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    Introduction 
 
      
 
    There is another world within our own; hidden from the naked eye, full of gruesome creatures, winged beasts, and the fair folk that control it all. As humans we have developed a numbness to other worldly things; fairies, gnomes and goblins, dragons, trolls and magic. We are blinded by this numbness;  allowing our co-inhabitants to live in peace. Well, as much peace as one can expect from a purely evil creature such as a fairy. 
 
      
 
        The “fair folk” are hideous beasts with grey corroding flesh and teeth as black as coal. They stand only three feet tall, but have the power to control even our world’s fate. 
 
      
 
        That is where our tale begins. 
 
      
 
        It was a warm autumn day in a small Colorado town. Leaves were just beginning to fall as the seasons changed. The air was moist with impending rain, and life was about as normal as could be. No one knew that what lie beyond their vision was the end of all they had come to know. For just beyond that invisible cloak a plot was being hatched; along with a few wicked eggs. 
 
      
 
        The people of Windsor were openly enjoying yet another annual harvest festival; rides, cotton candy, and local craftsmen selling their latests knick knacks and salsas. Kids buzzed around the park keeping their parents’ hands fuller than they could handle, and of course all of the teenagers looking for a distraction from the otherwise boring town found their way there as well. At one end of the park there were people playing sand volleyball, and at the other there were parents kissing their babies after a bouncy castle accident. Cars lined the road sides for blocks, and people complained as usual about how hard it was to find parking. 
 
      
 
        On the other side of the mist lay a cauldron in the center of the frenzy of our world’s celebrations. Surrounding it was five more smaller cauldrons forming the shape of a star. Inside these cast iron behemoths was bubbling, boiling tay; black as night and oozing over the brim. At the base of each pot were tiny trolls, standing only four inches high they fueled the fires in their chains and shackles. They worked like the slaves that they were, knowing that if they ever so much as dreamed of taking a moment’s rest they would be victim to the flames. A strong gust of wind blew leaves off our trees as the predators of the mist began to arrive. Their wings hummed an angry noise as their rotting corpses formed grey clouds overhead. Their drooling mouths forming our first few drops of rain. They gnawed through branches with their soot colored teeth. As they flew overhead the winds grew stronger, gnomes took cover in the tree, and the shackled trolls began to swiftly rise with the wind. Screams of fear and agony could almost be heard across the worlds as tiny bones crushed in their confines. A screeching sound silenced the creatures as the first words of the end seeped out of the fair ones mouths. They spoke in unison as if only one mind existed. “Invalids” they cried “why is it not ready?” The trolls could not speak as their tongues had been viciously removed after imprisonment. Those whose tongues had grown back spoke only in their native language, and only briefly when their captors could not hear. 
 
        The fae looked down at their bubbling altar and laughed a wet putrid laugh. “Tonight my little friends you shall be free to roam, your lives will again be yours to live, but remember we’re always watching.” They swept across the air; landing in six groups, each around a cauldron. As they chanted inaudibly the group at the tip of the star reached their hands into the tar causing their grey skin to blister and peel away, revealing tendons and muscles even the occasional bone, all of which were grey and rotting. In their flesh ridden hands they held a large white ball of what appeared to be stone. The others followed suit; each revealing a different color stone until they reached the center cauldron. The five points brought their burning hot treasures to the center and working clockwise dropped them in. Each caused a burst of colored smoke lingering above their heads forming shapes of death and despair. When the last gem was dropped the smoke dissipated and darkness fell. A crack and a rumble revealed that they hand not been stones or gems at all, but disgusting putrid eggs. The cauldron exploded into the air as the end of our world began. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    The Creatures 
 
      
 
        The creatures emerged one by one from the goo, awaiting instruction from their fae leaders; each to take a turn attempting to destroy the town and all who inhabit it. Eventually they would bind together, but the magic of the fair folk was not strong enough to send them all. They fed off of destruction and death, and this tiny town they’d enchanted for so many long years lacked both. They grew weak, unable yet to cross through the boundaries of the worlds themselves. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    White 
 
      
 
        White smoke billowed out of the tarry cauldron and formed a gruesome image of young children at play. They laughed and smiled running wild as kids should do. Their little faces began to cringe and contort, flesh began to crack and bleed as it was replaced by granite and stone. Their eyes simmered; melted away to precious gems. Some were viciously green emeralds, some burning hot rubies, and the most horrible of all were acidic white pearls. The newly born goblins hungered for their innocence, and gravely envied those who still had theirs. Their hunger grew immense every second the rock aged. It cracked and bled muddy goo. There was only one way to satiate their hunger, they had to feed! 
 
