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In
Short...

EVERYTHING the witch
Enya holds dear is threatened by the advance of the Golden Empire.
In order to find the power to better her magical skills and help
save her sisterhood, she’s sent on an impossible mission to capture
an elemental. Not just any elemental, but a creature born of fire—a
salamander lord. Only Enya doesn’t expect her passions to be
ignited in the ruins of Castle Mondragon. Nor is she prepared for
the immense power her fascination with fire unleashes.
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Fire:

The
Salamander Lord

By Therése von
Willegen

 


“YOU will find the salamander lord and bring him to your hearth
then,” Driana said to Enya.

“Yes,
mistress.” Enya kept her eyes downcast. This day marked the start
of her witch trials, and Enya worried that she’d not succeed. Of
all the challenges she’d faced during her apprenticeship to the
Sisters of the Forest, this was the most important. If she failed,
she might as well return home and get married to some fat
farmer.

“Look
at me, child,” Driana said.

Enya
faced her teacher. Driana was in her early fifties,
but she carried
herself with the grace of a much-younger woman. Though her hair was
silvered, and crow’s feet appeared at her eyes whenever she smiled,
the witch was still a great beauty—one who had shown her what else
an older woman was capable of. Her breasts were firm and high, and
beneath the feather cloak she wore, her nipples would be begging
for attention.

Warmth pooled in Enya’s pussy, and Driana smiled knowingly.

“Later, my fortunate one. Bring the salamander’s fire to
join with our other elementals, and I will reward you.” She
approached, cupped Enya’s face in her hands and placed a gentle
kiss on her forehead. Her skin grew cool where her mistress’s lips
had been, and she lost herself in the older woman’s grey,
green-flecked eyes. Her mistress trailed her fingers down Enya’s
belly and lingered over her mound.

“I
will do as you ask,” Enya said, breathless. She reached for
Driana’s waist but the woman stepped away.

“Now,
now, apprentice. No more.” She winked. “Not until you bring back
the elemental for our sanctuary.”

Damn
her for tormenting her like this, but this day was important. There was no other
way around it, and Enya took her staff, her sling bag of supplies
and headed out into the twilit forest. A chill breeze promised
rain, and she pulled her cloak closer to her body. She would not
look back; she would not let Driana see that she worried. This
would be the first time in her three-year apprenticeship that she’d
be spending the night alone, and away from the sisters’
compound.

The
ruins of Castle Mondragon lay twelve miles north from
Driana’s
sanctuary and it was not an easy hike, especially with the weather
acting up. The crescent moon occasionally showed through patches
torn ragged in the clouds whenever there was a gap in the forest
canopy.

The
wind started gusting, and shook the trees, sending icy fingers past
Enya’s cloak.
She tried to summon her magic to keep her warm but she also had to
pay attention to where she walked. It was all too easy to get lost
in the forest after dark, even for one of the Sisters of the
Forest.

Enya
knew no fear. She had trod these paths many times seeking the herbs and
mushrooms she used to create potions and medicines.

The rain began, first
with a few scattered drops that pattered down in the underbrush but
then fell more insistently, soaking through her cloak and chilling
her to the bone.

The
ruins. She had to find them, and soon, otherwise she
might come down with
a fever. Jagged lightning struck in the west, momentarily casting
the forest in a hectic violet-white light.

There—a clearing between the trees. Enya hurried, grateful
that this part of her trials was over. The hulking ruins
of Mondragon were
massive and had once served as the stronghold of an ancient king.
The forest had covered the forgotten ruler’s once-mighty kingdom,
and his castle was home only to bats and birds.

Also,
the rare fire salamander lord Enya sought.

“Beware the salamander kin,” Driana had told Enya many
times. “They are quick and clever of tongue.”

More than that her
teacher would not say, and Enya shivered in trepidation and the
cold as she approached the first tumbled pillars.

The
moat had long ago become choked with reeds and willows, and Enya
picked her way through the dense vegetation as she
approached the
cavernous maw of the main gate. She couldn’t wait to get out of the
sifting rain, even if it felt as though the ruins were waiting to
swallow her whole.

