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“Watch out for that skeleton.” Alina warned Anton, and the adventurer didn’t hesitate before turning to face the undead and using his shield to bash its head off.

“Thanks.” He said, turning to another skeleton coming from his other side, though this one seemed to belong to some kind of big cat and not a human. Alina didn’t get to see how that fight ended. She had her own enemies to deal with, reached deep within herself, and pulled at her mana, creating a mass of compressed air atop her hand and then throwing it. Air was one of the most useful elements against skeletons of any kind. It hit hard, broke their bones, and threw them down.

Usually, she much preferred some of the more dangerous elements, like acid, though that would have limited use against these types of undead. Quite useful against those still possessing their flesh in some manner. She didn’t hesitate to use it as a pair of what seemed to be giant wolves moved their way.

Undead didn’t feel pain, not really, yet they sometimes still acted as if they could. She knew it was just the remains of whatever mind or instincts they had before. And yet she still grimaced as she saw those wolves pull back and act as if in pain as their fur and flesh dissolved, but then they shook themselves as if they were shaking the water of their coats, only it was their flesh they shed.

A blast of air took care of what were now two giant wolf skeletons, and the witch could turn her attention to other enemies.

A harsh light came from somewhere ahead of them, and Jillian stepped closer, glowing with the power of her faith. Alina winced a little at the sight; she couldn’t deny. Her nature as a dark witch was at odds with the power the female paladin put out, though with how long they had been working together, she had gotten a bit used to it. The brunette got on great with the woman herself; it was just that her abilities made Alina’s powers wane a bit.

More skeletons fell under the blonde’s attacks, and soon enough, Alina heard noises from behind and realized Lynn and Orkut were coming closer to them, and she felt something easing inside her chest.

She wouldn’t say all of them were friends, but she had been working with these adventures for more than a year. She didn’t want them to die and understood they would have a better chance to destroy Thornhill if they all worked together.

“How many undead does this motherfucker have under his command?” Orkut questioned, the orc’s lips pressed tightly together as he glared around.

Anton shrugged. “Sooner or later, he’ll run out.” He said, and the orc glared at him and grumbled, but didn’t complain more, just raised his great sword high and destroyed another skeleton that got too close to him.

Bit by bit, they slowly advanced through the dungeon, seeing the light at the end of the tunnel. And not just that. Alina shivered as she sensed something in that direction. She felt her body tremble momentarily until she shook her head, focused, and ignored the urge to run toward it. “There’s very dark magic ahead of us.” She couldn’t tell them more than that.

She could feel a pressure at the back of her head, an obvious sign she was close to a source of incredibly dark magic. That part of her that made her a dark witch wanted to consume it, wanted to reach out and touch that magic, and she shook her head and tried to get rid of the thought.

Jillian nodded. “I feel it as well. Some kind of void. Almost certainly, that is where we’ll find the necromancer.”

Anton nodded and didn’t hesitate. “What are we waiting for, then? Let’s go.” He took the group’s lead, bashing his enemies to the sides, cleaving a path through them. Jillian and Alina exchanged glances, rolled their eyes, and followed after him.

Undoubtedly, Anton made for a good leader, even if sometimes he was a bit too careless. Still, he hadn’t gotten any of them killed yet, so he must have been doing something right. Despite his efforts, though, it still took them a while to clear the way, and Alina started feeling that dark magic shifting. And it was becoming stronger.

“Thornhill must be doing something.” She said, avoiding the pouncing skeleton of what must have been a child and not looking at it as she used air to smash it into the ground. “I can feel that darkness becoming stronger.”

“We need to push on.” Anton said, once again taking the lead and pushing their enemies back. And then, amazingly, they managed to get out of the tunnel and into a large chamber, and Alina almost stilled in surprise, her head turning from one side to the other, trying to take in the sight of it all at the same time. Not that the undead around her allowed her to do it, moving against them again.

Still, she saw enough to realize they had to stop the necromancer, no matter what.

There seemed to be a void in the middle of the chamber, a ball of darkness between two arches in the center of what seemed like some kind of ruined temple, and it wasn’t hard for her to guess they needed to stop him before he reached into whatever void that was.

The necromancer saw them, his eyes widened momentarily, and his chanting became even louder, more intense. The few undead beside him started moving their way, and Alina cursed. If he was willing to shed his last bit of protection to slow them down, he must have been close to fulfilling his objective, and they couldn’t allow that to happen.

With an effort of will, she gathered her power and threw an orb of acid at him, but one of the zombies leaped into the spell’s path, protecting its master. With Thornhill close, he could control the zombies mentally and didn’t need to program them with previous instructions. That made them more dangerous. Still, their numbers seemed thin enough that they wouldn’t be able to stop her group unless the undead got really lucky.

And they didn’t.

Jillian focused, and the light of her faith inundated the chamber once more, and most of the undead leaned back from it, overwhelmed. It gave Alina just the opening she needed, and she gathered herself and threw another attack at the necromancer. Even from a distance, she could see his eyes widening at it, and she almost grinned in victory. Then he said the last word of his chant, and the orb of darkness in the center of the chamber unraveled in an explosion of shadows.

One of them crashed into her spell and consumed it. The others hit all over the chamber, forcing the adventurers back and making them fear for their lives for a few moments. Even Thornhill was forced to throw himself on the ground, barely avoiding death.

Then...

Alina shook her head, almost retched. The amount of evil released by the necromancer’s chanting was practically palpable, and it clung to the back of her throat, making her unable to breathe for a few moments. Those shadows had been one of the darkest things she had ever felt, and she couldn’t help but shiver at it.

Still, she couldn’t let it overwhelm her for long; she needed to get up. She was the last of her group to do so, though it wasn’t strange. Jillian could sense magic as she did but wasn’t as affected by it. The others had the sense of a rock.

“What is that?” Lynn was the one who asked the question, and Alina glanced at the rogue for a few moments before turning to look in the same direction as the other dark-haired woman. And then her breath caught in her throat.

Where that orb of darkness had stood, there was a woman.

Well, to call her woman was perhaps not the best idea. Feminine, undoubtedly, a woman...

It depended.

Angels weren’t exactly a common sight. Demons and devils, yes; angels, not so much.

She swallowed when the angel’s eyes moved over her group, somewhat mundane brown eyes cataloging and dismissing them all at once. The angel raised her hands, looked at them, and glared at the remaining shadows that seemed to cling to her flesh.

Alina felt something like dread at the sight. Something told her a pissed angel was not something she wanted to deal with, and she knew she wasn’t the only one intimidated. Worst of all, as the witch let her eyes move over the other female, she didn’t think they were dealing with a regular angel.

The angel was gorgeous, with curves any woman would desire and hair so white that it almost seemed to burn in the dimness around them. Maybe it was glowing a little. And yet...

One of the angel’s wings was black, as was half the thorny crown she wore on her head. Some of those shadows clung to the angel and seemed to writhe, even as the other female tried to shake them off. If anything, they seemed to increase in potency as the angel tried to get rid of them, and it didn’t take long for Alina to guess they were feeding off the angel’s anger or her fear.

She almost called out to the other female and told her that, but Thornhill spoke before she could.

“You’re dead.” The necromancer said, almost placidly at first, though once the words were out, he repeated them and laughed almost maniacally. “You’re dead, Anton. You and that band of miscreants always following after me. With this creature under my command, you have no chance against me.” He laughed again.

“Don’t be too sure of that, Thornhill.” Anton tried for a smile, though his eyes did drift down to the angel. And why wouldn’t they?

Alina could almost bet they were dealing with a fallen angel, a creature so out of their league they wouldn’t have a chance against it. Anton always believed they could win
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