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Reclaiming The Old 
 
    
 
   In North Alexandria Lola the Black walks through misty woods. She had left Centra the capital of Alexandria two days ago to visit her old master. The one who trained her in the arts of fire. Lola had just recovered from an illness that she thought would send her soul to Necrovania where she would rest with dark spirits and fiends. After her recovery Lola had an epiphany as if Omegus the god himself had helped her open her mind. A calling from beyond what one could hear. Something only the soul could comprehend and with just that simple awakening Lola now headed north to the hidden mansion of her old master. 
 
   She was sure to return to the capital city again in a few days to rest and search for employment. She lived the life of a drifter moving from town to town with her black wolf named Dougal. Her wolf is an intimidating creature. Its fur pure black with ram horns on the side of its head and two tails wagging behind him. As fierce as Dougal might seem he is a tamed animal and loyal to Lola but she had not trained the wolf. Dougal was once human. He was a very important person to Lola. They take odd jobs together and with Lola’s beauty they had no problem finding employers. She had long raven black hair, milky pale skin, green eyes, full lips that she painted cherry red and the top lip black. She is eighteen and a mage that made a great living in the capital city.  A mage with a fire nature and essence of darkness as well as Dougal. For three long years they lived this life of freedom. No one tells them what to do or where to go. They move as they please without mischief, without worry or obligations only to each other. 
 
   Three long years as a drifter. The best years of her life since she left her old master. A life of freedom with Dougal by her side. Lola is always happy and graceful where ever she would go but today was a different day. The misty woods in which she walked brought back uncomfortable memories. Her long skirt of black bird feathers rustled over the dirt and gravel. Dougal walked beside her, breaking twigs with his paws and sniffing the air hoping to find the scent of those he once considered friends. 
 
   “I sense a dark mana ahead.” Dougal told Lola.
 
   “I sense it too.” She responded. “It is strange. These woods once felt safe but now they feel as though fiends have been lurking here.” Lola swirled her red rod that she wielded in her right hand. As she spun it, it spread her mana to help her sense other creatures that lurked in the shadows. Lola had many experiences with the darkness. Creatures of the dark did not frighten her. She had killed many in the past as part of her odd jobs. 
 
   Fiends had a way of appearing wherever she went, an occurrence that happened far too often for Lola’s liking. For the past three years she has encounter fiends on the road and cities, hunting her down with no explanation. Lola thought it was a curse or some sort of grim spell of darkness. Either way, she was determined to find answers. Dougal always kept her safe and helped her fight the darkness. The black wolf was a fiend himself. With his keen sense of the world of the dead he too could sense malice creatures of the dark. 
 
   A chilly wind blew lifting Lola’s skirt. The front of her skirt was up to her knees and the back billows like wings of a black bird. The cold wind blew a smell of rot and dead bodies. As if an animal was feasting on prey that it had capture just a few feet ahead but it was getting dark and it was hard to see. Dougal had no trouble seeing for his blue moon eyes could see in the dark. 
 
   “It seems like we are not the only ones wandering these woods.” Dougal said with a cocky tone. 
 
   “It seems like the appropriate place for fiends to lurk. I always found these woods creepy.” Lola added with a smirk on her face. 
 
   “I like your attitude my dear.” Dougal said and began to walk in front of her like a guard dog growling and his eyes glowing blue like the second moon. As the two walked deeper in the misty woods they heard small growls and grunts. They heard the sound of flesh being torn. It was the sound of someone chewing their food. “It’s a wild fiend.” Lola stated. “Do you think it would be kind enough to point the directions?”
 
   “If it’s not hungry for a pretty human girl.” Dougal answered. 
 
   “I am willing to take a risk.” Lola raised her red rod and its top ruby gemstone lit up with fire crackling over it like a lantern. It illuminated the woods. The rod’s light spread far enough for Lola and Dougal to see the fiend tearing the flesh of a unicorn with its sharp shark like teeth. The fiend was of a dusty white color. It had no eyes and slids for nostrils. It bit the neck of the unicorn and drank its silvery blood. It did not seem to be bothered by Lola’s light. It ignored them and continued to feast on the unicorn savagely. 
 
   It sickened Lola to watch the fiend chew on a harmless unicorn so violently. She had seen worst thanks to Dougal. “Perhaps we should leave it alone” Dougal suggested and began to walk away from the sight of the fiend. Lola went on and approached the white fiend. 
 
   “Don’t be foolish Lola.” Dougal snarled at her, maw clenched. 
 
   “Unless you remember the way to Perim, why not ask this little one.” Lola persisted. “He might actually know something.” 
 
   Dougal snarled and joined her. He always tried to prevent Lola from venturing on her own. He gave a nasty snarled as they got closer to the white fiend. Suddenly the white fiend stopped chewing on the unicorn. Its mouth dripped silver blood. It wiped it with its boney hand of three fingers. The white fiend stood up and he was a foot shorter than Lola. She saw its skinny legs with feet like that of horse. The fiend snarled and hissed at Lola like a wild cat. “Can’t you see I am busy?” It simply said with a cold voice like of a dying man. “Are you not frightened by me. Human?”
 
   “I am not afraid of fiends and I hate to disturb your meal but I need to know which way is Perim’s mansion located?” Lola asked the fiend. It was difficult to determine if it would attack or speak since it had no eyes, only a forehead and twitching lips for a face. 
 
   “Perim” the fiend repeated. “Why would a lady such as you would be looking for Perim? What business do you have with Master Perim?” 
 
   “You called him ‘Master’.” Lola said suspiciously. “Perim is working with fiends now?” Dougal questioned with surprise. 
 
   “What are you to Master Perim?” Asked the white fiend stepping away from Lola and Dougal.
 
   “We were once his students and ….”
 
   “Ah!” The white fiend flabbergasted. Although he had no face to show emotions. Lola could tell he was frightened abruptly. He continued to step away and Dougal began to snarl louder.  The fiend then began to chuckle showing his sharp teeth and dripping silver blood of the unicorn from its mouth. “I know who you are hehehe.” It laughed so high pitched that it irritated Dougal’s ears. “Master Perim put a bounty on your head. Lola Raven.”  
 
   “My name is Lola the Black now.” She corrected the fiend. She had left that name Lola Raven after leaving her master. A name that resembled her nature. “Where is Master Perim?” Lola demanded again but the ugly fiend only chuckled with its boney fingers over its foaming mouth. 
 
   “Why would I tell you when I can collect the prize for your bounty?” The white fiend said.
 
   “Tell me where Perim is or me and my black wolf will make sure you have a bloody trip to Necrovania.” She threatens. “Point out the right way or I will make sure you suffer.”
 
   The white fiend only laughs at Lola’s threat. She becomes annoy at the ugly creature and tempted to launch a burning spell at it. “We cannot trust him at this point.” Dougal suggested. “Let’s go Lola.” The wolf bites her feather skirt and pulls her away from the creepy fiend. 
 
   “Where do you think you are going?” The white fiend asks with a screechy voice this time. He clenches his teeth lustfully with a sudden desire for Lola’s flesh. Its small lips twitched and it spat unicorn blood. “You know what I love more than juicy, salty, warm unicorn blood.”
 
   “I had no idea that fiends felt love. Would you like to explain?” Lola said sarcastically, fearlessly, waiting to see what the fiend would do. Trouble always excites her although she never seeks it.   
 
   “You are a feisty human.” The nasty white fiend commented. “Human blood and flesh is better than unicorn blood in these woods. Master Perim promised me to turn me into a powerful fiend, if I bring your head to his mansion. Fortunately for me he did not say to bring you back alive. Hehehehehe.”
 
   “Perim has some guts promising what he does not have. Stupid fiends like you are nothing but pawns in a game of chest for Perim.” Lola told the fiend and walked away. When she spun away, there was another white fiend standing nearby. A dusty white fiend with no face only teeth and a long forehead. Long nasty boney fingers with pointy nails sprouting out. 
 
   “I told you we should have left him alone.” Dougal reminded Lola. He was always so sure of himself and always found that Lola would get them in dangerous situations. “Why don’t you ever listen to me?”
 
   “Shut it Dougal. You act as though you fear these creatures.” Lola answered annoyed. “They seem frightening but I bet they will die with one spell.”
 
   “In case you have not sense them already. There are dozens of them closing in on us.” Dougal explained. Then Lola realized. She heard their steps getting closer and the rustling sound of leaves. Hissing sounds like that of wild cats echoed through the misty woods. Dougal growled and blue smoke left his nostrils. They emerged from the darkness of the misty woods. There were dozens of them. Perhaps thirty or more. It did not matter to Dougal for he has killed worse. The white fiends snapped their teeth like guillotines as they got closer. They emerge from behind every tree in sight with blood dripping from their mouths that foamed with saliva. They swiped the tree trunks with their sharp nails and snarled louder moving towards the area lit by Lola’s rod.
 
   “I will feast on you with my brothers and sisters.” Said the white fiend that stood near Lola. “I will make sure they leave your head so that I can deliver it to Master Perim and as for your pet. We will have fun drinking wolf blood for the first time.”
 
   Dougal could not wait any longer. From his mouth he shot a bullet of blue flames. He sneezed it and it flew across the misty woods and hit one of the fiends. The creature screeched in pain so loud that it could rip the insides on one’s ears. It caught fire and died in seconds.  They all leapt at Dougal and Lola. The white fiend that was feasting on the dead unicorn fled. It seemed to be their leader. “Lola don’t let him get away!” Dougal alarmed. Lola ran after the white fiend but another one jumped in her way, its teeth snapping, it’s long sharp nails about to swipe her. “Pikan Fahiah!” Lola yelled and a bullet of fire left her rod as if it had been launched from a crossbow.  The white creature gave an irritating screech. Lola then smacked it aside with the end of her red rod and the fiend caught on fire, it melted and kicked on the grass.   
 
   Lola ran after the one white fiend that knew the direction to her old master but more of them attacked. There were three of them. One jumped at her and Lola whipped it aside with her rod, setting the creature on fire. Another one swiped its long nails at her. “Pikan Fahiah!” Lola cast her spell on it and set it on fire. The third leapt and swung its sharp nails at her. It wounded Lola cutting through the tight sleeves of her black blouse. Lola cussed and kicked the ugly beast. “Pikan Granda!” She shouted and launched a larger bullet of fire. The fiend shrieked in pain and Lola watched its flesh melt right off its bones. It died within seconds and Lola was glad to see it die. “I worked really hard for this dress. Stupid fiend.” 
 
   Lola looked back and saw Dougal incinerating fiends with his blue flames. Dougal burned them and tackled them with his ram horns and pushed them against the trees. With his fangs he bit their small necks and decapitated them. Dougal quickly glanced at Lola and bellowed “don’t let him get away!”
 
   “Oh yes. I almost forgot.” Lola remembered. She turned east in the direction of the white fiend who had killed the unicorn. She saw it running from far away. It laughed hysterically as it fled cowardly, like a child who had just stolen goods. Lola pointed her rod at it; she took aim at the fiend’s legs. “Pikan Ray”, she whispered and a red beam was sent from the end of her rod. The red beam flew across the misty woods until it reached the cowardly fiend and pierced its right leg. The white fiend crippled and gave a hissing scream. It tried to crawl away as it watched Lola pacing towards him. It knew it had nowhere to run now. When Lola reached the ugly creature she stomped on its face with her boots and press down on its cranium with her heels. “No please!” It shrieked. “I will tell you where he is, just don’t kill me I beg you.” 
 
   “As cowardly as I thought.” Lola stared down at the ugly creature.
 
   “You better give us the right directions. Ugly little beast.” Dougal insulted as he approached. Blood dripped from the sides of his maw and blue smoke left his nostrils. His ram horns were tainted with blood as well. 
 
   “Ugly beast you say. Someone has not looked at his own reflection.” The white fiend teased then Lola stomped on its face again with her high heel boots. 
 
   “I am running out of patience. Tell us which way is Master Perim’s mansion?” She demanded an answer for the last time. 
 
   “As you wish. I will tell you.” The white fiend said and moaned in pain at his leg that had been pierced by Lola’s fire spell. “Find the stream east of here then follow it north. You should find his mansion and once you get there you will die by Perim’s apprentices.”
 
   “Is there anything else that we need to know?” Lola asked politely making sure nothing is left unsaid by the creature and she would successfully find her old master’s mansion.
 
   “Oh yes. I will see you in Necrovania.” Were the fiends final words and Lola yelled “Pikan Fahiah!” The fiend’s body was set on fire. Lola and Dougal watched it burned. Its stench was viler than a dead rat or rotten rations. They watched the rest of the fiends burning in the misty woods. Dougal had killed most of them with his blue flames. 
 
   “See you in Necrovania.” Lola paraphrased. “Where do fiends go after you kill them?”
 
   “They don’t die so to speak. Their bodies may vanish but their souls return to Necrovania.” Dougal lectured. “There is a possibility that these fiends may haunt us however I highly doubt that. I don’t think they have any authority in the world of the dead if they were following Perim.”
 
   Lola stared up at the night sky over the naked autumn branches. She noticed the white and blue moon were behind her. The moons and sun rise from the east, she thought and turned in that direction. Dougal walked by her side. She was not sure if the white fiend had told her the truth. If it had given them the right directions but Lola was willing to try. Anything to finally see Master Perim. They walked east as instructed. The woods were silent with only the hoot of owls and crickets. Despite the silence Lola understood that there could be more fiends lurking in the shadows of the woods. “The vibe of these woods has changed.” Dougal said as they walked to their destination. 
 
   “In deed.” Lola agreed. “I always thought Perim was a strange man however what caused him to work with fiends.” Lola waved her rod and the ruby stone at the end lit up, illuminating the way. Soon they reached the stream. It was a beautiful stream. Lola ran towards it as soon as she saw it. She kneeled down by the edge of the stream, lifted her skirt and dipped her hands in the water. At the bottom of the stream, the rocks glow of turquoise, vivid greens, blues and yellow colors. Tiny fishes jumped from the water catching flies. Lola washed her face with the water. It was cold but refreshing. She sat there on her knees gazing at the stream and lovely aquatic creatures below. It brought back sweet memories. 
 
   Dougal joined her and brushed his ram horns on the side of her left arm. “Do you remember this stream Dougal?” She asked him.
 
   “Yes I do.” He said in a low tone. “I am no longer human but I still remember this stream. We use to sneak out during the night and sat by this stream under a tree.”
 
   “It was the only escape we had from that prison.” Lola muttered. 
 
   “Sorry my dear but this is not the time.” Dougal said, intending to disrupt Lola’s moment. “We will have time for sweet memories later. Let’s focus on finding Perim’s mansion.” Dougal then walked away from Lola as she sat there by the stream. She gazed at the black wolf walking away. That form has changed you, Dougal, she thought with a heavy heart. I understand your pain. I promise you I will find a way to turn you back into a human again. Lola then stood up and followed Dougal. 
 
   The white fiend said to follow the stream north. As Lola walked behind Dougal alongside the stream, she thought of the old days. She thought of her friends at the mansion and wondered if they would be glad to see her again. It has been three long years since I have seen them. I wonder.
 
   The time passed and the moons moved over the night sky. Lola gazed up at the two moons, an hour or so has passed, she thought.  Although she remembers the stream going into the direction of the mansion, she does not remember it being such a lengthy walk. Then finally.
 
   “I see it!” Dougal growled. Lola ran to him with excitement. They stood side by side staring up at the mansion that dwelled behind large gates and stone walls about thirty feet high. It was at the top of a plateau and below it, the stream turned into a river. Across the river was the area where Lola and her friends trained in the arts of fire, she can still see and smell the burned lumber from afar. The mansion had three floors. The third floor was all for master Perim. No one but his servants was allowed up there. The second floor was where all of Lola’s friends’ bedrooms were located. The mansion had not changed since Lola and Dougal left. It had statues of Dragons everywhere outside and on the rooftops. Goth belfries with dragon statues snaking around it. Statues of knights of North Alexandria stood by the entrance, after the gates. 
 
   “So what do we do? Just walk up and knock on the door.” Lola said sarcastically. She squinted and noticed the lights of the third floor. He must be up there by himself as usual, she thought. 
 
   “Lola look! By the gate.” Dougal alarmed. Lola gazed in the same direction and by the gate of the mansion she saw them. It was her old friends. Five of them chatting by the gate. Two boys and three girls. Two blonde girls, both were slim wearing long skirts and corsets. One wore a blue long skirt with floral patterns and the other a long red skirt of pointy leaf ends. A brunette girl wearing a black gown sat on a boulder that protruded from the grass. The two boys were clad in red and brown tunics. They were all the same age as Lola. Nineteen or perhaps a few years older. They laughed by the gates, conversing and they all wore a headband on their forehead with a gemstone that looked like black onyx. 
 
   Lola was somewhat nervous to approach them but she had not come this far from the capital city just to flee out of fear. She was going to confront them whether they still accepted her or not. “What are they doing outside this time off night?” Dougal asked the abyss as he crouched. 
 
   “They are probably just killing the time in this boring place. It’s what we used to do, remember.” Lola snarled. “Come on then. Let’s say hello to our old friends.” 
 
   They walked up the sloping path. Lola was nervous and Dougal seemed to have his senses all together. He never showed signs of fears even when he was a human or at least that Lola remembers. Up the slope path they went until they reached the mansion’s gate. The five people that chattered by the gate jerked their heads to Lola and Dougal at the sound of their steps. Immediately they raised their guards. They all raised their rods. They were all mages like Lola. They gave her a vile stare. “Who are you?” Shouted the blonde girl in red. “Don’t come any closer.” 
 
   Lola paced towards them with her arms raised, holding her red rod with her right hand. “I come in peace.” She declared. “Don’t you remember me Lynn? It’s me Lola.”
 
   The blonde girl raised her eye brows and her eyes bloomed as memories of Lola returned. The rest of them lowered their rods. They all stared at Lola, not surprised but with realization. None of them spoke on regards to Lola’s return to the mansion. They remained silent staring at each other. It was awkward for Lola. In times like these Dougal would take charge and respond but this was different. “Well. Say something.” 
 
   “It’s been such a long time.” The blonde girl finally answered. “We didn’t think you would ever return.”
 
   “It’s nice to see you again too Lynn.” Lola responded sarcastically. She could sense that she was not truly welcome here. However she only hopes that she could at least speak to Master Perim with no hard feelings. 
 
   “Weren’t you the one that escaped?” Asked one of the boys whom had chestnut hair. “And what is that beast by your side?” Asked the other boy of light brown hair rudely pointing at Dougal.
 
   “I don’t blame you for not remembering Dougal.” Lola answered. “Last time you saw him he was human. We were both students of Master Perim training under the arts of fire. We came to visit the mansion to speak to Perim.”
 
   “By the moons” Said the brunette girl with a gentle voice. She stood up from the boulder she had been sitting on and slowly walked towards Lola. “Lola you have grown beautifully.”
 
   “Jazelle is that you. Great Omegus you are a beauty yourself.” The two girls ran towards each other with open arms and embraced each other tightly. Jazelle was Lola’s most trusted friend in the mansion above everyone else. While everyone was unfair with Lola, Jazelle was always there to light a candle in Lola’s darkness. Jazelle filled that lonely spot in Lola’s heart when she first became part of Perim’s agency of fire mages. Why did you return, Jazelle whispered in Lola’s ear remembering that horrible night when Lola escaped with Dougal.  Lola did not answer her instead she gently pulled away from the embrace. “At least someone is happy to see me. What is wrong with the rest of you?” Lola challenged them. 
 
   “You dare ask us what is wrong.” Said the boy of chestnut hair, moving towards Lola. He stood three inches taller than her, looking down at her. Lola stared at his green eyes fearlessly. “I still remember the night when you escaped from our home.” He said and Lola giggled. 
 
   “The past is behind us, Daniel.” Lola told him. 
 
   “Tell that to Master Perim and remind him how you tried to steal one of his artifacts that was trusted to him by King Alexander himself.” Then Daniel looked down at Dougal. “That is why Master Perim cursed Dougal with that ugly form that he is in.” 
 
   Dougal then growled and barked fiercely. Blue smoke left his nostril. Suddenly he felt the malevolence to bite on Daniel’s neck. He remembers the boy. Daniel was a tattle tale. A snitch and a liar as well. He would get away with many things and got Dougal in trouble so many times. “Daniel.” Dougal growled as if he chewed on gravel. “You ass kissing tattle tale son of a wanton. As much as I want revenge now that I am free, that is not what I came here to do. Let us in to the mansion. All we want to do is speak with Master Perim.”
 
   “Follow me.” Said Lynn. “I will take you to Master Perim.”
 
   “What makes you think that Perim will want to see their faces again?” Daniel snarled. 
 
   “How about if you let master decide on that?”
 
   “He instructed us to…Ouch!” Daniel could not finish his sentence with Lynn’s elbow in his ribs. Lola noticed Lynn’s left eye blinking. At that very moment Lola understood who was still on her side. She glanced down at Dougal and he nodded his head. Things had not changed. They are still the same bastards as they have always been. Especially you Lynn. You naughty little harlot. I will keep my eyes on you. 
 
   Lynn walked towards the gate and stood before it. She stretched out her rod and placed it just before the lock that began to flicker a feeble light. Lynn twisted her rod as if to turn a key inside a keyhole and with a thumping sound the gate opened. “Follow me. Master Perim waits.” 
 
   Lola could only grin and follow behind the five of them. Jazelle looked over her shoulder at Lola. Her eyes were wet as if she were to cry. Lola understood and did not want to endanger her only friend. Lola then felt Dougal’s rough horns brushing against her lower left leg. “What is it?” She asked. 
 
   “It seems like Jazelle is the only one on your side.” He stated. 
 
   “Yes. If she wants I will take her with me and get her out of this prison.” Lola whispered. She remembers hating the insides of the mansion. As luxurious as it was, it felt like more of a prison for the four years that she had reside here. She walked into the mansion. The gates closed behind her. That same feeling came back and memories began to slithering in her mind. Memories of the first day she walked into the gardens of Perim’s mansion when she first joined the fire mages agency. 
 
   She was only twelve years of age. Her father who worked for the chancellor of North Alexandria was unable to pay off his dept. The chancellor took her father’s piece of land. The small farm they had and the hut in which they lived was taken marked as a property of the chancellor. Her father rebelled against the chancellor but the knights of the north came and forced him out of the lands. His daughters would become servants in the castle of the chancellor. Lola and her sister Leishla ran away.  Leishla was captured first and Lola ran into the wilderness till the knights of the north found her weak nearly dying. Lola was separated from her sister. Thrown in the back of a caravan she was taken to the chancellor in the large city of Draken Dess. On the road, the knights who had seized Lola tried to take advantage of her before taking her to the harem in Draken Dess. Twelve year old Lola ran out of the caravan. The sinful knights chased her and caught her. Lola had no one to protect her. Back then she was still not trained in the arts of fire. She only carried a rod that her father gave her but did not know how to use it. Lola did not know how to use the rod. She had a knight on top of her, forcing her against her will in the wilderness of the north. 
 
