.


You do not feel fine. I am here and I can come to you.


You are not to come. I will be with you soon.


Why do I see the eyes of a child in your heart?


Shadowen...


You are protecting the Royal House. You are protecting me. Do not forget this.


I have not forgotten. Yet for a moment I had forgotten. I tilt my head looking up at the ceiling. I'm lurking deep within the shadows my body poised against the blackened wall. I must return to Shadowen and yet I still have three more marks. I must make them before daylight.


Reis?


Yes little one?


Come back as soon as you can.


I will.




I feel our connection is silent once again. I do not truly understand why I am at peace, but I am. Shadowen is correct I am not just protecting the Royal House, but I am protecting her. My mind and body once again aligns itself with who I am. The Royal Assassin. I do not even hesitate to move within the shadows but suddenly painful energy floods my body with the brightest white light I've ever seen or felt. I'm engulfed in a frantic wash of brightness; my shadows cower as I plummet downward into a blind abyss.




Eighteen
 

 


 


I'm not fully aware of my surroundings. I only know I cannot open my eyes due to the blinding searing pain of light. My magic is stunted somehow and I cannot explain it. I can feel my ankles are firmly bound together along with my wrists behind my back. I'm actually in a kneeling position and when I move I can feel my wrists are even bound to my ankles. I'm grateful that my veil is still in place along with my clothes.


I've heard no sound for the past four hours except the sound of dripping water and even that is making an echoing effect so I cannot truly place where it stems from. I've heard no voices and can smell nothing other than musky odors, which indicates too many possibilities. I have no idea where I am, what I'm doing here and who has done this. 



Each time I reach out with my magic I'm engulfed in white searing pain that nearly knocks me out. I can taste the white magic and it's bitter on my tongue because it is death magic. Death magic and life magic doesn't mix well at all. In fact they are total opposites even if both magic is white, or dark. My magic is life magic and there is more than one person with white death magic here over powering me. I'm being assaulted on two fronts the white and the death.


I finally hear footsteps. I try to not use my magic but my other senses, yet I fear I have relied too heavily on my magic and my other senses are dull with non-use. I keep my eyes closed and concentrate. I quickly pick up three distinct foot patterns. One is heavy with a slight limp. The second is soft and feather light. The third is more a shuffling. Now I hear something being dragged across the floor, a chair perhaps. I cannot tell for sure. 



Finally a voice, it's thick with an accent that I know, but I can't quite place it. “Allow me to welcome you, Royal Assassin, or may I call you Reis?” I do not reply but I do lift my head slightly. I try to open my eyes but the light is simply too bright and I must quickly close them. “Sorry we have to meet under such circumstances but we must protect ourselves and... it is... what it is.” What does he mean by that?

 “I'm sure you have questions so how about I simply try to answer them.” I hear scraping along the floor again and I distinctly here him sit down a short distance in front of me. He then begins speaking again. “I'm sure you want to know where you are, why you're here and who we are. So let's start with the easy part, the beginning.”


Now there is another scrape and I can hear the others sit next to him. One on each side. “I'm not sure you are aware or not, but the Royal House of yours is corrupt. Quite corrupt in fact. We... my colleagues and I leaked some false information to them to see how far up this corruption is and well...” He pauses. “You showed up so we know it's from the top. They would not have sent you unless otherwise.”


I remain silent. I know the Royal House has had its share of problems, just like any of the other houses, but corrupt? I find that very hard to believe. His voice begins again and now I recognize his accent, Inda. This man is from Inda. Why would anyone from Inda be concerned with Myst and our politics? Or even with the politics of Minia? “Oh please excuse my impoliteness. How is your Consort? Shadowen, isn't it?” My heart stills at the mere mention of her on his lips. My magic flares in anger right along with searing pain. I do not mean to produce any sound but a small snarl does escape my lips.

 “Now, now, no need to become angry. I was only asking.”


Through my gritted teeth I hiss at him. “Just say what you've come to say.”

 “There, you see. I knew you could speak. I just needed to discover what motivates you. Of course it would be her. So getting to the point. Have you never wondered why your lovely Consort's father is never punished? Have you never wondered how he can get by with his atrocities against her without even so much a warning, reprisal or anything?” I have wondered but I don't want him to know this. I'm also trying to figure out how he knows. 



He's quiet a moment, no doubt studying me, he finally says, “Of course you have. Well you need not wonder anymore because today I have the answer for you.” I hear fabric move then I'm met with silence once again. I can hear breathing though. My dull senses are trying to awaken it seems. I smile slightly. 


 “I'm sorry, looks like I am not to reveal this information yet. I can however tell you that Phantom is corrupt and he has corrupted the Royal House. He has used his daughter on more than one occasion. I will be honest in saying we do not know how he uses her only know that he has. If you had not taken her out of his home when you had we are positive it would be far worse for us than it is now. A war is coming. It has been foreseen and we know Phantom is the one orchestrating it. He is protected and we cannot move against him. So are his corrupted allies in your precious Royal House.” I hear disgust in his tone. “You know as well as we do that all of Myst follow the Royal House. Our ally inside of Myst will not help us or allow us to move against the Royal House unless we remove you and your Consort from danger.”


I hear him stand up along with the others. It is then I feel a slight touch of Mystic magic. It is ever so slight, but now I know the one with the limp is a Mystic. I can sense also the light stepper is an Ikian female. My senses are on full alert now. I can smell them and taste them in my mouth. The Inda man has death magic streaming off him and he is binding the others magic. He must be one powerful man to be able to do this. 


 “Although I would like to trust you and ask for your assistance in this matter, I cannot. So instead you will remain here as our... guest until we have made our move against your House. Your Consort seems safe enough outside of Myst and to ensure her safety we have sent one of our Mystic operatives to her to watch over her.”


My gut burns and my mouth is bitter again as the death magic swarms over me. “Do not try to escape or we may have to take your Consort as a prisoner instead to have your compliance. Our operative is with her now and he will not hesitate in taking her by force. Either way I expect your obedience. So the question you need to ask yourself is this. Do you want to remain bound or do you want us to bind her like this?”

 “I will kill you if you touch her.” I say smoothly.

 “Splendid, I take it that you will remain with us for the duration of our little adventure into Myst.” I hear clothing rustle and I'm once again met with pure silence once they leave. I wait and think. But I cannot figure out how to get out and I need to reach Shadowen, I need to warn her. I try to reach out to Shadowen with my magic and I fall over in excruciating pain then nothing but white.




Nineteen
 

 


 


I awaken from a dream of Shadowen and me together in bed. I could almost taste her magic it felt so real as it twirled around me. Her shadows touching, dancing and spinning to a point it brought my darkness to the surface. All the sweet spinning and spinning making me dizzy in love with her and her magic even more. I can hardly believe it has been almost four months since I was captured. I am no longer bound but I'm imprisoned in white death magic. I would not have thought it possible but these people are smart and why wouldn't they be if they have Mystics working with them, helping them.


My bitterness is still real at feeling so betrayed by our own people, but then again I know many Mystics do not consider me a true Mystic due to my Nightelf blood. So betraying me means nothing, but to betray the Royal House? It's madness.


I miss Shadowen so much and I know my child needs me and here I am rotting in this prison of white death. My mind drifts to my unborn child and suddenly I realize that I need to get out of here, my child needs me. She needs my magic or she will not survive. Mystic children are not like Nightelves in that the father of the child must bond with them while in the womb. My daughter needs me and if I'm not released soon Shadowen will have to find another male for her to bond with. My heart aches at the very idea.


I take a long breath and suddenly something feels different today. I can't place what it is but something is just different. I try to sit up but it's like my body is bound. Not a physical binding and not exactly by magic. It's like a presence a... shadow. Yes, yes, a shadow is lying atop me, not exactly holding me down but... I've not used my voice and I fear what it will sound like, “Do I know you?” I ask. I feel it caress my face and lips. My heart speeds up. “Shadowen?” I ask almost afraid to voice my hope and fear. Suddenly it pierces my flesh and it's not gentle as it moves through me until it makes it to my head. Now I hear a soft lulling voice that I recognize as Shade. Open your eyes Royal Assassin and escape.


I open my eyes and I'm suddenly aware of everything. I know the bright death magic is still here. I see clearly all of it but somehow I've been encased in a shadow. It's not a true shadow it's a spell a very powerful spell. I smile as I taste not only Shade but Shadowen in this spell.


I need to move and move quickly. I look around the room and there is light from all directions so a shadow is nowhere to be seen. I raise my arm to block light in front of me and try to produce a shadow but there is light in all directions so it doesn't matter. I simply cannot produce a shadow to move in.


