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Wizard John Duffy had always loved magic, mythical creatures and fighting the Dark Ones that always threatened to invade Earth and kill the beautiful innocent humans that John had vowed to protect so long ago. The Dark Ones had always been foul, awful corrupted husks of their former humans but John had always found some kind of peace in hunting them down.

But right now, there was only one single thing that he wanted more than anything else in the entire world.

He just wanted to be home for Christmas.

John had always truly loved Christmas because for him as much as he loved his family, wife and two very cute little boys, Christmas was also a magical time of year. When John was a boy he used to walk around his local neighbourhood spreading Christmas cheer to the homeless, magicking up gifts to the poor children and just helping everyone to have a better Christmas.

But John sat on the icy frozen ground in the middle of an immense forest with massive blackened, charred pine trees surrounding him. The smell of death, smoke and charred corpses clung to the air and tried to invade John’s lungs but he wouldn’t allow it to.

The forest was so dense and deadly that John really didn’t want to be here any longer than he had to. The pine trees around him had thick, deadly, slashing branches that stretched out in all directions and defied the laws of nature but that was exactly what this place was meant to be.

John wasn’t on Earth or even in the same dimension as Earth and his family and children. He was in the Dark Realm, a twisted mirrored reality that tried to look like Earth down to every detail but the darkness, corrupted magic and the demons living in the Dark Realm never managed to make it work for very long.

John had come here with three of his best friends to attack one of the Dark Realm’s rulers, a massive horse-like demon with a name that John dared not say or think about in case the thought returned the demon to life (he had seen that way too many times before). 

The mission had gone off without a hitch but that was how the Dark Realm’s corruption worked and tricked people. 

John had already had to kill two of his best friends after they had fallen victim to the Corruption and started summoning vast armies of demons to John’s location. John hated having to kill them, they had been friends since secondary school, but it just had to be done.

And in this realm of darkness John sadly knew that everything was life or death. 

Every decision. Every choice. Every use of magic.

“What do we do now?” Benjamin asked.

John smiled weakly at Benjamin in his long brown cloak with golden enhanced thread to help protect him from the Darkness, leather trousers and boots. He looked a lot more Wizard-like than John did, because John wore some black jeans, a brown cloak and white hoody but John preferred his modern look.

And it was a damn slight warmer too.

“We need a plan,” Benjamin said.

John knew that Benjamin was right because the Dark Realm had fooled them into escaping. John was now the only one of them who could open a portal back to Earth and get him and Benjamin to safety.

One of their other best friends could portal very well and he was certainly the more powerful portaler but he was dead. John was their only hope of escaping before the Darkness found them and tried to kill them again.

John had little doubt that the Darkness already knew where they were and were sending vast hordes of demons towards them.

“We need to portal,” John said as calmly as he could but he had only portalled himself before. He didn’t even know how to portal with another person attached but he supposed it would be the same as a single-person portal.

John stretched out his icy cold fingers as he sat on the even colder ground and focused on the threads of magic that existed everywhere.

He focused on pulling the threads to form a portal back to Earth, his family and his children. He couldn’t stay here any longer than needed and John seriously had to get back for Christmas.

The air crackled, hummed and vibrated for a few moments and John opened his eyes to see a large white portal had opened.

John got up and went over to it.

The portal disappeared.

“Damn,” John said as he looked at Benjamin who was scanning the dense tree line for danger.

It was only a matter of time before the demons came and John doubted he was strong enough to portal them back but had to keep trying.

“The Fates have left us,” Benjamin said.

John wanted to shoot him a warning look because doubting the Fates, the providers of magic, always led to damnation.

“The Fates will help us,” John said. “They always have. The Fates will lead us home again,”

Benjamin laughed as a crackling laughter ripped through the forest.

“We must remain strong Ben,” John said. “We must focus on the mission. We must focus on Fates. We must focus on the Light,”

Benjamin shook his head. “If the Fates allow us, we will return not the other way around,”

John was never going to say that Ben was right in the slightest because he wasn’t. the Fates were good people, kind Gods and Goddesses but without some miracle John seriously feared he was going to die here.

And he wouldn’t be allowed to go back to his family for Christmas.

John quickly realised that might actually be the way back to his family. What if this desire, passion and love for his family was the key to his salvation?

At the end of the day, the Fates might have been the providers of magic to certain people of good heart, character and hope but the Fates themselves created the magic through power, focus, effect.

John looked at Benjamin. 

“We need to focus on that spot in front of us,” John said, pointing to the little clear spot just ahead of them.

“You want us to channel the power and magic inside us specifically onto that spot to create the portal effect,” 

John nodded.

Another murderous scream and laughter ripped through the forest.

Benjamin slowly nodded and sat down on the icy ground and hissed in pain for some reason John didn’t understand, but there was no time to see if Benjamin was already.

John stood behind him and focused on all the little threads of magic in the air that he could see and he focused on channelling them towards creating a portal.

It was strange though that John couldn’t see Benjamin’s magical force pulling, twisting or acting on the magical threads in any way.

After a few moments John managed to pull the threads into the shape of an immense white portal but it started to turn black. 

It started to crackle, it started to laugh, it started to-

A fireball slammed into John.

John fell backwards slamming into a charred pine tree that wrapped its blackened branches around his throat.

John shook his head in rage when he saw Benjamin standing there controlling the portal but his cloak
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