


MICHAEL BARNETTE

aaNaR0s TANGo

anovel of erotic fantasy by

MicHaeL BagnerTe



RAGNORAB TANGO

Phaze
6470A Glenway Avenue, #109
Cincinnati, OH 45211-5222

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are
either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitioudy, and
any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations,
events or localesis entirely coincidental .

eBook ISBN 1-59426-595-X
Ragnarok Tango © 2007 by Michael Barnette

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright
Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in
any form or by any means, €electronic or mechanical, including
photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval
system, without permission inwriting from the publisher.

Cover art © 2006 by Debi Lewis

Phaze is an imprint of Mundania Press, LLC.

www.Phaze.com

f"P )
lr r
) kr.: I.-Il"

Lo g
ZE

Cincinnati, Ohio




MICHAEL BARNETTE

(.50 BY MicHacL BarNeTTE

Apocalypse Dance
Games Dragons Play
Midwinter's Night
Queen of Carnage, Vol 1-2



RAGNORAB TANGO

PROLOGUE

A man stood on the parapet of a castle that shone like frost dusted
opals. Slender minarets of crystal ice rose into the air far above the
castle, curving upward in fragile twists that ended in delicate pointed tips
no honest building material could have attained.

Across the land snow swirled down in an uncharacteristically gentle
fall.

Normally arealm of sharp fanged rocky spires and icy wastes where
the wind howled ceasdlessly, driving before it crystals of snow that
would dlice flesh from bone, it was currently much atered. At his whim
the entirety of the land had taken on the appearance of a winter garbed
forest full of ancient trees.

At his whim it could just as easily become a storm tossed sea
decked with icebergs the size of mountains, or change to a featureless
plain of sheetice.

It was his Ream, his Domain and he could do with it anything he
pleased.

Anything except make it warm.

Or make it green.

Only a woman could accomplish that, and there were no women
here.

The man leaned his folded arms on the wall of the parapet and
stared out into his lonely domain.

He was tall. Almost seven feet. Broad shouldered with the physique
of a pagan god. Hair white as frost fell to his shoulders, tumbling
downward in fall that caught the light like crystal shards. Eyes the color
of ice, agrey so pale they amost appeared colorless, stared out of a face
at once starkly beautiful and unutterably inhuman.

He hadn't always been as he now was.

Once, long ago he'd been as human as any man.

Back when the name he'd been called was Hrothrekr.
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It had been his name when the Vikings had sailed their longboats
into the seas and put terror of their raids into any country within their
grasp.

But no one had called him that in centuries.

Not since he'd been taken by the Prince of the Coldlands, made a
slave to every desire and whim an inhumanly cruel mind could conceive.
And there had been an infinite number of pleasures and torments over the
centuries. An infinite number of endured horrors and mind dazing
ecstasies.

Like many slaves before him, and many after him, he had escaped
the shackles of his master.

A master he had killed.

That death had set many of his master's playthings free of their
bindings.

He'd had to kill some of them rather than alow humanity to suffer
under the lash of beings that should never have been called out of the

Abyss.
Beings like his dead master.
A demon.
For his crime of killing the Prince he was cursed for all time.
All time.

Because his curse was immortality.

And when you cant die, time ceases to have any meaning. The past,
present and future become one and the same. Nothing and everything.
Infinity dancing a tango with oblivion.

Today there was a disturbance in the Mortal Realm, the taste of pain
and horror breaking across his consciousness the way storm tossed seas
foamed shoreward.

Someone had let a demon of destruction loose and humans were
dying by the tens of thousands in one of their myriad realities. Too many,
too fast. A reality spiraling down toward the totality of Mother Night's
chill embrace, toward the finality of cessation.

He heard the voices of women raised in song.

A song to the being that had previously held the Coldlands, their
song calling his dead master in a vain effort to summon the Prince to do
their bidding.

Nothing could force him to answer their pleas. If he chose to ignore
them, he could. He was not bound by their magic. But his own sense of
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morality, what precious little was left of it, wouldn't let him ignore the
suffering in their Realm.

"Hear us, Raené, Lord of Winter, Prince of the Coldlands! I, the
child of your flesh, daughter of your blood, Guardian of the Gate
summon you to our aid!"

Raené was dead, his power subsumed by the pale man on the castle
battlements.

Sighing the man who wasn't human decided to take a hand in events
before the horns of Ragnarok were blown and another world went
crashing down into the Eternal Dark.

It was, after al, his self appointed job.
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CHApTeg One

Her voice rang out in the initial invocation to the Gate and the being
contained behind it. "Hear us, Raené, Lord of Winter, Prince of the
Coldlands! 1, the Child of your flesh, daughter of your blood, Guardian
of the Gate summon you to our aid!"

High Priestess Jaella, raised her arms skyward, her naked body pale
as marble in the silvery blaze of the moonlight that filled the roofless
temple. Directly before her were the twin pillars that marked the position
of the Gate. At her feet was a blade, along knife she would use to make
a blood sacrifice if it proved necessary. Beside it were a pile of chains
with which she could bind the demon if need be. Directly before the
knife and chains lay the double lines of a powerful binding circle, carved
directly into the stones that formed the floor of the Temple. The rest of
the Temple floor was worn and abraded by time, but those stones that
formed the magic circle were as they'd been carved so long ago, no trace
of passing centuries had touched their gleaming surfaces.

Behind her the Maidens of the Moon sang, their voices raised in a
plea to the powerful being that lay beyond the Gate. They were begging
for aid against the most terrible foe their Order had ever faced, a demonic
entity known to them only as Gaurdaaz. Gaurdaaz was killing every
human being he could not coerce into following him.

Thousands had aready died. Hundreds had been transformed,
warped into horrid aspects, no longer human, even the memories of who
they'd been wiped clean. Thousands changed by the demon's unholy
power. They were hisarmy. A horde of the damned.

Men, women, even children and animals of every type were atered
to his purpose.

And his ultimate purpose was the destruction of their world.

Once it was unquestioningly his, he could alter the very fabric of
their entire planet, changing it to suit his own needs, his own desires and
turn it into his own realm from which he could reach out to new worlds
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and warp them to hisliking. Entire planets could fall. Whole civilizations
would dieif they could not stop him.

Nothing they did, not their strongest battalions of Maiden Warriors,
nor the might of the Forest Children had stopped the ravening legions of
Gaurdaaz.

Defeated, broken, they had few options left to them. Desperate
options that could bring as great an evil to their world as Gaurdaaz
himself posed.

For days they had debated their remaining course of action. For
daysthey had delayed the inevitable.

To survive they must summon the being from beyond the Gate.

They must call back the Lord of Winter, Prince of the Coldlands,
the very being they had fought so long ago for possession of their once
again embattled world.

In order to fight a great evil, they would call another evil.

It was the only option remaining to them, and it could well mean the
end of their world anyway because Raené might take it for his own,
transforming to a realm of ice, eterna blizzards, and bitter flesh rending
cold making it part of the Realm he already controlled: the Coldlands
from whence they were endeavoring to summon him.

"Raené! Hear us! Hear my voice and answer our pleal" Jaella
shouted to the heavens, head thrown back so that her long hair fell
behind her like atorrent of living flame.

It was the mark of her blood, that fall of unnaturally colored hair.
Only those born of the Prince's own get were so marked. In all the land
there were only two of them left. Jaella and her cousin Rayné. In their
generation they were the Guardian and the Avatar.

They were the last of the demon'sliving bloodline.

The dilver light streaming down over the bodies of the women
changed, turning darker as if the silver glow were growing tarnished.
Mist rose from the stones pillars that surrounded them.

Between the tallest stones, the ones that Jaella stood before there
was afaint shimmering, aripple that quickly faded.

Perhaps the Elder Warriors of the Moon had been right. Maybe the
blood had grown too thin, the ability of the Gate's Guardian no longer
great enough to call the demon forth.

She couldn't give up. Not when failure meant sure destruction for
their world
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"Hear us, Raené, Lord of Winter, Prince of the Coldlands! |, the
child of your flesh, daughter of your blood, Guardian of the Gate
summon you to our aid!"

"Hear us, Raené! Answer our summons," the women standing at the
surrounding pillars sang out, their voices a paean raised to the heavens.

"Raené! Heed my cry! Come to me sire of my blood! Raené | offer
myself to you! My body yours to use! Answer my call!" There was a
note of desperation in her summons. As she'd been warned just saying
his name was not enough. Promises of pleasure, of lust sated must be
given.

She glanced at the knife laying on the ground at her feet. If her body
was not incentive enough, then there must be a greater sacrifice. Her
blood, perhaps her very life might be required. It had been over four
hundred years since anyone had dared call the Prince forth from the
Coldlands. Perhapsit could no longer be done.

No, she had to keep trying no matter the cost.

"Raené Father of my Blood, Prince of the Coldlands, Lord of
Winter, heed me and come! Please aid us!”

A ripple passed in the space between the tall stones, and the rising
mist thickened, chilling the air, bringing with it the sharp scent of a
winter storm. A wind sprang up from no source any of the Maidens of
the Moon could discern, whipping Jaellas hair, turning it into a wild
streamer of living fire that crackled with the magical energies coursing
through the air.

"RAENE! RAENE! RAENE!" the Maidens chanted. Jaella hoped
their voices would carry through the Gate and serve as further enticement
to the demon they were trying so desperately to bring through. By all
rights there should have been a man here with them. Her own kinsman,
Raenés mortal Avatar would have been best, but he wasn't there. He
hadn't arrived in time and they didn't dare wait. The moon was full
tonight, and the ceremony had to be performed now. Yet, without
Raenés Avatar the demon might not have a physical form able to
manifest outside of the protective circle, and that would present a
problem.