Enya
bit back a small shriek when something cold and slippery slithered
over her foot—she wore sandals, as befitting her station as apprentice.
She did not linger to discover what manner of forest creature she
had just disturbed.

The
entrance arched above her, easily three storeys high, and the moment she got
beneath the threshold the rain stopped. Enya sighed in relief. Her
main goal, now that the immediate problem had been solved, involved
finding a chamber and, if she was lucky, firewood, so that she
could dry herself and chase away the chill before her most
important test.

Enya
had gathered many tales about these ruins, yet nothing had prepared her for
their sheer majesty. Built as several interconnecting concentric
rings, most of the stonework formed four- or five-storey terraces
honeycombed with a bewildering network of tunnels. How must it have
been during its magnificent past?

Her
teeth chattering and her flesh like ice, Enya felt it best to keep moving. With
only the bobbing blue orb of her own witchlight to guide her, she
had hoped to find bits of old furniture to make her fire but so far
all she’d done was grope along dim tunnels lit by an eerie
luminescence thanks to a strange type of mushroom.

It
didn’t take
her all that long to become lost, and her slim hope for some
comfort to evaporate. What chance did she possess to find the fire
salamander in this rabbit warren?

Chamber after chamber, one corridor much like the
rest—it was
almost impossible for Enya to tell for certain where she’d been.
Sometimes floors dropped into seemingly bottomless chasms. Despair
clawed its way through her belly until the first tears threatened
to spill. Her only consolation was that there was no one here to
see her cry. Try as she might, she could not sense one whiff of
magic. No sign or scent of any elemental creatures, let alone the
fabled salamander she had set out to find.

Her
limbs turned leaden, her eyes heavy. Just a little rest, Enya
thought, so she could catch her breath and continue her search. The
witchlight orb dimmed and Enya sank down against a pillar in the
chamber she had entered.

She no longer shivered
and her head was so heavy...

 


* * * *

 


Firelight bathed Enya and she started awake. Instead of
lying crumpled on the stone-flagged floor, she reclined on a
leather-upholstered couch. Gone were her ragged cloak and her
threadbare apprentice’s shift, replaced with a forest green gown of
the finest velvet—such as she’d only ever seen worn by the
noble-born ladies who sometimes visited the sanctuary.

Her
hair had been combed out while she’d slept and scented with jasmine, and
cascaded in a glossy black fall over one shoulder.

Perhaps the most magical transformation was the chamber in
which she had awoken. Instead of undressed stone walls, tapestries
had been hung, depicting hunting scenes and a bestiary of fabulous
creatures. Sweet rushes had been strewn on the ground and a wealth of
candles—more than she had ever imagined possible—burned in sconces
and candelabra.

The
hearth that had gaped so emptily at her earlier
now contained
a merry fire. Tongues of flame danced and crackled, and brought a
rosy heat to the room.

Next
to the hearth, a man stood with his back to her, his burnished
copper hair long and straight to the base of his spine. He wore
only a pair of buckskin britches and the warm, earthy tones of his
skin gleamed
in the flickering light. With the rise and fall of each breath, his
sculpted muscles rippled with barely restrained tension.

“I
know you are awake, little witch,” he rumbled. His rich baritone
tickled her collarbone and went right through her.

Enya dragged in a
shocked breath. Her witch senses prickled with magic. This was no
ordinary man. Try as she might, she could not summon so much as a
squeak.

Was
this a salamander—the lord of fire she’d been tasked to return to the
sanctuary? His power crackled around him with the heat of a
wildfire and her task would be far greater than she had initially
estimated.

The
man turned and regarded her with wry amusement quirking his
sensuous lips. Small embers lit his eyes, which were set in a noble
countenance. His high cheekbones were so well defined Enya believed
she would slice open her finger if she dared to trace
their
contours.

“Let
us be clear with each other, little witch, you are here to steal my
fire, aren’t you? Your mistress believes that you will succeed
where she failed, doesn’t she?”