I've had four whole months to plan an escape and now that a real opportunity presents itself I'm still stuck. There was something from my dream... Shadowen was telling me something in my dream. Oh what was it? Spinning?


I turn, and then turn again, then again. I feel the movement stir inside me. I turn again then again and more movement inside of me. The shadows are in the spell! I must spin to release them! Ingenious! I start spinning round and round and I can feel the shadow moving out of my body and the white death magic can't even penetrate it and in an instant my hand is in the shadow and I'm moving fluidly through it to another to another and right now I have no idea where I'm going I only know I'm out of that wretched prison.


My eyes are watering and burning with non-use and even the darkness feels bright to me. But I keep blinking and I'm casting a healing spell and it seems to be helping. Now I stop to get my bearings and I see it is early morning and the sun is about to rise. Damn. I wish it was night. Traveling on the surface in the daylight is exhausting. But I'm sure not going to complain because I am free. I also must hurry to Shadowen. I cannot allow her to be taken by that Mystic operative. The Operative could have been a lie to keep me in place. Yet I do not believe he lied about that and I will not take the chance of him getting Shadowen.


I can tell right away. I am closer to the Dindea Desert than to the Badlands. So this will take me several hours to reach Castle Amai. Crossing desert is much harder than going through the forest lands. My connection to Shadowen is not near as strong as it was even though I am away from the white death magic. I can just barely feel her, but at least I do feel her. I can't feel Shade or anyone else though. 



My hands slip easily in the shadows and after an hour I must rest. I'm not quite out of the desert but I do pass through some of the Badlands. I'm giving thanks to Mysteria for allowing me safe passage so far. The surface is very dangerous to us if we are weak and right now I'm very weak. I am still having a hard time with my eyes but I start forging ahead again.


I can tell instantly when I touch a shadow within forest it's like a soothing balm of coolness sweeping over me and I immediately feel the excitement of darkness. The canopy of trees protecting me from the sun allowing me to move even swifter all the while I relish the darkness rushing along my skin. I reach a clearing and know the Jenji River is ahead. Rivers can be difficult to cross if you happen to select a shadow under the surface and not above. Water has a way of mirroring our shadows almost perfectly and you need to be sure it's not a reflection you are slipping into.


I take a moment and find just the right one and now I'm on a steady path to Shadowen. I feel her even better and now I'm very unhappy. Her thoughts are not of me but of... Darken. My blood goes cold and I stop right outside the Garden Grove where I know she's at. I move cautiously trying not to alert anyone to my presence. Not even Shadowen. I move within a shadow and I see her now. She is so beautiful and I cannot help but allow my eyes to be drawn downward to her swollen belly. Our child.


Now I look up and see Prince Harridan kneel on one knee before her. I will kill him if he so much as touches her. I can see right away he's trying to woo her. Damn him! Where the hell is Shade! He's supposed to be protecting her! Shadowen gently touches his cheek and my cold blood turns to ice, my heart stops and now I'm in assassin mode, ready to strike. Her voice reaches me though. “Prince, I have told you so many times. I cannot be your consort, only your friend.”

 “Oh please, Shadowen. I promise I will be a perfect consort to you. You are just so lovely and I...” He's interrupted by Darken moving out of a shadow not more than three steps from him.


I feel Darken's anger and I quickly put my anger aside. Could Darken be the Operative? If he is, Shadowen is in real danger right now. I get ready to move. No weapons but my magic to use, so I will have to be swift. Darken hisses at him. “Get up! I told you to stay away from her!” Harridan stands and I feel his white magic swell.

 “I do not take orders from the likes of you!” He says with anger in his voice as well. Great! I will have to fight both of them for my consort!

 “I swear if you do not leave this moment I will rip you into pieces.” Darken says smoothly but I see him reaching to touch Shadowen. She takes his hand as she stands. He then turns to her, “Shadowen, I fear it is no longer safe for you to remain here.”

 “She's safe in my home. It is you who should leave. You were not invited.” Harridan says.

 “I was invited and I will not warn you again.” Darken now places Shadowen behind him. I feel his magic swelling along with Harridan's. King Ormond appears and he quickly calls Harridan to his side. He silently scolds him and they depart. Once they leave Darken turns swiftly on Shadowen, scolding her. “I told you to not allow him to be around you. Have you no sense at all? He's dangerous to you. Very dangerous to you and your child.”

 “Darken, he's only smitten and he's been a good friend to me over these last few months.”

 “Friend? He doesn't want to be your friend! He wants you in his bed even in spite of the fact another man's child grows in your belly. He simply doesn't care.”


She sits back down on the small bench and I shift to a closer shadow. Now that I am so close to him I see he's dressed as an assassin. I'm not exactly worried as I am the Royal Assassin; however I'm very weak and very much without my blades. “Darken, I know you mean well, but I can handle him just fine on my own.” Now he kneels down before her and she takes both his hands into her lap. “Do not worry for me so.” Even though they are both veiled I feel the intimacy between them and it only fuels my anger. I've been locked up in a prison for four long and lonely months without any magical let alone physical contact and here they are together... intimate.
I will destroy this old boyfriend once and for all...

 “I cannot help it, you know that.” He says quite soft and tender to her. I watch his hands gently stroke hers and it no longer matters that he got rid of Harridan because I know he wants her for himself. He leans his head down touching their joined hands. “Shadowen, it's not safe now. You must come with me. I can protect you.”

 “I will be fine.” she says lightly and her voice touches me. It makes the emptiness inside me deepen for her to fill it.


Darken lifts his head and even I can hear the anguish in his voice. “No you won't. You don't understand. I can't allow you to be...” She quickly stills his words with her hand against his cheek. 


 “Darken...” she says softly and I can feel him relaxing somewhat, his guard coming down ever so slightly. “Reis has not abandoned me. He will come.” My heart flutters in my chest. She is waiting for me?

 “Why do you insist on holding onto this fantasy? When you know if he was going to return he would have done so by now?” Darken says trying to sway her.

 “You are wrong; he loves me and our child.” She says defending me and my heart feels alive again.

 “Even if that were true, he's not here and I am. Your child needs a father and you cannot wait any longer for him. She grows weaker every day; let me be the father she needs.” His hand gently reaches out to touch Shadowen's swelling abdomen. To my surprise and relief she forcefully pushes his hand away before he can even touch her. I'm about to reveal my presence when Darken says quietly. “Shadowen we haven't time for this. You must come with me so I can protect you and we must leave now.”

 “Why now?” She asks him but I know why. I'm free and he knows I'm heading straight here to protect her. I know with my entire being he's the operative and he could snatch her at any moment.

 “Only I can protect you and you must come with me now. We must leave this place before...” He silences his own words then in a much softer tone says, “You may refuse my healing touch now, but she is dying and I can save her.” She only stares up at him then he says, “I can force you to comply.”


I feel Shadowen's defiance, something I know oh too well, rising inside her. “You think you can.”

 “We are wasting time!” he snaps at her.

 “There is no longer a reason to worry.” She says softly.

 “What do you mean?”

 “Reis is here.” She knows I'm here? Darken bolts straight up his weapons ready and I move just as swift, quickly stepping out of a shadow behind Shadowen. I slip my arms protectively around her. But before I can move her out of the way she turns and is in my arms holding me. She leans into me and I feel her sweet magic engulf me. Once again I'm drowning inside the sweetest magic I've ever tasted.


I lean into her smelling her neck, but my eyes never leave Darken. He's poised and ready to strike. I sense his fear and his anger that I am here. I really wish I had my weapons! Her voice reaches me and I hear the soft tears, “Reis, I want to go home.”

 “I know little one, so do I.” I whisper back to her.


Darken grounds out. “No! Don't be a fool! That's the last place you should be.”


I hear the soft desperation in her voice, “I need to go home, now.” It doesn't matter anymore the risk. I feel her body join to mine and we are swiftly stepping through shadows. I know Darken is pursuing us but I note that Shadowen is somehow blocking Darken's advances. I also realize he doesn't give a damn about me, but he sure does about her. He's careful with each advance not to hurt her. 



It doesn't take us long and we are soon on the surface of Myst. I stop so Shadowen can take a breath and reconnect with our home, even if it is the surface. I had not felt her weakness earlier as I'm sure she was protecting me, but now I feel every little thing about her. Now Darken appears several feet away from us. I lift her up into my arms as her legs are just too weak to stand. I turn on him, “Are you the Operative?” He's silent. “You cannot have her!” I hiss at him.