   Then someone saved her. Somehow Omegus had heard her prayers and sent a hero. It was Perim and his apprentices. They had found the caravan heading south. They saw the perverted knight on top of the innocent farm girl. Perim punished the two knights who tried to abuse her and set Lola free. “You can come with me and learn the arts of fire or do as you wish?” Perim gave her two choices and of course she followed him. She did not want to be alone walking through the wilderness, woods and forest of Alexandria alone and risk of being attacked by opportunist. She went with Perim to his mansion and Lola had never felt safer ever since. However things were not always as well as Lola imagine they would be. 
 
   She was safe but Master Perim and his apprentice were difficult. Training in the arts of fire was rough. Her body endured much pain and burns. Her fellow apprentices would challenge her but Lola strived and never gave up. Perim would make them duel with fire magic, mercilessly. Lola’s power increased every day and surpassed many of the apprentices in the mansion. Thirty of them and all came to respect her. Four years training under the arts of fire with Master Perim. She became his favorite student, so much that one day he made her an offer she could not refuse. He told Lola that she would have to leave the mansion unless she gave herself to him every night. Many of the apprentices wanted Lola out of the mansion and Perim would only reject their request if Lola did as he told her. Of course she agreed. Where would she go? The mansion was the only place she knew. The only home she ever had after the chancellor took her father’s land. Lola hated Perim ever since. 
 
   I will kill him with my new powers, Lola thought. He will pay for what he did to me. I am no longer his. I am free and more powerful than ever. I will strike when the time is right and those who made me suffer in this mansion as well. That means you Lynn. Lola and Dougal walked between statues shaped like the knights of North Alexandria. Studded steel armor with spikes running along the upper body. Helmets shaped like a dragon’s head, spears on the left hand and right hands on the hilt of their swords that hanged from their waist. The autumn leaves fell on the statues from the tall oaks above. The leaves dance around Lola as they fell. She caught one and stared at it. She then looked down at Dougal walking by her side and smile. 
 
   “What is it?” He asked. 
 
   “Nothing. Just memories.” She answered.  After they passed the statues they then walked on the path of the vast front courtyard. The trees grew tall and some had naked branches. Fireflies flew in the night and their small light was enough to brighten the whole yard. The path was made of round cobble stones. Red roses danced with the wind in the garden by the front of the mansion. The scent in the air was a fresh vanilla that reminded Lola of snowy winter nights. The mansion seemed a mile far from the entrance. Perhaps it was the large field between the entrance and the mansion that made it seem so vast and spacious like a coliseum of grass and flowers. Lola always found it odd that Master Perim kept flowers in his yards being a fire magus but she was also suspicious of him knowing more than one elemental art of magic. 
 
   Up ahead Lola saw the front large door of the mansion. It had a glass stained window with crucifix. Lynn waited by the door with the other four apprentices. Suddenly the door burst open startling Lynn and the others. Out came a tall man of blonde hair. His hair was so blonde and vivid that it almost seemed white. His nose was a beak pointing down. He was clad in black, red and orange. Lola remembered who he was right away at first sight. He was one of Perim’s high magus. Those who have reached a mastery level don’t use rods or wands to perform magic. He walked towards Lola with a scowl. Behind him more apprentices of Perim followed him. They were all in robes and tunics, mostly reds, gradients of orange colors and different shades of black. They wielded a rods except the one of blonde hair. Kasco was his name, Lola remembered. She never had faced him in a duel when she trained with them but she had seen his magic. His spells were explosive. She once feared him but now she was ready to take on him or all of them if they were to challenge her. 
 
   They all wore a headband that held an onyx gemstone. They marched out of the mansion following Kasco. Their boots thumped on the cobblestone. Lola took a deep breath and gripped her rod tightly. 
 
   “You must have nerves of steel to show your face around here.” Kasco told her as he came closer. 
 
   “I wish that were true.” Lola responded with a cocky tone in her voice and a wide smirk. “High magus Kasco. You don’t seem so happy to see. I thought we were on goods terms despite of all that had happened three years ago.”
 
   Kasco stopped just about a dozen feet away from Lola. She took that offensively as if she reeks so much he dare not go near. 
“On good terms?” Kasco spat on the cobblestone path of the courtyard. “The chaos you left before your sudden departure is not something one simply forgets. You and your little horned pet caused Master Perim fortunes and shook the trust that the king had on our organization. You put us at risk.”
 
   “All I wanted was freedom.” Lola snarled before Kasco could go on. “I do not regret what I did three years ago and I do not expect you to forgive me nor do I expect you to understand. I came here to speak to Master Perim. I do not wish to cause any trouble. Once my mission here is accomplished I will leave and you won’t have to see my face here anymore.”
 
   Only the sound of the wind blowing was heard in the night. Kasco breathe deeply as if he struggles to hold his anger. His eyes narrow and would not take his eyes of Lola. He leered her like a fiend but Lola did not fear him. In fact she was so eager to use her new powers she was hoping Kasco would snap. She has eager to burn him with her fire for so long. Not just him but many of Perim’s apprentices.  Those who stood behind Kasco leered her as well. 
 
   “He does not want to see your face. Lola Raven.” Kasco said. 
 
   “It is Lola The Black now. Memorize it.” Lola corrected him with a smile on her face that seemed to make Kasco seethe even more with anger. 
 
   “He wants you dead.” Kasco stated, his voice cold.
 
   “Actually he wants me alive according to the fiends that tried to attack me in the woods.” Lola informed him. “What else has Perim been doing besides working with fiends?”
 
   “That is none of your business?” Kasco spat on the floor again. “You are no longer part of the agency. What we do is no longer your concern. Unfortunately we are no longer accepting new members.”
 
   Then Dougal started to brush his ram horns on Lola’s leg again trying to get her attention. “What is it?” She said annoyed. 
 
   “There is absolutely no reasoning with them Lola. I believe we have walked into a trap.” Dougal remarked. Lola stared down at him and understood. A part of her knew that no one in the mansion would allow her to get close to Master Perim. She was surprised they allowed her through the front gate. All the apprentices with rods at hand began to slowly form a circle around Lola, surrounding her. “You are naïve to believe they would be kind to you.” Dougal told her. “Look how they leer us. Their eyes seethe with vengeance Lola. They are committed to Perim like we once were.”
 
   Lola raised her rod. The ruby gemstone lit up with a volcanic light. Perim’s apprentices circled her. Lola knew they wanted to harm her. Their past with her was a game of status and gaining the approval of Master Perim. “What a bunch of sad orphans. If only you knew the taste of freedom.” Lola whispered to herself not caring if they heard. “Master Perim has brain washed you. That head band you wear on your foreheads has some manipulative spell on it.”
 
   “Did you just discover that now?” Dougal asked her sarcastically. 
 
   “Walking in here willingly was a big mistake Lola.” Kasco told her with a long dirty smirk. “We never dueled when you were here. Unfortunately I am not the only one who wants a piece of you. Lucky for you Master Perim wants you alive. Whether if you are an inch away from death or unconscious.”
 
   “How sweat of him. Tell that pervert I send him my regards.” Lola responded. She notices Jazelle and the other apprentices that had escorted her, hurried inside the mansion. I will take care of them later, Lola thought and turned her attention to the dozens of apprentices surrounding her. They pointed their rods at her, gemstones shining red and orange colors. They all studied under the art of fire. The only magic they learned from Master Perim. 
 
   “I knew you would return!” Lola heard a familiar voice coming from third floor of the mansion. All the apprentices turned their heads to the mansion. On the balcony of the third floor he stood staring down at everyone in the vast courtyard. It was Master Perim. He wore a black cloak, underneath a red turtle neck tunic, a sword hanged from his waist. Perim was blonde, his long hair in a ponytail showing his forehead. Blue icy eyes and small. He stood at the balcony with arms crossed. He chuckled as he stared down at Lola from up high. Lola could only smile back with her own long nasty smirk. “My dear Lola” Perim’s voice echoed in the courtyard as if it were an indoor grand hall. “I was just about to go on a trip to see his majesty King Alexander. But I sensed a disturbing mana around the mansion and it turned out to be you. I had a feeling you would return to me my dear Lola. Tell me, how is the cruel outside world treating you?”
 
   “Better than I imagine it to be.” Lola answered loudly. “Even the wilderness of Alexandria is better than this prison.”
 
   “Just say the words Master Perim and we will end her.” Kasco interrupted, eager to hurt Lola with his volcanic spells. 
 
   “Now now settle down.”  Perim said, politely. “I would like to know why our runaway apprentice has returned so spontaneously. Tell me my dear Lola. What has brought you back to me? Was it too hard to live out in the world without the security that I provided you?”
 
   “Like I said anywhere in Alexandria is better than this prison.” Lola answered annoyed and eager to finally curse him and take her belonging. “I simply came here to take the magic rod you have been hiding from me. The rod my father gave me. The rod that would have helped me awakened my powers at an earlier age. You know what I speak of.” Lola took another look at the apprentices that surrounded her. They did not take their eyes of her. They were ready to fire and burn her to ashes if Perim commanded them to.  Lola was certain that Perim would not spare her. The danger made her heart pound faster with excitement. 
 
   “We rather do things in a peaceful manner.” Dougal said, his voice deep and cold. “However if you prefer violence then I will gladly spill the blood of these imbecile orphans.”
 
   “Oh! I was wondering who the furry horn beast was.” Perim mocked and laughed. “I assumed Lola found herself a loyal pet. I had forgotten I turned you into an ugly beast for your attempt to steal my wonderful artifact. Dougal”
 
   “The rod is not an artifact.” Lola snarled. “It belongs to my father. You lied to me Perim. You told me the rod had been lost but you held it all this time. I will now take it back with either words or with blood.”
 
   For a moment there was silence. Lola glared up at Perim waiting for his response yet she expected no sympathy from him. It was worth a tried, she said to herself. 
 
   “My dear mage apprentices. Get rid of this runaway student who dares show her face in my courtyard. Rape her, beat her, cripple her, do with her what you will just make sure she never returns here again and don’t ruin my garden.” Perim spun and walked from the balcony to a room in the third floor. 
 
   “Are you satisfied?” Dougal asks Lola harshly wishing that for once she would listen to him. “At least we got to meet our old friends again. Aren’t you happy Dougal?” 
 
   “I will be happy when I see them turn to ash.” Dougal said with blue smoke coming from his maw. 
 
   “Enough talk!” Kasco yelled and without hesitation, from his bare hands he launched a ball of fire. Lola quickly slapped it away with her rod. The fire ball was heavy but she managed to push its weight. It reflects towards one of the apprentices to her left. The apprentice ceases the fire ball. Suddenly all the apprentices began to shoot fire at her from their rods. Twenty of them. They launched their flame at Lola and Dougal. Lola spun her rod with one hand and then swung it around her area capturing their flame and forcing it dance around her. They all launched fire at her but Lola’s skills were great. She could capture fire and manipulate it with her mana. She redirected their fire and shot it back at them. 
 
   Dougal dodge their fire rapidly. He was fast, fierce and a small target making it difficult to hit. He spat his blue flames, it seems as though he sneezed it from his maw. The blue flame bullet was too fast for some of Perim’s students. Some reflected it with their rods and some burned and screamed and panicked. Dougal pounced at them and bit their arms, legs and necks. “Have you become weaker or am I just too strong!” Dougal yell. “Blame it on your Master for turning me into this curse beast.” 
 
   Lola was busy with six of her old fellow apprentices. She reflected their spells. Some fell and their souls dropped to Necrovania. Lola cast a fire wall around herself and as they shoot fire her wall would grow larger and larger. “Hasn’t Master Perim taught you anything new?” She taunted them. “You were always a cocky little good for nothing brat Lola.” One of the female apprentices told her. Lola released her wall of fire. Her fire spread burning them, disarming them. Some knew how to defend themselves but had burned to death. Their skin melted off their flesh. Their clothes incinerated. 
 
   One of them ran behind Lola. She spun to cast a spell. “Pikan Fahiah!” She yelled. The daring apprentice had dipped and tackled her to the ground. She recognizes the boy. She remembers dueling him. He loved to fist fight and dare hit a girl. He throttled Lola and she gasped for air. “I got her!” The boy yelled alerting his comrades to take advantage. Lola struggled but she managed to hit him with the apex of her rod. She wacked him on the cranium hard enough to heard a thud. She kicked him off and got to her feet. She stomped on the boy and pointed her rod at him. “Pikan Ray!” She shouted. A red beam jetted from rod and pierced the heart of the boy. 
 
   “You monster!” Yelled another apprentice. It was girl that used to bully Lola when she first arrived at the mansion. “You have become a monster!” Yelled the girl.  
 
   “I will never be as good as you.” Lola responded. The girl launched the same spell on Lola. “Pikan Ray!” And Lola absorbs the spell with the ruby gemstone at the end of rod. Her rod absorbed all the mana from that one spell. The girl gasped in awe at Lola’s new skills. “Had you not bullied me I would have spared you.” Lola told the girl. Suddenly Lola’s eyes turned pale white as if she had become zombified. Her pupils became a vertical dash in her eyes. “Burn in the deepest pits of Necrovania. Harlot!” Lola thrust rod and a black foggy sphere left her rod and swirled in the air towards the girl that had bullied her in her youth. The sphere was unavoidable. It struck the girl and she immediate caught on fire. It was no ordinary fire. It was black fire. It burned quickly and consumed faster than regular fire. The black fire devours the girl and she screamed and squeal like a pig being slaughter. Within a few seconds the girl’s body was nothing but burning flesh and the black fire would not stop.  Lola watched as the girl burned with a solemn face. Like watching the fireplace by a hearth with no emotions or facial expression. A part of Lola immediately felt regret and yet satisfied. She felt her hunger for revenge fading away. 
 
   “You will pay!” Lola heard Kasco shout from her right. She turned to face him. The time was perfect. Most of the other apprentices had either run away or died. Dougal had finished most of them. Burned bodies lie dead on the grass of the courtyard. Some of the statues by the entrance had caught fire. The garden by the front of the mansion had been utterly burned. Dougal growled at Kasco but Lola held her arm out to stop the wolf from making any moves. “He is mine, Dougal.”
 
   “As you wish.” Said the wolf and stepped away from Lola and Kasco. 
 
   “You will pay for every life you have taken here today Lola.” Kasco threatened. “I will make sure you suffer for everything that you caused since the day you decided to run away from the very man that raised you with his love and security.”
 
   “The way I see it. Death is better than this prison. Not only that but the boomerang is returning for all those times you made me suffer.” Lola’s voice was cold and deep. She said it as though she had been holding it for so long. “Remember how everyone in the mansion would humiliate me. The girls would steal my clothes and I would walk around naked around the mansion. They would hold me down and give me embarrassing haircuts. The boys would verbally abuse me. I was shy, timid, scared and on the edge of suicide. I would try to tell Master Perim about all that my fellow apprentices would do to me but he would either not believe me or everyone else would frame me. Had it not been for Dougal I would have killed myself. All you orphans are miserable children. Perim only uses you so that he can profit from the king.”
 
   Kasco hesitated to speak but he remembers what his friends would make Lola go through. He was one of them. He felt fear slowly rising in his body. A chill moving up his spine that made him nervous to look at the Lola. “No one liked you. You were a brat. A liar and a….”
 
   “Spare me the rubbish!” Lola bellowed not allowing Kasco to end his sentence. “Everyone in this cursed mansion is a liar. You are all too scared to leave this mansion. Regardless of everything that Master Perim has given us, it was all for his own benefit if you know what I mean.” 
 
   “Shut up!” Kasco yelled launched a red beam at Lola. She quickly absorbed the spell with her rod. She drained Kasco’s mana. The spell ceased and Kasco stared at Lola with eyes filled with fear. He ran towards her and Lola shot a bullet of fire. Kasco deflected the spell and grabbed Lola by the neck. He knocked away her rod and throttles her. Dougal pounced at him to defend Lola but Kasco shot a red beam and pierced the wolf’s shoulder. The black wolf fell on the stone path of the courtyard. Dougal struggled to get up. He moaned and howled in pain. “Lola!” He yelled helplessly and limping.
 
   “I won’t…die…by your hands…Kasco.” Lola gargled with Kasco’s hands tight on her neck. She felt her mana being drained by Kasco. He was using a draining spell. Fire magic ruled by the sun, the largest source of energy. Fire magic can also drain the energy of other living things and certain objects. Fire consumes and so does its spells. Lola was experiencing a dangerous and slick side of fire magic. She becomes weaker and not only does her body loses its strength to move and walk but she was also being stripped of her mana. Lola did not fear such spells. She was aware of the power of fire having studied it for so long but she had an even more powerful weapon that she had fused with her new powers. 
 
   “You…will…burn…with the flames…of …Necrovania.”  She gargled. Kasco saw Lola’s eye’s change. Zombified pale white eyes with a vertical dash for pupils. He noticed fangs in Lola’s teeth as she clenched her jaw. Suddenly his tunic caught fire. It was no regular fire of volcanic red colors but black fire that crackled and consumed his clothes. It was a terrifying sight. It was as though darkness itself was trying to devour him.
 
    He let go of Lola, freeing her. He tried to stop the fire but it quickly burned his clothes. He dropped and rolled on the grass. The grass then caught on fire and the black fire spread even more. The grass only stoked the flames. Kasco screamed desperately and squealed with pain. He then rolled on to the cobblestone path trying to stop the flames but it was futile. Lola and Dougal watched him burn with stones in their heart. No expression on their face but a cold stare like that of a statue.
 
   “He always did think he was the best.” Dougal remarked in a low tone as he watched his old rival burn. “I only wished it was my fire that burned him.” Then finally Kasco’s screams ended and his soul fell to Necrovania with the rest of his friends. Lola called back the black fire and her eyes returned to normal. 
 
   “It did not have to be this way you know.” Lola said voice low with regret. 
 
   “You prefer they burn you alive.” Dougal replied. “You saw what they were going to do to us. It was kill or be killed. Don’t get soft on me now. We are going to need that rage of yours today. Better yet your tantrum.” 
 
   “You know me too well.” Lola smiled and surveyed the courtyard. Dozens of them lay dead on the floor. Bodies burned to crisped flesh and ashy bones. I only wanted an apology but they wanted blood. She turns away and heads for the front door of the mansion. Dougal walked by her side. 
 
   At the front door Lola grasped the knob and slowly twisted it as if she was nervous. What kind of traps awaits us, she thought. They hate me. They all know I am here. There are more of them waiting to kill me under Perim’s command. Except you Jazelle. I hope you are still on my side. I will spare you. No. I will take you with me. She pushed the door and Dougal leapt into the spacious lobby. There was no one in sight. Lola slowly walked in, all sense awake, her guard highly raised. The mansion’s lobby had two snakes of stairs elevating up. Everything was in maroon, dark blues, blacks and different shades of reds. Black Chandeliers of candles hanged from above. The carpet in which she stood had designs of flames and illustrations of mages holding fire. Paintings of Perim hanged on the walls and other portraits of people related to him. “He is obsessed with himself” Lola whispered. 
 
   “When had he not?” Dougal added pacing around the lobby gazing at the decorated ceiling. 
 
   Memories slithered into Lola’s mind. Four years in this place. Sure Perim had provided her with shelter, food, a bed and trained in the arts of fire. She remembers being pushed down the stairs by Lynn. She remembers being chased around the mansion by the boys. She remembers how scared she was of her own roommates. She would tell Perim of how the others would treat him but all he would say was. “Don’t worry they will be punished” and never bothered to stopped the bulling. Since Lola was the only outcast Perim did not pay much attention to the bullying around the house. He kept most of his apprentices under control and heed mostly to his favorite students. Lola was depressed most of the time. She felt imprison even though she lived in a luxurious home. She would spend most of the time reading in the library or hiking in the misty woods. Back then she thought about escaping but she feared being by herself. She was afraid of being rape and unable to survive by herself. She depended heavily on the support Perim gave by living in the mansion. Her father was dead and she never knew her mother. Lola always wanted to escape but she promised herself she would do it when the time was right. When her magic was powerful enough to defend herself against anyone who would try to harm her. 
 
   The only person she felt safe around was Dougal. In the mansion they would read books together, practice their magic together and tell stories at night. The rest of the apprentices would chatter and spread rumors about the two of them. 
 
   They were all orphans. Children who lost their family at a young age. Perim found them and took them as his own children. He had the wealth and security to protect and raise them all. However Lola soon found out that Master Perim was building an army of mages. An army that he could profit from by doing missions for the chancellors, the kings, wealthy associates and aristocrats. Lola discovered Perim’s secrets. 
 
   Soon Kasco caught her sneaking into Perim’s dormitory and looking through his scrolls and his journals. Kasco tried to blackmail her. He threatened her and made a deal that scarred Lola permanently. Kasco told her that she must lay in bed with him or else she would tell Master Perim of her sneaking around his bedroom. Perim was sure to exile her or any student that entered his room. It was forbidden and Lola knew she had nowhere else to go. She did not have the confidence to survive on her own. She lie in bed with Kasco against her will. She remembers how painful it was and the thought of that bastard Kasco taking away her purity. Lola did not sleep for days after that night. However it was that night that made her stronger. It was after that corrupting experience that she decided to become stronger and stand up to Master Perim. It was after that night that she began to awaken her hidden powers. 
 
   Lola went up the stairs confidently and fearlessly. She knew there were more of them ready to kill her. She gazed up at the top of the stairs and saw Lynn with three other apprentices standing by her side. “The brat brunette. Lola Raven.” Lynn mocked. She stood with one hand on her waist and a rod on the other. Her eyes narrow leering at Lola as her rival went up the stairs. “You know, black hair is rare in the country of Alexandria. You were always the black sheep and you are still the same little crying brat. Kasco should have blackmailed you that night but instead he wanted to taste your naked beauty.”
 
   “Shut up!” Lola bellowed. “Three years ago you would me push down these stairs and humiliate me in front of everyone. But today I will smite you asunder.”
 
   “Smite me she says.” Lynn repeated with a cocky tone and a confident postured. “I will enjoy slapping the ugliness out of you once more.” 
 
   Lola pointed with her rod about to cast a spell but then her eyes bloomed with awe at the unforeseen retaliation. Lynn’s rod chirped with sparks and suddenly a ray of lightning bolted from her rod. The lightning hit the apex of Lola’s rod, she tried to absorb Lynn’s spell as she would with fire but the energy was highly irritating. She could not handle the aggression of Lynn’s lightning spell so she redirected the spell and shot it to the ceiling. Chandeliers fell from above to the first floor in pieces. Rubble and large rocks fell from the ceiling leaving a hole. 
 
   Lola’s body became stiff and moving her muscles hurt. She had never seen anyone in the mansion learn lightning. Perim never taught anything but fire magic. How had Lynn learned this spell? Lola had never dealt with lightning spells but she knew it was in the fire category though she never bothered to learn it herself. 
 
   Lynn ran down the stairs and kicked Lola with high heels boots. Lola fell and rolled down the stairs just like she did three years ago. “Just like the good old days my dear raven.” Lynn mocked and laughed. Dougal pounced with blue smoke leaving his maw. Lynn strikes him with her rod fused with lightning. Dougal took the hit and flew outside of the staircase. One of Lynn’s friends shot a bullet of fire at Dougal once he hit the ground. 
 
