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To Be Continued

People always tell you that you should never rob a wizard. I should have listened to that advice, it would have saved me a lot of trouble. But what can I say? I was called the "Shadow of Korian" for a reason, and I was feeling invincible. Plus, the pay was good. In my twenty-seven years scraping a living on the streets of the Kingdom's largest, and from what I've been told, seediest city, I've picked up more than my share of skills. And along the way, a dagger that was the secret to my success, one with a very handy enchantment.

I pulled the rune-etched little blade out of my belt. The blade was straight, not overly long, or even very sharp. It wasn't balanced for throwing or much good in an up close fight. But what it was good at was detecting magical traps, alarms, and other kinds of arcane wards. One touch of the blade and those magical defenses were canceled out, rendered useless for a time. The Magical Librarian, Corporius, had dozens of such enchantments all about his tower. I knew I'd need it, more than once, that night.

I scaled the ten foot stone wall that surrounded his small estate as easily as a cat. People used to call me that, too, Nixie the Cat. I've never been a very big woman, just a little over five feet tall, on the whip-slender side, as old-timers used to say. My form-fitting leathers were as black as my close-cropped hair, and the only light I needed that night was the silvery moon above glinting off my knives and buckles and the steely gray of my eyes. I checked the dozen or so throwing knives sheathed here and there about my body, then the hilt of my long fighting dagger on my left hip. This cat had claws.

Sure enough, once I got to the top of the wall, I felt the magic dagger twitch in my hand. Over the years since I'd found it, I'd learned to interpret those vibrations in the wire-wrapped hilt. Just to my right, too faint for most to see, was a sigil marked right onto the limestone. I tapped the tip of the dagger to it, and the knife stilled. Whatever alarm or trap imbued that arcane symbol, it wouldn't stop me now. I dropped down into the courtyard and into the shadow of the short, squat tower in front of me. 

Almost too late, I realized that wily old Corporious didn't rely only on magic. I heard the guard whistling to himself before I saw him, and I dashed to the side of the stone stairway that led up to the tower's entrance. The guard looked young, distracted. Not a professional. He didn't even glance into the shadows where I was hiding. I waited form him to circle the tower grounds twice. He was alone, and barely seemed aware of his surroundings. After he passed the second time I moved around to climb the stairs and face the massive double doors at the entrance.

Sure enough, it was magically warded too, as well as being locked tight the old-fashioned way. It took me only moments to pull out picks and tools and trip the mechanical lock. I heaved the heavy doors open and slipped inside as quiet as darkness itself. It was even darker inside, without the bright moon above. The only light was candlelight filtering down from the doorway at the top of a stone staircase that followed the curved outer wall. 

I climbed it quickly, my soft boots barely stirring the air. I knew all manner of magic items were kept inside this tower, but it would be foolish to start snatching them. I'd been hired to find one specific item, and I knew all too well that enchanted items like my dagger where few and far between. Most came with a price of their own, whether it be caveats, trade-offs, or outright curses. Following my little blade's hum, I side-stepped a few more wards. I needed to find that private library, and quickly. The longer I tarried, the greater the risk of getting caught. 

I topped a landing and stopped right in my tracks. Was that a giggle? I cocked my head and I heard it again. It was a giggle. A girlish giggle. I slid into the hall and ducked behind a giant potted plant. But I was just a tiny bit too late. 

"Psst..." a high, feminine voice whispered near me. "I see you there, you might as well come out."

"Hellfires," I muttered, and ducked my head out to see the most unexpected sight. In all my days of burglary, I've naturally encountered people in all manner of dress and undress, most of the latter were people you never wanted to see undressed. But I'd never been face to face with fey nymph, let alone one who wasn't wearing a single stitch of clothing.

"Gosh I hope not!" the pink-haired creature whispered back at me. "That could, you know, burn a person!"

"You caught me," I said to her, and stepped out into the open. That's when I got a real look at her. She was just a little bit taller than me, though still pretty short, and very pretty, though that's where our similarities ended. I'm not ashamed of my breasts, they're round and perfectly perky, but hers were, well, stupendous, to say the least. On her tiny torso they looked inflated and bolted on, several sizes too large for her but somehow not sagging a damn inch. Below them her waist was narrow and flat, but flared beautifully to full, round hips, and even though I couldn't see it at the time, I just knew her ass was as plump and round as any man could wish. Her slender legs tapered to tiny little feet, which I could see now were encased in slippers that same, exaggerated shade as her hair, both on her head, and the little trimmed patch above her sex.