"Prince Raené, my body is yours! Come to me, beloved Prince."

It should have been her kinsman who shouted out those words, but
he wasnt there so he could not play his part. And without him, without a
mortal form for Raené to inhabit, this whole effort might be fruitless.

No, we will succeed! We must!

10
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Beyond the area encompassed by the Temple it was the height of
summer. Greenery and flowers, a riot of untamed forest surrounded
them. Here in the Temple the bite of a winter wind was blowing, but she
hardly felt the cold except as a tightening of her nipples. Power burned
through her veins as she waited for the Gate to open.

A lambent glimmer of palest amethyst sheathed her body, ripples of
darker color, rich purple spread upward from her feet to her hands,
leaping free to sparkle along the tops of the pillars. One by one, each
column was crowned by a nimbus of flickering violet that moved like
flame but carried no heat. Rather the unholy flames sucked away what
small bit of warmth remained inside the Temple until Jagllas breath
formed cloudsin the air.

"Raené!" she cried.

The arch above the Gate shimmered with the strange fire for a brief
instant before it poured down the stones and spread across the area
defined by the protective circle.

Between the pillars any trace of the real world vanished, the space
between the upright stones filling with blackness. The moonlight was all
but gone, the wind that had pulled at Jaellas hair stopped and everything
went deathly till. It was so silent her ears ached, and she realized even
her heartbeat was muted, the sound of her own breathing absent.

A murky glow like tarnished silver swept around the stones that
formed the protective circle and the ground trembled beneath her feet as
awash of violet and indigo flame blazed around the circle. It flowed up
the pillars that formed the Gate itself, burning bright and steady. She
smiled, joy filling her heart. The magic was working. Her line il
carried enough of the blood to summon her family's progenitor.

"Prince Raené!" she cried into the silence and her voice was a roar
of sound that vibrated the very pillars of the Temple and sent another jolt
through the ground beneath her feet. A few trees outside the Temple
swayed and fell, and she was dimly aware of the sound of terrified
horses.

"Prince Raené!" she shouted, desperate to get the entity to heed her
call and comeinto their Realm.

This time Jaella was answered by a blast of frigid air that dammed
outward from the Gate, carrying stinging crystas of ice and a blizzard's
worth of snow on its frosty breath.

Jaella threw her hands in front of her eyes to protect them from the
sting of the particles hitting her, the cold so intense she felt frosthitten in
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the span between one heartbeat and the next. The wind was so strong she
was forced backward a few feet, and found herself struggling to remain
upright inthe gale.

Behind her she could hear the Maidens of the Moon screaming in
pain and terror as the bitter cold hit their unprotected bodies. If they ran
now, if they tried to leave the Temple the cold would kill them. Shed
warned them of that, but she till worried they would be so frightened
they might forget. Warriors or not, when it came to the darker arts they
were as fearful as any farm girl.

"PRINCE RAENE!" she screamed it out this time, but the roaring of
the wind ripped the shout out of her throat and swallowed it leaving not a
trace. Shetried again, but snow filled her mouth. Unable to see, unableto
speak, she stood in theicy blast and prayed silently that she'd reached the
demon, prayed that he would come.

Another ripple of color swept around the containment circle and
flowed up the Gate, but thistime it spread across the murky darkness that
filled the space between the columns. Black mist curled out of the Gate,
mixing with the freezing wind and it's burden of frozen precipitation.
Anywhere the inky mist touched frost formed, painting the monalithic
columns with delicate traceries, ferns and feathers of ice that glittered in
the dimmed moonlight. Or perhaps they were so clearly visible because
they were glowing, emitting their own cold light. They were beautiful,
but cold as the unforgiving land from which they'd come.

The Coldlands. His home.

She'd doneit. Sheld opened the Gate.

An instant later the wind stopped leaving a drift of snow spread
across the Temple floor.

That wasn't al it left behind.

Crouched in a drift directly at the center of the protective circle was
a snow decked figure. Tendrils of living night, ropes of blistering cold
mist, bled off the being, so much of the unholy mist rising around the
dimly seen form that she could not tell exactly what it was. She couldn't
tell whether she had summoned Raené or whether it was one of his
minions. What had the book said? Y ou will know him by his power, no
meatter the form he takes. Watch for the mist which, like a flood borne of
night, will pour off of him. Touch it not, for it is deadly.

You will know him by his power, no matter the form he takes. Watch
for the mist which, like a flood of borne of night, will pour off of him.
Touch it not, for it is deadly.

12
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She nodded to herself, satisfied that she'd done what she'd set out to
do. As she watched the unmoving form within the piled snow, a few
wisps of the mist bled through the protective barrier and laid another
dusting of heavy frost across the confines of the Temple. None of it came
near her or the Maidens, for which she was grateful.

"Has he come?' one of the Maidens asked in a tone that vibrated
with fear.

" think so," she replied without turning. "But | am not able to see
him. Thereis not enough light."

"What should we do?

"Stay where you are. | do not know if we've summoned Raené yet.
If thisis one of his minions we must send it back with a message for the
Prince and try again."

"I'm freezing," one of the girls complained.

"Bequiet," another snapped. "We're al cold, Seena."

"1 want to go home," the same girl whined.

"Be dlent," several of them told her, their voices sharp with anger
and annoyance.

Jaella sighed. Seena could always be counted on to whine about any
situation no matter the gravity of the duty she was given.

The mist was starting to clear, but as yet the being amid the mound
of snow had not moved and Jaella worried that they'd failed and all
they'd managed to call forth was alump of snow.

"Raené?"' she murmured. "Please my lord, answer me."

And she was answered, by a soft chuckle that chilled her very
blood. It wasn't a human sound, that laugh, and it drew little needles of
terror down her spine, but she stood her ground. It wasn't a man shed
summoned, and while it might also not be Raené, the brittle crystal
laughter told her that it most certainly wasn't human. Whatever it wasn't,
it assuredly was a demon.

The roiling mist was clearing, large gaps showing that it was
dissipating, the form inside the piled snow moved, shifting some of the
concealing crust aside.

It was still too dark to see anything clearly, the moonlight still
dimmed by the aftereffects of the magic she'd used. The blackness that
had accompanied the opening of the Gate faded dowly, and finally there
was enough light reflecting off the sparkling white snow, and coming
from the frosty pseudo-ferns for her to make sense of what she was
seeing. The shape resolved into that of a man on one knee, and both
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hands. He was coated in athick layer of frost dusted ice that glittered like
rare gems under the slowly returning power of the moon's glow.

Jaella stared.

This was not Raené. She knew what she should be seeing. A man
with hair the color of flame and skin like the wind driven snow spread
across the floor of the Temple. Like her kinsman, he should have eyes of
an unnatural color, like the finest amethysts.

But this...

Wide-eyed Jaella watched as the form rose to it's full height, ice
falling away and shattering with a sound like wind-chimes in a gale as
they struck the hard frozen ground. The full glory of the moon's light
reasserted itself the instant he moved, giving Jaella enough light to
finally see him clearly.

He was a giant of a man, and he appeared to be composed of ice.
From the mane of hair that fell like a frozen waterfall over his broad
shoulders, to the pallor of hisfrost coated skin, he was a being as cold as
the Realm beyond the Gate from whence hed come.

And his eyes, his eyes were the grey of awinter locked sea.

Handsome with the striking beauty of an ice girded mountain peak,
or the chill splendor of a dawn kissed glacier, he was even taler than
Jaellawho topped most men by a good head in height or more.

It wasn't only his eyes or his face, nor just his height, that caught her
attention. There was also the sculpted lines of a body that held her gaze
as her belly flooded with an arousal so complete she was left gasping for
breath. And the quiescent flesh between his long, well formed thighs
only added to the wetness between her own firm thighs.

She heard a few whispered words, a quickly indrawn breath from
the Maidens behind her, and she smiled. They too had noticed this
creature's unholy charms.

Jaella boldly stepped toward the containment circle, regarding the
being from the Gate with open curiosity. This was not how the Prince of
the Coldlands had been described to her. He should have the same fiery
hair she herself had. She was, according to legend, a descendant of his
last visit to the Realm of Humanity.

"Who are you?' she asked him. "What are you?"

The male creature turned eyes as cold as the ice melting beneath his
feet on her and replied, " Snow, Lord of the Coldlands."

* % k% %

14



RAGNORAB TANGO

There were a dozen beautiful women cowering behind the cluster of
stone monoliths that surrounded him. Blondes, brunettes, attractive,
slender, and trembling from the cold he himself was incapable of feeling.
They were all mouthwatering delicacies of femininity that he would have
gladly sampled, but none of them compared to the fire-haired beauty
standing directly in front of him.

Despite the cold her bearing was regal, proud, and totally lacking
any sign that she feared him. Her breasts showed him just how chilled
she was, her nipples tight peaks that drew his gaze. He felt his cock
twitch and knew it was going half hard just from looking at her. He saw
her shiver, watching as the cold raised goose-bumps on skin as pale as
marble

"Snow?' she made his name a question. "If you are Lord of the
Coldlands where is Raené your Prince?'