 “You should have stayed where you were!” He hisses right back at me.

 “I'm sure you'd like that. So was this your plan all along? To steal her from me? Why not just kill me instead of lock me up?”

 “You're a fool and don't deserve her.”

 “Maybe I am, but she chose me, not you.” He makes a small step and Shadowen's hand comes up and he stops in his tracks. “Do not protect him little one, he's the reason I've been detained for so long. It is this sap of a boy who has kept me from you.”

 “Boy?” Darken bites back at me and I taste his magic on my tongue. I know this taste too. I tasted it many months ago when I was first imprisoned.

 “Yes, boy. You are a traitorous, infinitesimal, little boy who needs to be taught more than just a lesson.”

 “If I were you old man, I'd take that back.” Darken's magic swells and his blades are at the ready.

 “I take nothing back!” I feel Shadowen's magic weaving through mine like a well sewn tapestry. I know she is weak and she should not be exerting herself so I instantly back down enough so she will not feel the need to protect me. “Shadowen, do not protect me either.” I whisper calmly to her. 



I see Darken's head turn to her and I actually feel his concern. But it's just not enough for me to let my guard down. “Back away now or you will force me to protect that which is mine in a most brutal fashion.” I know I can tear him to pieces with my magic and although it would give me satisfaction, I hear Shadowen's soft plea in my heart. Please don't hurt him Reis.


Out of the corner of my eye I see a shadow move then instantly Shade comes rushing through. Darken moves quickly to intercept him with his blades but Shade is not without protection. Magical spells are streaming off him like I've not seen before causing Darken to not only retreat but slip into a shadow leaving us.


Shade is quick in coming to be by Shadowen's side. His gloved hands move easily over her body assessing her. He then says emotionless, “Your daughter is drawing upon her too much. You need to establish your bond to her now.”

 “It is not safe here.” I tell him but Shade is already taking Shadowen out of my arms. “They both will die if you wait.”

 “We are not home yet.”

 “We are home, we are in Myst.” I think about his words for only a moment then nod. My hands run along Shadowen's belly. My daughter is moving inside and I know she is reaching out to me as I reach to her. This should be a special moment between father and child and it should have taken place months ago. I am glad Shadowen did not find another male for my daughter to bond with. I'm especially glad she denied Darken. Just as my hand strokes across her with my magic I feel my daughter pull upon it, like she is siphoning as much as she can. She has grown weak as her mother, both waiting for my touch and magic.


Ironically I think of my father doing this to my mother, giving me this part of him and I'm astounded that I'd never thought about this. He obviously accepted me as his child in her womb... so what changed?


I stroke along her abdomen and I'm surprised to discover that although I do not hear my daughter’s thoughts, I can feel her desires and intentions. She must know mine somehow because I get the distinct impression she would have made Shadowen ask Shade to bond with her. Although not unheard of for a male family member to assist in such a need. Rare for a sibling to. But these siblings are not normal siblings. 



I feel swept up inside Shadowen now and my mind is connecting to my daughter. She's beautiful and there is calmness about her that I know she gets from me. She touches my mind and heart and I'm pleased she is happy that I'm finally here with her. She's longing to know me as I do her. She is without magic but she dwells in it like being cradled in fluid. She has fed on Shadowen's for so long that to taste mine is like Shadowen eating a swey-cake; she doesn't want to stop and only wants more. Yet I know I must stop as I am growing weaker and we are not yet safe. I can nurture them both with my magic once we are safely home.


I open my eyes giving one last caress along Shadowen's belly. Shade hands her back to me then he's casting spells I’ve never even heard before. “We are in danger Royal Assassin.” He says in between spells. I nod my head placing Shadowen on her feet. She is weak but strong enough to stand and she easily rests in me. “We must get within the hollows. I sense Darken is returning and he's not alone.” I cannot sense him but I'm not going to disagree or not believe Shade. 



To my surprise Shade steps behind Shadowen pressing her tighter to me. His arm slips over hers holding her even tighter to me while his other joins our joined hand. He presses his head into the back of hers which promptly places her face into my neck. His voice is firm. “Let us support her and walk together. You will lead us home.”


I've never tried such a walk before. Although in theory it could work. I take a step and I feel Shadowen and Shade move fluidly with me. Both are in tune to my step. “Faster.” Shade says and I take another then another. I'm amazed at how perfect we are moving. Such precision and unison. I've never even felt this amount of perfection alone with Shadowen. 



Now I realize the shadows are actually binding around us. Keeping us in formation. They are touching and stroking Shadowen but not as before. I'm not sure if it's Shade's presence or the combination of the two of them but the shadows are moving with us, keeping us bound. Shade's voice comes again, “Faster. We must move faster.” Now I feel others approaching along with a warning from these shadows. Hurry... hurry.... This only intensifies my need to get Shadowen safely home.


We break through the barrier and are concealed within our protective hollows. I do not slow in our stepping because although the surface dwellers cannot reach us I know that Darken can and if he has other Mystic allies then they can as well. Not to mention he could be stepping with someone. Bringing them along.


I am moving even swifter than above and my heart is flowing at the safe speed of an assassin. My blood is slowing and my breath is still but my magic is sparking with energy. Shadows form and flow with an endless cascade of gray and black around us. Once we enter our home Shade releases Shadowen and me so smoothly casting protection and barrier spells that I'm standing almost gawking at him. He turns swiftly in my direction and although he speaks not a word to me I know it is a scolding look under his veil for me to move.


I lift Shadowen up into my arms moving up the stairs. Just as I settle her on the bed my senses alert me to Darken and four others outside. An assassin, two conjurers and someone I cannot read. I know it is the strain of all that has happened that has Shadowen surprisingly sound asleep. It's for the best I decide. She and our daughter need rest. I call my blades to me and instantly they're in my grasp.


Shade is moving all over, flowing easily through shadows casting spells back and forth. He stops only long enough to say to me, “I had no idea you were so fast. I couldn't even catch up with you over the badlands.”

 “You were there?” I ask.

 “Yes, you amaze me. Even weak and you move swift on the surface.” He pauses as if thinking then says, “It must be your Nightelf blood and magic.”


This comment just doesn't sit well with me. “So you have to break it down into Mystic verses Nightelf?” I say while walking forward and calling more of my weapons to me.


Yet Shade doesn't even register the implications of his remark, he simply replies, “Of course. Mystics cannot move fast on the surface, so it must be your Nightelf blood which gives you such power.” Power? I suddenly realize he's giving me a compliment. Yet with Shade and sometimes with Shadowen you cannot always follow their train of thought. So you have no idea what their true meaning is unless you dig deeper. Then again perhaps I'm being too sensitive about my heritage. 



Shade then says firmly, “Either way, perhaps we could explore this at a later date.” He casts a quick spell his hands moving upward then outward only pausing to glance back at me, “When we are not so busy with enemies at our doorstep.”

 “Of course.” I nod my head in agreement.


Shade spins around quickly, “Do you feel that?”

 “Feel what?” I ask reaching out with my magic because I feel nothing.


His voice seems to change as he says, “Bring Darken to us.” Suddenly I see a dark cloud emanate from him turning into a thick shadow. “Reach in until you find him.” This is definitely new! But I'm up for trying it. I reach my hand into this dark shadow and suddenly my hand begins to tingle. Shade whispers to me in this odd voice. I know instinctively that he's concentrating. “Concentrate on Darken and I can guide you to him.” This must be how he was able to find me, through Shadowen. He's casting a spell with his mind yet speaking to me. I'm amazed that he's able to divide his thoughts in such a way. I'm starting to realize how very powerful Shade is and I'm quite grateful he's on our side and not Darken's.

 “Bring Darken? Can't I just kill him?”

 “Shadowen will not forgive you, should you kill him.” I feel a twinge inside Shade that he too would like to see Darken punished and he confirms it when he says, “Hurting him, she will forgive, killing him no.”


I know Shade cannot see my smile but it's there just the same. “Agreed. Pain is not the same as death.” I focus my thoughts and magic and I can actually see Shade manipulating me through shadows and there he is. I go to step through but Shade's hand stops me and he tells me to stay here and only pull him back with me. He holds onto me to keep me from going fully through. Again this is new.


I do as he suggests and soon I feel like my body is in two places and both places are very far away from each other, as if I'm being stretched over a great distance. It's not painful but is very disconcerting. I no longer feel whole and my body is pulling me forward then when I try to compensate and not allow my body from being pulled all the way through, I then feel a great tug to go back and I have to move forward so I will not fall all the way back. It's like a great tug of war on not just my body but my soul and shadow. I know I cannot stay like this for long. It's very exhausting. 