      
 
        As the smoke rose up into the air a fine mist formed in the altar. Three young goblins cracking and crumbling appeared. They spoke much like their fairy masters in unison, but with the soft sweet voices of the children they had once been. “What do you ask of us Masters?” The fairies smiled toothy grins, and pointed into the distance. “Go now my children” they chuckled “go into the world of innocence and destroy every soul.” The goblin children huddled together like giggling school kids. “As you wish, Masters.” With a wave of wind a cool fog fell over the altar and the kids were gone. 
 
      
 
        In the non-magical and known world they appeared in a gazebo. The people of Windsor looked at the strange looking children in bewilderment. Holding hands they walked as one down the steps to the nearby playground. When they reached the sandy grounds their hands broke and they went in different directions; each carefully choosing a child to “play” with. One goblin child they called Crimson, because of her lustful history of bloodshed and her bloody ruby eyes, walked up to a little girl in a floral sundress with pigtails in her hair. “Will you play with me?” As the little girl jumped off of the swing and ran toward her mother Crimson giggled. “Yay” she said “I like tag, especially when I’m it!” She ran after the little girl and grabbed her by the arm. The girl turned and as she screamed Crimson squeezed tighter opening her bright red eyes and mouth. The girls skin began to crack, and tears ran down her face. 
 
      
 
        The fairies could feel the rise in their powers from across the mist. Nothing satisfied them more than the destruction of humanity. Their eyes began to vibrate with pleasure as each human soul perished “our strength will soon be enough to open the portal again.” 
 
      
 
        Parents screamed as their newly devoured children cracked and bled on the sand and grass. Their eyes changed, and they slowly faded into what they may forever be. “Don’t you love me anymore, Mommy” one girl cried as she was pushed off her mother’s leg. The fear quickly spread; as did the disease. Soon enough every child in the park had been enveloped by the goblins who sat on the swings holding hands as they swung in unison singing a disturbing song. 
 
      
 
    Flesh will crackle 
 
    Eyes will burn 
 
    Into goblins children turn 
 
    Eyes of gems and skin of stone 
 
    Come now children 
 
    From this home 
 
      
 
        As their song rang out through the town the air vibrated sending all the uninfected children into a trance. They walked like zombies from their homes and the stores; ignoring their parents’ cries to stay. They all began to congregate in the park around the swings. Their conscious minds had no control over their bodies, but tears fell from their eyes as they tried with all their might to resist. As the children arrived the goblins began to sing a softer song. 
 
      
 
    Come now children one and all 
 
    Don’t resist the goblin call 
 
    Say goodbye to Mother, Father 
 
    Born again in fairy altar 
 
      
 
        As children one by one became newborn goblins they found their hunger. The more Crimson and her siblings sang the more their hatchlings fed on other uninfected children of the community. Parents panicked breaking down the doors of local doctor’s offices, and the local police station trying desperately to unravel the mystery of what was happening to their babies. Infants unable to walk were the only children left unaffected the the serious epidemic. 
 
        On the phone an officer, of large build with a bald head and sturdy stance, rubbed his brow in confusion. “Ma’am slow down, what do you mean your daughter was attacked?” A sob rang through the line as the distraught mother tried to gather herself enough to speak to the officer and make him understand. “I mean my little girl was attacked by another little girl whose skin was made of rocks.” The officer held back an irritated sigh as the “lunatic” woman continue her unbelievable story. “The rock girl grabbed my Izzy and turned her into some kind of hideous monster!” The officer became more frustrated “ma’am this line is for emergencies only, we don’t take kindly to prank callers.” The anger in his voice offended the hysterical mother “look you ass, this is not a prank call. There is something seriously wrong happening at the Harvest Festival. Send a squad car and you’ll see.” Angrier she spoke again “or better yet get off your lazy ass and come yourself!” She hung up the phone with force. Someone somewhere had to be able to fix this, she thought. 
 
