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Book 4

Sparrow


Chapter 14


Thome was glad he wasn’t dead. Or wounded. The
light was literally blinding. All he could see was whiteness. He
held his hand in front of his face and there was
nothing.

“Sound off!” he commanded the
women he was supposed to be leading. They’d have to do this by
hearing alone for the moment.

“Here!” cried Hild, her rough,
deep voice echoing in the cavern.

“I’m…I can’t see,” said Amella.
There was panic in her voice.

“Same,” called Sparrow. “But I
smell something that’s…wrong.”

“It’s an illusion,” Lidda
repeated.

“Looks pretty fucking real to me,”
Thome snapped. “Or not. I can’t see a fucking thing.”

“The eyes are the weakest part of
the body,” said a disembodied voice. It wasn’t any of the women,
Thome could tell that right away.

The voice was…wrong. It wasn’t human or any
other race he had ever encountered. It was neither male nor female
and it had an odd reverberation that made him want to fall to his
knees and vomit.

“Why do you violate our home?” the
voice demanded.

The group was silent. Thome figured that the
wizard they were facing could see or sense them and hiding was
likely a waste of time, but since he couldn’t see, there was no
need for secrecy. He had to say something.

“We come looking for the drake
master,” he called out, moving his head back and forth, trying to
judge from the echo where the wizard might be hiding. For all he
knew, the wizard might have been on another plane of existence and
anything they attempted here was a wasted effort. They were going
to die.

“And who are you?” the wizard
demanded. Just listening to the voice made Thome dizzy.

“Don’t say your name!” hissed
Amella. “That’s how you’ll be controlled!”

Thome wasn’t sure why she was keeping her
voice low. Undoubtedly the wizard knew where they were and could
hear everything.

“Thome,” he called out. “Thome
Innocente of the Order of the Devoted Guardians!”

Amella groaned in annoyance. He sensed a
similar reaction from the other women.

The disembodied voice laughed at
him. “Thome. You don’t look young and foolish, and yet you are.”
There was a pause and suddenly the voice completely filled the
cavern. “Thome Innocente I doom you to a never-ending existence in the pits of Balvenroag!”

Thome felt an unnatural tugging on his body
and clothes. It was compelling him to go elsewhere through most
foul means, but then the spell simply sputtered out, having not
affected him in any way.

“You are a liar, Thome Innocente,”
said the wizard.

“You know my name, now give me
yours!” he said boldly.

“Lefelda Dalthius, if you must
know.”

“Can you do anything by knowing
his name?” Thome said softly to Amella.

“I am no man!” the wizard
bellowed.

“Can you do anything by knowing
her name?” Thome repeated this time in a normal tone of voice to
Amella.

“My magic doesn’t work that way,”
she replied.

“Nor am I a woman!”

Thome was nonplussed by that
revelation.

A second later his eyesight started to rapidly
improve. The bright white blur slowly faded to a gray and almost
normal vision was restored. Thome looked around at the women, all
of whom had wisely crouched down into protective stances. They were
scattered around in a small area but seemed fine. They were
blinking and rubbing their eyes, trying to prepare for what was to
come next.

Before Thome could ask anything else of Amella
or any of the women, Lefelda Dalthius appeared.

He?

She?

They?

The wizard slowly descended from the cavern’s
ceiling. Thome blinked as his eyes took in the unusual sight. The
wizard wasn’t one person, but two. They appeared to be human,
except they were floating down through the air, their bodies were
perfectly hairless, and their skin faintly glowed with a mystical
blue light. It wasn’t enough to brighten the cavern, but it made
them more than obvious.

It took Thome a few seconds to realize that
the wizard, or wizards, weren’t just hairless, but naked as well.
That gave him pause because even in his armor, underclothing, and
heavy cloak, he was cold. The two bodies of the wizard Lefelda
Dalthius held onto each other by circling an arm around the
opposite’s waist, as if they were lovers walking together. Except
they were floating.

The male half of the duo was leanly muscular
and had, in Thome’s opinion, a small, soft cock. The female half
had smaller than average breasts and a quim of slightly pouting
lips. Their facial features were nearly mirror images, his vaguely
feminine and hers vaguely masculine. Together they were the very
definition of androgyny.

“Looks like you’re both,” Thome
commented as the wizard settled in front of him. They floated a
foot off the ground. Keeping his hand on the pommel of his sword,
Thome rose to meet the two eye to eye. Almost.

They looked down on him ever so
slightly.

“Why do you violate my home?” the
wizards demanded a second time.

Thome was glad they weren’t straight out
murdering him. He saw no reason to hide the truth. It was obvious
to even a blind man.