   “Master Perim will surely punish us for ruining the mansion like this.” Said one of Lynn’s friends. 
 
   “Worry not. This damage can be easily fixed. Master Perim only cares that we get rid of this ugly broad.” Lynn replied and paced towards Lola. “Didn’t see that coming did you?” Lynn said with a wide smirk as she walked down the stairs staring at Lola. “Master Perim only teaches his lightning spell to his most trusted apprentice. With fire magic one can create lightning but I am sure you know that already. Ugly black hair raven.”
 
   Lola chuckled as she stood up. Her legs wobbled and her muscles stiffened. She chuckled with a smile showing her fangs. Her eyes changed again. Zombified white pale eyes with a vertical dash for pupils. 
 
   “What are you laughing at raven?” Lynn asked annoyed pointing her rod at Lola. 
 
   “Raven.” Lola repeated. “That is the name Perim gave me because of my black hair compare to everyone else. Blondes, red heads and brown heads and I was the only black hair girl in the mansion. Is that why you all bullied me? Are you so prejudice? Is black hair so rare in Alexandria that it means an omen to you?” Lola got to her feet, she stood up with her legs and arms trembling. “I am no longer Lola Raven. You can now call me Lola The Black.”
 
   “Call yourself whatever you want raven but you’ve lost.” Lynn said. She brushed her blonde mane back elegantly. She giggled as her rod chirped spark for her spell. “Had you stayed here longer perhaps Master Perim would had taught you his lightning spell as well.”
 
   “How many times did you slept with Perim for him to teach you that spell?” Lola responded with a long smile, teeth clenched, her fangs glinted. Lynn grimaced and launched her lightning spell. The lightning went right through Lola. She shattered into crows. Black birds flew from every part of her body as if she were dismembering herself with crows. The birds flew all over the mansion’s lobby, a swarm of crows cawing and swirling around the ceiling. 
 
   “Dark magic” Lynn shouted with fear. Dark magic was feared by all mages. Crows were never a good sign. Crows meant that death was near. Their eyes were red unlike regular crows of the wild. These crows had carried the essence of the Necrovania, the land of the death. These birds do not feed from worms and insects. No. These birds feed from flesh and blood. Lynn raced up the stairs and the black birds chase her. A swarm of crows flew towards her. There were nearly a hundred of them or more. Lynn tried to slap them away with her rod. She shot fire at them but they persisted and dived towards her. They pecked her and bit her with their beaks. They bit her flesh and pecked her eyes. Lynn tripped and fell on the stairs. She lost grip of her rod. She screamed in pained and squealed like a pig being slaughtered. Blood seeped from her body as the crows pecked her and bit chunks of her flesh. She screamed until her life withers and all her lights faded. 
 
   The crows left Lynn’s body severed and bleeding. Her dress tattered, her face with holes and torn off flesh. The crows then flew towards the other apprentices. They ran down the hall of the second floor but the swarm of crows quickly caught them and pecked them and bit them till they could no longer breathe with life.
 
   The crows then huddle. The swarm came together to reform a body. Legs, arms, a head, a long black skirt, a corset and her rod at hand. Lola was reformed by the crows she had summoned from her body. Dark magic indeed. Her powers were tremendous and she had practiced for three years in her travels through Alexandria perfecting them. “There is no escaping death when crows soar. Summoned by a dark magus.” Lola whispered her prayer. Her dark spell required much of her mana but her stamina had increased over the years thanks to the guidance of Dougal.
 
   Lola saw the wolf crippling going up the stairs to the second floor. She ran to him with deep concern of her only friend. Dougal collapsed by the stairs. There was no bleeding but he seemed internally injured. He was hit by the lightning spell, Lola assumed. She kneeled down spreading her long skirt and cradled the wolf. She stroked his black fur and gripped his injured. She gently squeezed his leg and noticed a bone had snapped and his muscles were stiff from the lightning strike. “Worry not my love.” Lola whispers in his pointy ear. “This is nothing I can’t heal.”
 
   “Don’t pity me.” Dougal refused to be weak. “It’s not the first time I have been crippled. I can still walk.” The wolf got off Lola’s lap and walked crippled. That pride of yours will be your downfall, Lola thought as she saw the way the wolf walked. It hurt her to see him like this and she worried. She understood how desperately he wanted to become a human again. That form was a curse and Lola was determine to find a way to break it. She was confident that her new power will help her find a way. 
 
   “Perim will tell me how to heal you or I will force it out of him.” Lola swore. “He no longer has power over me.” She took one last look at the Lobby and saw Lynn’s bleeding body on the floor. She looked at the debris that had fallen from the ceiling.
 
   “Come on Lola stop stalling.” Dougal said as he paced down the second floor hall. Lola took the lead and walked ahead of him. “With that injury you should avoid any combat.” She suggested.
 
   “I will not die here today my dear.” The wolf answered. “He should be in the third floor.”
 
   “That, I remember. I am sure he heard the chaos that we caused in the first floor. I wonder why he has not bothered to come down here.” Lola said. 
 
   “He was confident that his apprentices would get rid of us.” Dougal said. 
 
   “If so then he will be highly disappointed.” Lola added and ran down the hall of the second floor. She noticed that she had run pass her bedroom. She ignored it and continued to run towards the stairs. There was nothing in there that she cared for anymore. She was eager to leave already, to grab the rod her father had given her and go back to the capital city. The mansion was a prison. Her paradise was the wilderness of Alexandria. The western forest and the southern mountains. She had found pleasure and freedom in being a drifter.
 
   Up the stairs to the third floor she went. She scampered up and Dougal jumped up the steps behind her. In the third floor she did not stop to look anywhere. She knew where he was. His room was the door at the end of the hallway. Lola and Dougal sprinted. “Pikan Granda” She yelled and a blast of fire flew from her rod and detonated the door of Perim’s room. 
 
   She walked in through the smoking door and there he was. He stood by the balcony gazing at the two moons. A glass of alcohol in his right hand and he swirled it. He did not turn to face Lola. The dark magus took slow steps inside Perim’s bedroom. It was spacious with book shelves, a fire place by the bed and many alcoholic beverages on a round table. Maps of Alexandria hanged from the walls and jewel embroidered swords. The curtains of the balcony door billow from the outside chilly breeze. Everything was tidy and organized.  Nothing has changed, Lola thought. She had nightmares of this room. Horrible dreams that woke her up in the middle of the night with sweat and tears. Omegus you have given me strength, she prayed to her god and thankful that the nightmares were over as she reclaimed the old. 
 
   “Stay behind” Lola told Dougal and as she paced to the balcony the wolf did not move but he kept his eyes on her. “Don’t hesitate to kill if he tries to attack” he advice Lola. 
 
   She griped her rod and raised her guard. She stood just before the door of the balcony. 
 
   “Why do you need it so much?” Perim asked still refusing to face Lola. He gazed up at the moons as he sipped his beverage. 
 
   “Why do you want it yourself?” Lola asked in return. “Is not as if you know any dark magic…Do you?”
 
   Perim chuckled and place his glass cup on the parapet. He spun and faces Lola finally with her father’s rod at hand. The rod that she longed for. It was black with bat like wings at the end and a large onyx jewel embed at the top. It was a fiendish rod and Lola needed its power. “It is said that darkness is more discipline than the holy element.” Perim lectured. “According to the ancients scrolls of the Alexander dynasty. Odealeous began in darkness and what lies beyond the skies is nothing but darkness itself. I had long studied this subject silently under his majesty King Alexander who trusts me enough to share his secrets. I am sure you know all about darkness since you have been learning its arts.” 
 
   “I didn’t come here to be lecture, Perim. Give me my father’s rod and I shall leave in peace.” Lola responded solemnly. 
 
   “After murdering most of my apprentices you think that there is a slight chance I will let you walk away in peace. You are sadly mistaking my dear Lola Raven.” Perim stared at Lola with an empty face expression like staring at a statue.
 
   “I am no longer Lola Raven. I go by the name Lola The Black now.” The magus replied. “I am not the same weak and innocent little girl you once knew. You disgusting pig.”
 
   “That is no way to speak to the one who raised you.” Perim frowned and gripped on the rod as if he was ready to cast a spell on Lola. “I saved you and took you as my own child. I gave you protection, food, a bed, friends and luxury in my mansion. Then you try to take my precious treasure.”
 
   “Liar!” Lola roars from deep in her throat. “Your treasure? That rod you hold is my father’s. You took it from me telling me that it had dark power. You knew I need that rod. You knew of my powers and you were afraid of me. You were afraid that I would awaken my dark magic.”
 
   “Of course I was.” Perim said loudly interrupting Lola. He turned away, back to the balcony and stared down at his courtyard with dozens of his students dead and burned. “I was afraid that you would hurt the other students Lola. Had you awaken your powers you would not know how to control them. You had no discipline back then. I did not trust your ability to control your powers. Not even after your sixteen birthday. Dark magic requires strict and attentive training. I did not know what to do with you so I held on to your rod.”
 
   Lola took a stepped forward. “I understand now what you were trying to do.” She said. “You force me to give myself to you in hopes of gaining any bit of my dark magic. You are a pig. Not just me but you would take advantage of the other female apprentices as well. You corrupted your students and brain washed them. I however resisted. I got tired of being one of your puppets going on missions, fighting for you while you profit from the king. You did not care about me. You only cared about what you gained from the orphans that you raised.”
 
   “I knew you would return.” Perim replied calmly. For the moment he showed no malice. “I knew you would return to reclaim your father’s dark rod. For the past three years that you were away. I have been trying to discover how to use its power. With this rod I will have many more apprentices like you at my command. I will have my own army one day and go up the ranks in this Alexandria.”
 
   Lola clenched her teeth and her eyes narrowed. Her eyes turned pale white and her fangs creep from the sides of her mouth. “I knew it. You were up to no good. I saw what you did to them. Those headbands with onyx stone. You were manipulating their minds. You had all of them against their will. You are a pig. You raped your own students.”
 
   “Rape!” Perim barked. “After all I have done for these lost children the least they could do is please me. I don’t ask for much. I kept you all from poverty in this country ruled by selfish monarchs. You are better off living for me and assisting me at achieving my goals. What better purpose could you serve? Omegus won’t help you. He is but a god who sits and watches your actions. Nothing more.” 
 
   Lola seethes with anger. His words were as she predicted. Back then she was just a defenseless girl. Hearing Perim finally admit his true intentions gave her the signal to take his life. “I guess there is no reasoning with you then.”
 
   “Pikan Granda!” Perim yelled and from his palm a large sphere of fire swelled. He launched a fire blast destroying everything in its path. Lola stopped it with her rod. She tried to absorb the spell and was pushed back by the impact. He boots slide over the wooden floor as the fire blast pushed her. Everything around her began to get blown away by the energy of the spell. Little by little she absorbs Perim’s fire spell. The energy burned her but it was nothing that she could not tolerate. She has been through worst. Her rod steamed and the ruby gemstone of her rod glowed with an angry red of lava. Lola looked at the balcony and Perim was gone. 
 
   “Are you fine?”  Dougal asked crippling towards Lola. She had forgotten that he was here for a moment. 
 
   “I have been through worst. Leave this to me and stay out of it.” She commanded Dougal. 
 
   “As you wish. With this injury I am of no use in this fight.” Dougal said and ran off into the halls of the third floor. Perim’s room was now a great mess with the debris the fire blast had created. Lola hurried to the balcony and surveyed the mansion area believing that master Perim had escaped somewhere. She eyeballed the courtyard and gardens below. He was nowhere to be found. 
 
   “I take my eyes off him and he vanishes.” Lola remarks. Suddenly she gets the warm sensation of fire above her head. She dips and above her head flies a bullet of fire and explodes down on the courtyard. 
 
   “You have learn more than what I was willing to teach you my dear Lola.” Perim commented from atop the mansion’s roof. With the two moons behind him, he stared down at Lola with a wide smirk, his yellow teeth creep from his mouth of small lips. “You want your rod back then come and take it.” He taunted her, spinning the rod playfully. 
 
   Lola’s frown turned into a cocky smile. Her eyes turned pale white and fangs creep from the sides of her mouth. “You better pray that Omegus is on your side. I will not depart until your soul drops to the darkest pits of Necrovania.” Lola jumped on the parapet of the balcony and balanced on it.  She opened her arms, rod at hand and a cloud of purple smoke billow on her back. The cloud began to take shape. Wings of black and purple feathers spread long and wide on her back. Wings of an angel of darkness that could cover her whole body. Her nails grew and sharpened. She flapped her wings and ascended.
 
    Perim’s eyes bloom with awe and fear. Lola’s transformation was beyond his expectations. This is not the girl he saved seven years ago. This is not the girl who cried every time her fire spells would reverse on her during her training. This is not the girl he took to bed. This new person. No. This entity, this creature she had become was no longer human. “You are a fiend!” He shouted. “You are a monster. I knew it. I knew this was the real you.”
 
   “I might be different now but I will never be as good as you.” Lola said as she hovers in the air, her black swan like wings thudding.  “You are the real monster. You tried to take my powers when I was a young girl. You raped me and used your students as well.”
 
   “Only a monster would kill her own friends.” Perim responded. Lola could see the fear in his grimacing face. “Pikan Granda!” Perim yelled, a large ball of fire launched from his rod. Lola laughed at Perim’s spell. Using her rod she smacked the ball of fire and redirected it back at Perim. He dodges it leaping to the side and his spell detonated on the roof of the mansion creating a large hole.  
 
   Lola ascended up in the air and dived towards Perim. He ran up the slope of the roof as Lola shot bullets of fire. Perim dodge her fire and retaliated. “Pikan Granda!” He continued to launch that large ball of fire. His spells were powerful, bigger and contained more energy. He was a master in the fire arts and refused to lose to one of his students. On the flat surface of the roof he ran across. Lola dived, her wings spread wide and the end of her rod bath in fire. She aimed to kill him and knew the right spell that would take his life instantly. She was a dozen feet above him now and yelled “Pikan Ray!” Then Perim stopped, spun, jumped and from his cloak he drew a sword. He swung at Lola while in the air. She was not expecting such a bold move from him. She pause her spell and guard with her rod. Their weapons collided and vibrated. Lola was shocked and ascended. Perim fell and rolled on his back once he touched the ground. 
 
   Lola had never seen Perim wield a sword. She thought he was strictly a mage. That won’t happen again, Lola swore. She spun back and dived again. She saw a bundle of fire bullets flying towards her. She tilted and dodged the bullets. More flew towards her. They were like arrows of flame, Perim shot from his rod. Lola dodged them in mid air and batted them aside and dived. “Pikan Ray!” She yelled. A red beam burning like lava flew from her rod. Perim used his sword; the beam hit his sword and absorb the spell. His sword is enchanted as if it were a magic rod, Lola assumed. Perim lashed his sword and line of red glowing energy left his weapon. Lola gasped and ascended dodging his attack. Had she continued to dive, he body would have been cleaved. 
 
   I must be at a closer range to defeat him, she plotted and spun around. Lola decided to hover over the center of the roof. Perim saw that she was close to the ground so he ran towards her, launching missiles of fire from his rod. Lola deflected his missiles and absorbed some. She flapped her wings, they thudded blowing heavy winds. Her wings flapped faster and faster and blowing gusts at Perim. The man tried to grip on the tiles of the roof. The gust was strong and the wind got in his eyes, blinding him. Lola then shot bullets of fire from her rod but this time it was black fire. Fire like the ones she used to burned Perim’s apprentices. 
 
   Perim was able to dodge a few but one hit him and burned his cloak. The black fire burned quicker than regular flames. He immediately removed his cloak and tossed it. “So you have also learned air magic with that demonic form of yours.” Perim commented and laughed as the wind lashed him. “You won’t be able to defeat me with a few new spells. You lack combat tactics.”
 
   Lola ignored him and continued to blow gusts of wind and launch black fire. She began to feel her mana slipping away. If she used too much she won’t be able to defeat Perim. She descends down to the roof and panted. “My mana is fading. I must find a way to kill this bastard quickly but he is too fast.” Lola gambled with her remaining strength and launched a bullet of black fire. Perim stood up and deflected her spell. The bullet hit a pinnacle of the mansion. Perim ran, his sword raised and burning red. He swung it and from it left a line of red glowing energy. A sharp beam that could cut much like a sword. Lola tried to fly and dodge the beam but it slices her left wing. She screamed in pain and her wing fell and shattered in a thousand feathers. Her dark powers slowly left her. She scurried back as she shot bullets of black flame. Perim ran towards her. He had quickly learned of her dark spells and deflected her black flames. “Try running away now!” He yelled. 
 
   I can’t die here, Lola’s heart pounded. She might be stronger than him but Perim’s combat skills were greater. Lola was tired and panted. Never had she fought like this before. Her recent battles that she had throughout Alexandria were not as difficult as this. She had never faced anyone with a sword before. No one had ever cleaved off her wings in her dark form. This was a first time for Lola. Perim was close now. Right in front of her. He swung his sword and she dipped. His sword cleaves her wing. Lola screams and received at kick to her chest. She falls back and scurries away from Perim. 
 
   “You must be a child of a fiend.” Perim told her, his voice cold and slow.  He paced towards her and Lola slowly scrawls away from him. “Had you not challenged me, your powers could have been of great use? It is still not too late my dear Lola. King Alexander will compensate us handsomely once he sees your dark powers.”
 
   “I will never work for you again.” Lola bellowed, she shed tears. “I will not be your slave. I will continue to taste freedom.”
 
   “I hope you like the taste of steel. Black harlot.” Perim insulted and drove his sword in her gut. Lola screams. Her cry was so great it echoed in the skies and pierced Perim’s ears. Her body shattered into a hundred crows. 
 
   “No!” Perim yelled disappointed he could not end her life. The crows flew in circles around him. Black birds of death and their eyes an angry red. They cawed as they would with the moons above during the night. “You will die my dear Lola. Whether if you are a bird or a fiend.” Perim said and raised the black rod. Salamander, he hissed and pounded the ground with the top part of his rod. Flames began to dance around him and swirled. A serpent like creature clad in flames orbited him. It hissed and snapped it fangs. Its flames grew and its body stretched towards the sky. The salamander blew flames at the crows and bit them. One by one they began to fall from the skies. The black birds caught on fire and fell. 
 
   Soon the crows flew down. They formed Lola’s body again even those that had caught on fire and bitten by the flame salamander. Her body was restored. She gasped for air and her clothes steamed with smoke. Her long skirt tattered and her corset torn, showing her skin. She coughed and got to her feet. Her arms and legs weak and her mana was low. Her fangs withdrawn and her eyes were green again. I will not be slain by this bastard, she told herself. I will get my father’s rod back and continue my life as a drifter with Dougal. There has to be a way to kill him. I still have mana left in me. I can still summon my black fire. 
 
   Perim paced towards her, confidently now with a flame serpent circling his body.  He stood a dozen feet from her. Lola clenched her teeth and seethe with anger. Her blood boiled but she knew better than to berserk. She waited for the perfect moment to strike and restore her mana. I am not leaving; I will not back down until you are dead Perim. 
 
   “I can sense your mana slipping away.” Perim said, eyes narrow, pointing his sword at Lola. “I am still not sure of what I should do. Should I make you faint and have my way with you. Perhaps lock you in a cage and deliver you to the king. I still have some test I want to do on you my dear. One way or another your powers will be mine.”
 
   Suddenly Perim’s salamander hissed wildly, so loud that it startled him. Perim spun around and realized that the black wolf had shot a bullet of fire. It was Dougal. “Filthy animal!” He yelled. 
 
   “Pikan Ray!” Lola shouted. The red beam jetted from her rod and sliced Perim’s right hand off. His salamander vanished and his hand fell from the roof. Perim screamed a cry so loud it echoed in the skies. Lola rapidly cast her spell again. “Pikan Ray!” She sliced his left hand. Perim dropped the black rod; it slide down the slope of the roof. Perim turned to Lola, “Curse you. Harlot!” He cursed and looked at his wrist and was agonized. His arms ended with a stump. 
 
   “It ends here.” Lola said voice hoarse and gritted teeth. She used the red beam again and sliced off Perim’s left leg. The man fell to the side. He screams even louder. His cry was loud; birds of the night flew away in fear. It was the scream of a fiend, like a monster being slaughtered. Lola and Dougal stood by him, staring down at the man who for so long had hinder their lives. Now he suffered at their feet and at the mercy of their judgment. 
 
   Perim’s screaming subsided. He now moaned and groaned unable to stand or crawl away from Lola. Both his left and right hand sliced off by Lola’s spell. A spell she had to learn on her own since he would not teach it to her. Lola stared down at him solemnly. He was defenseless. She knew she could end his life immediately. There was nothing the bastard could do. 
 
   “I knew you would need my help eventually.” Dougal said looking up at Lola. 
 
   “Thank you my love. What would I do without you?” She responded with a soft sweet voice. 
 
   “Nothing my dear but there is definitely something he can do about my cursed form.” Dougal said and stomped on Perim’s chest growling. “You better start talking. Release me from this wolf form and turn me back into a human.”
 
   Perim did not answer. In fact the man smiled. Then he began to chuckle and then it turned into a laugh. He laughed hysterically and it only made Lola angrier. She stomped between his legs and the man screamed again. The laugher stopped and he moaned in pain.
 
   “What in necros are you laughing at? You better tell us how to release Dougal from his wolf form or you will suffer without meeting death.” Lola insulted and stomped between Perim’s legs again. The bastard shrieked this time, a squeal so loud like a pig being slaughter. 
 
   “Why …would I tell…you? Hahaha. I am already dead.” Perim finally spoke. “You cut off my hands so I can’t perform any spells. I can’t even stand on one leg. It is not as if you will let me go if I tell you. Either way I lose. If I tell you I still lose. I rather spit in your face and die with pride?”
 
   “Did you not hear what I said? If you don’t tell me I will torture you and you will suffer without meeting death.” Lola threatens getting inpatient. 
 
   “You are already vulnerable. If I were you I would try not to anger her.” Dougal suggested. 
 
   “Hahaha! Dougal. I always knew you and Lola were in love.” Perim told the wolf. “I never truly liked you but you were always so useful. I thought of kicking you out of the mansion but your wits always keep you from getting in trouble. I was jealous of how you and Lola had become so close. I always wanted her all to myself. The night when both of you tried to steal the dark rod and escape was the night I decided to unleash my anger on you. So I used a gemstone from the underworld that was given to me by a fiend. Still Lola loved you. I guess you can’t win it all. It was good while it lasted. So go ahead. You can kill me but your boyfriend will forever remain as a wolf. A beast of darkness. Hahaha!”
 
   Dougal and Lola were silent for a moment. It seemed that there was no solution to Dougal’s curse. Lola did not know what to do so she just unleashed her anger on the man she hated for so long. “Pikan Ray!” She shouted and cleaves Perim’s manhood with the red beam. Perim squeals like a thousand pigs. A sound so vile that irritated Dougal’s wolf ears. 
 
   “Lola wait!” Dougal alert her. 
 