"l ate him," he replied. It wasnt a joke because, in the technical
sense of the thing, he essertially had eaten the being that had been
Raené. At least he'd taken in the essence of the demon, absorbing his
power and the majority of his inhuman abilities when heéd dlain the
Prince. An odd thought struck him, Snce Raené is essentially gone |
suppose that technically makes me the Prince of the Coldlands. It was an
intriguing thought, but it wasn't terribly important unless you went in for
that whole title thing. Titles had never impressed him, not even when
he'd been human.

The woman was staring a him with an expression composed of
mixed shock and disbelief, her full-lipped mouth openin an 'O of horror.
"You.," shefrowned, "ate him?"

"In amanner of speaking," he replied and took a step toward her.

The protective circle that lay between them flared to life, throwing
up abarrier of pallid light barely visible under the glow of the full moon
overhead.

"Y ou cannot come forth until |1 so will it," the woman warned him.

He frowned. Putting a hand out, felt the tingle as the barrier of the
circle sought to bar him from entering the world to which hed been
summoned. It was weak, and he realized it wasn't meant to stop him, it
was designed to prevent Raené and his creatures from escaping. He was
not Raené, nor had he been one of Raenés creatures for a long time.
While he did carry the demon's powers within him, Snow couldn't be
totally restrained by the barrier. Not being a demon he could enter the
Realms of Humanity as that was truly what he was. Human. Though a
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tainted one or the barrier would have offered no resistance whatsoever
Thetingle was enough to warn him that hed be forced to expend some of
his precious energy in order to break free. Expending hoarded power was
not something Snow wanted to do, not with a true demon on the loose in
this world. While rest did restore expended energies, the farther he
traveled from the Gate the longer such replenishment would take.

He well knew the rules and the limitations that were imposed on
those with demonic powers, even humans that had stolen or been granted
such powers.

There was aso no point in antagonizing the woman by merely
stepping through the barrier. If she was who she claimed to be—and he
had no reason to doubt her, not when he could see the evidence of his
former master in the fire of her hair and the shape of her too beautiful
face—then she could have powers of her own that might prove
detrimental to his mission. A mission they'd called him through the Gate
to achieve, though he would have arrived on his own in any event. He
also had to consider the fact that it was this woman, and those crouching
and shivering behind the pillars, that had called him in the first place. Or
rather they'd been the ones calling the demon they knew, not the pseudo-
demon they ended up with. Either way they'd made his entry into their
world much easier.

"What do you want of me?' he asked, following the age old
formula. It wasn't often that a group of very comely morta women were
the ones seeking his aid. No, that task usually fell to wrinkled old women
or arrogant young men, both of whom tended to be regarded as
expendable by their people. He crossed his arms over his bare chest and
waited for her reply.

A constant swirl of black mist drifted around him, layering his till
body in glittering ice. Despite the containment of the barrier a few
threads of the inky fog drifted away to dust the nearby pavement with
sparkling frost showing him just how tenuous the magical containment
surrounding him was. Seeing that, he came to the conclusion that the
spell was weaker than it should be, and he wondered if it was because
magic was fading in the world or whether the demon had gained so much
power that it was twisting the very fabric of the world. He suspected it
was the latter, rather than the former, which told him that he had a great
deal of work to do if he was going to save this place from the invading
entity
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"We...I seek your aid," she explained. "A demon has come and we
must have your help to destroy it."

"l know of the demon. Now tell me what you offer for my aid?'
Formalities, what a bother. Sill, I don't want to disappoint her. Besides,
he thought to himself, she's quite pleasing to ook at.

And look at her he did, his gaze taking in her full breasts and the
fiery triangle of hair above the dimple that marked the start of her sex.
He found himself wondering how shed taste, what she'd sound like as he
lapped at the juices of her cunt. He couldnt help the speculative smile
that curled his mouth ever so slightly.

"How do we know he can help us?' a girl asked from where she
clung to another of her sisters. "He's not Raené."

The fire-haired woman was frowning as she gazed at him as if she
too were wondering the exact same thing. "Are you able to kill other
demons as Raené could, or have our efforts been wasted?'

Snow let out abark of harsh laughter, "I killed him, does that suffice
as an answer?'

The woman nodded, "I think so."

An errant shift in wind carried her scent to him. Woman, and some
faint odor of flowers and green growing things. He felt his cock twitch
and grow fully hard, and he was quite certain the women noticed because
he heard a sudden murmur of whispered words without being able to
pick out anything they said clearly.

" So what would you have of me?' he asked. What he really wanted
was to walk out of the circle and get about the business of hunting down
the demon, though a brief detour that resulted in his cock sunk in her
womanly flesh wouldnt be disdained. He inhaled her fragrant scent. No,
hed not refuse such a pleasurable distraction.

The woman was staring at his cock, and he suspected she was
having a similar thought because she licked her lips and her legs shifted
to reveal awet glimmering at the apex of her thighs.

He couldn't help the faint smile that curled his lips, or the
anticipatory twitching of his erection.

"Have you lost the capacity for speech?' His voice was muted,
meant for her ears only.

"Your willing aid," shetold him.

"Fine, youll have that asit's why I'm here. Now can we get on with
this?' Vaguely he recalled something hed heard the woman say as he
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was being drawn through the Gate. Something about her body being part
of the deal. "What do | need to do to get out of here?"

"For your aid you will gain my maidenhead and | will gain your
cooperation. Is that not what most demons seek? The power of virgin
blood?!

Oh, that, he mused. Deflowering virgins readly didn't have a great
deal of appeal to him but then he hadn't been born a demon as Raené had.
Not that Raené had much use for females except as a means to breed his
Avatars. On the whole Snow had always preferred experienced sexual
partners. But, he had to admit as he looked the woman up and down that
he certainly liked what he saw. She was shapdly, if taler than most
females he could recall from his days among the long houses and there
was a dightly too perfect sculptured beauty about her face that showed
her inhuman heritage. Sex with her certainly wouldnt be a torture, yet he
didnt like the idea of the bargain. It didn't seem right forcing her into
something she probably didn't really want—although there was the scent
of arousal's perfume in the air. Most women—if he remembered right—
tried to save themselves for the man they'd wed. Not that his memories of
such things were all that clear after gods alone knew how long. The point
of the matter was Snow wasn't a demon and he didn't require such a
twisted bargain as was being offered up so willingly to him.

He'd been a man as human as any once. A man eager to have any
willing woman share his bed. But that had been centuries ago in a
Human Realm far removed from where they now stood.

This woman was a temptation though. One he really had no time
for, unfortunately, even if the thought of having her beneath him was a
powerful enticement.

He took a step forward, stopping just inside the line of protection
between them. "l need no such bargain from you. I'm no demon," he
explained. "And | give you my word that I'll aid you in defeating the
demon whose arrival has caused so much death."

"Perhaps you aren't a demon,” she replied, boldly stepping across
the lines that marked the protective circle, "perhaps you are a man. Either
way I'm going to have what | want of you."

If he'd been lying, if he'd been a real demon, her failure to exact a
promise to do her no harm would have been a dire mistake. Her error to
gain his assurance he would aid her in return for the bargain of her
virginity sacrificed on the atar of his cock was just as foolish an
omission on her part. Such grave miscalculation made him frown. She
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was young, but if shed made the same blunder with a real demon, she'd
have died horribly and lost her soul as well.

"Were | a true demon, you'd be in mortal peril," he warned her,
speaking gently, reaching up to brush a stray lock of hair from her cheek.
He could feel the heat of her body against his own icy cold flesh. It came
as a near shock to him, that heat, as héd known nothing but the bitter
cold for so many years. Generations of lives as humans counted time.

"Perhaps," she replied, her gaze locked with his own. She placed
both her palms flat on his chest, right over his heart, her forefingers and
thumb touching to form atriangle.

How long had it been since a living human had set hand on him? So
long he couldn't remember a face, name or even if the person had been
male or female. Nor did it matter. He took her hands in his, pulling them
away. They were wasting time, people were dying. Worse, people were
accepting the demon's bargain of continued life if they but surrendered to
him. Even so far away he could sense their agony as the demon granted
them his mercy and took everything they'd been, body and soul,
reshaping them into a creature with no sense of self, no volition beyond
obeying its master.

Anger welled inside his being. He'd been no better than those poor
wretches while hed been under the dominion of Prince Raené. Perhaps
his fate had been worse. At least they would never know the horror they
caused to their fellow humans.

He did. He remembered every agonized scream he'd heard as he
daughtered every last man, woman and child in his own village. A
thousand times athousand years would never erase the horror, nor wipe
away the guilt of what hed done.

"l don't want your virginity," he growled out harshly. "Raené might
have wanted it, though | doubt hed have taken it in the way you
envision, but I'm not him." He put the thoughts of his own past aside,
shoving away the lust shed awakened. There wasn't time to waste on
nonsensical bargains. He wasnt what she thought he was, and he didnt
want to spend any more time talking. He had work to do and the sooner it
was accomplished, the better it would be both for him, and this world
among the Mortal Realms.

"Then what is there for me to offer you to seal our pact?' she
wanted to know.

She lay her hands on him again and he pushed them away. "We
don't need to seal a pact because | won't try to destroy you, your people
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or your world. I'll kill this Gaurdaaz because it needs doing and then I'll
return back through the Gate."

"Why?'

"Because | was like you once."

"Human?' she asked. She was looking up at him, her lips sightly
parted. Even in the dark, with only the light of the full moon he could tell
her eyes were the color of perfect emeralds. Green and mysterious as a
cat's, the color striking him as being odd. Most of the progeny Raené had
|eft scattered across the Realms were either indigo or violet eyed.