I taste Darken's magic and instantly I'm behind him. Hesitation would alert him so I quickly and very precisely pierce his flesh with my stov-vo-kiev. I must confess I would like to break some of his bones. However I land between his ribs without even touching his bones. It's one of the most perfect stabs I've made in a very long time. It paralyzes him on the spot allowing me to smoothly pierce him with my shadow blade. Although my stov-vo-kiev causes minimal pain, my shadow blade is quite the opposite. “Not so fast.” I whisper to him. “Time to learn why I'm the Royal Assassin.” I tug and we easily step back into my living room.


Shade instantly binds the shadow portal he formed and it dissipates. Darken is cursing at me but I hold strong. My shadow is ensuring he feels the utmost of pain. This does cause some pain for me but its damn well worth it because I know Darken is in pure agony. Now to my disappointment I hear Shadowen's tormented voice. Please don't hurt him anymore.


My anger rises. She is still trying to protect him! He deserves a lot more than pain! I should have killed him and the only reason I haven't yet is because of you. So don't you dare keep protecting this old boyfriend or I will do it right now! I'm met with silence and I feel just a bit of satisfaction. So there!


Darken hisses at me. “Just get it over with!”


My voice is calm and cool, “Think I'm going to let you off so easily?” I twist my blade further.

 “You're pathetic!” He spits at me in a hiss of a whisper.

 “Of course I am.” I smile. “My pathetic blades, my pathetic skills are nothing compared to... yours. That's why you are paralyzed because I am so... pathetic.” He struggles against me but I hold firm. I lean in even tighter. “Just give me a reason to send your soul to Shadow Hall. Just give me a reason right now!” I practically purr with the excitement of my shadow latching on to his and feeling his very soul caressing mine. Ready to grab and pull, I can almost feel his life energy gravitating to my shadow. But I stop as Shadowen's voice once again stills me. Reis please don't do it.


Shade's voice now reaches me, “Release him, he will not escape now.”


I pull out my blades and Darken falls to his knees in agony. Shade's anger is something I've only felt hints of before and each time it's been such a quiet thing. So quiet that it's frightening. Now his anger isn't quiet, it's surging like a life of its own. His voice remains utterly calm, too calm. “Tell me why I had the Royal Assassin spare your pathetic life?” I see the power flowing from Shade and I know this isn't simply Shade. I drop to my knee in reverence, lowering my gaze.

 “He's not worth...” Darken tries to speak but power ripples from Shade silencing him to agonizing pain that even I feel tear into my flesh.

 “Silence! You fool!” Shade nearly hisses. Nearly being the only word I know to describe what I'm hearing. “Do you think she loves you?” He purrs then pauses, “Do you think you are worthy of her?” Again he pauses. “Of course not.” Shade fluidly moves but I keep my head lowered in his presence.

 “Are you so blind Darken that you do not even see who kneels before me in reverence. Tis not you... The Royal Assassin doesn't even know who I am, yet he knows enough to kneel in my presence...” Shade shuffles along the floor and his hand briefly touches my shoulder and I feel his healing magic course through my veins.


His voice changes, softens slightly as he continues to speak “He's the one she loves, the reason she has come and the reason I follow her.” He lifts his hand from me and I'm suddenly saddened at the loss of his touch. I know who he is now. Oh goddess... He really is the Royal Conjurer! If the Chalice is our life then he's our magic!


Shade circles around Darken then says, “You think you know corruption? You know nothing of corruption. You think you know her heart? You know nothing of her heart. You think she loves you?”


Darken interrupts his speech through gritted teeth “She does love me!”


It almost sounds like a laugh coming from Shade. “Of course she loves you, but she chose him, not you. It is his seed she allows to grow in her womb, not yours. His seed she wants life to grow from, not yours. So you would dare try to corrupt her? Take from her that which she desires?”


I hear Darken's agonized cry then he drops to his knees in pain. His voice is now harsh, “No.”

 “No of course not.”

 “The Royal House is corrupt and I was...”

 “I know what you were doing! The Royal House has already fallen, fool! It just hasn't figured it out yet.” he sighs and I feel him turn back to me for only a moment before addressing Darken again. “Darken, you will lead your traitors away from here. Do not return to Myst until she sends for you.” He rises and instantly he shifts into shadows and is gone.


Shade now gently touches my veil and slowly slides it from my head addressing me, “Royal Assassin, you have yet to know or understand how very important and beautiful you are to Us.” I notice his own veil is in his hand. I've never looked upon Shade before and I will not lift my eyes unless directed to. I know the fear in both Shadowen and Shade of his eyes. Now I know why, to look into the face of magic is too seductive and insidious. I nearly shudder at the thought.

 “We love you, you are perfection to Us. In you my sister sees life and I see hope. You know who my sister is and yet you keep this knowledge silent. You are a wise man to do this.” He pauses then says, “Time is slipping from us and she will awaken soon and I will return to my slumber of knowledge. So I must hurry. You are the reason we are here. Our mother told us you would be special when my sister allowed life to flow into your mother. The moment your life formed and I bestowed my magic of shadows we both felt you respond to Us. No child has ever done this in the womb.


My sister watched you grow in your mother's womb, waiting for you to come forth and when you did, it was my sister who fell in love with you. She wanted you to be joined to her Heir, but corruption has been long since growing in Myst. It has eaten at Us, ebbed away Our very existence. She lost hope and faith in Myst as did I. So when Phantom stole Essence from you it was the final moment for her and I. Do you know why she loves and protects Darken?”


I shake my head no, almost afraid to know. “He is the last life she has given forth to within Myst. He truly is the last child born in all of Myst.”

 “Impossible...” I mutter thinking of the implications. Thinking of the rumors and now realizing the truth of his words. There has been no child born of a Mystic save Shadowen and Shade.

 “Ah, you see now, don't you. All of Myst is dying without her. Phantom used her and me for his selfish corrupted needs. But you... you shine like a beacon of hope for us both. How could she give life and I give magic to those who will corrupt and destroy all that we serve? We had no answers…”


He caresses my cheek slightly, “You are our answer... she fell so deeply in love with you and she wants to give life to your child and the only way for her to do this and to know you, were to be made flesh. Our mother allows Us this experience of flesh so we might better understand, but it comes with a price. To know you We must experience pain along with joy. We have had both as you well know, but it is far from over.


Royal Assassin you are the Royal Consort as you well know and I tell you this so your heart will understand even though when I go to slumber you too will no longer recall this. But your heart will guide you even though this knowledge is lost. It is your seed that she will give life to and this life will replenish Myst. But for this to occur the corruption must end. It is only then life will return.”


His hand touches my chin and he lifts my head. My breath stills in my chest when I gaze into his turbulent eyes. It's like facing a wild storm of silver lightening and shadows all swirling moving from one eye to the other. A storm of magic and shadows.

 “You are strong in magic, my gift to you, so you will always be able to fight corruption and keep Her safe. But know this in your heart that even I am not above corruption and neither is your Consort while we are flesh. So watch over us and keep us safe and always be ready.”


He helps me to stand and then he kisses me on my forehead. “When the hour of your death comes... you will recall this moment with me and you will see all your life. You will see and know what part you played and how your seed will bring life and unity to Myst.” He replaces my veil along with his and a strange calm falls over me. 



I look up and Shade turns to me saying. “Where is Darken?”

 “I don't know.” I search with my magic and feel nothing. I immediately shift upstairs to check on Shadowen. I sigh with relief that she's alright. 



Shade slips next to me and says, “There is no one outside.”

 “Odd.” I say to him.

 “Something is wrong. Something is very wrong.” He slips into a shadow and is gone. Shadowen shoots straight up from the bed crying out. I rush to her, pulling her to me. Her hands grip me tightly burying her head in my chest.


My hand strokes along her back soothing her with my magic. “What's wrong little one?” I whisper to her.

 “Something very bad is about to happen.”

 “Nothing bad is going to happen. I'm right here.” I try to sound reassuring. She lifts her head staring up at me. Her hand slides her veil away from her face. She is so incredibly beautiful. “I'm here.” Her fingers lightly touch my cheek.

 “I felt so lost without you.”

 “As I did you.”

 “The Royal House has fallen.” She says out of the blue.

 “You know this because?”

 “Shade is at the Royal Court now. He says to come as soon as we can.”

 “I'm not sure it's wise for you to travel right now.”

 “Don't be silly, I'm fine.”

 “You just said something bad was about to happen.”

 “Did I? Why in the world would I say that?”