   “What do you suggest we do? The spell he casted on you was not his own.” Lola said, her eyes moist. 
 
   “Let me ask him again.” Dougal stood on top of Perim’s body. The wolf growl at the helpless man and stared into his blue eyes. “This gemstone you used on me. You said it was from the underworld. From Necrovania. How did you obtain it?”
 
   “Like I said. A fiend gave it to me.” Perim answered and spat at the wolf and chuckled. “Unless you have any connections with the underworld you won’t be able to get any of those gemstones. Even if you do find a way to the underworld. I wish you good luck trying to find it. You can free yourself from that wolf form but you will be stuck in the underworld for all eternity. Bwahahaha!”
 
   “Please can I just kill him?” Lola urged. 
 
   “No wait. There is something else I need to know.” Dougal continued. “We had run into fiends in the misty woods before entering the mansion. How were you able to have fiends working for you.”
 
   “Why don’t you just kill me and end my misery.” Perim said. Dougal growled and bit off a huge chunk of Perim’s flesh from his chest. The man screams so high pitch it sounded like the screech of bats in a cave. 
 
   “The grimoire!” Perim screamed and groaned. “The shadow grimoire in the Alexandrian castle. The king studies the arts of darkness. Please no more. No more. Don’t make me hurt anymore.”
 
   “That is all I needed to know.” Dougal then looked up at Lola. “End his misery and let’s get out of here.” 
 
   “Pikan Ray!” Lola shouted and pierced Perim’s heart with a red beam of fire. Perim’s life ended and Lola could finally breathe with ease. She then slide down the slope of the roof and lifted her father’s rod that Perim carried. It had his hand gripping the shaft. Lola uncurled the fingers and tossed the hand with disgust. She looked at the rod and felt deep satisfaction. The rod was black with bat wings and the top had a black onyx gemstone. It was beautiful in her eyes. 
 
   Now she remembers. Her father practiced dark magic. He never got the chance to teach her. Lola’s mother had passed away when she was very young. She remembers her father would work for King Alexander. “Why does the king practice dark magic?” She asked herself. “I believe another quest is to unfold.”
 
   “Indeed.” Dougal said. Lola looked up at him and smiled. There was still hope. There was still a chance for him to return to his human form and to her arms again. “Don’t worry. All we have to do is find that grimoire.” Said the wolf. 
 
   “Let’s pray that Omegus will help us find it.” She said with a sweet voice. 
 
   Minutes later Lola and Dougal walked out of the mansion. The wolf walked with a crippled leg and Lola was tired and hungry. They heard the front door of the mansion slamming open. Lola spun around startled. She saw Jazelle running out of the mansion. The only brunette girl in the mansion besides Lola. Jazelle ran to her and embraced her. “Oh Lola.” She whispered in her ear. “I am so glad you returned. Forgive me if I ignored you but they would have hurt me if they knew I was on your side.”
 
   “It’s ok I understand. I knew you were not one of them. I could tell when I first entered the mansion.” Lola said to her. “Come with me Jazelle. Come to the capital city with me it will be great. I have rented a small living space with the money I earned.”
 
   “Oh Lola you have no idea how long I’ve been wanting to leave this place.” Jazelle confessed. “Where ever you are going, I will follow. Anywhere but this prison.”
 
   “Then welcome to the team.” Dougal said. Jazelle kneel down and embrace the wolf. She rubbed his head and horns and kissed his black fur. 
 
   “Before we leave there is one last thing I must do.” Lola turned to face the mansion. She pointed her new rod. The rod her father had given her. Its bat wings spread and the onyx stone shines with magic and its mana flowing. The top of the rod sparked and a ball of fire began to swell before it. The fire ball ballooned bigger and bigger until its height was half of Lola’s body. “Pikan Explodah!” Lola yelled and the great ball of fire flew towards the mansion. It burst through the front door and within a few seconds the mansion detonated. An explosion so large it created a large cloud of smoke and fire. Pieces of woof flew everywhere and the garden caught on fire. It was the end of Perim’s fire mage agency. What will the king do when he finds out that one girl caused this much damage. 
 
   Lola, Dougal and their new friend Jazelle left the mansion and traveled to Centra the capital city. 
 
    
 
   
  
 

Theft And Grimoire
 
    
 
   Centra Alexandria. The capital city. Lola The Black stood on the rooftop of an Inn gazing at the godly sword that rose from the castle. Yes the godly sword said to have been summoned by the Alexandrian dynasty. The castle sheaths it like a scabbard and the sword cast a colossal shadow upon the city. It never fails to amaze me, Lola thought as she stared mesmerized by the view of the castle. Every morning she woke up and stared at it wishing she could grasp the hilt and draw the blade like the hand of Omegus from the sky. 
 
   Centra. The largest city in the Alexandria country. Lola was in the south section of the city where houses were built on a hill with sloping streets. She gazed at the center of the city leagues below where the castle district was always crowded. She always romanticizes the city. She had no house to go to or a family waiting for her. She slept in Inns and drifted willingly, blissfully and ever so venturous in the city and through Alexandria. 
 
   The wind blows and billows her long skirt of black bird feathers and leather. She fixed her long raven black hair over her shoulders and closed her eyes at the soothing breeze. “Today I will fly to the top of the castle for the first time.” She said. Lola has wanted to enter the castle for such a long time ever since she first started living in the city. 
 
   Very few can enter the castle. Only the high class and those who work for the king have the privilege to enter. Anyone else who wishes to enter must have beneficial reasons or permission from someone of authority. The Alexandrian dynasty resides in the castle and it is heavily guarded with skilled guards of swordplay and advanced magic of every element. Lola felt nervous yet excited. She loved risky situations. I am a step closer to learning the truth. I will learn the secrets of darkness. My darkness.
 
   “What is it with you and high places?” Lola heard a voice from behind her. She turned around and there stood Dougal. The black wolf with ram horns on his head and two tails. Lola smiled at the wolf and said “I love the view. It’s romantic.”
 
   “You never fail to worry me.” Dougal said. He walked to the edge of the roof and gazed with Lola. The two had been living in the capital city and drifting throughout the country for three years now. Three long years of freedom. Taking odd jobs and going with the wind. 
 
   “What are we going to tell Jazelle?” Dougal asked. 
 
   “She already knows.” Lola answered.”Don’t worry she has our trust but she will remain in the Inn while we are away.” 
 
   “Then let’s get ready. I am eager to see this grimoire Perim spoke of.” Dougal said.
 
   “I heard it was ancient.” Lola said with enigma and stared back at the colossal sword sheath in the castle. “I spoke to the librarians of the city yesterday and they said that such grimoire belonged to a magus that was related to Prodigus Kollos. That it is but a myth and such magic manuals are no longer written.”
 
   “I see” Dougal pondered. “Perim told us that the grimoire lies in the castle of the Alexandrian dynasty. Hahaha. It is with no doubt that such powerful tools are kept secret and only used by those with power and authority. Perim did not want anyone to know of the grimoire since he worked for the king.”
 
   “Today we shall find the truth.” Lola stated. “I have a feeling that this grimoire will have more to offer than just a solution to our prayers.”
 
   “You think so.”
 
   “I feel so or at least Omegus is guiding me. Telling me that I must obtain this grimoire regardless of what I must do.” Lola said as if the unknown beyond the realm of light had shown her destiny.
 
   “By the way who is this Prodigus Kollos you mentioned?” Dougal asked as if something had eluded him. 
 
   “You have never heard of the myth of Prodigus Kollos?” Lola was surprised Dougal had not heard of the common fairy tale of Alexandria. 
 
   “Afraid not. Why don’t you tell me this fairy tale?” Dougal said annoyed scratching his ears with his foot. 
 
   “Prodigus Kollos was said to be the pioneer of magic itself. He is the one to have discovered the mystics of mana and how to transform it from one’s body into different physicals forms. He was the first fire magus. In fact it is said that he mastered all four magical elements as well as the three grand attributes of darkness, divine magic and the rare art of twilight. How have you not heard of the myth of Prodigus Kollos. Did you not pay attention in Perim’s classes?”
 
   “Sorry but mythology is just not my thing you see.” Said the wolf and jumped off the roof of the Inn to the second floor’s balcony. 
 
   “I hope I didn’t hurt his feelings.” Lola lost sight of Dougal below. “That wolf form has seriously changed him.” Lola felt his pain. Dougal wants to be human again so that he can embrace her like he once did. So that he can love her like he once did and hold her hand as they once did three years ago. Lola has been hunting for answers to Dougal’s curse throughout their travel and it wasn’t until four days ago that they were given a clue to a real cure. Lola prays that she breaks Dougal’s curse and set him free. For three years she had been traveling with him never losing faith.
 
   Lola had many chances to marry someone of high class in Centra. She had many opportunities to settle down and never have to work again or sleep in Inns and hotels but all she wanted was to be with Dougal. The love of her life. She was not going to give up until he stood on two legs and looked at her with blue eyes. She was not going to give up until she could stroke his long blonde hair again and kiss him like she did the first time under a cherry tree. Pretty soon my love, Lola told herself. She slides down the slope of the roof and with an air spell she spun and fell with ease like a feather and landed gently on the second floor balcony of the Inn. 
 
   Lola rushed inside the inn to her room. She pushed opened the first door of the hall to the right. Inside stood Jazelle combing her long black hair in front of a mirror next to the bed. Jazelle looked at Lola in surprise. “I thought you had left me all alone.” Said Jazelle. “I woke up and you and Dougal were gone.”
 
   “My dear.” Lola told her. “I must go to the capital city today. I will return before midnight.” 
 
   “Oh I see” Jazelle turned to the bed and lifted Lola’s rod. “You will need this.” She tossed the rod to Lola. The dark magus caught it and spun it playfully. The rod was black with bat wings at the end and an onyx gemstone embed on top. It was the rod she reclaimed from her old master who had stolen it from her. The rod helped Lola control her dark magic and enhanced it.
 
   “Come here my dear.” Lola beckons her friend. Jazelle paces to Lola and she hugs her ever so tightly with each other’s head side to side. They then face each other gently, eyes close and kissed. They pull away, eyes moist and lips wet. Jazelle wipes Lola’s lower lip painted red. “Does he know?” Jazelle asks nervously. “Worry not. He will understand.” Lola says and pulls away giving Jazelle a peck on the lips and rubs her cheek.  
 
   Lola exits the room and walks down the hall, frowning and yet no regret. Oh great Omegus, I hope Dougal forgives me for my sins but I must satisfy the needs of my flesh till he can hold me in his arms again. My love I promise I will do everything in my power to break your curse. She goes down the stairs and when she reaches the first floor she notices Dougal waiting for her by the entrance as civilians walk in. As she is walking towards the wolf, he stands up and exits the inn. She runs after him. I feel as though he is avoiding me.
 
   Outside on the sloping streets, people walked by gracefully in wagons and on horsebacks. The streets in the south section are not as crowded as the other parts of the city which is why Lola stays in these areas. Many wealthy people lived in Centra. It is hard to live in the capital without money. Lola was able to afford staying nights and weeks in inns and hotels with the odd jobs that she does for wealthy men and woman. She was paid handsomely since her magic was great as well as Dougal. 
 
   The black wolf stood outside on the sidewalks of the cobblestone streets. “What is wrong with you today? You’ve been pissy and distant.”
 
   “I am a wolf. A cursed creature. I don’t expect you to understand?” Dougal answered and ignored her. 
 
   “You can still speak like a human so why don’t you tell me what’s been bothering you?” 
 
   “People will think you are crazy talking to a wolf.” Dougal said. “Let’s go.” 
 
   Lola surveyed her surroundings and noticed as people walked by they gave her strange looks and winces. She never talks to Dougal in public otherwise people would think she is insane. People were not disturbed by the black wolf although his ram horns were odd and unusual. Some had mistaken Dougal to be a hybrid. He preferred such assumptions than for people to think he was a fiend. 
 
   Lola kneeled down and grabbed the wolf by the horns. “Whatever it is save it for later. We are on a mission.”
 
   “I should be telling you that. My dear.” Dougal told Lola with cocky tone. “Now you tell me how are we going to get inside the castle? I assume you have a plan.”
 
   “Oh I have a plan but we must get away from here first. Follow me.” Lola ran up the streets. Dougal followed behind. The sloping streets of the south lead to a hill. Lola kept running up pass houses and working class people. The cobblestone street ended with an unfinished stone wall. Topless men worked on the wall, hauling wood and carrying stones on wheelbarrows. Lola sprinted by the construction workers disturbing them and jumped over the unfinished wall. 
 
   She now ran on tall grass outside the city area. Up a hill she went and looked over her shoulder at Dougal. “Where are we going?” Asked the wolf. 
 
   “You will see just follow me.” Lola answers and continued trudging. 
 
   “Are we leaving the city?” Dougal asked. “I thought we were sneaking into the castle.”
 
   “We’ve been living in this city for three years.” Lola stated. “You should know better than to try and sneak into the Alexandrian castle from the front door. Intruders are highly punished. I thought of a better way.”
 
   “A secret passage.” Dougal assumed.
 
   “I wish I had found a passage. If there was one we would not be the only ones sneaking into the castle.”
 
   “Then by the triforce. Whatever you have plotted, I hope it gets us through and unseen.” Dougal prayed. He had plans to enter the castle stealthy but with his wolf form it was impossible. He was so fortunate to have Lola but sometimes he doubted the girl and worried about her and her abilities. Still he had faith in her. They were on the same path after all. 
 
   They went up the hill till they reach a dirt path that snaked up to the very top. They followed the path and at the very end they saw a stone shrine. Lola stood before it stared at the stone statue of Omegus. The god of the triforce. One half of his body was black and the other was white. His left wing was shaped like a bat and his right wing shaped like that of a white swan. Lola and Dougal gazed at the statue solemnly and felt compelled to kneel and pray. Lola believed highly in Omegus and prayed to the god whenever she saw a shrine. She was graceful for all the wonderful adventures she had throughout Alexandria. She believes Omegus helped her become free from that prison she was in three years ago. Dougal on the other hand never prayed but simply had faith in what is to come. 
 
   The people of Alexandria follow the teachings of the triforce. The living, the dead and the limbo. The triforce teaches the people to connect with Omegus the god and find their path in Odealeous. Omegus is believed to balance darkness and light into twilight so that the world can be at peace and prevent destruction. The triforce teaches us to learn from our darkness and our light because we are made of both. Many magus who believe in Omegus follow the teachings of the triforce so that they can reach a high level of trance and be one their “inner god.” 
 
   “Come on Lola. You will have time to pray when you get back.” Dougal urged. 
 
   “I know but I just wanted to chant a mantra for what is to come.” Lola muttered. She got to her feet and paced towards the edge of the hill. Beyond she gazes at the city again. The thousands of houses and castle that reigns in the very middle with that godly sword sheath at the very top of the highest tower. Lola spreads open her arms and allowed her mana to flow and swirl. The wind began to gust around her and lashed at Dougal. Purple smoke billowed on her back and long wide black and purple wings spread wide. Her wings were so large and wide, enough to cover her whole body. Her eyes changed to a pale white zombified color and had vertical dashes for pupils. Fangs peaked from the sides of her lips. Her nails grew and her skin became paler. 
 
   Dougal only snorted at her transformation and said. “So you are thinking of flying us there. Are you mentally ill?”
 
   “I can’t think of a better way my dear.” Lola said with a smirk, fangs peaking.
 
   “You are not carrying me. I rather wait here while you go and get yourself captured in the castle.”
 
   “How cruel of you Dougal.” Lola said. “You are going to leave me all alone. I thought we were a team.”  She walks to the wolf with open arms. “Come here.”
 
   “Get away from me. You know I don’t like flying.” Dougal begins to step away from Lola. The dark magus flaps her wings causing gust and elevates off the ground. She grabs the wolf by the underbelly and ascends. Dougal growls and flails. “Curse you Lola!” He screams at her but she only giggles and ascends higher in her dark form. She flies away from the summit and towards the castle with wind lashing her face. They were chiliads of feet high and below everything looked like a garden of greens and stones with ants. Lola gripped her rod and squinted. She saw something as she got closer to the castle. The godly sword of the castle glinted and blinded her for a moment. Dougal had stopped flailing. He stared up at Lola and said. “Can you see it?”
 
   “See what?” Asked Lola squinting at the sword. 
 
   “Don’t get mesmerize. There is a barrier over the castle.” Dougal informed. “We better not touch it. I am surprise you didn’t see it.”
 
   “I thought I saw something but it is too transparent. What would happen if we touch it?” Lola asked. She became curious and eager to come in contact with the barrier. 
 
   “Don’t be a fool. Fly over it.” Dougal commanded. 
 
   “How will we get to the castle then?” Lola asked. “We are going to have to poke a hole.”
 
   “Let me give it a try.” Dougal said and sneezed a bullet of fire from his maw. The bullet flew far; it hit the barrier and reflects. Lola gasp with panic and tilted in the air. The bullet nearly scraped her left wing. It seems like the barrier covered the entire center area of the city. A round perimeter around the castle district. “The damn thing reflects offensive spells.” Dougal said. Lola flew higher and higher. The wind became stronger with altitude. They were much higher than the pommel of the castle’s sword. Lola paused and hover gazing down at the light that reflected off the barrier. 
 
   “What now princess?” Dougal teased her, uncomfortable with Lola’s skinny arms around his underbelly. 
 
   Lola pointed at the barrier with her rod. “Even if we break through the barrier we will be attacked by guards and mages of the castle.” Dougal said. 
 
   “How about a little positivity. You are aggravating me.” Lola snarled.
 
   “Forgive me but heights make me anxious.” Dougal replied and sneezed another bullet of fire. The bullet reflects of the barrier again. Lola tilted and it flew pass her. “Did you not learn from the first time?” Lola asked annoyed. 
 
   “Wait! I think I saw an opening.” Said the wolf with excitement.
 
   “It’s transparent you can hardly see that barrier itself.” Lola said.
 
   “Hit it with a stronger spell.” Dougal suggested. Lola’s spun her rod and the gemstone bathed with fire. “Pikan Granda!” Lola yelled and shot a large fire ball from her rod like a catapult. The fire ball hit the barrier and it bounced back. Lola spun to the side dodging her own spell. “This is futile.” She said dizzy. 
 
   “No! Take a look.” Dougal alarmed her. Lola looked at the exact spot where her spell had hit and she noticed the barrier sealing itself like melting glass. It closed like liquid running over a wound transparently. Lola smirked realizing how she could break a hole in the barrier. She spun her rod again and launched another spell. “Pikan Ray!” A beam of flaming red light flew from her rod and strikes the barrier. The spell made a crack in the barrier. It looked like broke glass. Then it quickly began to close again liquidly. 
 
   “I see.” Lola realized. 
 
   “Yes you are going to need a more powerful spell. The Alexandrians must have incredible mana to cast such a defensive white magic spell.” Dougal remarked. 
 
   “White magic you say. Then I will break their spell with darkness.” Lola gave a wide fiendish smirk. Black haze and shadows swirled over Lola’s rod. It incinerated with black fire, one of Lola’s favorite spells. A fire that burned quicker and consumes faster. A fire that would melt the flesh of anyone’s bones. Lola chanted no wonders or mantra. She focused her dark mana to her rod and shot a sphere of black fire. The black sphere flew and hit the barrier with a thud like thunder. It detonated with a loud crystalline sound of braking glass. The strong winds of the sky cleared the smoke. Lola and Dougal saw the hole in the barrier. It was like a broken window with crystal shards hanging from the sides. The lines of the broken glass detailed the hole in the barrier. 
 
   “Yes! I did it!” Lola shouted. Then the hole began to quickly close again liquidly. “No!” Lola yelled. She spun with Dougal and dived into the hole. She fell through the hole just before it closed and the broken glass grazed her wings. After she fell through the hole she felt her dark magic fading away. Her wings vanished leaving her to fall from the sky. She did not let go of Dougal or her rod. She panicked as she fell. Her heart pounded like boulders. “Lola! Use air magic!” Dougal said as they fell with whistling wind in their ears. 
 
   “I am trying. The barrier dispels my dark magic.” Lola tried to call her dark powers. I can’t die now. Not yet. This is not my time. She brought out her desires. She thought of Dougal holding her under a cherry tree as a human. She thought of those dark nights when she was in that mansion of her old master. I refuse to die. Lola let out a savage roar from deep in her throat. Her magic quickly returned to her. Her wings returned with clouds of purple smoke. She flapped rapidly and ascended up towards the castle. 
 
    Together they went up to the highest tower of the castle where the colossal sword was sheath like in a scabbard. Ahead they saw a spacious balcony. Knights, guards and mages of Alexandria stood on the balcony watching her as she approached. 
 
   “Do not attack them Lola.” Dougal told her.
 
   “I know. I will only blind them.” She replied.
 
   Knights and guards began to throw spears at her from below. Lola dodged them. She tilted in the air, dipped and swooped down. Then the knights launched their arrows. Lola simple flapped her wings rapidly causing a strong gust that blew them away. After the missiles came the mages. They launched fire at her and exploded around her like fireworks. The mages cast razor winds. Lola dodged their winds and blew gust at them again. Although she could fly in her dark form, she did not know many air spells. She specialized in fire. However that never stopped Lola. “I fear I might have to get violent.” She said.
 
   “Then again. We are breaking the rules.” Dougal commented. “I thought you said you were going to blind them.”
 
   “Of course” Lola answered and waved her rod. She pointed down at the balcony. Mages still launched their spells at her and guards threw arrows. One arrow pierced her left wing and Lola groaned. She began to fall from the sky and on to the balcony. She could not flap her left wing. She reached over and pulled out the arrow. Her wing bled and began to fade away leaving her with one wing. Lola decided to fall and face the guards and mages of the Alexandria castle. With one wing she landed on the balcony with a thump. The guards’ armors were painted white with black leather underneath. Their armor had studs and ended with pointy ends. They all dropped their visors over their faces. Their swords hissed loudly and their steel glinted with the sun light. The mages wore hooded tunics with a silver chest plate over it. Their hands hide under long sleeves wielding no rods or wands to cast magic. They are advanced mages, Lola guessed. Guards and knights pointed their swords and spears at Lola. Mages ready their spells with glowing spheres of mana hovering over their hands. 
 
   “Lola! The trickster powder.” Dougal yelled. Lola spun her rod and pounded the stone floor with the apex of her rod. Sparks flew and a cloud of red smoke billows and spreads in the balcony blinding everyone in sight. “Get her!” Yelled the guards. “Capture the intruder!” Shouted the mages but they lost sight of Lola in the cloud of red smoke. It irritated their eyes and their blindness causes them to bump into each other and accidently hurt each other. Lola snuck around them. She was unaffected by her spell. She scurried, head low and Dougal lead the way being able to see through the cloud of red smoke with his eyes of the blue moon. 
 
   They exit the balcony and ran down the castle halls. The halls were wide and long with rows of stone pillars. Statues of knights that stood fifteen feet tall holding broad swords were between columns pillars. Dougal and Lola continue to sprint till they reach a four way intersection. Four hall ways. All with pillars and statues aligned. “Which way do we go?” Lola asked jerking her head left and right unable to decide which road is best. 
 