Instead of replying to him she lowered her head and pressed a light
kiss over his heart directly in the middle of the fading warmth where her
hands had rested.

"Yes, | was human. A very long time ago, in adifferent Ream than
thisone.”

"It does not matter. You are not Raené, but the offer remains the
same," shetold him.

He closed his eyes. It had been a long time since held been with a
woman. Since he'd been with anyone warm and alive the way a human
was alive. How long ago had he killed Raené? A hundred years? Five
hundred? A thousand? He didnt even know anymore. Time meant
nothing inside the Coldlands, and it meant even less to him after so long;
trapped in the icy barrens with no company other than the beings he
created for his own sanity. He made them from ice so he wasn't
completely alone, but even then he was still alone as the beings were just
extensions of himself.

He certainly wasn't alone here. And the being touching him wasnt
just an extension of his own psyche Her lips touched his chest again,
then the tip of her damp tongue swept across a nipple.

He groaned softly as a thread of warmth spread into his flesh from
the place where she kissed him. The feeling was so strange, so alien that
he stepped away from her, staring at the fire haired woman who regarded
him so calmly in return. There was a tension in her stance, an
expectancy, as if she were waiting for something to happen.

"We are wagting time," he growled, stepping toward the barrier of
the protective cirde.

"Wait." A single word, but it stopped him as if she held him by a
leash.
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He frowned and turned to watch her warily. He could fedl the thread
of power touching him, a fine gossamer of enchantment that led back to
her. " For what?'

She smiled, a secret hidden behind her eyes. "You aren't Raené, but
you have taken his power. Isn't that right?"

"Yes" heagreed. "That'sright. Why?'

The thread of warmth was working its way deeper, like a worm,
creeping inside of him. Snow frowned.

Then it touched his heart.

Crying out, not sure if he was in pain or feeling pleasure, he
dropped to his knees, head thrown back, body shuddering. Black coils of
mist flowed off of him, laying a tracery of frost across anything it
touched. Flakes of snow drifted from his hair as he shook his head
violently, the warm sensation spreading, crawling through his torso, ice
forming on his skin then shattering as he moved.

"Snow." He heard her speak his name and he looked at her, his face
amask of torment.

"Dont fight it," she counseled in a gentle tone, her eyes full of
sadness and—no mistaking it—pity. She was holding the chains hed
seen before, walking toward him with a seductive sway of her hips. She
grasped one of his wrists in her hand, her intention plain. She meant to
chain him.

He fought the enchantment, the cold deepening around him until
particles of ice were pattering down in anicy fal like winter dleet.

Her hand when it gripped his wrist felt as if it were composed of
flame, making his skin burn and he screamed, shaking, fighting whatever
she was doing. He was trapped, held in thrall by the power of the spell
shed woven to control him.

He'd thought her young and foolish, when all along hed been the
fool. Him. Snow. The man whod been slave to Raené, Prince of the
Coldlands. And he'd been caught by her almost the same way Raené had
caught him so very long ago.

"Forgive me, but there is no other way," she explained as she
pressed him backward, forcing him to lie down in the thick layers of
snow and ice that covered the stonesbeneath them. She locked the chains
around his wrists and touched them to the ground where they were held
fast, the ice rising up to encase them as his power, the power hed stolen
from Raené, answered her will.

He struggled, to no avail. He could not break free.
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"What are you doing to me!" he snarled.

"Shhhh..." she knelt beside him, leaned down and kissed his mouth,
her lips like a flame, burning, searing into him. "You arent Raené, but
you have his power, and at least some of his vulnerabilities.”

"Damn you woman, stop this,” he snarled, trying to kick her aside.
A powdering of icy particles and drifting flakes dropped on them from
above, dusting them both, ice forming and shattering over Snow's body
as he moved. The power held stolen from Raené fought against whatever
the woman was trying to do to him, but there was no escape and he found
himself wondering if this was how an Avatar was made. A woman
desiring power capturing Raené by magic and taking seed he would
never give on his own.

In the end such a thing only served Raené as it gave him the ability
to freely move around the Realm in which he took the body of an Avatar.

And hed not always done it by invitation. It had been through an
Avatar that Snow had become Raenés save.

He was a thousand times a fool for letting himself fal into such a
trap. Woven of lust, a spell to ensnare him in the pleasures of the flesh.

Pleasures he'd long been denied.

Ones he should never have let lay claim to his flesh.

"You dont know what you're asking of me. Or the danger you
awaken here. Stop before you find that you regret what you've done," he
warned her, trying to keep her from completing the spell.

"No,” she told him. Her hands were on him again, touching,
caressing, awakening another sort of warmth, a different heat in him
even as they seared him with heat that was both pain and pleasure.

Vulnerabilities. Yes, he had those. One's drilled into him by his
dead Master. Raené had used sex and pleasure, pain and humiliation to
train him until he he'd been nothing but a dave to the demon's will. As
they said, familiarity bred contempt, and after an interminable amount of
time, and too much familiarity, hed finally overcome the emotiona
bindings that the demon had set on him. One by one hed learned to
ignore the exquisite torments, the agonizing pleasures, until he'd turned
the tables on Raené and used the demon's own tricks to finaly kill the
Prince of the Coldlands.

This was a game he knew. A game he could play on level ground
with the best of them.

The chains were just loose enough for what he wanted to do.
Reaching up he gripped the woman's face and locked their mouths in a
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kiss cold as a glacial wind, hot as a bonfire. Dark mist crackled in the air
and the protective barrier that surrounded them glowed brighter as magic
warred with magic for supremacy.

It was a game of control. The power of avirgin at the Gate battling
with the being from the Gate.

Hands glided down his torso, following the curves and planes of
muscle and bone and he moaned, breaking the kiss to regard the woman
who was trying to bend him to her will.

"Truce" he offered. "I'll give you my promise and you keep your
virginity."

She laughed, the sound sultry, full of desire. "What makes you think
| want my maidenhead?'

He stared at her, frowned.

She had said she was Raené's descendent. Sex was power to the
demon Prince of the Coldlands.

Sex was power.

Snow's eyes narrowed as he mulled over the truths behind the
Prince's power, things that hed never considered despite having survived
the Prince's sadistic and twisted sexual games.

To defeat this Guardaaz they needed power.

Understanding that led him to fully contemplate the scope of the
magical energies hed stolen from the demon Prince, and the nature of
what the woman wanted. He asked, "Have you a name?"

"Jaella

" Jaella, Daughter of Raené, Guardian of the Gate."

"Yes!"

"Fucking you will give me power, being fucked will transform your
power from that of a Maiden to what, Jaella?'

"A sorceress," shereplied.

"And you'll be able to fight this Gaurdaaz more effectively?"

"Yes!"

"You are certain?'

"1 have studied all the proper grimoires,” she replied. "As avirgin |
am unable to cast even the simplest of the magics that will be mine as a
sorceress.”

" So the magic you seek to use against me now isthat of aMaiden?'

"Yes," she admitted boldly.

"A bargain then," he murmured as he pulled her down for another
kiss. Her hands resumed their roaming exploration of his body, warm
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fingers touching and caressing, bringing the flesh between his thighs to
stony attention until it resembled one of the surrounding columns.

Her hair fell around them and he found himself breathing in her
scent, exhaling mist that turned to sparkling frost in the fire red flood.
There was something in the scent, an undertone that only added to the
lust coiling in his groin. More magic, unknown and possibly dangerous.
Possibly just there as an enticement. It was well known to any of his
descendents in the Realms that Raené redly preferred men for his
pleasures. Hed typically used women for nothing but breeding his
Avatars, though what she would have done had Raené himself still
existed, Snow had no clue.

Without an Avatar for him to inhabit, he could not have maintained
human form outside of the magical circle. Snow, having been born a
mortal had no such limitation. Something she would be unaware of, just
as she would be ignorant that he could not be bound as a demon could.
Héed stolen a demon's soul, but that had not made him one, nor did it
place upon him their limitations. Two things for which he was eternally
grateful.

"Will you give mewhat | desire?' she asked him.

"What is it you desire?' he countered, his face buried in her hair,
drawing her scent deep, feeling the tingle of the magic in the fragrance. It
was pleasant, though it appeared to have little affect on him. It had been
made to entice Raené as his old master hadn't cared much for the
pleasures of awoman's body. Unlike Snow. Snow loved women.

"1 want the power to defeat the demon.”

Snow couldn't help it, he laughed softly. "And you think this is
realy going to give you that?"

She nodded. "1 do." Their lips touched, tongues darting out, tasting,
teasing, sparring for supremacy.

He returned her kiss, feeling the heat of her mouth, reveling in the
flavor. Mint and something else. Probably more magic meant to tie
Raené to her, but at least he found the taste pleasant.

* * % %

It was working, the spell of enchantment cast by a Maiden tying the
demon—or whatever this Snow was—to her. The freezing cold of his
body, proved his words. He must have killed Raené to have the Prince of
the Coldlands well documented power. She wasnt sure how tight the
binding would be as he was not Rayné, but he wasn't the Prince perhaps
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this Snow would not require her kinsman's mortal shell in order to walk
in their world.

She broke the kiss looking down into a face that was pale as his
name. Handsome, yes he was very much that, but colorless. Skin, hair
even his eyes were al shades born of winter ice. Raené had been ice,
blood and gemstones. Skin like moonlight on frost, hair red as blood and
eyes like amethysts. Inhuman.