 “I don't know, but something tells me, we should stay. Let Shade come tell us the news. Besides I'd rather hold you and our child for awhile.”

 “No one else is home? That's odd... where are the servants?”


Hmm I hadn't even thought of them. “That is odd.” I feel no trace of them in the house. Their presence hasn't been here for days actually. I will worry about that tomorrow. Right now I'm going to enjoy my Consort and our daughter. We lay back in the bed and before I know it my mouth is pressed to Shadowen's in a warm kiss. Our magic is fusing in a breathless union of need. Touching, caressing, kissing, tasting until our magic has only one way for release and that is to drown in each other.




Twenty
 

 


 


The next morning we discover that Kinrith and Azreal had gone to her parent’s home. Her mother had become ill, so that at least explains that. Kinrith is already on his way to the surface to obtain Shadowen's belongings and Shade is at the Royal Court. Azreal has returned to her mother's to care for her, leaving Shadowen and I very much alone.


Shadowen hasn't let me out of her sight all morning, which is fine by me, because I simply cannot be parted from her. She's been excitedly telling me of our child and everything she's experienced on the surface. We can't seem to leave our bed chambers though. Lazily we return to our bed several times just enjoying each others closeness. It's so wonderful to be home with her.


Finally she speaks the name I do not want to hear. “Reis, please do not blame Darken for all this.”


My brow furrows, “Do not speak that name to me now, after all this.” I move gently placing my arms around her. Just the sound of his name makes my blood cool and I feel this need to protect her. My hands slip up to her face. I stroke her cheek gently. “Shadowen, you have no idea what he's done.”

 “You have no idea either.” she says gently.


My anger is rising. “Why do you protect him so? Do you want him? Is that it?”

 “No, of course not. You know I want only you.”

 “Then explain to me why you defend him and protect him?” My anger suddenly explodes. “Tell me!” I see the terrified look in her eyes and I groan. I close my eyes moving off her rolling onto my back. I simply do not understand. Now that I think about it, I don't want to understand.


Shadowen moves her body over mine slightly. Her head rests on my chest. “Reis, can you just trust me on this?”

 “No.” I reply quite promptly.


She lifts her head, which prompts me to open my eyes. “Darken is important to me and I cannot explain it. There is more going on here with the Royal House. You told me yourself, that there was an Ikian and the one with the death magic.”

 “Shadowen, what part of, 'He tried to take you and our child away.' did you not understand?” She doesn't answer so I press on, “What about the part about me being locked away for four long months without you? Let's say he didn't plan this... for arguments sake. Dammit Shadowen, he was there, he knew where I was and he didn't do anything about it.” I shake my head. “Now you ask me to not blame him?” I sit up, moving her gently from me. I scoot to the edge of the bed and I feel her hands and her magic soothing me. “Shadowen...”

 “Do not turn from me.” She says quietly.

 “I do blame him, and I'm going to blame him until I see evidence stating otherwise.” Now I turn to her, “You break my heart when you protect him so.”


She puts her arms around me pressing my head into her shoulder. She's so warm and filled with life. I feel her love simply wash over me. My arms wrap gently around her and then her voice, so soft, so warm, so filled with love touches me, “My Royal Consort...” the Royal Chalice
whispers to me and my heart pounds in my chest, “I have chosen you, my love.” I slowly lift my head and look into her eyes. Her eyes are sparkling with life and love. A smile touches her lips, “I love you, your seed grows inside me, and together we have created life.”


I'm not sure how I find my voice but I do, “Why have you chosen me?”


She smiles and my heart flutters. Her hand rises to my face then she gently touches my hair, allowing her fingers to slide and caress through the strands. “I chose you because, I love you with all that I am.” She leans up and her lips touch mine so tenderly, but it's perhaps the most powerful kiss she has ever given me.


She leans back slightly her eyes roaming over my face. The sweetest smile on her beautiful lips. Her fingertips touch my cheek then my lips and I see wonder in her eyes. She's positively spellbound looking at me. Then it dawns on me, “Why do you not remember who you are?” I boldly ask. Her smile increases.

 “It is not yet time for me to know.” She whispers.

 “When will it be?” I ask as her hands now run down my chest, igniting my body.

 “Much still needs to happen. The Royal House had fallen but the corrupter still lives. Once he is dead, then I can return.”

 “The corrupter? Do you mean Phantom? Or is there another?” I ask, but she ignores me.

 “Kiss me again.” She says so sweetly. Her lips part slightly and I lean down pressing my mouth to her. She deepens the kiss and I can do nothing but follow where she is taking me. Her hands are like flames licking at my chest and it's difficult to breathe because this feels so incredibly good.


Her thighs part, her leg moving over mine and now she's pressing, encouraging me to lie back on the bed. Her voice is unlike I've ever heard before. “I need you, My Royal Consort.” She straddles me and I can do nothing but look at her radiant beauty. Just as I slip inside her, magic surrounds us in brilliant shadows of different shades. Her face is utter ecstasy and I can't stop looking at her, she's so beautiful. 



She throws her head back and her arms open wide and I'm speechless to see the shadows from the walls rush to her. I feel them touching her, moving through her at lightning speed. Now this huge shadow comes forth as all the others seem to fade back into the walls. This one wraps around her and I instantly feel jealousy course through me. I know its Spector, he doesn't stay long, but the way he touches her... I know it wasn’t sexual but there was something about it and it wasn’t exactly the way the others had touched.


She leans down to me and suddenly her arms wrap around me and I'm caught up in the most glorious rapture I've ever known. I feel life, not just alive, but life itself so pure and untainted flowing through me. My body shudders and I explode right along with my magic. I have no control whatsoever. I feel like I can fly I'm so energized with power and magic. Now she leans down and whispers, “Do not kill Darken, he still has much he must do for Mother. His life is Her's. He is my last gift to Her.” She then collapses in my arms and I roll her over, keeping her in my arms.


I may not like having to leave Darken alone, but right now, he simply doesn't matter. My hand gently touches her abdomen and I feel our daughter drawing on my increased power. I smile contented with Shadowen safe in my arms and my daughter safe in her womb.

 





Twenty-One
 

 


 


A month has passed since the Royal House has fallen. Azreal has gone to stay with her mother and Kinrith felt duty bound to her to go as well. Shade has been very busy with the Royal Conjurer at the Royal Court so it's basically been Shadowen and me. I'm actually very pleased about it too. I love it just being the two of us.


I'm very much relaxed today holding Shadowen in my arms. We've lazily been in bed simply caressing each other’s magic. Our daughter is very strong and she is happily milking mine and Shadowen's magic. This pleases Shadowen to feel our child respond each time I touch her. 



Shadowen leaves the bed and walks over to the mirror and says softly to me, “Do I look fat?” Her hands gently rub her growing belly. I burst out with laughter and she frowns at me. I cannot help it though. She frowns at me grabbing her robe.


I move from my comfortable position on the bed sweeping her back in my arms. “Shadowen you are not fat, you are with child, this is so beautiful.” She still frowns at me but I kiss her sweet little frown and by the time I lift my head she is smiling at me.


Out of the blue she says, “The Royal Seer is coming.”

 “What?” I ask, feeling nothing and then sure enough I feel him step out of a shadow onto my doorstep. Now I'm the one frowning. I dress quickly as does Shadowen. We greet him together at the door. He looks the same as always, but I feel my nervousness because he's never visited me before other than when he came to see the Royal Chalice. “Be welcome, Royal Seer.” I say formally.

 “I am so welcomed.” He says, removing his cloak. Shadowen takes his cloak and I cannot help but notice how very perfect he looks. He always looks perfect. His clothing is the finest tailored and spotless and not a wrinkle or smudge ever. Even his veil falls perfectly with the creases uniformly folded. His gloves too are immaculate and I notice for the first time there is a small symbol on the edge of his gloves. My heart skips a beat. It's the symbol of my mother's that she would weave on the garments she made. I kept several cloaks of the previous Royal Assassin's that she had made for him simply because it bore those symbols.


He hands a small package to me saying, “This is a gift, for your child.” he then turns to Shadowen saying. “May I have a few words with you?” I feel his mixed emotions and I'm about to decline for some reason but it's Shadowen who hushes me mentally taking his arm into hers, leading him into our formal parlor.


I follow saying a bit more strained than I would like. “Why are you here?”


He sits in the chair offered by Shadowen saying, “I like that you get straight to the point. It can be quite obnoxious dealing with repeating everything. So, I'm here for several reasons. One which I am hopeful your lovely Consort can help me with.”