   “I don’t think it matters which hallway we choose. We need to hide.” Dougal said standing in the center of the four hallways. Suddenly they heard the sound of steel clanking and boots thumping echoing in the hall from which they came. Guards and mages appeared. Lola’s heart pounded with excitement. “Let’s play hide and seek.” She said with a cocky tone and smirk. 
 
   “This is no time for games Lola. Follow me.” Dougal ran down the hall to his left. Lola followed him. “Do you know where you are going?” She asked panting. 
 
   “Of course not. There has to be a way out of this maze.” The wolf replied. He sprinted rapidly and gazed at the light at the end of the hall. He noticed someone stood at the end of the hallway. Dougal stopped and his paws slide over the stone floor. “You shall be punish for entering the castle without permission.” Said a man at the end of the hall. He wore a green tunic with yellow stripes and a golden chest plate over it. Another mage, Dougal thought. The mage’s hands began to glow green. He placed his hands on the walls of the narrow hall. A thud shook the stone ground. The knight statues began to budge, slightly moving their stone bodies. The dragging sound of stones echoed in the hall. All statues suddenly became animated. The mage in green removed his hands from the wall. He rolled his hands into a fist and swung them up and down.  All the knight statues lifted their stone swords and they all pointed at Lola and Dougal. 
 
   “Surrender and you won’t be harm.” The mage in green said. Offering them a chance to live. 
 
   “Do I look like the type of gal who simply surrenders?” Lola responded. The statues began to trudge over to Lola and Dougal. The wolf growled and stood his ground. Lola glared at the mage who stood at the end of the hall. She pointed her rod in his direction. “Pikan Exploda!” She yelled from deep within her. From her rod, a sphere of fire swelled and ballooned with a volcanic color like that of lava. Dougal stepped away from Lola in fear. 
 
   “Lola you are an insane magus! Are you trying to kill us?” Dougal shouted panicking. 
 
   “No I am just trying to clear a path.” She responded and launched her spell. The sphere flew and it destroyed the stone statues turning them into lava. Lola’s spell reached the green mage at the end of the hall as it destroyed everything in its path. It crumbled the walls and toppled the pillars. The green mage ran, full of fear at the sudden explosive spell. Lola’s spell exploded once it reached the green mage. A large explosion inside the castle setting everything it had touched on fire and stones turned to burning lava. The ceiling began to drop stones creating debris. It happened fast, almost at the blink of an eye and Lola remained in one piece. Half of the hall looked like a tunnel carved for the underworld.
 
   Lola and Dougal ran through the destroyed hall. “You are going to regret this Lola!” Dougal said as he sprinted. 
 
   “Would you rather be dead?” Lola replied. “I didn’t really have a choice. We had knights and mages chasing us and then dozens of statues about to crush us. I rather kill then be kill. I will not die here.”
 
   “I admire your courage.” Answered the wolf. They ran over debris and turned right at an intersection. Lola almost regrets destroying the halls. She admired the chandeliers, the black and white tile floor and the ivory pillars that held the ceiling ever so heavenly. The next hall was similar to the others but empty. No guards or knights patrolled the halls until Lola heard their roars behind her. “Intruder! King Alexander will have your head!” Yelled one of the knights chasing her. Lola only giggled. She spun and hurled another blast of fire at them. Some knights fell and some persisted. The mages were unaffected. 
 
   As Lola ran down the longest hall of the highest floor of the castle, she noticed a tall door with an eye embroidered of amethyst gemstones. Lola ran to the door and burst it open. Dougal leapt inside and Lola quickly locked the door. She panted and chuckled wiping the sweat of her forehead. Then she burst into a laugh. “What a chase. That was so heart pounding!” She said with joy. 
 
   “You are an insane magus Lola.” Dougal commented. He knew how much she likes danger. It was like alcohol for a drunkard. Lola laughed with her hands over her belly holding it in. “Come on Dougal. You cannot deny it. That was fun wasn’t it?”
 
   “Hell no. We almost die. Let’s not waste any time. Those knights and mages will be knocking on this door anytime.” Dougal said and just as he mentioned it the knights and mages began to thump on the door. Swords piercing through the wooden door and knights ramming it. “Damn it. Here they are.” Dougal spun around and surveyed the room that they had entered.  It was filled with books, scrolls, maps on the wall and paintings of the stars in the night. Feather pens lie on a desk with ink spilled over brown paper. 
 
   “This is the room of a writer.” Lola assumed. She surveyed the room in hopes of seeing a way out or tools she could use but there was nothing but book shelves and artifacts of the four regions of the country. “I guess this is a dead end.” She said and the knights continued to thump on the door. Their swords pierced the door and the door caught on fire. Lola and Dougal saw how aggressively the knights and mages were trying to get in and their hearts pounded like stones in their chest. 
 
   “Why couldn’t I just keep running down the hall?” Lola regretted. 
 
   “Well if only you listen to me” said the wolf.
 
   Suddenly they heard a quivering sound of wood. A table near them was slightly shaking as if it were alive. Lola raised an eyebrow disturbed at the bizarre tablet and approached it. She kneeled down and looked under it. A man quivered under the table with his eyes close and his arms wrapped around his legs. Lola grabbed the coward and pulled him out. “Please don’t hurt me!” Shouted the man. He was bald with shaved eye brows. He wore a gray cardigan. The man was shivering like winter cold. Lola noticed that his pants wet between his legs. She covered her nose in disgust. “Who are you?” She snarled. 
 
   “I…I…I am Harris the librarian of the castle.” The man answered. 
 
   “Well then Harris. As you can see there are knights outside that are trying to kill us. Tell me of a way to get out of here or I will make you drink your own piss.” Lola threatens. 
 
   “But I don’t know of any other way. This chamber is prohibited. No one is supposed to enter without my permission.” Harris answered his lips quivering as he spoke. A strong stench of urine rose from beneath. Lola stared down and noticed that the man was leaking on himself. 
 
   “Oh good. Since you don’t know of any way to get out of here I guess I will make you drink your own piss or perhaps I should just kill you.” Lola threatened the man confident that there was another way out of the chamber. The knights outside had open a large hole in the door, enough for an arm to reach in. Lola became desperate. Dougal growled and blue smoke left his nostrils. “You hear that Harris. The clock is ticking. There must be a secret passage in this castle I know it.” 
 
   “If you promise not to kill me I will take you to a secret passage.” Harris said. 
 
   “You have my word.” Lola promised. She released the cowardly man and Harris ran to a book shelve all the way in the back of the chamber. He pulled on a thick book and something thudded behind the wall. The book shelve then opened much a like a door would to the side. There was a passage with a trail of torches hanging from the wall. Lola gave a long smirk and jumped with her fist in the air. “I just knew it.” She said and ran inside the secret passage. Dougal ran behind her and Harris closed passage pulling the book shelve to the wall and a thud echoed through the passage. Lola and Dougal no longer had to worry about being chased by knights and mages of the castle. Or so they thought. 
 
   Lola spun her rod and it lit up with fire illuminating the passage way. It was narrow as if it were made for only two people to walk through. “Harris, where does this passage lead to?” Lola asked the bald man. 
 
   “It leads to another chamber that belongs to the prince.” Harris answered. “Now let me ask you a question. Why are you here bringing catastrophe to the castle? I heard the explosion from the chamber. I assume it was you since you were running away from the knights and mages.”
 
   “Sorry but you must not know.” Dougal replied. “Just do as we say and you will live. That is the only promise we can make.” 
 
   “Even if you kill me. Don’t think it will be so easy to escape this castle.” Harris said. He seemed to have lost his fear somewhat. “The only reason you are still alive is because I showed you to this passage. Had it not been for me then the knights and mages would had slay you and brought you heads to the king.”
 
   Lola grimaced and pointed her rod at the bald man. “You have a smart mouth. Thanks for the warning but we are aware of the danger we put ourselves in. All you need to do is shut up and get us to a safe place. You don’t need to know why we are here.”
 
   Harris decided to remain silent and help Lola and Dougal through the secret passage. There was silence as they walked with only Lola’s rod to brighten the way. It was a long walk and Lola began to get inpatient already. “So this chamber where we are heading to. Is it safe?” Lola asked annoyed by the silence. 
 
   “Of course it is. I am there every day. The prince is away right now so you do not have to worry.” Harris said.
 
   “The prince better not be there or else you will die.” Lola continues to threaten Harris. He seemed easily frightened and Lola took advantage of that. 
 
   Finally after minutes of walking a light shines at the end of the passage. Once they reached the light, Harris pulled a lever and the walls open as a door would. They exit the passage and Lola’s eyes bloomed at the sight of the chamber. The ceiling was high enough for her to take flight and the perimeter was round. There were bookshelves on the walls with thick tomes and scrolls. Lola looked under her feet and realized that there was an illustration of the pentacle on the floor. 
 
   There were two mage statues standing between what appeared to be a hearth with a high ceiling. A hearth with crackling gray fire. Lola gazed at the fire in awe. She had never seen such colorless flames. The fire seems to have come from the limbo. Dougal got closer to the fire and sniffed it. The wolf then howls after having smelled the fire. “What is it?” Lola asked Dougal curious of the gray fire. 
 
   “This fire is not of this world much like your black fire spell.” Dougal said gazing into the gray fire with his blue moon eyes. 
 
   “Interesting.” Lola said. She then spun to Harris who had been standing behind her. As soon as she looks into his eyes, the man shakes as if he was eager to run away. 
“Now listen Harris. This castle has many books. I have been told by someone who works with the king himself that there is a grimoire hidden somewhere in this castle. You are going to tell me where it is or else you will die.” Lola tries to strike even more fear into the cowardly man. 
 
   “If that is what you are looking for then I rather die.”Harris said proudly. “I rather die with the secrets of this castle then to reveal the king’s treasures. It is my duty to protect the information of the Alexandrian dynasty. Go ahead and kill me but you will never know where the grimoire is located.”
 
   Lola grimaced and was angry at Harris’ sudden bravery. If I kill him I will never be able to find the grimoire. He won’t tell me no matter how much fear I strike in him.  Damn it! What can I do to convince this weakling? Lola mulled and stared back at Dougal.
 
   “What are you thinking about Lola?” Dougal asked. He knew when she was up to no good. “Don’t burn your mind. Although we are safe here there has to be a way to find out where the grimoire is located. Perhaps one of these books can tell us where it is.”
 
   “I won’t sit here and read books Dougal. As if we had all the time in the world.” Lola replied wishing things were much easier. She turned back to Harris looking at the bald man who could not make eye contact with her. He was her only way to find out how to find the grimoire. She could torture him and squeeze answers out of him. She was willing to do anything to get information out of the cowardly man. Anything besides ending his life. 
 
   “I have a question” Dougal approached Harris. “Why is there a pentacle designed on the floor?”
 
   “How should I know why the masons who built this castle decided to draw a pentacle in this very room? Figure it out on your own.” Harris refused to tongue anything more about the castle. 
 
   “Lola you know what a pentacle is used for. Don’t you?” Dougal asked the dark magus.
 
   “Many mages use it for invocations or at least that is the only use I have seen of the pentacle. It is a symbol of higher magic power. To summon entities from the limbo.” Lola stroked her hair with her fingertips as she mulled over the pentacle. “What could this mean?”
 
   “It means that this room is used for some kind of transfer.” Dougal concluded. “The pentacle is used to summon entities from the limbo. The pentacle is a portal between the human world and the limbo.” Dougal then turned to the gray flames between the two mage statues. It made sensed to him since he had a connection to the world of the dead he was able to sense the limbo as well. He was not sure if it was a portal to the limbo but he knew that it leads somewhere. His senses did not lie. Those flames had no scent but rather gave a vibe of the undead. A colorless mana of those who drifted in the twilight world. Dougal then turned to Harris and growled at the cowardly man. Harris stepped back whimpering. 
 
   “What happens when you touch the gray flames? Tell me unless you want me to bite off your manhood.” 
 
   Harris moaned in fear at Dougal’s threat. His pants were still wet and Lola laughed at him. “Yes I have been wondering. What do those pretty colorless flames do?” Lola said childishly. 
 
   “As I said I rather be killed than to give away any information of the castle.” Harris said once more. “I will keep the oath I made to the Alexanders when they gave me the keys to their library.”
 
   “This is useless Dougal he won’t tell us.” Lola grumbled. 
 
   “Don’t worry I know just what to do.” The wolf posed as if he was about to pounce on Harris. 
 
   Then from the right side of the room the walls opened like doors making a sound like dragging boulders. Lola became startled and she grabbed Harris by the neck and placed the apex of her rod on his head. She was going to use him as a hostage. Dougal prepared with blue smoke leaving his nostrils. Both of them watched as the wall opened like doors. A young man entered the room. He had white hair like winter snow with a sword hanging from his waist. He wore a green and gold turtle neck cardigan with peak shoulders. His eyes were yellow like those of a black cat. “He is beautiful” Lola whispered as the young man enters. 
 
   “Who are you?” The white hair man shouted and rapidly drew his sword. 
 
   “Drop your weapon or I will kill your librarian.” Lola warned digging into Harris’ cranium with the top of her rod. The young man dropped his sword and it clanked loudly putting a smile on Lola’s face. “What are you doing here and what do you want?” Asked the white hair young man. 
 
   “Close the door behind you and you shall have answers.” Lola said and the young man did just as she commanded. He showed no fear. He was solemn and seemed very mature. Lola assumed the boy was her age. Nineteen or a few years older than her. The young man waved his hand over the entrance and a ring flickered a green light on his middle finger. The doors behind him closed with a thud and sealed with no sign or outline of a door being there. He stepped forward fearlessly with no weapon. He paced towards Lola calmly showing no hostility. 
 
   “Pikan Fahiah!” Lola launched a bullet of fire that blew up on the floor just where the young man was about to step. “Come any closer and I will kill you.” Lola said harshly, eyes narrow. 
 
   “You dare enter the Alexandrian castle without permission or unsupervised.” The white hair man said. “State your reason for your crime.”
 
   “I simply came to obtain a tome. Help me find it and you will never see my face again.” Lola answered. 
 
   “Prince Ventus she is trying to steal the grimoires!” Harris yelled with Lola’s hand on his throat. Lola wacked him on the head with her rod and covered his mouth. 
 
   “The grimoires” Ventus said lowly. “How do you know of the grimoires?”
 
   “Ah so you are the prince. Good Omegus. It is truly an honor to finally meet the prince. You are a handsome one just as I expected.” Lola giggled and winked at the prince. “The Alexandrians have such beautiful white hair. I envy your beauty.”
 
   “I am flatter but you cannot have my beauty nor the grimoires.” Said the prince. “Perhaps there is another way that I can help you meet your desire.”
 
   “You can tell us where those gray flames take us.” Dougal said growling at the prince. 
 
   “I have never seen a talking wolf or one with ram horns.” Ventus commented. He did not seem so surprised by the talking wolf.
 
   “Well now you have. This wolf wants answers.” Dougal said.
 
    “The gray flames are but a mere decoration.” Ventus responded.
 
   “Don’t think you can talk yourself out of this one. Those flames burn with essence of twilight. They are of the twilight realm.” Blue smoke rose from Dougal’s nostrils creating a cloud over him. 
 
   “There is no fooling either of you. Fine then I will tell you.” Ventus said. “If you jump into the gray flames they will take you to the very top of the castle where the grimoires lie by the flat surface of the godly sword. I must warn you. Even if you do enter the chamber you won’t be able take the grimoires.” 
 
   Lola and Dougal looked at each other. Lola gave put a long smirk on her face and looked at the prince. “Thanks pretty boy.” She said. Then Dougal sneezed a bullet of blue flames at the prince. Ventus tried to deflect it with his own magic but failed. He shields himself with both arms and the bullet hit him. He caught on fire and fell on the floor rolling and screaming. Lola then knocked out Harris swinging her rod on his head. A white light flashed before his eyes and he collapsed. 
 
   Dougal leapt into the gray fire of the hearth and Lola jumped right after her. The flames did not burn but for a moment Lola and Dougal felt as though they were flying and saw nothing but a world of gray. Then they fell through another hearth and found themselves in another room. Lola had fallen on top of Dougal. “Get off me” the wolf grunted. Lola stood up and brushed the dust off her clothes. She surveyed the room and noticed a light coming from the ceiling from far down. 
 
   Her eyes bloomed like an owl in the night when she saw the flat surface of the sword. Yes it was the godly sword. The castle was its scabbard. The blade was at least fifty feet long in width. Light shone from above it. Before the colossal sword was a stone platform. Lola squinted and noticed three tomes on the platform. The ceiling in the room was high much like the previous one. The room was spacious and tall horned angel statues lined up between a path that lead to a pair of stairs and up to the godly sword. “Absolutely incredible.” Dougal whispered. 
 
   “It is a work of art seeing the sword up close.” Lola commented. 
 
   “Wait! Before we go any further we must close the hearth portal.” Dougal suggested. 
 
   “Worry not. The prince is probably dead by now. There was no way he could have survive your blue flames.” Lola said and walked mesmerized to the grimoires. 
 
   “Let’s not take any chances. Lola you should blast the portal before anyone else enters.” Dougal advice but Lola did not listen. She proceeded to the grimoires. She walked between the statues shaped like angels with horns on their foreheads. 
 
   “Lola why don’t you listen to me?” Dougal yelled. He followed her frustrated. He bit her long skirt and pulled her. 
 
   “We are already here. Let’s grab the grimoire and fly out.” Lola told the wolf.  
 
   “Don’t get too cocky. That attitude of yours is going to cost us.” Dougal said. Lola ignored the wolf and proceeded up a pair of stairs and there it was. There were three grimoires. The one to the left had an arrow pointing up as the symbol of the divine and the words “grimoire of the divine” was written on it. In the middle was the grimoire of shadows with the emblem of darkness on it. An arrow pointing down with a half circle in the center. To the right was another grimoire. It had the words “grimoire of dusk” written on it with a symbol Lola was unfamiliar with but it looked like two half circles. One black and one white. 
 
   “Dougal there are three grimoires.” 
 
   “So I see.” Said the wolf. “We came here for the grimoire of shadows. Let’s take it and leave the other ones.”
 
   “I say let’s take all three. Who knows what magic we might learn?” Lola looked at the grimoires with eyes of greed. 
 
   “No!” Dougal barked. “We came here for the shadow grimoire and that is all. Don’t you dare take all three Lola. Let’s take what we came here for and nothing more.” 
 
   Lola looked down at Dougal with angry eyes. The black wolf growled at her. “Fine then” she said. 
 
   “Trust me Lola. You do not want the forces of the Alexanders after you.” Dougal remarked. He was wise and thought before taking action unlike Lola. Just when the dark magus tried to take the grimoire something burned her hand. She flutters her hand in pain and placed it in her mouth. Then she tries to touch the grimoire with her rod and her weapon flew out of her hands. “Damn it” she cursed and ran down the steps to pick up her rod. 
 
   “There is a barrier over the platform like the one protecting the castle.” Dougal informed. Lola then cast a fire spell on the barrier and it bounced back. She dipped dodging her own spell. It was like trying to break through that barrier again. 
 
   “Damn it!” She cursed. The barrier is transparent and hard to notice at first but the light from above revealed it once Lola cast her spell on it. Lola looked at her reflection on the blade of the godly sword.  By the hearth portal she saw the prince in the reflection of the steel. She gripped her rod and prayed to Omegus for power. 
 
   “Lola we’ve got company.” Dougal alarmed her. 
 
   “I know.” She answered and turned to face the prince. He was panting. The sleeves of his cardigan were burnt and ripped up to his shoulders. The skin of his arms was burned as well. The front of his cardigan was tattered with ashy ends. The prince held his sword and the gemstone by the guard of the blade shined a green light. “You will be punish tenfold for what you have done.” Said the prince and stared at Lola with strands of white hair over his eyes. “I told you that you would not be able to simply take the grimoires. No evil such as you will get their hands on the grimoire.”
 
   “Not too worry.” Said Lola going down the steps. “I will kill you first and then I will break the barrier and take the grimoire.”
 
   “I told you. It’s not that simple.” Answered the prince. “I have called knights and mages of the castle. They will be here soon and you will rest in the dungeons of the castle with the rest of the criminals.” 
 
   “Frightening.” Lola said sarcastically. She spun her rod. Black haze and shadows swirled around the rod. Purple smoke billows behind Lola and wide black wings spread and feathers dance in the air. Her eyes changed to a zombified color and vertical dashes for pupils. Fangs peaked from the side of her lips and her nails sharpened. Lola flapped her wide wings and blew a gust of wind at the prince. The prince stood his ground and raised his magic sword. “I Ventus Alexander will end your life and then feed your mana to the godly sword of Omegus.” Ventus swore and dashed at Lola. 
 
   “Pikan Multiah!” Lola yelled and summoned darts of fire from her rod. Prince Ventus cast a crystal shield of light. He was showered by fire but he persisted and ram through with his shield. He swung at Lola and she blocked with her rod. Both weapons collided and Lola gripped Ventus’ wrist. She hissed and her body steamed. Lola absorbs his mana. She uses her fire nature to consume energy. Ventus backhands Lola and scurries back. “I never thought I had to hit a woman.”
 
   “I like it rough. Come get me. Prince.” Lola taunted and shot a bullet of fire at the prince. Ventus uses his shield forged of light and smacks away her spell. The fire bullet bounces off the shield, it then ricochets off the barrier of the grimoires and hits the ceiling. Lola took noticed of both spells. The barrier and her fire.
 
   Dougal stood by a statue. The black wolf also noticed how Lola’s spell bounced off the prince’s shield and ricochet off the barrier. He noticed a crack on the barrier much like the one that protected the castle. The barrier is smaller but it is much stronger than the one Lola broke through outside, the wolf mulled as Lola fought the prince.  “Lola you need more force to break the barrier.” Dougal shouted at her.
 
   “I thought so but I don’t think my spells are powerful enough.” Lola replied blowing a gust of wind at the prince. 
 
   “I told you. It is futile. The grimoires are well protected from intruders like you.” Ventus said. He swung his sword rapidly with whistling sounds of wind. He slashed the air and from his sword, sharp winds were summoned. Lola deflected the winds and staggered back. The angel statues surrounding them were sliced by the sharp winds. Lola dashed towards the prince and so did he with his sword raised. Lola hissed as deep as a snake and her long black hair extended like strings and silk. Her hair wrapped around Ventus’ neck, his torso and his arms. The prince cleaved her hair. “You are a dark magus.” He remarked and slashed her black hair that came alive whipping at him. Lola’s hair began to tighten around Ventus’ body. The shield of light began to vanish off his hands and with strands of hair around his neck he could not breathe. 
 
   “I do not wish to kill the prince but I will poison you.” Lola told the prince staring into his yellow eyes. The ends of her hair changed into heads of snakes. Black snakes made of hair. Their fangs sprouted and they hissed, ready to inject their poison into the prince. Ventus then raises his left fist. The jewel embed in his glove shined a heavenly light. The light blinded Lola and her hair of dark magic contracted. “I will vanquish darkness.” Ventus said and lashed his sword. Lola leaned back but the sword grazed her cheek. She glided back and wiped the blood off her cheek and licked it. She was getting aggravated and inpatient. I am sick of playing with this fellow. I have to get rid of him before his comrades arrive.
 