Beneath her the man moaned as she licked her way down his body,
touching and kissing. Anywhere her hand or mouth passed the ice
stopped forming. But it still fell over them, making her shiver despite the
powerful spell sheéd woven into her hair that would keep her from
freezing to death. She'd only just activated the charm after stepping
within the protective circle that contained the battle of magic going on.

"Sit on my face. | want to taste you and since you've seen fit to
chain me, | can't reach what | want."

She regarded him, staring into the amost colorless eyes, "Why?'

"Because you'l like it and because the longer were at this the more
power we generate, that's why," he told her. "lsn't that the reason you
want to do this?"

"Yes!" She gave him the truth readily as there was no point in
denid.

"Therés another reason,” he told her, his voice a bass rumble, pale
gaze locked with her own. "This is your first time so it should be
memorable.”

Jaella smiled. It was a considerate gesture on his part, far more than
shed have gotten from his former master, if the texts she'd read were
true: and there was no reason to doubt them. She nodded and did what he
asked, feeling odd as she straddled his face. Of course sheld read about
thisin one of the grimoires, but she hadn't expected to be experiencing it.
Then again, she'd also been expecting to be doing this with the mortal
form of Raené who would have taken her kinsman's body—maybe even
his very soul. What she had not expected was this creature called Snow.

His hands gripped her hips, steadying her, his fingers like bands of
frozen stone on her chilled skin. She wasn't a small woman even by the
standards of the Maidens and Warriors of the Moon, but the size of the
hands gripping her made her feel norma rather than like the near
giantess she was in comparison to normal people.

The cold of his flesh and the ice beneath her shins chilled her and
she couldn't suppress the shiver that tore through her as she felt his
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blizzard-cold breath on her inner thighs. She threw her head back,
looking up at the bright disk of the moon, smiling as a few flakes of
snow drifted onto her cheeks.

She should be freezing, and she was cold, but the spell to keep her
from becoming hypothermic appeared to be working properly even if
nothing else had gone the way it should have.

Gentle kisses were pressed to the softness of her inner thighs.

"Dont be afraid, Jaella."

She laughed, "Why should | be? I'm a virgin, but I'm not totdly
ignorant of what men and women do together. The spell books were full
of information.”

Shefelt his cold breath as he chuckled. "Good enough then."

Cold and wet, something brushed against her cleft and she gasped as
it delved inward, striking her clit like a shard of winter on her heated
flesh. She shuddered at the contrast and moaned. It was nice really, but
nice became something else as the icy touch continued. Something
wonderful was happening, pleasure such as shéd never known
blossomed between her thighs and she redlized that the wintry thing
touching her was his tongue as it struck deeper inside her, making her
inner muscles clench. She looked down to see him watching her, his eyes
darker than they'd been, or perhaps it was just the shadow of her body
falling across him. Jaella wasn't sure. There was amusement in his gaze
though, and another emotion shed seen in the eyes of men before: lust.

A moan escaped her parted lips, the sensation from her lower body
intensifying. There should have been steam rising from the contact of
their flesh, hers burning like flame, his so icy that frost was forming on
the fiery strands of her public hair.

Eyes that had gone dark as a stormy sky gazed up at Jaella from
between her trembling legs. White flame crackled along her thighs,
spreading outward from the center of life, the center of creation within
her body.

Black mist drifted in frosty curtains around them and she cried out
as the marvel ous tongue whipped up to flick across her clit, then swept
back to strike upward into her hot pussy.

Her body ignited, little glimmerings of blue-white flame licking
across her skin as the power of the magic they were weaving began to
build along with her impending orgasm.

Theicy flesh dove and then retreated, dipping rapidly along her dit,
lapping, teasing, driving her mad with passion and a need for something

26



RAGNORAB TANGO

more, an ache that wanted to be filled. Dart and flit, lick and stab, in and
out with increased speed until she threw her head back, the flames
curling and dancing across her skin.

Panting breaths rolled from her open mouth turning to fog that
spilled into the dark mist dancing around them; falling as a flurry of
whiteness that lazily whirled in the air around the man and woman as
power built.

Her hips rocked with the increasing urgency filling her body,
dazzling her mind with light like a silver torch, and sound that brought
tears to her closed eyes. Tears that flowed down her cheeks to freeze as
tiny glittering crystals on her face as brittle rain of icy particles pattered
gently around them.

A scream of pleasure ripped from her body as she arched in release,
the cry a high-pitched note that sustained itself in echoes off of the Gate.

* * % %

Sobbing for breath she could only shudder helplessly as Snow's
tongue continued to lap her juices, feeding from her as if she were the
only sustenance he requiredPerhaps she was.

A startled gasp was torn from her as he grabbed her hips, his mouth
working her clit with merciless intensity, flinging her toward another
silver-flame and blue-ice orgasm.

Jaella didn't feel the cold anymore. The mouth touching her burned
hot as a smith's forge. She moaned as the tongue swept back and forth
across her clit, a sensation like burning embers spreading through her
lower body. A whirlwind of ebon mist and glimmering opalescent flame
roiled around them, the energies her passion was generating manifesting
strongly as Jaellarose toward climax.

Ice crept across her thighs, cracking and shattering away as she
rocked againg his face, her cries grew louder, the sound magnified by
the bitterly cold air around them.

*Don't cum,* a voice in her mind ordered. *Let it build, but don't
cum yet.*

Jaella realized the voice in her head was Snow's voice, deep as the
groaning of glacid ice.

*How can | not cum?* she asked, the pleasure coiling inside her,
wild and seeking freedom, hurrying toward completion.

*Look at me* he commanded and she found herself obeying. His
eyes were definitely much darker than they'd been when he'd first come
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through the Gate. She stared between her own thighs, focusing on his
face, their gazes fusing tight as a winter locked sea.

Ancient and commanding, the essence of a demonic being that was
Snow clamped down on her mind, reached in and held her very soul in
thrall. The very core of her being cowered at the immensity of what
grasped her, her soul cringing away from the contact, but unable to
escape and she finaly understood the danger inherent in summoning so
powerful abeing as the demon who was Prince of the Coldlands.

*I'll not harm you, he told her as a soothing blanket of cam
assurance spread across her mind. *To gather power from this we have to
hold out as long as we can. As inexperienced as you are, this is the only
way in which we can manage this.*

* | remember what the book said, but..* Her core of fear was still
there, as was a modicum of distrust. He was, if not a demon, someone
whod stolen the power of one, and therefore not totally trustworthy.

*No buts, I'll let you go when you've attained a little more magical
energy. We'll need it for the next step.*

His tongue was without mercy, his will reaching out and clamping
down on her raging need for release. Spiraling higher and higher, there
was only the fedl of his mouth, his tongue, and the gaze that held hers,
his eyes becoming huge in her vision. Her hips rocked with the crue
denial of her desire, cries of need pouring from her in a litany of
frustrated passions.

"Please, deities, please," she begged. But his will held her as surely
as shed sought to bind him.

Flame the color of ice crackled around her, almost drowning out the
sounds of her impassioned moans. Mist, black as night, poured icy flakes
over them both until the Maidens watching from the safety of the pillars

couldnt see anything but a veritable blizzard howling at the verge of the
Gate.

Snow held Jaella from release until he could feel magic snarling
around them, threatening to totaly overpower the containment of the
protective circle. He relented before they overwhelmed the magic circle
and brought the woman straddling his face to another gale-scream
orgasm, eagerly swallowing the flavor of her sex. She draped limply
across him and he shattered the chains that she'd used to restrain him as
easily as a man would have snapped thread. The links were discolored
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drained of their own magic, the metal gone brittle from the emanations of
their combined power.

He lapped at the cunt pressed to his face, savoring the taste of this
female called Jaella. It had been too long since he'd tasted the essence of
awoman, and now that he had one in his grasp it would be difficult for
him to let go.

But that was exactly what he would be forced to do once his job
here was done. Let her go and walk away, walk through the Gate and
never look back, never return.

He shoved the vicious bite of loneliness aside. This was the life he
had, dealt to him by his own failures and arrogance. There was no one to
blame but himself for what he was now; Immortal, undying and painfully
alone.

It would be enough to savor the memory of the moment he was
stealing now, a memory he could carry for the rest of eternity if he chose.
One he could relive within his own Realm with beings of ice animated
by his own stolen power. He pushed that idea aside as a hollow substitute
even as he pushed aside every other thought but what must be done to
assure they had the power to battle with the demon Gaurdaaz.

He moved the woman away from his face, placing her in a bed of
soft powdery snow, neither of them able to fed the bite of the cold. It
was Raené's element, the bitter kiss of Winter. It was a power that they
shared, her by blood, him by dint of the fact hed taken everything that
was Raené into himself reforming it to suit who and what he was: a man
with the power of a demon prince.

Her eyes were bright emerald flame as he gazed down at her. A
languorous smile curved her mouth as she reached up to twine her arms
around his neck.

"That was—" she sighed, "amazing"

He returned her smile, bent down to kiss her, giving her the flavor
of her own cunt from his lips and tongue. She didn't protest, instead her
tongue sparred gently with his.

Her skin was made even more pale, aimost pearly, by a layer of
frost that covered her, but he didn't think she could fed the cold
anymore. Her body was afire, like his, burning with more passion than
hed known in countless years.

* k% % %

Jaella was hardly back to herself when he grabbed her around the

waist and rolled her onto her back, the chains that held him crumbled,
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destroyed by the intensity of the magic. The building power glittered as
dancing fire across her skin, and as mist which poured off of his body to
swirl around them. Flakes of snow drifted slowly out of the grey mists,
crystals of ice glittered at the foot of the Gate and the nearest columns
where sheathed in diamond shards of frost.