Shadowen, I do not want him here and I sure do not want you helping him. I mentally say to her.


Oh hush. He's come to see me, not you.


Precisely.


I will see him and if you get huffy I'll see him alone.


I know when she is being stubborn and this is one of those times. I can't stop the low grumble escaping my throat though. Shadowen ignores me speaking to him. “What may I help you with?”


I take a deep breath opening the package and it's a child's cloak and matching gloves. My heart flutters at my mother's symbol woven in the fine fabric. My mother made these? Before he can answer Shadowen and even before I can even ask him about the clothes he answers in his smooth voice, “Your mother made them for you, but I could not bring them to you until now. I'm sure you would want your child to have them.” I'm speechless.


The Royal Seer, my father, holds his hands together in his lap. There is much running through his mind I realize through the different emotions he's exposing to me. This is obviously far more difficult for him. Shadowen reaches her hand across the chair taking his into hers saying, “Do you require something of me?” He nods slightly but says nothing. To my astonishment Shadowen's demeanor changes as she releases his hands and removes her gloves. I'm astonished that my father rushes to his knees before her and her hand gently strokes the side of his veil. “It's fine.” She whispers to him. Then she removes her veil and then his. “You may gaze upon me and ask what you desire.” I fall to my knee in reverence as I see the Royal Chalice has once again come forth.


He lays his head in her lap at her prompting and she whispers, “You may seek solace in me.” while she strokes his black hair and his cheek. I can feel he's in great pain and although he's never been a father to me I do feel an obligation to help him. Not sure if it's because he is my father or because he is the Royal Seer. So I simply wait and watch.


His voice is harsh sounding with emotions, “I have no peace, no rest, and no solace in my life.” 



The Royal Chalice's voice is soft and alluring as she speaks, “You may rest in me.” she strokes his hair gently. Then he lifts his head and I see his shadows dance in his eyes with wonder. His voice is pure and warm, “You are far more beautiful than I could ever imagine in my sight.” He lowers his eyes, “I am so humbled.”


He suddenly breaks down and weeps and I feel the relief of emotions flooding him. She strokes his hair back and forth like consoling a child and I cannot help but feel her love and warmth. He finally speaks his weeping subsiding, “You said I was forgiven for denying life to grow in her womb all those times... but... did you take her from me, to punish me? Will I never see her again? Will my life remain empty without her? I cannot see.” He's now staring up into her face and I realize he's speaking about my mother. He truly loved my mother? I never knew he loved her. I thought she was just a servant to him. Just someone he had an affair with, but now I know there's much I never really knew. 



Then the idea that he denied her to have a child. It's no wonder he wouldn't claim me, he didn't want a child and then she died with complications giving birth to me. No wonder he never claimed me. But that doesn't explain him bonding with me when she carried me in her womb.


She gently strokes his face, “You are not to blame. We did not take her from you. It was her time. This is the way of life, there is death then life again it is an infinite circle.”


I see longing in his eyes and I want to go to him. I scold myself for having such emotions. He wants something from her but not from me. She's the reason he is here not me. I feel the coldness that I have clung to all my years return. I don't want him here but I know I cannot interfere, not with the Royal Chalice. He lowers his head, anguish in his eyes and I am doing my best to distance myself from him and this. I'll be an observer only. 


 “Royal Seer, you have come for a reason and it’s not just to look into my face.”

 “I seek the Royal Chalice so that...” He pauses.

 “I am here, child. So speak that which you desire.” He lays his head back on her lap and she strokes once again along his cheek and hair. My eyes lift to the Royal Chalice and she is looking at me with such love in her eyes and then she lifts her other hand to join her. I cannot deny her my touch. I immediately kneel next to her and she removes my veil. She then turns to my father saying, “Speak that which burdens you.”

 “I am not worthy of this gift you bring me, but I am so very grateful.”

 “Your visions are such a burden for you now. You saw that I would give you solace, so you came.”

 “I did and I am here. My visions are so much worse now. Only Vestrial could calm my mind and when I lost her...”

 “I know.” She assures him. “I know your passionate love for Vestrial. The forbidden love you shared with her and the child she gave birth to. The son that you love so deeply and intensely, yet are forced not to claim or acknowledge. The son that has grown into a powerful man, my Royal Consort. He doesn't know of this love or the sacrifice you have made for him but I do. I know everything you and Vestrial went through for your love and your son. I know you are bound until death to keep your silence, but I am not so bound.” 



I'm shocked. What is she speaking about? He then responds, “My time is almost at the end.” I quickly send my magic over him and I feel his life ebbing away, he will be gone by morning “I'm not sad that I am about to leave this life for the next. I just wondered... is she here?” Is who here?


The Royal Chalice smiles. “Yes she is here. Her excitement at your entrance has sent all the other shadows in a tizzy. She desperately wants to touch you.” She whispers to him. My heart stops. My mother is here? How is this possible? She is more Nightelf than Mystic. Did she have a shadow?


He lifts his head. “Does she forgive me?” She nods her head and he lets out a breath. “May I speak with her?” He asks as if he's this young boy again. She nods her head again reaching down removing his gloves and together we all stand. She takes his hand into her's then leads him to a wall. 


 “Scious.” She calls him by his name. 



He looks expectant and her hand touches the wall. My heart is pounding in my chest as a slender near black shadow comes from the wall. Immediately this beautiful shadow makes herself known to my father, her voice is not a whisper as the other shadows it's soft and reminds me of younger version of Madrigal's. “My beloved...” Is this really the shadow of my mother? I'm speechless and I cannot stop the tears from burning my eyes.




I see warmth touch my father's eyes and he gently reaches to touch this shadow as it wraps itself around the Royal Chalice. His voice is lilting with affection, “Do you forgive me?”

 “Of course...”

 “I was not sure you would be here. I still cannot see you.”

 “I have watched our son grow as I vowed I would.”

 “My time is at the end and... I wish to come here, am I welcome?”


Now a huge shadow appears and I know this one as Spector. Then another comes forth and then another. Suddenly shadows from all over are streaming from the walls. The large one, Spector says in a muffled hiss. “You are welcome.”


The Royal Chalice has a tear in her eye as she looks to me. Then my father, who I have never truly gazed upon until this hour turns to me. I see directly into his eyes. I see his tears of joy, longing and quickly suddenly he's pulling me to him. I can't breathe. I feel all his love, devotion and desires flood into me. He loves me. My father loves me. He kisses my cheek not once but over and over as he weeps in joy at finally being able to express this to me. “I claim you as my son, my beautiful, wonderful child. You are the son of Scious from the Royal House of Seers.”


At first I want to pull away. Pull away from this man who is a stranger to me. A man who refused to claim me as his child but I don't, instead I return his embrace. I have always wondered what it would be like to be loved by a father. I wanted to make sure my child had love and affection from a father because I never did. His magic sweeps over me and I drink it in just like my child drinks in mine. There is a remembrance in this magical exchange. I'm not sure how long we stand like this, but I feel a completion and know he's planning on not leaving here alive.


We release each other and he gazes into my eyes and I'm amazed how very beautiful he still is. He doesn't even have a hint of silver in his hair or lines on his face. He looks as young as I, if not younger. He shocks me, “My son, call your shadow blades to you.”

 “What?” I ask then look at all the shadows around us, moving in anticipation.

 “It's alright, call them. It's time for me to go.”

 “I can't...” I whisper not withholding the shock from my voice.


The Royal Chalice speaks a command, “Call them, Royal Assassin.”


I cannot disobey her. I call my blades to me. I swallow hard, waiting. He smiles at me and now I'm feeling loss, loss of a father I have only just now connected with. His voice is smooth. “This is what I want. I am dying, you know this. It is only a matter of hours and my soul will enter Shadow Hall, but the question is where my shadow will go.


The Royal Chalice speaks with authority and I and my father drop to our knees. “Royal Seer, you have broken your vow to the Royal House of Seers by claiming your son this very hour. Penalty for this broken vow is your death and your shadow will not reside in the Royal House of Seers. How do you speak?”

 “I am ready.” He says with his head bowed.

 “Royal Assassin, you will carry out sentence.” My heart stops, my mouth goes dry. I cannot kill my own father. How can I do this? I raise my eyes and look at her. How can she ask this of me? I see joy in her eyes and I have to look away. Why is there joy in her eyes for me to carry this sentence out?


I finally find my voice, “How can you ask this of me? He is my father.”


It's my mother's shadow who answers, “I have been long without my husband and him without me. It is fitting for our son to bring us back together again.”

 “What?” I say shocked. Husband?