    “Lola, use your black fire on the barrier.” Dougal advice her from a far statue to her right. 
 
   “That is a stupid idea. It’s just going to back fire. I need an absolute powerful attack to break it.” Lola replied annoyed. 
 
   “Trust me just fire at the barrier.” Dougal told her. 
 
   “Fools. You cannot break the barrier.” Ventus laughed at their failure. “Soon enough the knights and mages will be here.”
 
   Lola gripped her rod with anger. It would take too long to get rid of the prince and his knights would soon huddle in. Her goal was to acquire the grimoire and she trusted Dougal’s judgment to accomplish the mission. She turned to the barrier that protected the grimoires and aimed at it. “Necros Fahiah!”  She yelled and shot a sphere of black flames from her rod. Her spell flew across the chamber and ricochet off the barrier back to her. She dipped lowering her wings and felt her own spell sweeping the air like an arrow over her head. Ventus used his shield to block the spell. It ricochets off his shield fissuring it and pushing him back. The black sphere flew across the chamber again back to the barrier of the grimoires. This time it did not bounce off but rather fully shattered the barrier. The barrier broke with a loud crystal sound like braking glass. Lola saw that the barrier over the grimoires had broken. She did not hesitate. She saw the prince getting back to his feet. “Pikan Ray!” She cast a spell and a red beam jetted from her rod. The beam pierced the thigh of the prince leaving him cripple. Lola hurried up the steps and grabbed the shadow grimoire but she wished she could take all of them. The grimoire was heavy and thick but she held it gracefully and triumphed. 
 
   “Now the question is how the hell do we get out of here?” She asked herself wishing she had planned ahead. Dougal came to her and said. “Look up above beyond the blade of the sword.”
 
   Lola then remembers the light that had been coming from above the godly sword. She walked up to the sword and look up. There was enough space for her to fly up to the hilt of the sword. “Perfect. Let’s fly up then. Although it will be really uncomfortable.” Lola noticed that she had her hands full with her rod and the grimoire and need to make space for Dougal. She spun her rod and with black haze and swirling shadows it shifted into a miniature version of her rod. She slide her tiny rod in her cleavage then she picked up Dougal by his underbelly. She flapped her wings hard lifting all the weight she carried with her. She slowly ascended up and manages to fly up following the blade of the godly sword. She flew up and up with her reflection on the godly sword. She saw the sun above and the clouds. 
 
   Soon she flew out of the castle tower where the godly sword was sheathed. She continued to fly up to the hilt of the sword. The handle was thicker than the pillars of the castle. She flew up to the pommel and stood on it flapping her wings balancing on it. She gazed at the capital city and felt the high winds of autumn rushing. “We did it Dougal. It was difficult but we did it.”
 
   “Yes yes now get us down from here. Wolves are not made for heights.” Dougal said. Lola ascended and noticed the light of the sun reflecting on the transparent barrier of the castle. She aimed and yelled “Pikan Granda!” She launched a large sphere of fire. A hole broke in the barrier with an exploding sound like shattering glass. Lola flew through the hole. She triumphed and felt excited to finally try out spells from the shadow grimoire. 
 
   Minutes later after fleeing the castle. Lola landed on the same summit where they had first flown from. She changed into her human form again. She sat in front of the shrine with the statue of Omegus. She rested and restored her mana. 
 
   “Remind me again why we did not sneak into the castle during the night?” Dougal asked standing next to Lola. 
 
   “The castle is heavily guarded during the night.” Lola answered wisely. “For some reason they don’t have as many guards during the day. How silly is that. I am not sure why the castle works like that but I took advantage of the information I got from a citizen in the market district.”
 
   “I am impress.” Dougal commented. “Now let’s go back to the Inn. Jazelle must be worry about us.”
 
   “Oh I had almost forgotten about her.” Lola said and got to her feet with the grimoire in her arms. “Let’s hurry back then. I am so tire and drained.”
 
   “Oh by the way there is something I must tell you.” Dougal stopped and looked up at Lola. 
 
   “What is it?” She asked gently.
 
   “I know about you and Jazelle. I know of your romances.” 
 
   Lola was shocked. She didn’t think Dougal would ever suspect. At that very moment her heart pounded like boulders nervously. She tried to speak but she had no words to explain her actions. She could not stare at the wolf. The black wolf that was once her lover. The very reason she stole the grimoire. It was all for him and yet she had been sleeping with Jazelle. A girl that that they rescued from the mansion of their old master that they had destroyed. Lola had remorse for being unfaithful to Dougal. She found it difficult. 
 
   “I have no excuse for what I had done.” She said lowly. Her eyes watering. “But I just want you to know that everything I have been doing throughout our journey was for the both of us. You have no idea how much I miss you.”
 
   “I know how you feel. I do not wish to ruin your happiness but I want you to understand as well how much it hurts me to know. I am a wolf now. I can smell Jazelle’s scent on you. My only fear is that you will no longer feel the need to help me return to my human form. I knew this would happen eventually I can’t blame you too much. So I want you to know Lola that when you are no longer helping me to your heart’s content, it is fine. You are free to part ways whenever you want.” Dougal told her. He walked away from her and down the dirt path.  
 
   “Dougal I was lonely and…” Lola could not finish her sentence.
 
   “And what…” The black wolf stopped and looked back.
 
   “I was only trying to satisfy my flesh but my heart is with you.” She shed a tear and her lips quivered. She watched as the black wolf walked away from her. It pained her but she knew it was her fault. Lola only wished she had the power to change her lover back to his human form. Perhaps now with the grimoire she would find answers. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

A Piece Of Necros
 
    
 
   The sun painted the skies with shades of orange as it began to hide in the horizon. The night was a few hours away. Lola walked with Dougal by her side on a path so solitary. She was now in the valleys of the Omeious Mountains, hundreds of leagues away from the capital city. The breeze was soothing and calm. The romantic view of the sunset put her ease. The landscape was quite and tranquil. Lola had not seen a living soul for miles. She carried the shadow grimoire in her left arm. It was a bulky tome with thousands of spells written in the ancient language of the dragons. Her arm aches from carrying it for so long. Lola was eager to commence the ritual. She was eager to finally use the grimoire. She would glance down at Dougal and imagine him as a human again. The black wolf had not spoken much as they travel south. 
 
   Don’t worry, we are almost there, Lola thought. Soon you will be in arms again. No more of that grumpy wolf form. We will be happy once again my love. You don’t show it much but I know you are excited. Lola prayed that this would be the final mission to restoring Dougal to his human form. She knew of a shaman that hides in the woods of the valley. A hermit who was a master of dark magic. The man who helped Lola awakened her dark powers. She was putting every bit of her faith in this man. Shastih will know of a cure. He has to know, Lola thought desperately. 
 
   Dougal rubbed his ram horns against her long skirt that dragged over the dirt. Lola paused and looked down at him. Dougal’s legs wobbled and he dropped on the ground. Lola gasped in deep worry. She kneeled down and cradled the wolf on her lap. “What is wrong?” She whispered in his ears as she caresses his head.
 
   “I am really tired.” He said with a raspy voice. “We have walked for too long. I need to rest. My wounds are still healing, remember.” 
 
   “I am sorry my love.” Lola whispered. She recalled the wound that Dougal got from the day that Lola had visited her old master in the north region. Dougal’s legs were injured and struggled to walk. Lola used her black rod to close the wounds but they still stung and irritated. “Please be strong, we are almost there. Just a few more miles. It will be worth it I promise.” Lola said. She looked in to the blue moon eyes of the wolf and they seemed weary. The blue shine in his eyes was fading. 
 
   “Lola, I don’t think is just my wounds.” Said the wolf. “I think the curse is getting to me. I am not sure how long I will last.”
 
   “Don’t say such things.” Lola replied, eyes red and moist. “I won’t let you die. I don’t care how strong you think the curse is. I know that Shastih will be able to help you. All I ask is that you endure a bit longer. I won’t let you die. You won’t die. I can’t let you die. I-I-I don’t know what I would do if you die.” 
 
   Lola’s heart felt heavy at that moment. For a moment she pondered about her life. The only family she had now was Dougal. Despite the affairs she had with her friend Jazelle, Lola did not love her. Her love was for Dougal. She will not give up until his curse is broken. 
 
   Her friend Jazelle stayed in Centra, the capital city. She watched over Lola’s hideout until the magus returned. Although Lola travels much throughout the Alexandrian country, she always returned to the capital city. It is the only place she calls home and where she would find employment and earn good gold. 
 
   Dougal got back on his feet and walked with aching legs. After a few hours of walking south, the woods of the valley began to peek out in the horizon. The sun was setting, painting the skies red and purple as the night came. By the time they reached the woods, stars were shining above. Lola and Dougal walk through the woods. Lola uses her rod and sets the apex on fire with a spell and illuminates the way. Elms and birch trees surround them along with the songs of crickets and owls. The grass grew inches above Lola’s ankles. Lola could already see eyes glowing in the dark, spying on her. “I sense no danger in these woods.” Lola said. 
 
   “Just because there are no fiends does not mean there is no danger.” Dougal added. 
 
   “I have been here before. Shastih’s tree house is not too far.” Lola replied. Dougal noticed that she was unusually serious. She was usually more upbeat and playful along their travels. Today she was solemn, quiet and sad. Dougal did not like to see her like this. He wanted her to smile, laugh and be cocky like she would always be. 
 
   They paused by a river. It was the Iris River that coiled south through the woods and valleys. Fireflies flew over the surface of the water and were caught by bizarre fishes that jumped out of the water and glided with their fins flapping rapidly. Frogs croaked by the river bank and the spots on their backs glowed with the light of the two moons. Lola saw boulders that protrude from the river. She jumped on the boulders till she reached the other side and Dougal followed behind. The moons were full tonight and Lola felt her dark magic rise. She tosses her head back and gazed at the two full moons. One white and one blue. “Shastih will be at his best tonight. The moons have blessed our visit.” Lola remarked. 
 
   “Lola wait!” Dougal alarmed. The wolf came to a full stop and growled. He jerked his head left and right. He spun and surveyed the area as if an enemy approached. “Do you hear that?” 
 
   “Hear what?” Lola asked and raised her guard. She lifted her rod over her head and held the grimoire to her chest. “What is it? What do you hear?” 
 
   “Snake! I hate snakes! I can hear one slithering nearby.” Said the wolf. “ It is getting closer. It is a big one. It is huge. A giant snake. I hate snakes.”
 
   “Your wolf ears can hear even the lowest of frequencies.” Lola commented. “I still can’t hear a thing besides the hoot of owls and crickets.” Lola remembers Dougal’s fear of snakes. It was a deep phobia. Their old master inflicted that fear into his very core. When he was a human Dougal feared snakes like a worm crawling away from a bird. “It is going to eat me. It is coming for me. It can smell my scent. Lola, stand by me.”
 
   “Don’t worry I am not going anywhere.” Lola told him but the wolf growled and jumped even at the simple sound of rustling branches. “Why are you so afraid? It is nothing that we can’t handle.”
 
   “On common situations I would agree. But something bigger is approaching. Lola how could you not hear that.” Dougal said. The wolf wanted to cross the river back from which they came. Lola knew Dougal feared snakes but she had never seen him act so nervous and eager to flee. 
 
   Suddenly Lola turned around at a slithering sound and a pair of yellow eyes froze her body before she could let out a shriek of fear. Her muscles became tight and her body utterly paused. The fire on her rod vanished and she dropped the grimoire. The yellow pair of eyes released the glare but Lola still could not move. She was stuck. She stood as a statue without budging an inch. She tried to make sounds with her open mouth but nothing came out. The only part of her body that moved was her heart hammering her chest. When the yellow pair of eyes zoomed out she saw that it was a snake. A white snake. Its body was massive. Unlike any other snake she had seen before.  It was as thick as a tree trunk, able to swallow three men at once. 
 
   Sweat rolled down over Lola’s forehead when she saw the snake stealthily coiling towards Dougal. She wanted to yell and scream and warned him but her body was cursed. She did not know how to break free from such a spell. Then she saw Dougal spun around and sneezed a bullet of blue fire at the snake. The white snake hissed so violently, animals scurried away from the river and owls and nighthawks flew away. 
 
   “Lola, watch out!” The wolf yelled but realized that Lola had already been cursed. Dougal had to fight this one alone. The white snake strikes. Dougal dashes out of the way and the snake’s head digs into the ground. It wants eat me, Dougal thought.  The wolf shot bullets of blue flame at the snake. The reptile hissed in pain but its scales withstood the heat. The snake tried to bind Dougal but the wolf dodges and jumped. The wolf ran on top of the snake, over its coiling body all the way to its head. He unleashed a jet of blue flames on the snakes head. The white snake slammed its head against a large oak tree. Dougal jumped off before the snake crashed against it. More owls, nighthawks and crows fled. The snake turned back to Dougal and glare at the black wolf. 
 
   Don’t stare at it, Dougal told himself. If you stare at it will petrify you, he assumed after seeing Lola’s paralyzed body. 
 
   “Who dares come near my territory?” Echoed a voice coming from the snake. 
 
   “We do not wish to fight. We came here in search of a shaman.” Dougal answered trying to avoid eye contact with the snake. The white reptile came closer revealing its fangs, ready to feast upon the black wolf. 
 
   “Why would a fiend search for a shaman? You belong in Necrovania.” Echoed the voice. 
 
   “This is only a curse. I am not truly a wolf. I came here with my partner Lola, the one you petrified.” The wolf said. “We did not know this was your territory? I ask that you release my partner from her curse and we will depart this area.”
 
   “Ah. I see.” The voice echoed again. The white snake withdrew its fangs. It slithered over to Lola and with glowing yellow eyes he releases the curse. Lola gasps so deeply as if she had been drowning. She dropped to the grass breathing heavily. Dougal ran over to her. His forehead met hers. She raised her head up, smiled, coughed and hugged the wolf. “I could not breath” She said and coughed again. “I thought I was going to die.” 
 
   Dougal looked up at the snake and growled at it. “Get away from us unless you would like to bath in flames.”
 
   “That is futile” echoed the voice again. From darkness behind an elm tree, the figure of a man appeared and paced towards Lola and Dougal. Lola raised her black rod and Dougal readied his blue flames, smoke leaving his maw and nostrils. As the figure of the man got closer, Lola realized who it was. 
 
   “Shastih” she said in surprise. She dare not approach him since the giant white snake coiled by the man in the dark. 
 
   “Hello there my dark princess. I have not seen you in a year.” Said Shastih. He was five inches shorter than Lola. His skin was brown. He had a bushy black beard and a nose like a parrot’s beak. He wore a turban on his head with a black pearl embedded on it. His garments were black with yellow spiky designs along the edges. The white snake wrapped its body around Shastih, its master. 
 
   “I apologize Lola for attacking you.” Said Shastih. “I sensed a fiendish mana near my territory but turned out to be your friend. My pet snake does not know you yet which is why it paralyzed you.” 
 
   “Shastih. You haven’t changed one bit. Except for your new ‘pet’.” Lola commented. “I have never seen a snake that size.”
 
   “You will, if you spend enough time in the swamps.” Shastih added. “Please Agran, do not scare my friends again.” He said to his snake and the reptile slithered away into the woods with its long massive body. Lola then ran towards Shastih with open arms and jumped on him almost knocking him down.
 
   “My dear Lola. Have you been controlling your powers?” He asked with his accent of the southern desert country. 
 
   “Yes sir. I have even been using my form. Everything is under control.” Lola answered. The light came back to her eyes and it put a smile on Dougal’s wolf face. 
 
   “And I see you have a new pet as well.” Shastih said. 
 
   “I am no pet.” Dougal answered with a growl. 
 
   “My apologies. I am not use to seeing talking animals.” Said the shaman politely. 
 
   “There is a first time for everything. I heard you are good with dark magic.” Dougal said and stood by Lola’s side. 
 
   “That is what I am known for.” 
 
   “Good. I hope you know how to break curses.”
 
   Shastih faced Lola. He looked into her desperate eyes and he already knew the reason for her visit. He strokes his chin and ponders then looks up at the two full moons. “You want me to break your wolf’s curse so that he can return to his human form.”
 
   “That is the Shastih I remember.” Lola said and hopped with excitement. 
 
   “It will be a challenge but what I want to know is how you acquired that book?” Shastih pointed at the shadow grimoire that lied on the floor. Lola quickly hefted it. It was heavy and bulky in her left arm. She trekked south to visit Shastih in these woods with book in her arms. She desperately hoped that the shaman would be able to read the ancient language of the dragons. 
 
   “You won’t believe what I went through to get my hands on this grimoire.” She said and sighs.
 
   “I can only imagine. I will have you know that my master once held that book in his hands.” Shastih said and stared at the book in awe. He looked at the moon symbol on the cover of the book and grimace. “Lola I hope you know the risk you have taken by travelling around with that book. I have only looked into the book once but I remember my master in relieve after getting rid of it. Where did you find it?”
 
   “We barged into the Alexandria castle in the capital city.” Dougal answered. “It was Lola’s bright idea to take the book by force.” 
 
   “Good dragon gods. You have become a criminal” Shastih said flabbergast. “You cannot expect me to help criminals. Lola I expected better of you.”
 
   “Please sir Shastih.” Said Lola. “Do you really think that the Alexanders are any better than we are? How do you think they got their dirty hands on the grimoire? Not only are they thieves themselves but they are also liars. I stole from thieves. Also, what were the Alexanders doing with the grimoire of shadows? I thought they were supposed to be pure and full of light. Legend says they came from the heavens. The realm of light.  Why would they have any interest in the grimoire of shadows? They are not who you think they are sir Shastih. I hope my deeds have not changed your mind.”
 
   For a moment there was silence. Shastih had a solemn look on his face. He looked up at the two moons again and sighed. He rubbed his beard uncomfortably and eyeballs the area as if someone was watching. “Well…say something.” Lola urged impatiently. She regretted telling Shastih how she acquired the grimoire. She was once his student for a short period of time, two years ago. Shastih had helped Lola control her dark magic. He had taught her many things but Shastih did not usually take students of the dark arts. Lola understood that very few souls studied the arts of darkness and many of those did not turn out to be very humble as Shastih taught them.
 
   “Now you understand why I don’t like to train students in the dark arts.” Shastih said arms cross and grimacing.
 
   “I am sorry sir. There are many things I am not proud of.” Lola said and frowned. Her heart fell heavy. There were many things she has done that she had to live with. She had endured much trauma and tragedies growing up. Lola tried to be strong and remain upbeat and optimistic. It was very difficult for her and although she loves the freedom she had, it came with a price. She was a drifter, a loner, a gypsy. She did not have much guidance or positive figures. Most of the things she learned was on her own. “Please don’t let this change your mind Shastih. Please help my friend. You are the only hope I have. I don’t know what else to do.” A tear left her eye and she quickly wiped it. She did not want to seem weak before Shastih. 
 
   “Do not worry. I will find a way to help your friend, Lola. My hut is nearby.” Shastih responded. “All I ask of dark magus like yourself is to have integrity behind your actions. Not many people trust dark mages. It is important that you use your powers for good.”
 
   “We are very grateful sir Shasta.” Dougal said. 
 
   “My name is Shastih. Please do pronounce it correctly.” 
 
   They follow the shaman through the woods. Animals jumped from bush to bush and tree to tree startling Lola. After a few minutes of trudging through the woods they arrived to a glade. It was spacious and in the center a wooden hut resided between three trees. A pair of stairs coiled up to a tree house above. Moss and flowers decorated the hut. A black oval stone sat upon a pedestal just before the hut. “What is that stone doing there?” Lola asked gazing at the stone. 
 
   “It is hematite. It protects the hut from fiends.” Shastih answered. 
 
   They entered his hut. The door was light and so easily pulled off that Lola thought she broke it. Everything inside was neatly arranged but old and dusty. The hut had cabinets and a stove with charred firewood. There was a bed to the right by a window. Shastih lit up a candle on a center table. “Come. Take a seat.” He invited. Dougal sat in a corner by a window. His legs still ached. Lola slammed the grimoire on the table, yawns and stretched her arms. “What a relive.” She said. 
 
   Shastih set a tea pot on the stove then joined Lola by the table. He pulled the grimoire towards himself. Lola pushed her chair closer to him. Shastih opened the grimoire and with the candle illuminating the pages he skimmed through the grimoire. 
 
   “Shastih I know you can read the language of the dragons.” Lola said. 
 
   “You mean the language of the elves.” Shastih corrected. 
 
   “I thought elves had their own alphabet. What do those pointy ear tree huggers have to do with the dragons?” Lola said with a cocky tone. 
 
   “Before the Alexanders conquered the land one thousand years ago. There was no such thing as Omegus. The people praised the dragons.” Shastih said as he continued to skim through the tome. 
 
   “Where are you reading that?” Lola asked.
 
   “I am not reading it, I am telling you.” Shastih answered. “Omegus and the idea of the triforce did not exist. Back then it was not called the triforce. People simply named the realms Necrovania, the Limbo and the realm of light. The Alexanders just taught the people their own creed and used it to rule the country. They think themselves so high and mighty that they dare tell people ‘we came from the realm of light’ just because they summoned the sword of Alexandrack and plunged it into the castle.” Shastih gazed at the pages of the grimoire. 
 
   “How do you know all this?” Lola asked lowly and intrigued. 
 
   “Experience and years of research my dear.” Shastih responded. He was forty years old. He was from a southern country called Arinos where most of the land is deserts. Lola respected Shastih but did not follow his creed.  
 
   “The grimoire is written in the language of the elves.” He continued on. “The pointy ear tree huggers don’t want us to learn their language. This grimoire was written by Demitra and Damien Danteh millenniums ago in the time of Prodigus Kollos. Every single spell written in this grimoire is their invention and discoveries.” 
 
   “Stop lecturing me old man. You are putting me to asleep.” Lola yawns. “Get to the point.”
 
   “Oh yes. Sorry I can get carried away sometimes.” Shastih cleared his throat and fixes his turban. He started from the first page. He turned pages rapidly, his eyes switching left and right. As he turned the pages he read through the codex. They were blocky and swirling letters with illustrations of magic wands, staffs, rods and other magical tools to cast dark magic. “This chapter speaks of the basics of dark magic. We are looking for curse breakers.” Shastih said flipping the pages and stroking his bushy beard. 
 
   “The person who cursed Dougal said he used a gemstone from the underworld.” Lola informed. “Perhaps you need to find a chapter that talks about accessories.”
 
   “Ah! Here it is.” Shastih pointed at the page. It was titled, Cursed Beasts. It had many illustrations of fanged beast. Furry, large and small. Hybrids of men, goats, deers, bats, cats, canines and other bizarre creatures that gave Lola shivers. There was a picture of a half man half bull chained to a monolith. Shastih turned the page. There it was. The curse of the black wolf, Galgoriff. Shastih read the codex. 
 
   Galgoriff, The curse of the black wolf. 
 