It was beautiful. So very similar to the cold of winter, yet somehow
alien and strange, a peculiar bite to the air, an odd tingle filling the
atmosphere, like the feel before a lightning storm.

His kisses were fierce as a gale, stealing her breath away, making
her inner muscles pulse with the need to be touched, filled. A ferocious
hungering, like none shed ever felt in the presence of a mortal man,
brought a whimpering cry from her and she found herself clutching at
Snow.

"Please, please." She begged, "I need you to fill me, to take me."

And fill her he did, in one swift stroke, his cock entering her,
shattering the barrier to her innermost heat and pulling a cry of startled
pleasure and shocked pain from her.

It hurt, bringing tears that froze on her eyelashes, turning them to
ruby gems. The pain was fleeting, quickly forgotten as he moved slowly,
gently probing her depths. A rod of ice encased in a sheath of living
flame. She tightened her thighs around his hips, hanging on to him as he
covered her breads and face with kisses that burned. Frost-pallid fire
coruscated across her skin and ebony dark mist spun aweb of ice around
them. Power crackled and her hair moved asif it were aliving thing, the
long strands wrapping around his wrists and climbing up his arms as if it
sought to replace the chains with a new type of binding.

Looking up at his face she saw how black his eyes had become,
even the whites gone now that the demonic power within him was finaly
unleashed.

He had power. Perhaps more power than Raené himself had
possessed or the demon Princeling could never have been killed by this
being who'd once been as human as she herself was.

Human, but that was soon to end for her as it had ended for him if
the passages in the ancient texts were correct.

"Witch, you are you getting what you wanted?' he asked her, voice
alow growl.

It was his deep voice rather than the cold which sent a shiver
through her. She wanted to smile and speak in answer, but all she could
manage was a pleasured gasp as he drove the rigid shaft deeper, filing the
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depths of her cunt with enough force to wrench the startled cry from her.
Groaning, she kicked him, driving her heels into his hard butt, urging
him to greater efforts.

She was watching his face, studying the hard plans and sharp
angles. So masculing, but there was an underlying perfection, an
unnatural look that went beyond the total blackness of his gaze. Demon-
touched, a demon now himself, yet she wanted him, desired him for
reasons greater than his ability to turn her from virgin to Sorceress. He'd
awakened something inside her, not just the power of her soul lying
dormant, no, it was something even deeper. Y et she couldn't set a name
to it. Not with the burning ice and the blizzard flame, the rod of flesh
driving all rational thought from her mind.

They rocked together on their bed of snow, wrapped in freezing
mists that coated them both in a patina of ice which shattered with the
sound of breaking crystal as they moved. The glow of her skin rivaled
that of the moonlight spilling around them, the darkness of his gaze
burning with unholy light: the power of the demon he'd subsumed.

* * % %

The Gate was glowing as the energy built, the pace that Snow set
was slow and steady, intended to make what they were doing last aslong
as possible. They were after power, and the kind of power they needed
could only be gained by denying their bodies quick release.

Snow struggled to contain the roaring desire, his balls feeling as if
theyd melt from the heat of her body, or maybe it was his own lost
warmth returning. He didn't know which, but he was burning. Afire. The
whole of his being filled with need greater than any hed experienced in
so long he couldnt have said when—or even if—hed ever been
enmeshed in passion the equal of having himself hilt deep in this woman
who would be a Sorceress.

He watched her face, her cheeks flushed with lust's glow, skin
sparkling, shimmering as her own power awakened in response to what
they were doing.

Sorceress, yes, she could very well become that, but first and
foremost she was of Raenés get. That also conveyed certain powers
beyond those possessed by even the greatest witches among the Human
Realms.

Demon blood, demon power.
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And Raené's greatest power had always lain within the scope of the
unbridled lust, passion and need he wove around his prey in a dance of
irresistible seduction no mortal had ever resisted.

Jaellds red tresses wrapped his forearms and held him tighter than
chains. Her green eyes—so unusual in one borne of the Prince's line—
glowed like those of a cat in the darkness and, cat-like, she clawed his
back, nailstearing at his shoulders, his spine.

So close to the Gate such tiny wounds were fleeting, gone before
they could even bleed, but even the suggestion of blood, mingled with
the magic already surrounding them in a storm made manifest by the ice
and fire swirling in a mad elemental dance caused a burst of additional
power to surge through him and from him into the would be Sorceress.
The Gate began to hum and he could hear the Maidens of the Moon by
their pillars crying out in terror.

*DONT RUN! TO RUN NOW IS DEATH!* he shouted into their
minds. He experienced their terror and felt them clinging to one another,
the cold biting into their tender human flesh. He wanted to help them, but
it would use power, and that use would lessen what he was trying to
achieve with Jaella

It would take away from the power they would later use to kill the
invading demon, and that was something he dare not reduce.

*Link hands, it will help protect you,* he urged. *It's not much but
it will keep you from dying.*

Beneath him Jaella cried out, body arching to meet his slow thrusts,
as he tried to keep his mind occupied with thoughts that would distract
him from what his flesh so desperately craved: release, which he must
deny them both for the sake of the energies they must have to thwart the
demon.

He shuddered and dlid into the welcoming sheath of Jaglla's flesh,
fighting the need to thrust quickly, to rush to orgasm. But he controlled
himself with the knowiedge that the longer it lasted the greater would be
the power they raised and more sweet the final reward would be.

Deep, languid thrusts, the strands of her hair holding him captive,
Snow kissed her, tasting afaint hint of sweetness from her mouth.

The Prince had tasted of nectar and spice, sweet and so very
addicting and he deepened the kiss wanting more of that remembered
taste, relishing it as a starving man sought food.

A groan escaped him and he thrust harder, hips bucking faster, some
of his self-control gone until he forced himself to break the kiss.
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Breathing hard, he stared into her eyes, seeing the emerald of her
gaze shimmering with awakening power.

So thisis the face of the Sorceress. So beautiful and as dangerous to
me in her own way as Raené was for | could love her so easily. But I'll
stand for no more traps. When thisis done I'll go back to the Coldlands
where | belong and shéell stay here to protect her people.

"More!" Jaellacried, al but screaming the demand as she gouged at
his flesh with both hands, and he could fedl her newly born strength, her
nails actually drawing blood.

The Gate crackled, midnight dark mists flowing from it in an inky
flood that left thick hoarfrost on the already ice coated ground, while
icicles as thick as a man's biceps formed along the crowns of the nearest
Pillars.

The protective barrier around them failed, icy wind and pale flame
Spun outward, sweeping across the entire Temple. The magic bathed the
Maidens in lashing power that left them screaming even louder. But this
time the cries were not of terror, they were of pleasure, their bodies
writhing under the spell of passion the two of them were weaving at the
foot of the Gate.

More power flooded into them as the Maidens collapsed in the
throes of pleasure.

"Fuck me!" Jaella begged, kicking him, her eyes ablaze.

"Yes" he agreed and picked up the tempo to the music of the
women's moans of pleasure as they writhed against one another.

Snow could feel Jaella's fire seeping into his body, knew his own
chill was entering her, power exchanging, melding and reforming.

Transforming her. It was also changing him. Something happening
to the demonic force hed stolen from the Prince, the power warping but
only becoming stronger than it had been as what she carried inside her
reforged himin the crucible of her magic.

He kissed her, the taste of nectar filling his mouth, the scent of
flowers invading his mind like the heat of a late spring sun. He could
smell rain on her skin, taste it as he took a peaked nipple into his mouth.

Life. That was what he had from her and all of creation spread out
before him, contained within the sweet curves of the woman, and he
redized he wanted her, desired her in ways héd never wanted anyone
before her, not even the Prince himself.
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Instead he gave himself nothing but the power they both sought, his
thrusts now pulling him toward an orgasm he could no longer continue to
fight.

? "FUCK ME!" she screamed and he did, their bodies moving amid a
whirling gale of flame and icy shards, their bodies beginning to glow
with the unleashed power surging through them.

Moans came to his ears. The Maidens crying out as the force of the
magic took them into its grip more tightly.

It would not just be the pair of them that held the power to fight the
demon, it would be the pair of them and al the Maidens who would
carry the battle to Gaurdaaz and his minions.

He laughed then, and moved inside the enchanting creature beneath
him for he was enchanted by her magic, bound by what they wrought for
more than just their impending task to destroy the demon.

Her pussy wrapped his cock in a grip strong as sted, hot as a
smithy's forge, with the softness of velvet and soothing wetness. He
lowered his head to taste her, lips and tongue savoring the rain and
flowers essence of her, the sweetness of her kisses and finaly it was too
much. Snow broke, his thrusts into the yielding body, the Sorceress
meeting each stroke as she rocked beneath him became frantic, passion-
driven and he growled low in histhroat.

Fire and mist merged into a spinning column that rose higher than
the stones of the Gate, spiraling upward into the night sky, a beacon in
the darkness.

The writhing of the Maidens reached it's peak and the women
gasped as the blast of power swept across them.

A shrill scream of pleasure ripped across the silence, followed by a
bellow of inhuman ecstasy that tore across the nighted land.

* * % %

Far away, in his fortress of stone Gaurdaaz lifted his horned head
and sniffed the wind. There was a scent, the smell of magic intermingled
with an enticing odor: virgin's blood. But there was another smell in the
air, afant tang like the taste of bitter cold. It was a scent he knew. His
amber eyes narrowed, bestial muzzle contorting as he bared his fangs in
asnarl.

