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Syrene was determined to prove that her
appointment to the Stygian Order was earned on her merits as a
young mage of extraordinary talent and not the result of her
father’s position as an Elder Magi of the Phoenix. Certainly, to
those imbeciles who worked half their lives to attain the grade
that she had earned at the tender young age of 19, it might appear
that someone had pulled strings to get her the appointment, but
Syrene knew they were mistaken.

Some of her instructors had even
protested, pointing out that she was indeed a gifted summoner but
that she was too young to be given free rein to work with Demons,
the primary function of the Stygian Order. Summoning the beasts
from the depths of the dark plain where they lived their tortured
existence and wringing answers to the secrets of magic was the
life’s work of Stygian Magi since the founding of the
order.

Syrene would show those old crackpots
that she could work with these horrors as ably as they, and with
her gifts she would demonstrate that her talents could rival even
the Elders. She had set her circle, and drawn the binding symbols
more precisely than her instructor’s old eyes and quaking hands
could hope to achieve. Though she might call forth the vilest beast
of the abyss, Syrene was ready to contain and control the
beast.

It was unheard of for a newly appointed
mage to work alone, unaided in their summoning by a senior mage,
but Syrene was better than them all, and she wasn’t going to let
anyone else take credit for the discoveries she made. She had
studied the five books of summoning names kept by her order
carefully, and the demon she intended to call had not been summoned
in well over a thousand years. The books had been clear that he was
not to be brought forth as he was a prince of the abyss, lord of
the incubi of hell, and the knowledge he revealed was ever tainted
by the incredible perversion of his nature. When Syrene had broken
his mind with her power, and learned wrung every shred of mystical
knowledge from him, she would be a goddess among the magi and none
would dare claim she had not earned her position
rightfully.

Carefully, she worked to infuse each of
the five binding points with her power, causing each to flare to
life, lit as though from within in shades of the colors
representing the powers of each element of the binding. All she
needed now was to invoke the name of the demon to summon him from
the depths and he would be bound and at her mercy. Summoning Demons
was a craft that required absolute precision. Anyone could summon
the beast if they knew its proper name; the dangerous part was
controlling such a powerful being. The flames were lit in the four
quarters, and the final flame would be lit with the invocation of
the name of beast.

With everything ready, her excitement
built to a favor pitch. She was ready. She would be the first
Stygian to call forth this Demon in a thousand years! Those old
dried up men and their foolishness would be revealed for the
cowards that they were when she pulled from this ancient Demon the
secrets that he had guarded for millennia. No Demon could break a
binding she had empowered, and tonight she would prove
it.

The binding ritual came first, and she
uttered each syllable perfectly while drawing each rune with the
exacting precision that only she could produce. Next she would call
forth the Demon by its true name. She repeated the name
“Malificarius Oryx” thrice along with the words of summoning, and
waited for the Demon to appear within her binding.

For long moments she waited. No Demon
could resist the summons, it was impossible, and she was beginning
to believe that the record of the Demon’s name must have been
falsified or miswritten. Without warning her binding sigils flared
to life, and with a crackling noise the gateway opened, larger than
she could recall occurring ever before. The beast that stepped into
her binding pentagram was not the most hideous of the denizens of
their hellish plain she had witnessed, but he certainly was the
largest and most physically foreboding.

“Well, it has been long
since the Stygian Council offered me a sacrifice” the beast spoke
in a tone that droned with the magical forces at his command. The
beast stood on hind legs that resembled a bull, hooves where the
feet should be, and a bend that normally only a quadruped would
have. The Demon was bipedal however, and his torso was that of a
man, only with scales of black crystal. His arms were very manlike
in appearance, but his head resembled a cross between a bull and a
man, with huge horns curving up from the forehead in the shape of a
ram’s horn.

One truly unusual feature of his
anatomy caught Syrene’s attention was the beast’s genitalia. Though
some Demon’s genitals were obvious, most were not. This creature’s
phalli were unique. With the scrotum of the bull his lower body
resembled, his bifurcated phallus resembled a man’s except that it
appeared to be prehensile, writhing and moving as if of its own
free will. The twin shafts were black in color, and topped with
very human looking glans, but each shaft was over two inches in
diameter, and was at least the length of a Syrene’s forearm. The
rhythmic movement of the beast’s twin cocks was almost hypnotic,
and had Syrene’s training of her mind been less thorough, she might
have lost the necessary concentration required to restrain the
beast.

“I am no sacrifice, nor
shall any be offered. You are bound here Demon, and I will have
answers from you, or you will suffer my wrath” Syrene spoke in a
commanding tone.

“Somehow I think it is you
who are suffering. Excuse my observation, but you are so young and
beautiful that I assumed you being offered freely to be my new
consort. Since you’ll be serving that function either way, you may
call me Malafax, or Lord Malafax, King of the Incubi and Succubi,
perverter of men and women alike.”

The Demon was incredibly calm for one
bound by a Stygian Priestess, and Syrene was a bit unnerved by his
behavior, and the fact that she couldn’t get the image of those
writhing cocks out of her mind. It was time to show this Demon who
was in charge, so with a flourish of her hand, she unleashed the
first of her prepared tortures onto the beast. The spell was
intended to bring pain by causing the sensation of a thousand whips
of fire striking the body everywhere at once, and it was so well
known that many Demons broke at the mere threat of its use. Malafax
responded to the spell, just not remotely in the way that Syrene
expected.

“Oh my, that is hot, you are
going to be a queen among my consorts! Delicious! Can you do that
again?” he asked. “I haven’t gotten this turned on without a victim
screaming in anguish in a long time.”

Syrene was dumbfounded. No Demon should
be able to simply ignore the pain of the whips. What sort of
creature was this? “Oh, I can do that again and again, and a whole
lot more. Now Demon, you will answer me!”

Malafax turned his great horned head
towards her, as though noticing her form for the first time. “You
are a beauty, why don’t you remove that stodgy robe? Those Stygian
goats shouldn’t have you in gray; you should be wearing black, or
royal purple. Yes, after I have mated you, your new robes will be
purple I think.” His words would have chilled a more wizened mage,
but Syrene’s confidence was still unshakeable.

As she made ready to redouble the
spell, she saw a gleam of satisfaction in the beast’s eye. When she
completed the intricate semantic gesture required to release the
power of the spell, she sent it out at the beast with every ounce
of power she possessed. Even as she released the spell, the Demon
made a counter gesture, and Syrene started to laugh knowing that
the counter could never work from within a binding pentagram, but
her laugh died on her lips in a scream of agony as her spell
rebounded, striking her with pain unlike anything she had ever
experienced.

Her power lashed her body in a thousand
places at once, and her concentration nearly broke. Something was
terribly wrong, and it was time to banish this beast and figure out
how it had countered her spell. Uttering the banishment spell even
as her body was wracked with pain, she watched to see the beast
crash back into its own reality. To her horror, the beast just
chuckled, stepping through her binding pentagram in a flash of
power as the strongest spell she knew sundered under the beast’s
impossible powers.

“The Stygian Council has
grown foolish indeed to allow an inexperienced maiden to summon me.
I’ve shattered the Council on the three occasions they’ve attempted
to constrain me, and now they let some saucy little wench make the
attempt.” Before Syrene could react, Malafax grabbed her hair and
lifted her twisting hand screaming by it, before placing his other
hand under her chin to look into her eyes.

In a flash of power, he penetrated her
mind, taking from it her knowledge and story. He left her with the
image of what was to become
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