      
 
        Girls and boys as far as the eye could see began singing goblin songs. They were disgusted by their own bodies, and rejoiced in sharing their pain. Soon their disease would spread to children of the surrounding towns. The three original goblin siblings giggled as they instructed the youth of Windsor to spread out as far as they could go. One group was sent to Fort Collins to the North West, one to Loveland in the South West, and the third to Greeley in the East. The epidemic had begun, and no child would be left unturned. 
 
      
 
        After Crimson and her siblings had finished instructing their young they returned to their fairy masters beyond the mist. They stepped through the realms with grace and poise. “It has been done, Masters. Soon all the children will be ours.” The fairies grinned, baring their rotting teeth and meaty gums. “You have done well my sweets. Our power is now plentiful and your hatched brethren can do their parts.” 
 
      
 
        As the fairies shifted, the group from the top right point of the star moved toward the cauldron. The prior fairies returned to their altar with their goblin children tagging happily behind. The fairies thanked their minions by letting them live. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    Blue 
 
      
 
        As the fairy group began to summon their egg, a screech came from the smoke. The images appeared in the form of a young maiden. She was a beautiful sight. Her long tawny hair down to her rump, big blue eyes that shimmered in the sunlight, and a perfect smile, but the winds blew and the moon began to rise. When the moon shone its pearly light the woman’s beauty disappeared. Her flesh was covered in boils, and her teeth became razor points too sharp for her to close her mouth all the way. Her long blonde locks sizzled away to splotches of grey and balding patches. Her blue eyes blazed, and turned the wickedest shade of yellow. In another moment she screamed, her cries echoing out over the land, and an image of a man appeared. Within moments of her awful cry the man grasped his chest with pain. He then collapsed to the ground, and his heart stopped. She continued her agony throughout the night as death’s carriage came for poor unfortunate souls all over the world. 
 
      
 
        The smoke fell to dew as the beautiful girl appeared next to the fairies that drew her there. She did not speak in this form, in this world, so the fae gave their instructions and she was gone. “Let her warn their world that their time has come” spoke the fairies “there shall be destruction far and wide, from mountain tops to valleys we will reign.” 
 
      
 
        She took shelter in an abandoned house near the eastern edge of town. She sat in silence and awaited nightfall. As the moon rose and her transformation completed, she cried out. She could feel all the pain of the dying children. Her cry pierced the air and carried for miles. With goblins on the hunt her call would never end. 
 
      
 
        The fairies took pleasure in hearing her constant ring through the mist. They danced with delight as their bidding was done through the region. With every awful cry their powers grew, and soon they would be able to usher in another vital part of their wicked plan. 
 
      
 
        As the sun rose and the goblins simmered down the banshee took again her beautiful form. She stayed hidden in the empty house awaiting the need for her call. She had been weakened by the constancy of death, and began to resent her true form, as well as the spawn that drove her from her natural home. She recalled home as though at any moment she would awake there. 
 
      
 
        High in the mountains of Tranquility she lavished herself by the enchanting waterfall. Its beauty was second only to her own. This was the only place she knew of where she did not change forms, and was able to use her beautiful voice. She sang out across the mountain tops, bathing in the pool beneath the waterfall. These enchanted mountains were her only freedom, and all she dreamed of for weeks to come was her magnificent return home. She knew that the fairy magic was much stronger than that of her own, and the only way to stop them would be to kill their voice. The one fairy that controlled them all would have to parish if she ever hoped to see her home again, and that meant they would have to emerge from the mist. In their world they controlled everyone’s fate, but here in the human world, with the right help, she could strike. She spent her nights crying out to the world, and her days plotting her revenge on the fae. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Three 
 
    Red 
 
      
 
        As the fairies, unknowingly, continued to laugh at what they assumed would soon enough be their world domination, the last group stepped back to their cauldron. The center fairies summoned forward the group to the South East with a wave. As they moved forward a cloud of red smoke filled the air. Two haunting yellow eyes glowed in the smoke and slowly a large black dog appeared. Its body was nearly the size of a horse. It did not growl or attack as a group of women appeared beside it. They seemed as though they could not see the monster; though why was unclear. One of the women looked around searching for the sound she was hearing; it was a baby’s cry. She did not find the source all through her journey, but continued to hear its cry. As she parted from her companions, and returned home she found her husband in a drunken rage. She tried to run or scream, but slap after slap met her cheeks. He beat her until she lay dying on the floor; she looked up at his puzzled look. As she drew her last breath the sounds of her screams echoed in his head, followed by the cry of a baby. 
 
