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I AWAKEN FROM MY LONG hibernation and stretch my stiff limbs. With a yawn, I lean back on my haunches and notice the wild, unkempt fur on my forearms. I lick at the strands until they’re smooth again. 

My tongue, teets, and backside are sore. The sensations, I surmise, come from my oneiric activities – sensations I don’t appreciate as a specter but only in my physical state. Despite the awareness, heat and yearning surge through me like a compulsion.

Observing the hourglass on my sidetable, I gauge how long it’s been. The vessel holds sand for an eon, and the last few grains are draining from the top. I deduce that centuries, millennia even, have elapsed since I was last awake.

Upon arousing, the ritual dictates that I visit the Supreme Sorceress. She will have my mission for my fleeting vigor.

***
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I lope to the Sacred Glen, her secret lair of power. As I approach the valley, I’m greeted by a forest sprite.

She buzzes around me like a wasp with her gossamer wings flapping wildly. Her body is that of a miniature human female, beautiful and naked. Piqued and protective, she folds her arms across her bare breasts.

“What is your purpose here, She-Wolf?” she chirps like a whistle.

“I have awakened from slumber. I’m here to receive command from the Supreme Sorceress.”

The fairy eyes me with caution but backs down on her aggressive posture. “I see. I am her Executive Registrar. And her Chief Protector.” From a low hanging branch, she swipes a large leaf and writes upon it, glitter flowing from her fingertip. “Name?” she requests with the slight annoyance of an administrative assistant.

“Tolver, Den of Mantis.”

“Occupation?”

“When I’m asleep?”

“Is that your customary state?”

“Yes.”

“Then, yes. Occupation when you’re asleep.”

“Succubus.”

She scratches her head. “And... your primary clientele?”

I paw at the dirt in front of me. “I appear in the dreams of depraved knights throughout the realm and fulfill their lewd fantasies.”

She winks. “I like your style.” She licks the tip of her finger, then scribbles. “Echelon?”

“Wolven.”

“Perfect. Sect?”

I pause to think. It’s been a long time since I’ve had to answer that. “Vigilante.”

She drums her fingers. “Haven’t had that one in a while. This should be fun.” She looks over her notes. “And how long has it been since you were with us last?”

“I’m not sure. A millennium. Maybe two?”

She taps her foot like a testy rabbit. “I’ll check our records.” Jutting her chin toward an array of tree stumps, she folds the leaf in half and tucks it under her arm. “Have a seat. She’ll be with you shortly.”

She flits away in a trail of stardust and sparkle. 

After I amble over to a stump, I sit patiently. But the sprite does not return. I begin to think I’ve been duped. Perhaps the Supreme Sorceress isn’t here. Perhaps I have the wrong glen. After all, a lot can change in an eon.

Parched from my long sleep, I trot to the nearby stream and take a hearty drink. The water is cool, clear, and delicious. It soothes my dry tongue. As I’m quenching my boundless thirst, a sharp tap at my hip makes me turn around. The winged pixie is doing handsprings on my hindquarters.

“Here you are. I had to look for you.” She stops her gymnastics and hovers. With a beckoning arm, she guides the way. “Come with me. The Supreme Sorceress will see you now.”

*** 
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The land gapes, and the sprite leads me into the hallowed burrow. It glows with a mystic power, a throbbing warmth, as if it has a heartbeat in rhythm with mine. At the deepest point, the Supreme Sorceress stands upon a tribune, scepter in hand, drawing me to her with her icy blue eyes.

Her head is that of a she-wolf with gray hair with pointed ears. Her body, though, is voluptuous and supple and distinctly human. A diaphanous fabric drapes her figure, though I’m not sure why. It’s certainly not for warmth, nor is it for coverage. I can make out the curves of her breasts, the points of her nipples, and the cleft between her legs. She exudes an all-consuming sexual energy that flows into me.

“Tolver, welcome back.” She calls with a voice that reverberates like a thunderclap. “You have returned.”

I bow. “Yes, Supreme Sorceress.”

She reads the sprite’s leaf. “We’ve missed you on this side, though it seems you’ve been quite busy on the other. Tell me, this wolf entity is not your succubus form, is it?”

“No, Supreme Sorceress. I appear as human in their dreams. One of their kind. It makes the coupling more... feasible.”

“Good thinking.” She nods with approval and points her wand at me. A fire fills my body as she incants a spell. “Shift now, Tolver, to your human form. With it, my power will come to you. By essence, you are the Succubus. By guise, you are an Enchantress.”

I feel my body stretch and contort. I scream at the incredible, but necessary, pain. Squeezing my eyes shut, I collapse into a heap.

Just when I believe I have died, she speaks. “Rise, Tolver!” She reaches out her hand. 

I take it and stand. Looking down, I see my body is human and similar to hers. I wear the same delicate gown revealing every inch of skin, sans fur, of my currently glamorized feminine shape. My long, dark hair spills across my pale shoulders. It is the same as the form I assume in fantasy. But now, I embody it with every curve and contour.

She inspects me. “You are ready for your mission.” Procuring three scrolls, she hands them to me in a bundle. “You will venture into the realm and call upon these three particularly debased knights who are condemned to your charms. They will have the small mercy of a final pleasure. You have visited them in their dreams, so they will recognize you when they see you again. Use the magic I have shared with you to do what you will. And I will give you these...”

She places a choker of exquisite pearlescent beads around my neck. The showpiece is heavy, like a series of perfect spheres of marble, each one as big as a quail egg. With it clasped in place, I hear a soft screaming – the cries of men in anguish. 

“You may remember this part of your uniform. The souls of your former conquests are contained therein. Your mission is to add to the length of the chain.”

Having dozed for so long, my memory is distorted, but the adornment feels familiar. “As you command.” I bow.

She nods but hesitates. “Before you go, I will caution you, Tolver. Beware the ancient prophecy regarding the phantasmic seductresses: There shall arise a champion in mail, a knight of wrath to bring thee unto the dust. Yet of that dread hour and that hidden place, no man shall show thee the path whereon thou fallest.”

Blank and confused, I gawp.

She shakes her head. “My powers have limits. I cannot decipher this riddle or help you avoid this fate if it befalls you. With legions of succubi, the oracle is likely inconsequential. Go forth and be fearless. Return by the dawn with the necklace, and you will be rewarded with another millennium of restful slumber.”
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WITH THE SUN BEGINNING to set, I saunter toward the kingdom. Of all the men I have visited through countless late night trysts, I wonder who my three assignments will be. I open the first scroll.

––––––––
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Target: Sir Myz of the Cloistered Tower

Profile: Avarice and Hypocrisy

Objective: Neutralize



––––––––
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I know him well. He is consumed by the acquisition of wealth, which is bizarre for an oblate – a Knight of Chastity. Perhaps it’s the order’s austere existence that fuels his rebellion. In his community, he wears the customary burlap sack. But behind closed doors, he luxuriates in the finest habiliment of fur and leather and spends his time counting the stacks of gold in his overflowing vault.

Oddly, he has particular kinks. Again, perhaps because of the tradition of abstinence. He starts out like any other man. But when our activities reach a point in his dreams, his carnal desires take a turn.

With my newly imbued magic, I enter his room silently, materializing from the ether.

He lies upon sumptuous sheets, skin to satin. He is trim, but muscular. His dark hair is stylishly coiffed. I study his tragically handsome face. With heavy eyelids, he’s about to drift off, but I call to him. “Sir Myz, I’m here to see you.”

“Tolver...” A lilt of desire accents his gravely greeting. “I’m delighted you have returned.”

I crawl onto his plush mattress and work my hands upward along his thighs. “Yes, but I am real
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