"Who are you?" she wondered, and I forced myself to look into her face. Her thick, lustrous pink hair framed fine, delicate features all fey-folk tend to have, complete with long, pointed ears. Her lashes were exceptionally long and thick and coal black. Her lips seemed almost too plump to function, and bright red. Her large eyes were so brightly blue they seemed luminous. But there didn't seem to be much behind them, her gaze was as blank as a fresh coat of paint.

"I'm Vorla, the maid," I lied. 

"Oh. But it's after midnight you know?" she cocked her head.

"Right, see, I left something here today and forgot it. But I really need it and didn't want to bother old Corpy. You know how cranky he gets."

"He does get cranky doesn't he?" the nymph giggled. I swear to the nine Gods of the Realms her boobs didn't move an inch when she laughed. I caught a whiff of her then, a scent as sickeningly sweet as honey. 

"Uh, yeah," I agreed. "But don't let me keep you from doing whatever it was you were going to do. Just don't tell him I'm here, all right?"

"Sure!" and with that bubbly little fey nymph flounced off. I silently prayed to the Goddess of Luck that the nymph would keep her word and not mention 'Varla' the maid. I was running of time, in any case. I scoured that tower as quickly and efficiently as I could, letting my magic dagger steer me around the ever-present wards and alarms. I found the wash room, a kitchen, a storage area, before finally coming upon the sage's library, two levels up from where I'd encountered the sexy nymph. I should have just followed her when she'd walked off.

"OH Corporious, you're so BIG!" she squealed as I peeked through the library door. Sure enough, the little pink-haired fey straddled the sage, bouncing up and down eagerly and moaning like she was putting on a show and singing for the very back row. The pair were entwined on a lushly upholsterer lounge that stood right in the middle of the library. Candlelight turned her pale skin golden as she rode the man beneath her, her huge bosom still barely jiggling despite her enthusiastic jouncing. The man must have been Corporious himself. To my surprise he wasn't as old as I'd imagined, with salt-and-pepper hair and beard and a strong body that would look more at home in a blacksmith's shop than a library. 

"I'm so glad I find you, Shandrabelle!" the man grunted. The sound of his voice, deep and resonant, reminded me that I was standing right there in the doorway, ready to be discovered like an idiot. The scene was pretty enticing, I have to say, but I'm a professional. I dropped to my belly and started to crawl. Bookshelves lined the walls, all of them overflowing with tomes in all sizes, thousands of them. Luckily, I'd been told just what to look for. 

I crawled on my belly like wriggling snake, moving around a standing bookcase to keep out of the couple's line of sight. His groans and her squeals punctuated the ribald sound of sweaty flesh meeting sweaty flesh. I bit my lip and focused on the task at hand. My eyes are sharp, but still, it took far longer than it should have to spot the little black book across the room. Gems of Mystery it read in gold letters on the narrow spine. Just my luck, it was on the far side of the room!

"I'm going to finish..." the man growled suddenly. I had to hurry, while the sage was busy spending himself! I bounced to my feet and made a dash for it. I remembered to tap the bookcase with the tip of my dagger, dispelling any wards, before snatching the slim little volume from the shelf and stuffing it behind my belt.

"Yes, Master Corporius, fill me up!" the nymph, Shandrabelle, purred, her voice as honeyed as her scent. I crouched, ready to drop to the floor once more and crawl right out of there, but out of the corner of my eye I saw the man's head turn my way.

"Hellfires and torment!" I muttered as our eyes locked. No time for stealth now, only speed would save my hide! While Corporius shouted and sputtered and tried to disengage from the giggling fey nymph on his lap, I bolted as fast as my little feet could carry me. Out into the hall, round the corner and down the stairs I race, weaving around the alarms I'd left untouched. Lucky for me I have a good memory for those kinds of details. 

"Guards!" the sage roared behind me, his voice amplified by some sort of enchantment that made the sound boom through the stone halls like a thunder strike! I reached the landing at the head of the first staircase just in time to see two burly guards, who looked a LOT more grizzled and experienced than the youth circling the grounds had, reach the foot. Their bronzed breastplates glistened, and their short swords hissed as they drew steel. 

"I surrender!" I bluffed, and just for a heartbeat, they hesitated. I threw up my hands as I hopped closer. Each of them got a fistful of itching powder, right in the eyes! While they coughed and swore and took blind swings in my general direction, I jumped to the side, over the stair's rail and down ten feet to the carpeted stones below. I hit the floor rolling, letting my momentum bring me right back to my feet as I dashed for the front doors. 

The door alarm must have reset by the time I got there, for when I opened it, every torch in every sconce along the walls suddenly blazed to life and a horrid wail filled the air. As jarring

































d2d_images/cover.jpg