“We’ve come here to kill the
monster that has been sending drakes into the village of
Nonmondaine.”

Behind him the women hissed in annoyance. They
were certain he was going to get them killed.

“We have sent drakes out on
missions,” said Lefelda Dalthius. “Our drakes are our
livelihood.”

Seeing an opportunity to negotiate rather than
fight, Thome said, “Then we ask you to keep better control over
those drakes. The last one that went rampaging through nearly
killed two children.”

The wizards looked impassively at Thome. “That
is no concern of ours. Our drakes are for hire. Gold speaks loudly
here.”

Thome glanced at the women. “Can the village
muster up some gold?”

Amella spoke up. “Some, but not a
lot.”

“Three hundred pieces of gold,”
said Lefelda Dalthius.

“We can’t get that much,” Amella
said immediately.

“Then we cannot assure your
village of safety,” said the wizards. “However, none of our clients
have requested any drakes attack your village.”

“So they’re just runnin’ wild?”
protested Hild.

The two bodies shrugged in unison. “Drakes
sometimes break free of their controls.”

“What can we do to receive an
assurance that Nonmondaine won’t be accidentally attacked?” asked
Thome.

“If you have no gold, there is
very little that would interest us,” Lefelda Dalthius
said.

Undeterred, Thome said, “What would interest
you?”

The two halves of Lefelda Dalthius looked at
each other as if communicating silently. The world wavered a bit
and Thome realized the last of the illusion that Lefelda Dalthius
had been generating was wiped away.

He had thought they were in a semi-natural
cavern inside the mountain. Maybe it had been at one point, but now
it was a rather comfortable, even sumptuous home. The overall style
was akin to a large manor home or even a lord’s castle. In the
large common space Thome spied a fireplace with a glowing fire, a
huge table that could seat a score of bodies, comfortable couches
and chairs, a large space set aside for bookcases, and even a desk
and experimentation table. They were on the edge of the open space
that seemed more akin to a dance floor than anything
else.

“What do you have to offer us?”
asked Lefelda Dalthius.

Thome looked at the women. “Not much. We could
scrape together some coin, but nothing that would match your fees.”
He adjusted his sword at his hip. “I suppose I could try to kill
you, but I’ve never fought a wizard, or wizards, before. We have
little beyond that of material wealth.”

“None of that appeals to us. You
may leave our presence unless you are willing to offer services in
exchange for your request.”

“I never fancied myself a
mercenary,” Thome said. “But maybe the women?” He looked back at
the group. Hild shrugged her shoulders. Amella looked away. Sparrow
remained impassive as always, but Lidda spoke up.

“We do have other services we can
offer besides being hired swords,” said the halfling.

“What are they?” asked a
disinterested Lefelda Dalthius.

“Magic. Tracking. Illusion.
Alchemy. Black smithing.”

“All of those I have and more, and
for easy coin.” The wizards’ bodies started to glow
menacingly.

Thome, feeling a bit desperate
said, “Besides fighting, I can offer up my cock. The women of
Nonmondaine have taken a great liking to it recently.”
He expected the
wizards to be insulted at his suggestion. They were not.

The wizards’ glow diminished slightly while
their impassive faces focused on Thome.

“Prostitutes are difficult to come
by this far from the cities,” they said. “Male prostitutes are even
more difficult.”

“Ah, I wasn’t really being
serious,” Thome said, wondering what he had gotten himself into.
“I’m not a prostitute.”

But Lefelda Dalthius was ignoring him and now
focused their blank faces on each of the women in turn.

“You each have unique
appearances,” said the wizards. “It has been a long time since we
indulged in carnal pleasures.”

“You’ve got ta be fuckin’ kidding
me,” muttered Hild.

“I’ve seen the women you’ve
fucked,” said Sparrow. “You aren’t that choosy.”

“I’m not really into threesomes…or
at least threesomes that involve a man,” Thome said but realized he
was talking himself out of an easy solution that would protect the
village.

Lefelda Dalthius did something that Thome did
not expect. The two figures that made up the wizards’ bodies slowly
drifted away from each other. Once they no longer touched, the
blueish light that emanated from their skin diminished drastically
and instead of being nearly blank featureless slates akin to a
statue in the process of being carved, they developed into fairly
normal looking humans. Except they were completely hairless, not
just on their bodies, but both of their heads were completely bald
including eyebrows. It was eerie and unusual.

They both still glowed with a
faint blue light but the natural light
in the hidden manor home was more than enough to illuminate
everything. They were also both still naked, but neither seemed
upset or worried about their nude vulnerability.

The woman
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