   This can be both a gift and a curse. A human who is transformed into this creature with the eye of glyph stone has the potential to be very powerful while in that form. Not only is their magic enhanced but also the deadly blue flames that this creature can spit from its maw can char anything in its path faster than regular flames. The blue flames are fast and deadly. This creature has a keen sense of Necrovania. If this transformation is use wisely, one can unlock its other transformation. The ram horns are merely for melee but there are other uses of it with the following transformations.
 
   Below the paragraph of the black wolf there were illustrations of its transformation. The next transformation was a larger creature, not a wolf but it had the head of a dragon with six horns, all black fur and claws standing on four legs. Its final transformation stood on two legs. It was one foot taller than a regular man and it had four arms and horns that warped backwards. It had a small face and no nose. It was furry, muscular with claws and it had a scar on its chest in the shape of an arrow pointing down. 
 
   “Incredible” Lola whispered. “Perhaps Dougal’s transformation is not such a curse after all.”
 
   “Don’t even think about it.” Dougal interrupted. He had been standing on a chair watching from a distance. “I don’t care how powerful this wolf form can make me. Nothing is better than being human.”
 
   “Bless your words.” Shastih commented and continued reading. 
 
   If the person in this form does not return to his human form for too long then there is a possibility that Galgoriff will take over and the human’s soul will be send to Necrovania. The wolf is the physical form of the fiend called Galgoriff waiting to take over so that it can walk in the world of the living and feast upon humans. To break the curse one must use stones from Necrovania called eye of the moon. Only then will the human be forever free of the form. The wolf must swallow the stone.
 
   “Swallow the stone.” Lola repeated. “Being in that wolf form is painful enough.”
 
   “Since this body is a vessel of a fiend, is there a way to contain it?” Dougal asked. 
 
   “I was not done reading” Shastih said and turned the page. 
 
   The eye of the moon will absorb the spirit of the wolf. However the person who swallows the stone can get awfully sick if the stone remains in their stomach. The stone must then be vomited if the person is to fully survive after returning to their human form. Eye of the glyph stones and the eye of the moon stones can only be found in Necrovania. If you plan on entering the realm make sure to equip yourself with plenty hematite stones or black onyx.
 
   “So to get this eye of the moon stone we need to enter Necrovania.” Lola remarked. “By the triforce. Here I thought all we had to do was sacrifice a goat or something of that nature. We fight enough fiends on the road already. These damn things keep chasing me around and now I have to go and face them in their territory. Such a drag.”
 
   “What are you complaining about?” Dougal snarled. “I am the one who has to swallow these stone.” 
 
   “I expected some complicated solution.” Shastih says. “These are the words of Demitra and Damien Danteh. The first dark mages from the time Prodigus Kollos. Now we just need to find out how to enter Necrovania.” Shastih then began to flip through pages, looking for a chapter on Necrovania. Then Lola turned to Dougal. 
 
   “You never told me you could transform.” She argued. 
 
   “I would if I knew. Is not like this body is mine.” The wolf replied. 
 
   Shastih ignores Lola and Dougal while they bicker and continues to flip through the pages. He passed countless chapters about summoning dark entities, shape shifting and spirits. There was a whole chapter about the moon and a drawing of the legendary Prodigus Kollos.  Shastih stared at the picture of the legendary magus in a daze. The father of all magus. Lola and Dougal still bicker behind him. Shastih had even forgotten about the tea pot on the stove. He wanted to rip the page of Prodigus’s drawing and keep them but he did not want to ruin the grimoire. He continued to flip through the pages until finally he saw the title, Necrovania. 
 
   “Lola here it is my dear.” Shastih alarmed her. Lola quickly ended her argument with Dougal. The wolf pushed a chair towards Shastih to look at the grimoire as well. They heard Shastih reading in the language of the elves and gazed at the illustrations. The illustration of Necrovania was very detailed. It showed a foggy area with spikes rising everywhere like skyscrapers, volcanoes, lava, and the sky was nothing but pure black haze with godly colossal claws reaching down at the wastelands. It showed giants walking the wastelands and areas frozen with corpses in them. Ghost and ghoulish creatures coiled limbless. It was nothing but darkness.  Shastih turned the page and saw a fiend painted purple with horns warping backwards on the side of its head.  “That is one of the guardians of Necrovania.” He said with his finger over the artwork. “Lola you must prepare yourself to fight. These fiends are powerful and it won’t be as easy to defeat them.”
 
   “I am not afraid.” Lola stood up and pounded her chest. “I have come this far and I am not going to back down. The three of us can take on hundreds of fiends.”
 
   “I am afraid that I won’t be joining you.” Shastih added. 
 
   “Why not?” Lola asked.
 
   “Someone has to stay here and keep the portal to Necrovania open don’t you think. Otherwise you will be stuck there forever.” Shastih said and rubbed his chin. He stood up and walked towards the outside door. “Follow me above. I have something to show you.” He stepped outside. Lola and Dougal followed him. The three went up the stairs that coiled to the tree house above. The room was small, made for one person. In the center of the room there was an illustration of a circle with the symbol of Necrovania. On the illustration rested an oval mirror. Above the mirror a wooden crane had chains hanging from it. 
 
   “So why did you brought us up here?” Dougal asked stepping towards the mirror.
 
   “I use this room to open a portal to Necrovania.” Shastih said as he paced around the small room of the tree house. There were no windows. It was a closed room. “As a dark magus, it is only natural that I am curious about the underworld. After years of study, travel and research, I have discovered a spell that can open a portal to Necrovania. I have journeyed in and out of Necrovania countless times but never went in too far.”
 
   “I knew it!” Lola jumped. “I never doubted you Shastih. My teacher always finds a way.”
 
   “Why thank Lola.” Shastih said and continued. “Usually I would use stones with dark mana but since you are here. You are going to help me open the portal. With your mana and my mana the portal will open much faster.” 
 
   “It is always a pleasure to assist you, Master Shastih.” Lola said with grace and a long smirk on her face. That smirk that Dougal likes to see. 
 
   Shastih guided Lola through the process. She was somewhat nervous since she would be entering the underworld without his help. Shastih gathered stones with dark mana around the magic circle. Shastih had inserted his own dark mana into hematite, bloodstones and black onyx. The stones steamed with dark mana like smoke. Shastih and Lola stood outside the circle facing each other. Their palms reached out over the circle and they chanted words from the shadow grimoire. Dougal watched as they filled the room with dark mana. Black steam began to rise from the stones. The circle illustration on the floor began to glow. Dougal then gazed at the mirror that was on the floor. Looking into it he did not see his reflection. He saw wastelands. It was like looking through a window. He could see fiends walking the through the wastelands. “Lola is working. I can see the realm.” He said with excitement yet frighten. As he stared into the window at the dark world, he felt a cold chill slithering around his body. Dougal was afraid. He knew there was no turning back now. 
 
   Lola and Shastih also stared into the realm. Lola gazed in a daze almost emotionless. Shastih clutched her shoulder and Lola flinched. “Are you feeling well my dear?” 
 
   “Yes I am fine. Just in a bit of a shock.” She answered. She readied her black rod and turned to Dougal. The wolf seemed as shocked as she was. Lola saw the fear in the wolf’s face and she worried. “We did not come all this way for nothing. Come on Dougal. You are jumping in with me.”
 
   “Lola I want you to know that I cannot guarantee your survival. Do you understand?” Shastih asked solemnly. 
 
   “I am not too worried. Darkness is my natural attribute after all.” She said and forced a smile. 
 
   “Good. Grab on to the chain and I will lower you down.” Shastih walked over to the crane. Lola lifted Dougal from his underbelly. The wolf was heavy but she managed to carry his weight with ease. She grabbed on to the chain with one arm and wrapped the chain around her ankle. “Godspeed Lola.” Shastih’s last words before he lowered the girl and the wolf down to Necrovania. 
 
   The chains rattle as she descended into the dark world. Into the portal she went. Once her entire body was inside the realm with Dougal she felt her mana rising. Immediately she surveys the area and saw nothing but wastelands. Naked trees, fields of ash, rocky mountains with trails of bones.  In the horizon she saw giants trudging through the land. The sky was nothing but dark clouds. She looked down below and saw vultures eating the intestines of an old man. The chains lowered her close to the ground. She let go and landed on a rocky path. The wind was strong and cold. Crows flew over her, cawing. “This is Necrovania.” She whispered. 
 
   “Yes” Dougal answered. “I can feel my mana rising. I feel stronger here. Everything is as I imagine.” 
 
   The wind blew ash on their faces. They commence to walk the rocky path then a thought came to Lola. “Shastih did not mention how we would exit Necrovania.”
 
   “No he did not.” The wolf responded and looked up at the portal from which they came. It was still there. The chain that had brought them down was reeled up. “It is too late. Now that I am here I am not too worried. I find this place somewhat comforting.”
 
   “I agree. Let’s go my love.” Lola said. In the foggy horizon Lola spotted a fortress. Sharp pillars rose around the fortress. It looked like a castle and it almost reached the dark sky. Around it many ghoulish creatures coiled limbless. Lacerated hands emerged from the black clouds and reached down. They were like the hands of a titan. They reached into a volcano, scooped lava and returned to the dark clouds. 
 
   “Do you think that fortress up there is the den of the dark dragon god?” Dougal asked gazing at the fortress. 
 
   “Perhaps but first we would have to find those stones.” Lola instructed. 
 
   As they stared at the foggy horizon Lola saw the figure of a man on horseback. She squinted to see more detail of the approaching horseman. His skin was purple, he was bald and spikes protrude from his arms and shoulders. He has long horns that warped backwards of the side of his head. The horse was but a living armored skeleton. “Dougal raise your guard.” Lola alerted. 
 
   “I am one stepped ahead of you” responded the wolf. 
 
   Lola saw a large fireball coming from the horseman. She swirled her rod and when the fireball reached her she deflected it with her rod and it detonated. Dougal shot his blue flames but the horseman slapped the flames away. The purple fiend then jumped off the horse and dashed for Lola. The girl immediately released her dark magic. Wide wings sprouted from her back and fangs grew from her gums. Her nails grew longer and sharp. She gusted the purple fiend with razor winds but it was futile. The purple fiend was muscular. He had the anatomy of a man with a long tail flailing on his back. Dougal pounce at the fiend but it pounded Dougal fiercely with a fish bathed in fire. The wolf was sent flying through rocks and ash. 
 
   “Pikan Exploda!” Lola yelled before the fiend could get any closer. A ball of fire swelled before her rod. It grew twice her size rapidly. Lola launched her spell. The fiend ram right through the giant ball of fire like a spear through a shield. Lola gasped and swung her rod for another spell but the fiend grabbed her forearm as if it were a wooden stick. He pulled Lola in and grabbed her neck as if to choke her. The purple fiend then clutches Lola’s wings and yanks them off with such force. Lola gave an incredible scream of pain. Tears left her eyes and shrieked from the deep pain in her back. It was as if someone had torn a part of her soul. So quickly and so painful. It felt worst than taking a sword to the gut. Although her wings only appeared when she transformed, they were part of her body. It was like yanking off one of her limbs. 
 
   The purple fiend tossed her rod and dropped Lola on the ground. “Foolish girl. You should know better than to raise your weapon against Flinch. The guardian of Necrovania.” The fiend spoke.
 
   Lola kissed the ground with tears and blood on her back. It burned and it was painful. She tried to stand up. She looked up at the purple fiend. He had small eyes and a tattoo on his forehead of three moons. “What is a mortal girl like you doing in the realm of the dead?” Asked the fiend. “The living are not welcome here unless you carry a relic of Odiamus. Since you did not enter the realm by death then your soul and your body will remain here.”
 
   “No! Wait!” Lola yells. “I have come here in search for the eye of the moon stones. My friend is curse. I am simply looking for a way to break the spell.”
 
   “It does not matter little girl.” The fiend said showing no expression in his small face. “Unless you have a relic of Odiamus, I cannot allow you to wonder the realm of darkness.” Flinch then raised his fist bathed in dark blue flames. “Your soul will remain here for eternity little girl.” Flinch aim to kill Lola. Suddenly the fiend was bashed from the side by another creature. Flinched staggered but quickly recovered. The Flinch saw black blood on his purple skin. He looked at the beast that had attacked him. The beast had six horns sprouting from its head. It had the head of a dragon. It’s fur was all black. It dug its claws into the ground with only two bulky toes and growled at Flinch. 
 
   “Interesting transformation your wolf has.” Flinch commented. 
 
   “Get away from her or I will crunch your bones in my jaw.” Dougal said in his transformed state, dark blue flames rose from his maw. 
 
   “You are no threat to me in Necrovania.” Flinched responded. “Either you leave this realm or I will kill you and your soul will remain here for eternity. You cannot enter Necrovania without a relic of Odiamus. I will not repeat myself again.” 
 
   “Wait!” Lola bellows. She finally stood up and her jaw dropped seeing Dougal’s transformation. “How did you?” She whispered. 
 
   “I am not sure. It just happened when I saw you at the brink of death.” Dougal answered with a new deep voice of a monster. The transformed beast turned to the purple fiend and said “the girl is with me. Where I go she goes. I am a fiend just like you and I should be allowed to wonder this realm.” 
 
   “You are a cursed human.” Flinch answered. “You are but a vessel for the fiend that is trying to take your body. You do not fool me. The only way to break your curse is with death itself. Death is your only cure.” The fiend then dashed towards Dougal with the speed of a horse. The fiend was seven feet tall, burly and fast. Dougal ram towards the fiend. They collided and Dougal incinerated them both into flames. The transformed beast dug his jaws into the purple fiend and taste  black blood. Flinch yowled and hefted the beast and tossed it aside. Dougal landed on four feet and dashed with his horns out. Flinch grabbed the horns as Dougal pushed him. 
 
   “Surrender your soul to Odiamus and set yourself free from this curse.” Flinch said and lifted Dougal. He slammed the horned beast on the ground and made a small crater. Flinch then breathe dark blue flames on Dougal. He bathed the horned beast in flames that burn hotter than regular fire. 
 
   “No!” Lola yells. She thought Dougal had been killed that very moment. No, he is not dead, he can withstand the fire, she told herself.  Lola then stood up. Her back bleeding from the wounds of her torn wings. Pain still swirls through her body. Dark steam rose from her body as her mana increases. She leers Flinch as she felt the anger feeding her dark magic. 
 
   “I advice that you surrender now or you will end up like your friend.” Flinch said, chin up high, looking down at Lola like a pest. 
 
   “I am not leaving this realm till I find a way to break my friend’s curse.” Lola responded with a wide grin. “If you don’t know where it is then I will have to search for it myself.”
 
   “Very well then little girl. I will put you to rest as well. You will join the other urchins in the pits of solitude.” Flinch said with a deep and haunting voice like a ghost whispering the past.
 
   Lola extended her arm, palm wide open. She called upon her black rod and it reappeared with swirling shadows and black smoke at the palm of her hand. Her feet levitated off the ground. Her hair began to grow. It extended and made long strands of hair cover her body. Flinch ran towards her with both fist bathed in dark blue fires. Suddenly two snake fiends were summoned from Lola’s hair. The snakes were made from Lola’s raven black hair. White fangs sprouted from their mouths. Flinch dodged their attacks and jumped to attack Lola. The dark magus summoned more hair snakes and binded the purple fiend. 
 
   Flinch tears himself free and backed away from Lola. “Interesting magic. You remind me of her…” The purple fiend then hears a roar from behind him. A roar so loud, it sounded like a hundred canines at once. “A persistent one.” Flinch said as he looked over his shoulder. He saw a beast standing on two legs. It was seven feet tall and it had four arms. It’s horns warped backwards. It had a small face and no nose. It was furry, muscular with claws and it had a scar on its chest in the shape of an arrow pointing down. 
 
   “Dougal…is that you?” Lola asked with a long smile and shed a tear. She thought it was beautiful. Her wolf’s transformation was incredible. His transformation was fierce and powerful. She was so proud. “Such a beautiful creature” she said and her long snake hair coiled with the cold wind of the realm. 
 
   Dougal ran towards Flinch. It steps made loud quaking sounds like that of rhino. Dougal growled and blasted blue flames at Flinch. Both fiends pushed each other hand to hand. “I know every fiend in this realm. I defeated you before Galgoriff and I will do it again.” Said the purple fiend. Dougal blasted Flinch with his purple flames. It had no effect on flinch, it only left burnt marks on his purple skin. Dougal delivered a front kick and Flinch staggered back. Dougal grabbed Flinch with four arms then bit into a chunk of shoulder flesh. Flinch groans but shows no emotions. “This is the second time I have to put you to rest Galgoriff.” Flinch says. The purple fiend plunges his fist into Dougal’s chest. It was like piercing through someone with a large boulder. A fist went right through his chest. Like a shaft through the heart. Dougal could not gasp for air. His monstrous form was unable to sustain such damage. Flinch slowly removes his hand from Dougal and begins to pull the boy’s soul.
 
   “No!” Lola bellows. Her snake hair extended and snapped their fangs at Flinch. The snakes sunk their fangs into Flinch and although the fiend groans in pain, he refuses to let go of Dougal’s soul. “Let him go!”Lola bellows again, seeing Dougal’s soul being pulled half way. Rage filled her at that moment. Her dark magic exploded and she let out a shriek that could leave one deaf. 
 
   Flinch saw Lola aiming to kill. He whipped his tail, ten feet long. He lashed Lola so severely that it turned her skin red. Lola was in great pain yet she refuse to be weak. Her mana became so hot it began to burn her clothes. Only her long hair clothed her. Her body then became incinerated with black flames. The never ending flames. Lola summons the black flames on the purple fiend. Flinch is unable to sustain the heat of the black flames. He lets go of Dougal’s soul and tries to stop the flames. This time the fiend screams in pain from the black flames. 
 
   Lola uses her snake hair and pulls Dougal’s body over to her. “Not even fiends can sustain the power of my black flames.”
 
   “Ah yes I know who you are.” Flinch says in a raspy voice as the flames continue to burn him. He kneels as he tries to withstand the irritable fire. Although the black flames did not consume his flesh, the flames drained his dark mana. Flinch’s body was able to prevent the flames from consuming him. “You are definitely her daughter.”
 
   Lola paused her spell having heard what Flinch had said. The black flames ceased. “I am the daughter of who?” asked Lola The Black.
 
   “Yes, she will be in awe when she sees you here…oh…there she is now.” The purple fiend tossed his head back and looked up at the dark clouds. Crows and gargoyles flew by. Lola gazed up as well. Someone was descending upon them. It looked like a human but flew with wide black feathered wings. Lola raised her guard and prepared for the foe that approached. She hid Dougal’s body under her snake hair. I am not sure how long I can endure against two fiends but I can at least run and hide until I find those moon stones. 
 
   The fiend finally reached the ground. Lola’s eyes bloomed at what she saw. It was a beautiful fiend. Not a fiend of claws, rough skin, fur or scars. It was a beautiful woman, she was nude and only her wide feathered wings cloaked her. Her hair was raven black just like Lola and her eyes were a zombified pale white. She had olive skin, full lips and a lion’s tail wagged behind her.  Her feet were talons of a hawk and her hands gentle with long sharp nails clad with snake armlets jeweled with red rubies. Her eyes were narrow with purple eyeliner and seductive. “Flinch, you should know better than to treat a young girl so savagely.” Said the fiendish woman.
 
   “Lalita, I think I found your daughter.” Flinch said to the fiendish woman. Lalita looked at Lola. She stared at the young girl unsure of what to say. “Daughter?” Lalita said. “What makes you think this child is mine. She looks like an urchin left at a cold dark alley. Poor thing. Why are you giving her and her pet such a hard time?”
 
   “They entered the realm with no relic. I sensed their mana from miles away and I had to capture them. Any mortal who wonders Necrovania without authority will be punished and killed on sight. Their souls will be delivered to Odiamus. The dragon god of darkness will decide their fate in this realm.” Flinch did not like humans. He would find any reason to torture them for his pleasure. The fiend stared at Lola but he did not dare touch her now that her Lalita was here. 
 
   “What is going on here?” Lola asked. She felt lost as if something was eluding her. “This woman cannot be my mother. My real mother is human. Not some feathered fiend.” Lola’s snake hair continues to coil around her, protecting her and snapping their fangs at their foes. Lalita turned to Lola and gazed at the young girl. She stared into Lola’s eyes and saw that the girl was frightened. She contemplates the spell of snake hair protecting her. She looked at her lips and the pale color of her skin. That dark beauty. Lola was nude cloaked by the spell that extended her hair. Lalita felt Lola’s mana. She recognized it. Lalita smile and a shed a tear. Then she began to walk towards her daughter with her black wings wide open. 
 
   “By the dragon gods. This cannot be possible.” She whispered as she walked towards Lola. “It has been nineteen years.”
 
   “Get away from me you fiend.” Lola snarled. Her snake hair hissed and snapped their fangs. As the woman got closer to Lola the snake hair withdrew. Lalita touched Lola’s snake hair and it deformed itself into strands of hair. Lola began to panic. She thought she was losing control of her spell. Her snake hair would not follow her command. They now obeyed Lalita and deformed as she walked by. Lola’s hair began to contract until it’s length was up to her knees. Her hair covered her private parts. Lola extended her rod to cast a spell. “Pikan fahiah!” She yelled but nothing happened. Lalita was canceling her spells. 
 
   “Do you know why your spells don’t work against me?” Lalita asked kindly. Lola stepped away from the fiendish woman. 
 
   “I am not sure but all I know is that I am not leaving this realm without the moon stones.” Lola stood her ground. She was afraid now that she could not cast any spells. She regretted jumping into the realm of darkness unprepared. I wish Shastih was here, she thought. She was not ready to die yet. Not until she breaks Dougals’ curse and holds him in her arms like she once did under an oak with the falling leafs of autumn. Damn it, this can’t be the end. Dougal if you still have any energy left please, help me, I am scared. 
 
   “ Don’t be afraid my dear. I am not going to hurt you.” Said Lalita reaching out to Lola with arms open for an embrace. 
 
   “I don’t trust you.” Lola replied. She had her rod about her, waving it despite the fact that her spells were being canceled by the Lalita. 
 
   Lalita then turned to Flinch. “You can leave now Flinch. I will take care of her from now on” she told the purple fiend. 
 
   “You should know better than to sympathize with a human.” Said the fiend. “Odiamus will punish you severely for breaking his rules.” 
 
   “Correct me if I am wrong but the girl entered the realm through a portal. No rule prevents humans from entering through portals. After all, Odiamus himself has many hidden portals in the human world.” Lalita giggled. She would not allow Flinch to harm the girl any further. She was also a guardian of Necrovania. 
 
   “Do whatever you want but know that if I don’t rid us of this pest, other fiends will lust for her flesh.” Flinch said. His skeleton horse came to him from the fogs of the realm. He mounted the horse and rode into wilderness of Necrovania. 
 
   Lalita looked at Lola. Her eye pupils were vertical like a snake. She was as frightening as Lola’s dark form. “My dear Lola, You have grown into a beautiful young woman. Do you know who I am?”
 
