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Tanila was excited, but also confused.
She had been accepted by the Order of Analucis, but as yet had not
met one of the secretive circle of practitioners. She had received
her invitation, along with instructions to report to the Posterium,
which served as the Order’s enclave in Hornedvale. She had been
studying with the Order of the Midnight Sun, the most well known
circle in all of Swordswallow, but it was every students dream to
be chosen by one of the higher orders that specialized in various
magics was the dream of all young wizards, and the Order of
Analucis was oft atop that list.

The thing Tanila found odd is that no
one seemed to know what branch of magic the Order studied, but
enough elves travelled to and from the Posterium to suggest that
their magics were aligned and everyone knew that elvish magic was
largely sexual in nature. Tanila was no prude though, and
thoroughly enjoyed her sex magic courses, even going the extra mile
on homework, and taking full advantage of her mentors’ willingness
to tutor her in the art.

When she had arrived, she had been met
by a somewhat scarred older half elf who had led her to her
chambers and introduced her to her “assistants”. She had never had
assistants before, and she had no idea how to interact with them.
After some tense moments involving Tanila principally observing her
new surroundings and wondering what to do. She was finally saved by
the one female attendant among the trio.

“Mistress Tanila, you should
change. You’ll be summoned to the initiation soon, where you will
receive the secret teachings of the Order. If you are successful,
we here will be assigned to you until you see fit to replace us”
the young woman said.

“And your name is?” Tanila
asked, curious, as the young woman looked vaguely
familiar.

“I am called Janifar” the
young woman responded, and Tanila stood transfixed, recognizing the
name, as well as the promising young wizard that had been ahead of
Tanila by a couple of years.

Tanila had assumed that Janifar had
gone on to work in one of the orders, but here she was acting as a
servant. “How is it that you will work for me?” she asked, failing
to grasp the implications.

“Not everyone passes
initiation. I did not, but once in the order one serves in whatever
capacity suits them. I lacked certain…traits necessary to be a
wizard within this order. My magics are still used, and are at your
disposal…if you pass the trial” Janifar replied.

Tanila was worried now. She had no idea
what the trial would be, but if Janifar had failed it, how would
she pass it. “What can you tell me about the trial?” she asked, and
the young woman blushed.

“I am under a geas not to
reveal anything until after. I can say that whether you pass or
fail has nothing to do with your magical talent, and there is no
way to prepare for it” Janifar said, though from the strained
expression on the young woman’s face, it was obvious that even this
much information was near to causing her geas to be fully
invoked.

As Janifar handed her the clothing she
was to wear, Tanila marveled at the fine texture, and the revealing
nature of the skirt and top which revealed her entire midriff, and
the delicate lacing sewn into the fabric revealed so much more.
Tanila was hardly prudish though and proceeded to change in full
view of all three of her potential retainers. She was unsure what
need she would have of the two men, unless she was sent into some
dangerous situation, as both were presumably trained as warriors
not wizards based upon their dress and affects.

A few more uncomfortable minutes passed
and then came a knock upon the door. Janifar opened it, and without
a word motioned for Tanila to follow her. The dark hooded figure
that led them from the room was mysterious and well hidden within
the robes, but from the hulking figure, Tanila could only assume
that this too was not a wizard, but yet another
retainer.

The two were led up a long spiral stair
to what appeared to be the top of a central tower within the keep.
Within the room was an unusual table, or bench and a woman dressed
exactly as Tanila. “Welcome Tanila, I am Pelanta, High Wizard of
the Order of Analucis” she said as Tanila entered the room. Janifar
had not entered the room with her, and now she faced only the head
of the order which she had hoped to join, and the enigmatic escort
who now stood back in a shadowed corner.

“High Wizard” Tanila greeted
with a curtsy.

Pelanta laughed softly. “Here we don’t
dither nor strut, we act” she said. “You will answer my questions,
and if you answer them correctly, you will receive the trial. If
you pass that test, you will be my sister, and we shall do great
things together. If you fail, you will become a servant for one who
does pass, just as Janifar. Do you understand?” Pelanta
asked.

“Yes” Tanila responded, her
body not betraying the terror that she felt. She had trained to be
Wizard sense she was old enough to remember, and the idea that one
single test could determine if she would be among them was
overwhelming.

“Very well” Pelanta began.
“First, tell me the source of a wizard’s power.”

Tanila was surprised at such a simple
question but didn’t hesitate to answer. “Emotion” she
said.

Pelanta continued “And which emotion is
the greatest among them for the purpose of producing
power?”

Tanila had never been taught that the
emotion made a difference, only the intensity. “I…” she began to
state exactly what had crossed her mind, then considered again.
“Whatever emotion or feeling is most forceful” she
speculated.

Pelanta looked disappointed. “I do not
know that you are ready for the trial” she said shaking her
head.

Tanila was terrified. No one was ever
asked more than once to join one of the orders. “Mistress Pelanta,
please, allow me to try! I will do anything!” she begged fearing
that her hopes were to be dashed based on the answer to one single
question.

Pelanta considered that statement for a
moment before responding. “I will answer the question you failed to
answer for you, then you can choose if you wish to experience the
trial. No one emotion or sensation is most powerful, but there is a
combination that, for those who can experience it, provides more
power than any we have ever discovered. When pain reaches
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