I look to my father. “Yes, I married your mother, even though it was forbidden. I have always watched you from a distance; because I made a vow to the Royal House that I would not claim you when you were born. It allowed you to stay in Myst with Madrigal under the protection of the Royal House of Assassins. If I claimed you I was to be put to death and you would have been cast out of Myst with no protection. I could not do this. Your mother could not do this. When she died, she promised me to always watch over you... I did what I could from afar... but now these vows are over. I'm dying and you cannot be removed from the Royal House or Myst.” He takes a slow breath then says, “Please, Reis... I trust no one more than I trust you to do this. I know in your skilled hands my shadow will stay here.”


I know his sincerity and I raise him to his feet. I close my eyes and even though a rush of emotions rush through me I let it all go. 



I hear the Royal Chalice speak to me, “The Royal Seer's shadow has been accepted in the Royal House of Assassins. I so decree you will pull his shadow from his body and release it here to be accepted. His soul will follow by morning to Shadow Hall.” She then addresses him, “Royal Seer, you will die alone.”


I look up and see all these shadows gathered around us, floating, and waiting. I note my hand is shaking slightly although I grip my shadow blade. He puts his arms around me, embracing me and taking a deep breath I plunge my shadow blade inside my father. It doesn't take anytime at all and I feel his shadow rejoicing as it actually grabs onto mine. His voice is soft, warm, next to my ear. “It's alright now. You can let me go and know my shadow will be here waiting with your mother. I've always loved you and I always will. My destiny is complete. I have served as required and now you must live yours.”


I linger a moment, unable to pull my blade out. Unable to release his shadow. Suddenly I'm thrust within a vision. Shadowen laying in a pool of blood. Her very life being drained from her. Myst is screaming in agony and suddenly I need to escape this vision. I cannot bear to see or feel Myst screaming in pain. My beloved Shadowen in pain and agony then without thought I pull my blade out, releasing his shadow. He gasps and collapses in my arms. I have no words. I have only pain in my chest and now Shade appears directly behind him from a shadow. He doesn't even hesitate, but takes him into his arms. I look up and there isn't a shadow in sight and Shadowen is lying on the floor.


I rush to her, pulling her to me. She's not injured only asleep. I turn to look at my father, his eyes are open, but his shadow is gone. He will die now, his body cannot live without his shadow and his soul will leave for Shadow Hall. He will die alone.

 





Twenty-Two
 

 


 


It’s been two weeks since I released my father's shadow from his body. Several times I've come close to asking Shadowen to commune with the shadows, but I just cannot ask her. What would I ask? What do I really want to know? And yet... Why can't I get the vision of Shadowen dying out of my mind? Why do I see Myst dying everywhere I turn?


Today I overheard Shade tell Shadowen that there is no one to replace the Royal Seer. He then proceeded to tell her that the Royal Court is in a state of panic. He also mentioned trolls and I recall trolls in my vision. My heart grows heavier as each day passes.


Much has occurred and today we visit the Royal Court. The Commons area in the Court of the Royal House of Darkness and Shadows hasn't changed much over the last twenty years. I'm not actually surprised as the same Court has been in session since before I was even born, so this turn in events has put much in chaos. I get the feeling nothing will be the same even if it looks the same. The collapse of the Royal House has brought much confusion and I dare say violence to Myst. 



We've been home for near a month and Shadowen is becoming anxious each and every day. She says it's just that she is getting closer to her time, but I feel there is something else. Something she knows but doesn't remember.


Today has been a long day. All members of the Royal House have been summoned and each of us has gone through a thorough investigation. I've not seen Phantom, Essence or Chi at all. Rumors have it that they have fled to the recesses within the hollows. I hope they damn well stay there for awhile.


I see right away the Royal Magistrate is with Shade and they are moving through the outer hallway about to turn inward to where I am standing. I gently reach out to Shadowen and she's still in the Upper Room waiting to be seen by the Royal Guardian. I can sense nervousness from her. Shadowen, what troubles you?


I'm fine, just nervous.


There is no need to be nervous, I'm here.


Yes, down stairs, but I am very much alone up here.


You are never alone, I am always with you. I'm just a shadow away Little one.


Will you still call me little one when our child is born?


I laugh softly in my heart. Yes, I will. I feel her smile and this touches my heart. How long is this going to take anyway?


She's called for the Royal Scribe, so it should be done in only a few moments.


Good. I grow weary waiting and I need to touch you again.


Suddenly I feel Shadowen's hand briefly touch my back. It's a silken caress and I am still amazed at how she can reach through a shadow and touch me without having to step through it. I sigh with such need. Shadowen...


I'm here, my love. I won't be much longer.


I glance over to Shade and I watch him turn around. I immediately feel something is wrong but I'm not sure what it is. I reach out with my magic at the same time I hear Shade nearly shouting out “Shadowen!”


My heart stills and immediately I'm in assassin mode my hand slipping into shadows after her. She's frightened and moving swiftly. I feel her movements and her fear. She's swift but not near swift enough to escape whatever it is she is running from.


I can't pinpoint what it is or who it is that is giving chase to her, but she is moving faster than I thought possible. Now I realize she is trying to reach me, she needs me but something is blocking her shifts. Shadowen! I call to her.


Help me! She cries back to me and I can't seem to get to her. I'm coming up on cold blocks. Now I realize why, it's Phantom. I don't know how he's done it but he's blocking me from getting to her or her to me. It's like a maze within shadows. 



Now I hear her call again. Shade is coming... Now she screams inside my heart. I fall to my knees as pain sears throughout my body. She's hurt. He's stabbed her! Shadowen! I'm coming little one! I stand up with my weapons ready and now I'm casting as many spells as possible to break these blocks.


She cries to me again and I falter falling to my knees. Oh goddess he's stabbed her again. Please help her! I stand up only to fall again I feel each wound he makes inside her it's as if I'm the one being stabbed. “Mysteria!” I shout in agony. “Help me!”


I'm suddenly standing again and now I'm more powerful and the pain is gone. I fling my magic outward and I can even feel the crackling of energies as I dispel all of Phantoms blocks.


I slip through two more shadows and there she is. My beautiful Shadowen is lying in a pool of blood. Just like the vision my father shared with me. I rush to her but Phantom suddenly appears before me. He's casting vile magic towards me. He's a fool! But soon to be a dead fool.


He hisses at me. “You filled her belly with your tainted seed, but I've removed that pathetic life! Soon her life will drain out with her blood and fill all of Myst giving us back the power to remove the foul stench of you Nightelves!” I move with precision to slice him and I do. He will suffer I've decided, his death will be long and drawn out. “It's too late! Her shadow is already leaving her as you try to kill me. Save her and you save me!” His laugh is twisted and evil. 



It's then I see beyond him to my lifeless Shadowen. There is nothing left to do but end this pathetic life, which I should have done long ago. I move towards him and he throws a counter spell and throwing up several blocks. Now I see Shade slip out of a shadow and now the Royal Magistrate. Phantom turns casting blocking spells towards them to keep them away from Shadowen but Shade is fast and he throws up a counter spell that actually makes Phantom move back several feet in the direction of my blades. I feel nothing but pleasure sinking my stov-vo-kievs into his flesh, but I wish I had my shadow blade ready for I would have taken his life in this instant. Instead he screeches moving away, slipping into a shadow.


I stare at Shadowen lying so lifeless. I see the blood seeping around her and I watch the ground soak up the blood and my heart lunges in my chest. Shade is kneeling over her and I see him vigilantly casting healing magic over her. The Royal Magistrate kneels on the other side; his voice is thick with emotions when he looks up to me. “She is still alive, we will save her!” I see several shadows part and The Royal Conjurer appears with the Royal Healer. The Royal Magistrate looks up to me, his voice is firm, “Royal Assassin, go now and kill Phantom for his crimes. Do not return until this is done. We will care for Shadowen.” 



My eyes are filled with tears and I am unsure how I can leave her. I see Mysteria now as she hovers nearby, looking on. No one seems to notice her, except me... and Shade. He looks up to her and she nods to him and his magic surrounds Shadowen like I've never seen before. She holds up the Chalice in her hand tipping it over as if to show me that it is empty. My heart stops in my chest. I'm no longer breathing. I'm no longer feeling anything. 



Mysteria's eyes which are the most incredible silver turn black with rage and she points towards the direction of where Phantom fled and I know what I am to do. I bite back my tears and my hand slips into his wake. I'm hunting...