   “Not really” Lola replied and refused to let her guard down. “I only want to find the moon stones and get out of this wreck. Grant me this one request and there will be no bloodshed.”
 
   “Bloodshed!” Lalita repeated and chuckled. “You have your father’s cockiness.”
 
   “What do you know about my father? He died years ago.” Lola said and her eyes damped. “You are probably keeping him in some pit in this realm.”
 
   “It must have been tough for you. Not ever knowing your real mother or father.” Lalita felt Lola’s past. She could feel the years of pain that Lola had endured looking into the young girls eyes. “I just want you to know Lola that I am here to help you. It is the least I can do after I gave you away when you were just a child.”
 
   Lola fell into a daze as Lalita spoke. Something had triggered in her mind and in her heart. Like a missing piece of the puzzle that she had found lying on around a table. Lola lowered her rod and looked at Lalita. She stared back into those white eyes. She felt as though something had eluded her for so long. Then she whispered the word “mother.”
 
   “Yes my dear. You were just six months when I gave you away to that farmer in North Alexandria.” Lalita paced towards Lola with tears in her eyes. “It is a miracle to see you here. I must be the luckiest fiend of all.”
 
   Lola was speechless. She felt something filling an empty spot in her heart. She knew it was her. She knew that this fiendish woman was her mother. Her mind denied but her heart spoke. Lalita looked like her. Raven black hair and pale white skin. Lola saw herself in Lalita. Lalita’s mana was similar to Lola’s. It was neither cold nor hot but a steady temperature that ran through her body. Even her name was similar to hers. Lola and Lalita. Like the names of twins. 
 
   “Where?” Lola whispered, her lips quivered. “Where have you been all these years? Why was I left alone?” 
 
   “I don’t expect forgiveness my dear Lola. I had to leave you in the hands of a mortal after giving birth to you.” Lalita answered. “Enemies of your father wanted the half breed child and I had to hide you. I had to leave you in a safe place where enemies could never find you.” 
 
   Lola’s lips quivered trying to hold in the tears. She never thought this day would come. She never thought she would ever stumble upon her own blood. She always thought that she would spend the rest of her life alone with Dougal by her side. She never imagined finding her mother in Necrovania. It would explain why she had dark powers without ever having to train like other dark mages. It would explain why fiends would follow her in the human world. It would explain why she had a keen eye for things of the dark realm. 
 
   “Why did you leave me?” Lola asked, her eyes damped and her lips quivered and she sniff. She trembles from sadness. 
 
   “Your father was a great fire magus who worked for the Alexandria dynasty.” Lalita began to explain. “He never told anyone of his love for a woman of Necrovania. I lived in the human world for many years and escaped my duty as a guardian of Necrovania. After you were born your father Solario tried his best to keep you a secret but it was futile. Soon the Alexandrians discovered the half breed of human and fiend called Lola. The Alexandrians were already doing experiments to create a half breed and combine it with their blood line. They killed your father and tried to take you away from me by force. That is when I had to give you away to someone that will keep you safe. I gave you away to a farmer in North Alexandria to prevent the monarchs from finding you. I had return to Necrovania and I was punished for mating with a human. My only wish was to see my daughter grow. It is more than I asked for that my daughter came to me here in the dark realm.”
 
   Lola surrendered to her emotions and ran to embrace her mother. Her mother a fiend, guardian of Necrovania. Her mother that she had longed for. Lola remembers those depressing nights when she used to live in Perim’s mansion her old master. She would wonder what it would be like to have parents. She always wondered what her mother would be like. Deep in her soul she always felt her mother’s presence. She knew she existed out there somewhere. She cried in her mother’s warm arms. She pressed her face in her mother’s bosom. “It is like a dream. I know I saw you in my dreams but I never thought you were real.” Lola sobbed. 
 
   “I wish your father was here to see how beautiful you have grown to be.” Lalita caress Lola’s cheeks. “Your magic is so strong and you have much vigor in you.” Lalita wrapped her wings around the two of them. Finally she held her daughter in her arms again. She then pulls away from Lola. “A girl as beautiful as you should not be walking around Necrovania like that” Lalita told her daughter. She wrapped her wings around Lola and with dark magic she clothed Lola with black garments. A long skirt with black feathers at the ends. A corset with floral patterns. Leather gloves and spiked high heel boots. Lola looked at her new garments. She loved them. It was the same style she always uses with a touch of dark magic. “It is beautiful.” Said the dark magus. 
 
   “I knew you would like it.” Lalita said and kissed her daughters cheeks. She held Lola tightly and would not let go. She wanted to regain the years she had lost with the girl. “If only I could have taken you here. We could have watched over you but mortals were not allowed to reside in Necrovania. I had to leave you in human hands.” 
 
   “Mother…Where is father?” Lola asked. She always thought of the farmer who raised her as her father. Now that she held her mother in her arms she wondered about her father. 
 
   “Your father is in the realm of light.” Lalita answered. “After the Alexanders murdered him his soul was lifted by the Vivories of the realm of light. 
 
   Lola daze for a moment. She did not fully understand how her mother a fiend and her father a human fell in love. She wiped her tears and asked. “How did you and father fell in love?” 
 
   “I am not sure if this would be the right time to tell such a long story.” Lalita answered and looked away. She was unable to answer Lola’s question directly. “We should help your friend.”
 
   Lola then remembered Dougal. He had been deeply wounded by that purple fiend named Flinch. She ran back to her friend. Dougal had returned to his regular form of a wolf. “I am sorry. I almost forgot about you.” She said but the wolf did not answer. He had a hole in his chest. Lola had never seen such a wound.  “Please don’t die on me yet.” She whispered. 
 
   “He cannot die.” Lalita informed. She kneeled down next to Lola folding her wide wings around her. “No one dies in Necrovania. One can only die in the human world. Here one can only feel pain, faint or go into long slumbers. He will be fine.” 
 
   Lola looked at her mother and smiled. Lalita then place her hand over Dougal’s wound. Red steam rose from her hand. She casts a fire spell on the wolf and the large wound slowly began to close. Once the wound closed it had left a scar on the wolf. Lola sights in relieve. She kisses her mother then hugs Dougal. However, the wolf did not wake up. Lola could feel him breathing but he would not wake. That transformation must have used up a lot of mana didn’t it, she thought.  Don’t worry there is still hope. It is not over yet. 
 
   “You love him don’t you?” Lalita asked. Lola blushed and turned her cheek with embarrassment. “It is alright you don’t have to tell me.”
 
   “He is my only family. He is the world to me and is always by my side through our travels.” Lola shed a tear then gazed at her mother. “Can you help me search for the eye of the moon?”
 
   “It will be a pleasure my dear. We can talk more on the way there.” Lalita said. Then she grabbed Lola’s hand and stood her up. She spun Lola around and placed her hands on the girl’s back. 
 
   “What are you doing?” Lola asked solemnly. 
 
   “I want you to fly with me my dear.” Lalita said and pressed her dark mana into her daughter. Black steam rose from her hands. Lola felt mana thrust inside her. The wounds from her torn wings healed and they began to grow again. Feathers sprouted from her back. Wings of a black bird stretching twelve feet wide in black and purple. Lola’s heart pounded with excitement. She was filled with joy as her wings flapped ascending her into the sky. 
 
   “My wings. My beautiful wings. Mother…how did you do it?” asked Lola. The cold wind of Necrovania blowing thought her hair. 
 
   “Dark magic my dear. Our mana is similar. I love your dark form. It is more beautiful than a harpy.” They both held hands and looked at each other. Winged fiends of the same blood. It seemed to have happened too fast yet it felt like fate brought them together. Lola had found the missing piece of her puzzle in Necrovania. She found it ironic since she was always running away from fiends yet she was one all along. 
 
   “Come my dear. Bring your friend and I will take you to the moon stones.” Lalita said as she flapped her wings in the air. Lola descended down and hauled Dougal with both arms and ascended up. Both winged women flew over wastelands of Necrovania. Crows and gargoyles flew pass them. Lola was frightened by the titan hands that emerged from the dark clouds. Lalita flew ahead of her. After their flight over the wasteland, a forest of naked trees streamed below. The wind was cold in their flight. Lola coughed and began to feel feverish. 
 
   “What is the matter my dear?” Lalita asked looking over her right wing. 
 
   “I am starting to feel somewhat sick.” Lola answered and coughed. 
 
   “You must be catching a fever. You are not accustom to living in this realm. It tends to happen to new visitors. We will be there soon. The moon stones are found in the Nephim hills a few more leagues ahead.”
 
   Lola looked at Dougal. He twitched in his sleep. The wolf was heavy in her arms and she struggled to keep a steady flight with his weight. She was anxious to finally see him in his human form. Just a little more my love, we are almost there.
 
   Lalita lowered her speed for Lola to catch up to her. “So what is his name?” she asked. 
 
   “Dougal is his name.” Lola gave a simple answer. Too shy to tell more. 
 
   “That fiend that cursed him is very stubborn.” Lalita explained. “It can only take on its physical form when it comes in contact with a human. It is a miracle that your friend has survived this long.”
 
   “Yes Dougal is very stubborn and direct. He is not taken down that easily.” Lola said. “Lalita, I want to know…will I be able to see you again once I leave Necrovania. Will I be able to visit you? Is there a way for me reenter the realm?” 
 
   “The only way that humans have been able to enter Necrovania is with a relic of Odiamus.” Lalita answered. “It is the only entrance that I know of. However, you came in through a portal. I am sure you can use the same method again.”
 
   Lola thought of what her mother had said. Shastih would be able to help her. She was sure that he could teach her how to open portals. He uses gemstones containing dark mana and a mirror. Shastih was able to punch a dimension hole into the dark realm. Very simple but rare. Lola was sure that she could mimic Shastih’s method. She also had the grimoire of shadows with countless instructions. “I am not too worried.” She told herself. 
 
   They continue to fly over the forest of naked trees. Dark spirits and fiends yowled from below. A titan hand came down from the dark skies and plunged into the earth causing an earthquake. Gargoyles, bats and other winged beast left the forest and flew into the dark clouds. “What is above the dark clouds Lalita?” Lola had to ask. She was afraid one of those colossal hands would capture her. 
 
   “Above is nothing but an abyss of darkness.” Lola said. “Don’t ever fly into the dark sky alone Lola.” 
 
   “Don’t need to worry about that.” Lola replied looking up at the colossal hands. The hands picked up earth from below and carried it to the black clouds.
 
   Lola gazed into the horizon of Necrovania. It was foggy but she could see a tower so far away. It went into the black clouds and seemed like it could go on forever. “Lalita, what is that tower?” She asked. 
 
   “That tower is the link of the three realms. Necrovania, the realm of light and the limbo. In the genesis of Odealeous, the twilight dragon created that tower to prevent the three realms from getting separate.” 
 
   Lola had heard of such tales. The twilight dragon? Lola had heard that name before. Dougal had told her stories of the twilight dragon. He would educate her on the history of Alexandria. Lola was always surrounded by educated people. Dougal, Shastih and other mentors she has had throughout the year. Lola wishes she could take her mother to the human world but Lalita was forbidden to leave the dark realm. She contemplated Necrovania and knew that she would not be able to survive here for long as her mother did. She was half human and needed food, water and air to survive. Necrovania was dry and no nutrition grew from its soil. Everything was dry and the winds were cold. Everywhere she looked there was danger. No place was safe. 
 
   “There it is.” Lalita alerted. Lola looked down at the land. The Nephim hills created valleys and a black river coiled through them. Lalita descended down to the hills and Lola followed. They landed by the river bank. The hills were rocky and the minerals seem like charcoal. As if a disaster had burned the land and stripped it of all its greens.
 
   Lola placed Dougal down on the ground of coal rocks. She looked at the river. The waters were dark. She stepped towards it and kneeled down next to it. Before her fingers dipped in the water Lalita yelled “no! get away from it!” Suddenly something jumped out of the river. Lola startled and smacked it with her rod. It was a fish and it fell back into the water. Lola was spooked. The fish had sharp long teeth at the lips of its mouth. Lola scurried away from the river. 
 
   “Don’t touch the water.” Lalita told her. “It will make you sick. Drinking this water will curse you. At the bottom of this river the eye of the moon stones reside.”  
 
   “If we can’t touch the water then how are we going to get them?” The girl complains and crossed her arms somewhat frustrated. 
 
   “Observe.” Lalita said and stepped towards the river. She kneels down and pressed her hands on the gray sands. Black steam rose from her body. Suddenly something plunged from the ground. It looked like the head of a lizard. The creature’s body slithered out. It hissed much like a snake but it walked on four legs. Its belly drags on the ground. Its eyes, a dark blue and glossy like marble stones. The reptile’s body was scaly and as black as ink. “Go my pretty. Dive and bring me the stones.” Lalita commanded. The creature hissed and scurried into the black river. 
 
   “Summoning magic.” Lola stated. 
 
   “It is but a pet. He will bring the moon stones to the surface. Just wait.” Lalita stood by the river. Her wings folded, cloaking her body.  Her lion’s tail wagged behind her. Lola came to her and held her hand. Both winged fiends stared at the river. “This reminds me of the days when I first met your father. We would hold hands just like this by a river in South Alexandria. You have my body Lola but you have your father’s spirit.” 
 
   “I wish I could see him.” Lola whispered. 
 
   “Me too.” Lalita replied, voice soft. 
 
   “What was he like?” 
 
   “He was very direct, witty, flamboyant, daring, loving and the greatest fire mage I have ever seen.” Lalita smiled and blushed as she thought of her husband. “Solario was his name.”
 
   “How did you meet him?” Lola asked gazing at her mother. 
 
   “It was the first time I had ever escape Necrovania. Flinch the purple fiend you fought earlier hunted me down. Solario faced the Flinch. He was brave and although he was almost killed he manage to safe me and escape. I fell in love with him. He set my very being on fire.” Lalita then cupped Lola’s cheeks. “Having you here makes me feel like I was standing right next to him. It is as if I have regained my family.” 
 
   Lola could only smile and shed a tear. There must be a way to bring her to the human world. There has to be a way, Lola ponders. Throughout her life as a drifter, Lola always got what she wanted. She refused to believe that she was unable to take her mother with her. 
 
   Abrutly a thunderous sound echoed above. Lola startled and tossed her head back. The skies were opening. A hole cleared in the clouds. Gargoyles and other winged beast flew away from the area. A light from above shined with a blend of reds, blues and purples. It was like a moon hovering above them. It was round and it illuminated the realm with muted hues. Gloomy colors from above. 
 
   “Oh no” Lalita whispered. “Not now. Just wait a little longer.”
 
   “What is happening? Mother what is this light?” Lola asked and raised her rod ready to attack. 
 
   “It is him. Odiamus.” Lalita said with a shaky voice. 
 
   “The dragon god of darkness.” Lola concluded.  She thought it would be interesting to finally see the dragon god of darkness that she read about in Shastih’s books. However seeing her mother frighten, it must not be a good thing if the god of darkness approached you. Lola continued to stare at the moon above. When she saw it blink, that is when she realizes it was not a moon but the eye of a creature. She saw its eyelids. It blinked again. Then the pupil of the eye emerged. It was vertical like a snake’s eye. 
 
   “Lola I want you to run.” Lalita told her daughter. 
 
   “But what about the moon stones?” Lola asked. She refused to leave without the stones. At that very moment the reptile that Lalita had summoned came out from the black waters. It scurried over to its master. Lalita kneeled down. The reptile spat the moon rocks on her hands. They were covered in slimy saliva. She held three stones in her hands. An eye was illustrated on it and it glowed a blue hue. Lalita hurried and gave the stones to Lola. “Run Lola run!” Lalita yells. 
 
   Lola took the stones and remembered the instructions on the grimoire of shadows. Dougal had to swallow the stones. The wolf still lied on the ground. Lola grabbed his mouth and opened it. She shoved the stones down the wolf’s throat. He was still breathing but once the stones reached his stomach he began to cough. “Come on Dougal. You can do it. You will be back to normal soon.” Lola cheered for him. “Come on Dougal. You are strong.”
 
   Dark steam rose from the wolf. A shadow began to cover his body. At that moment Lola knew that it was working. She looked over her shoulder and saw Lalita staring up at the eye in the sky. “Odiamus. Lord oh mighty. Please spare the girl.” She heard her mother say. The god of darkness wanted Lola. The girl had no further desire to stay in Necrovania. Whatever she was wanted for she knew it was for unpleasant reasons. It’s not the first time she breaks the rules. 
 
   Dougal’s body began to change. His legs grew longer as well as his arms. The magic of the moon stones quickly absorbed the Gargoriff fiend inside Dougal. The shadows released Dougal and just like new he was a human again. He was naked with only torn pants covering his groin. He was weak and coughed blood dreadfully. Lola burst with tears seeing him as a human again. His blond hair and olive skin. He could not stand up. Lola caresses his face and kissed him. His eyes watered. Dougal was bony and could barely lift his arms. “Lola my love.” He said coldly and heavily. Too weak to speak. Lola carried him with both arms. She flapped her wings and ascended. “Mother come with me.” She yelled. 
 
   “No my dear. I will only bring trouble. Leave this place at once you don’t belong here.” Lalita said. 
 
   Lola’s cried and yelled “I will be back I promise.” 
 
   “Knowing that you are still alive fills my heart.” Lalita said. 
 
   “I love you mother.”
 
   “I love you my dear.”
 
   Lola flew away rapidly. The winds in Necrovania gusted strongly. With Dougal in her arms she flew away from the Nephim hills and onto the forest of naked trees. She glanced over her right wing and saw a ray of light coming from the colossal eye in the sky striking her mother. Lola closed her eyes full of tears and flew as fast as she could. I will return mother. This is not the end. 
 
   Lola prayed to Omegus that the portal from which she came was open. Shastih would not leave her trap in Necrovania. Suddenly a titan hand came down with its palm wide open. Lola spun and casted razor winds upon the titan hand. She wounded it and it returned back to the dark skies. “I will not die here” she told herself. 
 
   Abruptly more titan hands came down from the dark sky, this time they were wrinkled and bony with claws. Lola’s heart hammered her chest. She had never flown with so many obstacles in her way. She dodged the titan hands. They were all trying to capture her. She dived and then rose again. She swooped up and down. One hand after the other tried to capture her. Like a sparrow flying  away from the talons of an eagle. Lola had no place to hide. If she hides between the naked trees, she would not be able to fly and would slow her down. The dark magus persisted and flew around each titan hand. 
 
   Lola saw a hand from above cast a spell. It launched a ball of fire. Lola smiled and extended her rod while holding Dougal with one arm. It was an enormous fire ball much large than her exploda spell. Like the sun zooming in on her. Lola’s rod glowed red. She swung it and released an energy wave. A line of red energy flew horizontally and cleaved the fire ball in half. Lola flew right between the two halves. She passed the forest of naked trees and onto the wastelands where she first came. She thought that the titan hands would stop chasing her but when she glanced over her right wing they continued to chase her. “What do they want from me?” 
 
   Finally she saw it. The portal from which she came. A window into the human world hovering over the sky. Yes, almost there. Just a little more, Dougal. It is almost over. As she descended down to the portal, she heard a shriek from above. She glanced back and saw an enormous gargoyle ten times her size. It swooped down from the dark skies at her. Her heart pounded and sweat damped her forehead. Lola plummets down like an eagle to its prey. The wind whistled over her ears. 
 
   Once she reached the ground, she flew into the portal and with a blinding flash she was back in the human world. 
 
   She spreads her wings in the small room. She placed Dougal on the wooden floor. She spun around trying to find Shastih. In the corner of the room by the door she saw him on the floor bleeding from his mouth and a hole in his chest. A fiend with fleshy wings lied dead just before him. “No! Shastih.” Lola shook his body but he would not respond. He was completely gone. How could her teacher have died? How did he fail to defend himself? “No! Shastih. Not you.” She cried. 
 
   Then Lola heard a shriek again. It was from the same beast that chased her. She looked through the portal and saw the beast gaining in. “I have to close the portal. But how?” She asked herself. Only Shastih knew how to open and close the portal. That is why he had stayed behind. Then something switched in Lola’s mind.
 
    The stones. The stones contained dark mana. That is what was keeping the portal open. “Pikan Fahiah!” Lola shot a bullet of flames at a hematite stones and it shattered. She noticed that the portal window shrank. Lola then destroyed the stones all over the room. Onyx stones and hematite stones filled with dark mana. Little by little the portal shrank and before the gargoyle could enter the human world, the portal had fully close. 
 
   Lola fell to her knees and sights with tremendous relief. She dragged herself to Dougal and rests her head on his chest and cried. She was so tired. She just wanted to fall asleep. Her dark form contracted and she was back to normal again. Her eyes were green again and her fangs disappeared. 
 
   She finally saw her mother. Dougal was human again. No more of that dreadful wolf form. Shastih, her teacher of the dark arts was dead. “I guess you can’t have it all.” She told herself. 
 
   Dougal coughed heavily as Lola lied on top of him. She got off him and flipped his body. Dougal began to vomit. He vomited a puddle of blood on the wooden floor and then the three stones that released him from his curse. He continued to coughed blood and was unable to push himself up. He was too weak. Lola helped him lie on his back and cradle his head. Blood crimsoned her black dress that her mother had given her with dark magic. Lola picked up the three stones and inside the stones she notice a fluid. It was like capsule and the Galgoriff fiend was stuck inside one of the stones. “Good riddance. I think I will keep you as a trophy” she said looking at the spirit of the wolf trapped inside the moon stone.   
 
   “You did it Lola.” Dougal said, his voice so low and tire. Lola sniffed and hugged him. 
 
   “I missed you so much” she sobbed. “Let’s get you to bed. You need a lot of rest. I will make you some tea.
 
   The next day Lola and Dougal buried Shastih. They also burned the fiend that had killed Shastih. They engraved his name on a tombstone. They took supplies for their journey back to the capital city and had made love the night before they left. Lola was in pure bliss to have felt Dougal’s flesh again. Their naked bodies pressing against each other in the dark. 
 
   Lola carried the grimoire in a travel pack. Dougal carried food and water. They headed north to Centra, the capital city of Alexandria. 
 
   “What will you do now? Do you know of someone else that can read the grimoire?” Dougal asked Lola. 
 
   “I am going to find a way to bring my mother to the human world. I will learn to the read the language of the dragons.” She answered. 
 
   “You never get tired of danger do you.” Dougal said. 
 
   “Not as long as it means having those I love with.” She replied. 
 
   Fiends continued to chase Lola in the human world. Wherever she goes, fiends followed her. She was always ready to face them and now with a much powerful helping hand. She wanted to become more powerful so that one day she could enter Necrovania at will. She wanted to become more powerful so that one day she could defeat the all powerful Alexanders.  
 
    
 
    
 
   Thank you for reading  
 
   If you enjoyed this short story don’t forget to share. I recommend that you sign up for my mailing so that you can get notifications whenever I release a new book. Go to http://ajmartinezauthor.com/mailing-list/
 
   Check out my other books on my amazon author profile
 
   http://www.amazon.com/A.J.-Martinez/e/B00789TJ44/
 
    
 
   Again thanks for reading. I am not an author without you. 
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