Raené's magic. But it was not Raené who held the reins of that
power for he knew the Prince of the Coldlands, his former captor, his
master was dead.

And that |eft only one possibility.
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Raené's murderer was come to this Realm.

A low growl rumbled in his massive chest to burst forth in
challenging bellow that rolled across the scorched ground around his
towering lair of black basalt.

* * % %

Snow brushed tendrils of damp hair from her face, and listened to
her labored breathing. He'd given her a pleasurable time, and in return
theyd shared in the power gained. As had the Maidens from the panting
whispers just at the edge of his hearing. "What are your plans now?' he
asked.

Jaella turned her bright gaze on him, a faint smile playing at the
corners of her mouth. He wanted to kiss that smile away, wanted to hear
her gasping moans of pleasure, was drawn to the sweet scent of her.
Instead of bending to the desire he turned his head away so he could no
longer see her too tempting mouth. It wasn't any help, his eyes on the soft
mounds of breasts, the centra line of her body that led downward to an
even greater temptation. His mouth watered at the remembered taste of
her.

"Beyond pleasuring myself with you once more?' She laughed, the
warm desire in her tone sending a shock of lust right to his groin.

He sighed, tried to keep his body from reacting to her words and
laughter, failed miserably as his cock hardened. "Is that all you think
about woman?' he asked as he started to move away.

Her hand closed around his cock, teasing him, " Right now, yes."

A growl of mirth slipped from him and he did kiss her, unable to
stop himself from having another taste of her nectar sweetness. It was
more muted now, less evident, but the scent of life—flowers and rain—
till rose from her flesh and he came to the abrupt realization that those
were not of Raenés get, those were purely of Jaella the Sorceress for the
giving of life was not among the things Raené could grant—not without
a woman's generative magic. "I'll alow you that, but first you tell me
how you plan to defeat Gaurdaaz. Or dont you know?"

Her hand let him go and she leaned on his chest, regarding him
thoughtfully before she answered, "My kinsman, Rayné was to become
bearer of Raenés power, as it was in the old days before we understood
how dangerous bringing a demon forth into our Realm could be."

Snow frowned. "You realize he would have died for al intents and
purposes? Once Raené took over an Avatar, their souls were gone, lost."
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She nodded, "We know. But there wasnt any other way, and we
were both willing to take the risks."

"Whereis he now?"

"1 don't know. He was supposed to arrive in time for the opening of
the Gate."

"Wl if he's not here, then he's probably been taken by Gaurdaaz.”

Her eyes closed, alook of pain crossing her face, "l know."
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CHarTeR Two

Rayné spit blood as the world spun in his vision. Harsh laughter
grated in his ears as the pain stars filled his sight. Helpless as a child, on
his knees, head down in the muck, he tried to ignore the agony in his
side, the way his ears still rang from the force of the slap across his face.
He could feel them tying his arms behind his back, and there wasnt a
damned thing he could do to prevent it.

There were just too many of them.

He willed himself not to see the torn remains of his best friend lying
in the dirt where hed falen. They'd practically been brothers, he and
Margen. They might have been more than that had the demon not
arrived.

Had he not been the Avatar. Last surviving male of the Prince of the
Coldland's fading bloodline.

He wanted to reach out, pull the cooling corpse into his arms and
hold Margen. To say goodbye to the man who'd died in a vain effort to
protect him. To save him from a fate worse than any death.

The same effort that had killed everyonein the village.

It was his fault. He shouldn't have stayed there for the night. He
should have ridden on and not brought the weight of doom down on their
heads.

Should haves never changed athing.

With a final, painful tug the creatures finished binding him and
walked away. He could hear them rummaging around in the houses, hear
the thin screams of terror from the few women and children still left
aive. Better for them had they died sooner, but they were soon to die
anyway and death ended both pain and sorrow.

He could hear the sounds of bones crunching and tried to shut out
that aswell. Tried to deny what he knew. They were eating the dead.

Cannibals, though for that to be true the Horde would have to be
human, and they'd long since lost any semblance of humanity under the
touch of their Master's power. It still sickened him, that terrible sound.
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The sound of friends being eaten like cattle. He closed his eyes on the
tears that wanted to spill forth.

Gaurdaaz. The name filled his heart with the ashes of hate, a desire
for revenge. Revenge he would never be able to exact, yet his heart
burned for it with a fierce need greater than anything he'd ever known.
His soul cried out for the chance to tear the demon apart, to render it into
nothing more than stinking slime from whence its kind had crawled in
the misty dawn of time.

Had he reached his kinswoman, had he not stopped to share a meal
and a roof with Margen, he would have reached the Temple in time, he
would have had the power to face Gaurdaaz.

But it wouldn't have been as himself. Raené would have consumed
his soul and taken his body. He, Rayné would have served the purpose
for which heldd been born, and ceased to be forever, consumed to his very
soul.

Opening his eyes to the horror around him, he realized the sacrifice
of hislife, his entire existence would have been less painful than what he
was seeing. Tears blurred his eyes, and he blinked them away fiercely.
Weeping would avail him nothing, it would not bring anyone back, nor
could it ease his own broken heart.

He'd loved Margen, and Margen was dead.

Somehow he had to find a way to avenge his friend and all the
villagers whod been like family to him.

He had to find away to kill Gaurdaaz.

"Come on pretty one," a rough voice growled. "Time for us to
move."

"Such a pretty toy," one of the Horde commented as she lapped
some blood from her dogs muzzle face and tossed aside a bone that
might have once been part of aman's arm.

"Master's toy," another remarked, his whole body covered in bile
yellow scales. "Not for the likes of us, heain't.”

"Shame. I'd like to hear him squeal," a pig-faced one commented as
a slime covered hand did down his back. He shivered in disgust and
strained at the ropes holding his arms behind his back. They were too
tight, cutting off the circulation.

He was rewarded with another kick to already cracked ribs for his
efforts.

38



RAGNORAB TANGO

No fighting the ropes then. I'll have to wait, bide my time and watch
for a chance to escape. Jaella, I'm sorry | wasn't there for you. It should
have been my virginity given to Raené, my life that was stolen, not yours.

He felt one of the things grab his hair, yanking his head back
painfully, its fanged muzzle moving close to his face so that he choked
on the stink of itsfetid breath. Piggy eyes, red as blood, glared at him.

"If it weren't for Master's orders, I'd ram my cock into that tight ass
of yours and let you know your real value."

A mocking smile, more of a smirk, a challenge, curled Rayné's lips,
but he kept his silence. He wanted time, a chance to win free. Being
beaten to a bloody pulp would gain him nothing but pain and a body too
damaged to serve him if he did find the chance he needed.

Piggy and the dog faced female pulled him to his feet and shoved
him toward another creature, one that still retained most of his human
appearance, but looked to have partially melted like a candlds wax
expose to fire long one side.

"Get him on the beast and let's move," Melted-man ordered.

Their stench was nauseating, and had he not aready lost what food
lay in his stomach, hed have heaved it up then and there as Piggy and the
dog-woman lifted him to the back of something that might once have
been a horse, or even a cow. Whatever it had once been it now |ooked
like nothing but a giant slug with head of a weasel with the horns of a
goat. There were no legs, apool of mucus forming benesath it. It too stank
of rot and death, and the dime of its body stung his skin in a way that
warned of caustic secretions or mild toxin. He had to trust to his demonic
heritage to protect him from any harmful emanations the thing might
give off.

Failing that, he had to hope hed die before they reached their
Master, Gaurdaaz.

If not, if he couldn't escape—

No, he refused to think of what might happen. He wasn't completely
defeated yet. Not yet. Nor did he know if Jaella had managed to summon
their bloodsire from beyond the Gate.

Everything might not be lost.

The creature beneath him moved, gliding forward on its flood of
dlime, going much faster than any slug, even a gigantic one, should have.
The rest of the Horde that had destroyed the village hurried along,
surrounding him on al sides, a mob of stinking monsters when they
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should have been peaceful farmers and tradesmen, dairymaids and the
daughters of scholars.

He turned his head to glance one last time at the people who'd died
trying to protect him. An entire town hacked into bloody ruin, burned by
caustic spit, seared by flame. Murdered down to the last whimpering
babe.

"That's right, look at what you made us do," Piggy told him. "You
should have come out, surrendered to us, but no, you had to fight and
now they're dead."

He paid the thing no heed. The truth was the Horde would have
killed everyone anyway even if hed surrendered, and at |least being dead
they could not be warped into more creatures like these. Humans who'd
accepted Guardaaz's so called bargain and joined him.

They'd lost more than the dead. The dead only lost their lives. These
things had lost their souls and any trace of humanity they'd possessed.

He closed his eyes, feeling the unknown element in the slime on the
weasdl-slug creeping into his veins. A shiver rippled through him, and he
closed his eyes. It was like a drug meant to keep him quiet, make him
easy to handle, steal hiswill.

Rayné had to fight the smile that tried to form. Let them think he
was under the spell of the dug's muck. He could fight it, and if he got the
chance, he could fight them and escape. At least it dulled the pain,
though it seemed to be having no effect on his mind. Inwardly he
frowned, something in that alarming him.

He tried to move his fingers and found there was no response, at
least none he could feel. Trying to move a leg garnered him the same
lack of sensation, nor did hisleg move.

Panic struck at him then, his heartbeat picking up the pace.

Piggy laughed, "Ah, you've found out the reason we brought this
particular mount for you | see.

He tried to turn his head, move his eyes, and fond he couldn't even
manage that.