There is nothing that can adequately describe the rage that fills me. There is nothing I can pinpoint to even compare it to. However with all my training and all the years I have hunted I have never felt this way before. I can taste Phantoms taint even though he's moving through the shadows so swiftly his taint leaves an unmistakable residue.


There is something else I realize. I feel anger, but not from Phantom. I feel anger in the shadows and the walls and the very ground I am standing on. With each shadow I pass through I see several shadows move with me. Now I see them move ahead of me and I'm not exactly sure if they are guiding me or spies for Phantom. His wakes are easily found now. His wounds are slowing him down. Perfect.


I have him just a shadow away. But I know I must be prepared. Just as I step through he is waiting for me with his own stov-vo-kiev. He slashes my arm but I swiftly counter his move and now I've slashed him and my shadow blade is ready. I lunge but he moves too quickly. Now he begins matching my moves and no one is as fast as me or as skilled so I know he's been ready and he's prepared himself with magic. I'm just not sure how.


I move to his left and he counters it. I slip into a shadow and he's ready when I come out the other. He's weak though and now I feel it hit me. His blade is poisoned. I cannot waste my time on him. I must kill him quickly then purge this poison from my body. I feel Myst tremble under my feet and he laughs. He actually laughs which is very unlike a Mystic. It's a sinister, evil sounding hiss, but a laugh all the same.


His voice is a low hiss filled with evil joy and his magic is sticky evil as it streams towards me. “Do you feel that? That's the life of your child being swept through Myst.” He hisses his laugh again. I know he speaks the truth because the rumbling is Shadowen's pain. I feel her pain and loss of our child. Myst trembles because of her.


I see them in the corner of my eye, shadows forming. They are black shadows not gray ones. More and more of them appear and now Phantom sees them as well, I also note fear in him with these new shadows. I have no words for Phantom, only his death is what I speak to. I quickly pour my magic into my blade and I notice several shadows come to float in between us. I'll have to go through them to reach him. I can feel nothing but violence from these shadows. It's like they are hovering, just watching and waiting for the carnage.


My body becomes still and now I know what to do. I reach ahead of me just barely slipping my hand into the shadow and it parts as I watch it do for Shadowen and as I slip in I feel it pull me through not just one but four shadows so quickly when I come out I am directly behind Phantom and my stov-vo-kiev and my shadow blade instantly pierce his flesh. He cries out a horrible agonizing hiss, his hands flying upward, his weapons falling from his grasps. He's frozen by my blades. My shadow latches onto his shadow and I see how very strong he is. How very tainted and corrupt he is. His shadow fights, struggles against me, but he is no match for me and he knows it.


I finally speak, “You have been sentenced by the Royal House to die for your crimes against the Royal Chalice. Phantom I carry out this sentence for the Royal House, for the Royal Chalice and for Mysteria herself. I pray you never find rest in Shadow Hall.” I twist my shadow blade and pull against his struggling shadow and soul until I pull my blade and his life from his body. His body collapses as my stov-vo-kiev leaves him.


The shadows turn then twist around me and suddenly I'm thrust into one and further propelled through to end up standing several feet away from Shadowen. She is still lying on the ground. My heart now speeds up and I rush to her. 



Her eyes are closed and Shade, the Royal Conjurer and Royal Healer are all hovering over her doing everything they can to keep her alive. I feel Myst still trembling under my feet. I see the silver blood coursing through our hollows dim. Shade doesn't stop or move as I kneel down picking her up into my arms.


She is so very cold and lifeless. I move her veil back pulling her up into my arms. I wrap my magic around her to hold her to me. I now feel Shade's magic sweep over me and I feel the poison dissolving from me. I want to tell him to not worry about me and to concentrate on Shadowen but it's already too late the poison is gone and my wounds are healing. I stroke my gloved hands along her hair pulling it away from her face. Her lips are pale and her cheeks look so gray. Shadowen do not leave me. I need you.


Her eyes flutter open and my heart leaps with joy and sorrow. I feel her sorrow overwhelm me as well as the ground and walls begins to tremble and shake fiercely. “He's dead. He will never hurt you again.” I whisper unable to keep the emotion from my voice.


The chanting fades as everyone gazes upon her. Her voice is soft but the emotions spilling from her into me is unbearable. “He stole our child from us.” I cannot speak so only nod my head. It is the Royal Chalice who speaks. I see the knowledge in her eyes. Shade now kneels next to her. She turns to look at him and he shakily holds her with me.


The Royal Magistrate says quietly, “We are sorry for your loss, all of Myst grieves with you.” My heart suddenly feels more than a slice of pain and I look into Shadowen's eyes realizing he doesn't even know the truth in his words. I lift her up into my arms and Shade stands with me. I nod to everyone because my emotions are too thick to speak. Quickly everyone dispatches as Shade and I return home with Shadowen.




Epilogue
 



 


Several months have passed since we lost our daughter to Shadow Hall. Shadowen is more than quiet, she is silent. I'm giving her this time to grieve but it worries me her silence. She will not speak of what happened. I have lived with the guilt of losing her and not protecting my consort and our child. The Royal Chalice is no longer sitting on our bed it has simply vanished. 



Shade I notice doesn't speak as well, so I'm now living in a silent house. The servants talking to each other are the only voices I hear. Shadowen didn't get out of bed today but I feel her moving in our room. I've done everything I can think of to give her time and space but I need her back with me and Myst needs life.


I can't seem to concentrate on my papers so I think I will go for a walk. I'm dressed and veiled in less than a moment. I shift up to Shadowen. She's still in her night gown. Her hair is neatly brushed though. Her face has more color to it yet still the deep sorrow in her eyes. “I'm going to go for a walk. Do you want to join me?” I say moving towards her. She gently shakes her head no. I turn away slightly disappointed but her hand reaches to me. I look back and I see big tears in her eyes. “Shadowen, what's wrong?” I say removing my veil pulling her to me.

 “Don't leave me.” she says barely even audible.

 “I will stay if you want.” I wrap my arms around her and this is the first time since that horrible night she has turned to me like this. My heart is swelling with love for her and need. My fingers touch her cheek and I lean in slightly brushing my lips to hers. She returns the kiss gently and now I feel her hands remove my cloak. I say nothing as she does this. Our time together recently has been quiet and silent and if this is what she needs to heal then this is what she will have.


No magic sparring between us, which is unusual. Only our bodies making contact with each other. She pulls my cloak allowing it to fall to the floor. Now her hands work on my shirt, slowly removing my buttons. No magic, not even a hint of magic flowing from her to me. It's an odd sensation and I'm not sure what to do without our magic flowing. My shirt is open and her hands roam along my chest and I take a breath as I feel my body as well as my magic respond. Now her hands move to my pants and I find myself stilling her movements by bringing her hands to my lips. I kiss them then look down into her face. “I need more than this.” I whisper to her.

 “I know.” she says to me in response.

 “Are you ready for me?” I ask hopefully.

 “I need you Reis, I need my Consort.” She whispers to me. I lean in lifting her chin up to me. My mouth captures hers and gently I release my magic to allow it to flow around her. Her body shivers in my arms and I know it's from need and pleasure. I release more of my magic and now our lips are moving more hungrily and passionately together.


I quickly remove the rest of my clothes and hers with magic as my mouth trails along her neck in need. Her skin is as lovely as the very first time I tasted her and now she releases her magic to me. I not only gasp from the feel and taste of it I groan as it fills me up. Shadowen I need you so much.


I need you Reis.


We are quickly on the bed and any amount of pleasantries we could have done is lost because I need to be inside her. I feel my need as strong as hers. It's the joining of bodies we need to pull us closer to where we want to be. Her magic sparkles inside me and I cry out as she writhes beneath me. Our bodies move in perfect unison to meet our needs heightening our passion. 



There is this gentle pounding in my heart that moves through my body into her and now I'm so close to the edge and Shadowen doesn't wait to savor this moment she plunges in deep pulling me along with her. My body is shaking as I spasm along with hers and now I feel it. I feel her arms wrapping around me like a dream. She's pulling inward to her. I taste her life, her love, her soul... But it's too raw, too unhealed for me to be here and yet, she pulls me in anyway. Now she shows me that I am too raw, too unhealed as she is.


Together we are torn to pieces inside our heart and soul. I find the words I could never ask aloud. Do you forgive me for not protecting you and our child?


You are forgiven. Is her response and now I know that I must forgive myself.


Do you forgive me for not protecting our child? She whispers to my soul.


You are forgiven. Is my only response.


I wrap myself so fully around Shadowen and now she is fully wrapped around me. I know that together we will get through this loss because we are already finding our way back to each other. What I don't know is if Myst will survive it...
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