Fear
slammed through Enya, like being doused in a bucket of icy
water. “No!”
she blurted. “It’s not what you think!”

Damn Driana for not
saying anything about a previous attempt.

In
one swift movement he kneeled by her side, his large, hot hand
pressed between her breasts so that she was unable to move. The
salamander’s
touch sent a corresponding burst of desire to her core and Enya
gasped.

“Ah,
but you are a pretty one that the Forest Maiden sends this time.
You try to hide it, but those lovely eyes...” He raised his hand
and trailed his index finger down her cheek. “I haven’t seen such a
lovely shade of cornflower blue in decades.”

Enya was mesmerised by
his touch, which lingered, and by his white, even teeth and, above
all the intensity in his gaze.

Move. Run.

Her
limbs would not respond. “What do you want?” she managed.

He
rumbled his amusement. “The question, my fair damsel, is what do you
want?”

The
muscles in his arms flexed and she couldn’t help but trail her gaze down that
well-formed, smooth chest and well-defined abdomen. A faint trail
of hair further guided her eyes from his navel to the low-slung
waistline of his leather britches.

The
undeniable bulge at his crotch didn’t escape her notice. When last had she
enjoyed the unbridled lust of a beautiful man? Not since the spring
Fire Festival.

Enya
swallowed drily, and met the man’s gaze. Those twin embers blazing in his
eyes ignited an ache that slicked her pussy, and she
squirmed.

Her
captor smirked and smoothed the fabric of her bodice so that his
palm covered her left breast. The heat from his skin seared her
right through the thin barrier. What would it be like to be freed
of these restrictions? To have this man plunder her body? To feel his weight
on her as he thrust between her legs?

The
man smiled,
as if he knew exactly what Enya was thinking, and he leaned over
her until his breath tickled her ear.

“Wake
up,” he whispered.

 


* * * *

 


Enya
gave a small cry and jerked upright. She had been propped against a
pillar exactly as she had gone to sleep. But the chamber had
returned to its original state, bare of any furnishings. The only
difference, which scared her into knowing what had passed had not just been a
dream, was the cheerful fire blazing in the hearth.

Her mysterious host
evidently cared about her enough to not let her catch a chill.
Though her homespun shift and cloak were still damp, the edge of
the cold had at least been taken off. For that small bit of good
fortune she could be grateful.

Yet
the ghost of the salamander’s touch lingered, and Enya could still feel the
man’s phantom handprint on her breast, her nipples
pebbled.

What
was she thinking coming all the way to these ruins to try
to trap a magical
creature that so obviously had the upper hand? Anger stirred—not
aimed at the arrogant salamander but rather at Driana for presuming
that Enya was up to the task. The salamander was prepared for
her.

As
for the way forward, Enya was not sure what she must do. She had
the impression that she could wander these chambers and endless
rings of passages for weeks and still find neither hide nor hair of her quarry.
And, besides, he’d made it abundantly clear he could find her and
mess with her mind any time he wanted to.

Her
storehouse of magic seemed tiny and useless when compared with what
she faced. Yet search she must and discover the
salamander’s
secret. He had to have his lair somewhere within this vast complex,
if the legends were true. If she captured him she’d be a fully
fledged Sister of the Forest.

Enya
drank a little water from her flask, ate some
waybread and
a handful of dried fruit then rose so she could resume her
search.

By
sundown of her first full day in the ruins, Enya was almost ready
to give up her quest. Everywhere she went, she found the same dull
grey stone-paved chambers. Occasionally she’d stumble upon
fragments of broken statuary. The wind cried and mourned all the
time, and filled her with an indescribable sense of
loss.

The
constant drip of water was maddening, and her orb of witchlight did little to
bring her cheer. If she possessed fire magic then she could do
something about getting warm. Finding her connection to the element
of fire was what this entire expedition was about. Very few of the
Sisters of the Forest had mastered this particular element—opting
rather for water or earth.

Enya
had food
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