A hand reached over, Piggy gripping his hair again, turning his head
to stareinto his eyes, "Y ou won't escape your fate, pretty boy. You'll lose
your virginity and shed your blood on Gaurdaaz's prick and then hell
make you his slave, and you'll be glad to serve him, just aswe are.”

They held hisbody in thrall, but his mind was yet his own. Focusing
his entire being on one thing alone he reached out, sending a silent plea
for help to the only person who might hear him.
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*Jaella! Jaellal Please, if you hear me, | have been taken from the
Forest Clans by the Horde of Gaurdaazl We are heading for his
Fortress, and if | arrive there he will turn me against you and the
Daughters of the Moon! You must either free me or kill me before we
arrivel*

He didn't know if she heard him. He didn't even know if she was
still alive. What he did know was that without her he was in a hopeless
situation from which only death would save him if she could not. There
was no one else who would care if he fell into the hands of the enemy
because everyone that had mattered to him in the world lay dead, a feast
for worms and vermin.

* % % %

The prior night they had walked back to where the horses awaited
them beyond the confines of the Temple of the Moon. It was late and too
dark to travel through the forest surrounding the Temple, and the
Maidens, for al their training as warriors were in need of rest after their
ordeal.

None of them had spoken very much about the night's events, but
Jaella could tell by the wary glances that passed between the women that
the experience had shaken them—some more than others it was true—
but none of them were unchanged.

Jaella had dept fitfully, too aware of the male in their midst, the
ache between her legs, and the power that hummed through her body.
Shed awakened over and over to find him standing nearby facing due
south, staring into the night as if he strove to see their enemies through
the trees. Each time she awakened he was in the exact same place, totally
motionless, alayer of rime glittering like the dust of gemstones over him
and the ground at his feet so that he appeared more like statue in agarden
than he did aliving man.

But was he a man? Was he even a living being in the manner of a
human?

For that matter was she even human anymore?

She held a hand out and flexed her fingers, a dim shimmer of
magical energy answered the motion and she found herself doubting her
own humanity. At the heart of the matter was her understanding that the
power of the demon's magic, the sexua encounter had changed more
than her virginal state, it had also altered her very soul in some way.

Tainted by demon blood, kissed by untold power...no she probably
wasn't human any longer.
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Glancing at her companions she wondered if the Maidens were
entirely the same—human—after their encounter with the power of the
Gate, or the power of Lord Snow, ruler of the Coldlands.

There were no answersto be found in the starlit darkness.

Lying back down she dozed fitfully until the faint caress of dawn
had awakened the birds and the Maidens.

Snow had been standing exactly where she'd last seen him, looking
to the south as if he could sense the presence of the other demon. For al
she knew he could.

When it was time for them to get ready to leave he'd walked into the
forest leaving a pile of ice that glittered like shards of broken glass where
hed stood. When he returned she'd discovered that hed managed to
clothe himself, but she till didnt understand how he'd accomplished it.
She finally put it down to an aspect of the magic that was his and didnt
bother to wonder about it after that.

The women had broken their fast on dry trail rations and water,
dressed, then packed up their bedding and prepared to ride.

The sun had been in the sky less than a half an hour before the
women were ready. Mounted on sturdy warhorses, the Maidens of the
Moon, garbed in their battle dress of leather and bone armor rode along
the forest trail heading for the village where Rayné had lived.

* % % %

Snow and Jaella rode in the middle of the line, the pair just able to
keep their mounts side by side, the newly made Sorceress explaining
what had happened since Gaurdaaz's had arrived in their Realm.

"...s0 we knew something had come through the Gate," she was
telling him. " Some of the Warriors of the Moon went to the Temple to
find out if Raené had returned to us. When they didn't come back some
of the Maidens went to search for them. | went with them." Her
expression turned grim, the supple form of her mouth hardening into a
frown. "What we found told us that there was a demon on the loose, and
that the demon was not Raené.”

She lifted her canteen to her lips, took a drink and offered it to
Snow. He shook his head. Being what he was, he had no need for water
or food redly, and since he would be returning to the Coldlands when
this was over he didn't want any nagging appetites for things he couldn't
acquirein theice-locked wasteland.

Glancing at the woman from the corner of his eye he knew he'd
already be dealing with a craving there would be no satisfying on the
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other side of the Gate. A craving for soft yielding flesh, warmth and
companionship.

Her profile was one of beauty, and as they rode her breasts—full
and round—swayed and jiggled with the motion of her mount. He found
his gaze drawn to that motion, the shape of her face the way a northstone
drew iron.

"We started searching for the thing, but Gaurdaaz wasted no time.
Once he entered our world he began his work. He found a village and
told them what he was, and then he convinced them that he could give
them great power, great magic such as our pitiful world had never seen."

"And like foals, they believed him."

"Enough did, the rest—"

She shook her head and he watched how the sunlight sent sparks of
flame through the bright torrent of her hair. His cock shifted, rousing at
the sight of her beauty and he forced his gaze away, studying the space
between the ears of the warhorse he rode. It did little to quell the stirring
of his flesh. Jaella hadn't noticed how her nearness was affecting him. At
least he hoped she hadn't. He forced his mind to hear her words, rather
than the hammering of his own blood in his ears, redlizing that hed
missed part of her story.

"—Well the demon lied of course and they died then and there.
Only one person escaped. A young girl. She came and told the Elder
Council what sheld seen. People turned to monsters before her eyes. Only
then did we know for certain it wasn't Raené come back to us. He'd never
turn our people into beasts."

"No, he would make them beautiful because it would have suited his
aesthetic tastes. He could never abide anything ugly in his presence." He
sighed, "It iswhy | am as you see me now. | was attractive enough while
| was human to have captured his interest, but he made," the man
frowned, "improvements.”

Jaella turned to regard him, and Snow found himself staring into
eyes bright as summer leaves. He pulled his gaze quickly away. There
was no sense wanting what couldn't be attained.

"l see..." the Jadlla said. "Well the books al stated that he was a
demon prone to vanity, if my kinsman looked anything like Raené
himself, then he was beauty personified.”

"He was also as evil as he was beautiful."

"It's said the more beautiful the demon, the more dangerous.”
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"Quite true. Pity | didn't know that before | foolishly agreed to
becoming his pet," Snow remarked, his tone as bitter as his memories.

"Do you think Gaurdaaz really has Rayné?" Jaella asked Snow.

The big man nodded, "Y ou said your kinsman would have come for
the ceremony, even knowing his life would be forfeit should you prove
successful in summoning Raené. Correct?'

"Yes. He agreed. We both knew the only way to stop the other
demon was for him to become Raené in order to protect everything he
loved.”

"Well fortunately Raené no longer exists."

She regarded the ice pale man for amoment, "How is that fortunate?
| still don't know if your power is greater than Raené's or not. What if he
could have defeated Gaurdaaz and we discover that you cannot?'

The icy grey eyes turned to regard her in turn, "Raené might have
been able to defeat him, but keep in mind | killed Raené and took his
power. Wouldn't that make me greater than the Prince?"

Jaella brushed at some leaves that had fallen on her as they'd gone
under a low hanging branch, "You seem to think so," she replied. "I've
yet to be convinced. It might only prove that you were fortunate, or more
devious."

They rode in silence for a span of time until one of the Maidens of
the Moon rode back down the line to join them.

"Ophae says she is seeing signs that some of the Horde have come
thisway."

Jaellafrowned, "How many?'

"Sheisn't sure, they were moving with stealth rather than openly.”

"Which way?'

"Toward the village."

"Damn. How long ago?"

"Y esterday, probably right after dusk."

" So they've taken Rayné. That would be the only reason for them to
come thisfar into the forest," Jaella remarked.

The woman nodded her agreement, "Should we continue on to the
village, or skirt around it?"

"We go on. | want to make sure Rayné isn't among the dead."

"Yes Sorceress.” The woman reined her horse around and headed
back toward the front of their column.
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Jaella amost smiled at the term of respect the woman had granted
her, and had the news not been so dire, she would have. Rayné | pray you
are safe. Even if you are no longer needed to carry the power of the
demon, you are dear to me cousin.

"Now what | want to know is why would Gaurdaaz want your
kinsman?"'

"He seeks to prevent Raené from coming here."

"Wdl he need not worry about that," Snow remarked.

Her lips twisted in a wry bit of a smile that was not from humor,
"True."

"So of what value would he be to us, or them?"

" Other than he is my only kin and that | love him dearly, heis of no
use to our cause. Not unless or until he can learn to use the power that is
his by birth."

"He has magic then?'

She frowned at the man, "No. He is virgin as | was. In order for
Raené to be summoned we both had to be pure. For him to serve as the
vessel of the Princes power, he must be virgin." She sighed, "It is why
we are the last of our kind left. Many of our ancestors and ancestresses
died pure for fear the demon would be needed.

"We were the last two left and, instead of brother and sister as we
should have been, we are only distant kin. It was the main reason
everyone thought wed fail. By tradition the Daughter and the Avatar
must be brother and sister, and were only distant cousins. Very distant
ones. His ten times great-grandfather and my great-grandmother were
siblings. Twins, and Raené was their father."

The man nodded in understanding, "Y ou want to save him from this
Guardaaz if you can, dont you?"

"Yes" She studied the reins in her hands, then added, "We love one
another. Not in the way of men and women, but as a brother and sister
would." She sighed. "He—has no fondness for women."

Snow nodded. He was Raené's Avatar, and the Prince himself had
never found women to be of any interest to him, other than for the