      
 
        The smoke settled and the silent beast appeared. As though connected somehow to its masters, it knew what it was meant to do, and with a sudden enthusiasm rushed through the mist. 
 
      
 
        The dog sniffed around the park on each person waiting for the smell of death. It soon came to a newlywed couple hiding behind a tree having what was obviously not their first fight since their marriage had begun. “You’re not the man I married Jonathan.” She sobbed into her hands as he tried to keep her from drawing more attention to them. “Do you hear that” he asked. “Hear what” she said “your ignorance?” He sighed “no Janet, a baby crying.” Enraged believing he was referring her she heaved her purse across his face and ran across the street. As he shook off the blow and tried to catch up he failed to pay attention to anything but the baby in his head and the goal in his heart. He was startled by the screeching sound of tires and the blaring of a car horn. His body was hurdled over the hood of the sedan; he landed in a crumpled pile on the side of the street. The dog walked away smelling for its next victim as onlookers rushed to help the man who still had not moved. “Someone call 911” screamed Janet as she groveled next to his body. She waited for what seemed like an eternity for an ambulance to show up. 
 
      
 
        Begging her husband to hold onto his life. Blaming herself, as she forever would. 
 
      
 
        A canine grin came across the cufith’s face as it emerged on its next fatality. An old woman sat in a hospital bed; she buzzed the nurse to come in when she began hearing the crying. The nurse told the woman that it was about time for her medicine and ignored her pleas. No one will take you seriously with that disease, Margret, she thought to herself. Little did the nurse know that would be the last lucid moment the woman would ever have. She decided long ago to end the suffering, and took this opportunity to follow through. She waited until the young nurse vanished, and reached into her dresser drawer. Retrieving all her pills from the last week she bore down and swallowed. Within minutes she was no longer in pain, she was finally at peace. 
 
      
 
        As the death toll rose the fairies strength grew. They knew that soon it would be time to summon another creature from the depths of the tar. The eggs were a powerful sort of magic. Pulling the ones it called upon from their happiness; from their homes. Calling them to do the bidding of whoever beckoned them, be it for good or evil. The knew their hound would continue happily doing their work, but something felt wrong. There was a pure goodness disturbing their force, and they knew that if they were to succeed it must be stopped. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Four 
 
    Yellow 
 
      
 
        “It is time now brothers to summon a more mischievous creature to our command.” The fairies from the South West corner stepped forward and called their disciples. A puff of yellow smoke filled the air with tiny whispers and buzzing sounds. The scene seemed peaceful as kids and adults alike played happily in the park. A sudden shriek was heard through the crowd followed by another and then another. Tiny feet and tiny faces flashed before innocent eyes before their gut wrenching teeth sank deep into the flesh, paralyzing anyone they bit. The creatures move in and out like flashes of light; only seen by those about to become their feast. Those unlucky enough to spot a sprite were horrified by what they saw. The faces of slaughtered children rested on the shoulders of rotten bodies, equip with wings that flutter at the speed of sound and teeth as sharp as knives. The smoke evaporated, and the sprites blinked into the portal across the worlds, ready to demolish young and old in their hunger. 
 
      
 
        The chaos in town had become overwhelming; the police stations in every town within thirty miles were packed full of panicking citizens and complaints. A man of rotund stature stood on a small metal chair that’s hinges bent under his weight. “People please” he spoke over the echoing voices “we will be holding a town meeting tomorrow at noon to discuss everyone’s concerns.” He rubbed his brow with contempt as he continued “please be prepared to ask your questions, and voice your concerns there. Those of you here about the missing children please follow officer Mullner to the conference room where one at a time you can give descriptions and pictures of your child to our detectives.” Still in a huff the townsfolk split into groups and were either escorted to the conference room or reassured that their problems would be addressed the following day. 
 
      
 
        After a long agonizing night full of terror and tears the town filed into the town hall, packing it to the brim. The podium was surround with town officials, and every notice board had been sufficiently covered in missing persons posters. Every child between the ages of two and eight had disappeared, and the situation had gotten seriously out of hand. The officer who had announced the meeting the day before stood at the podium tapping every microphone to make sure they were working. The crowd chattered loudly and full of angst. “Alright, let’s settle down now and get this under way. The sooner we get done here the sooner we can all get back to what’s really important.” With the echo of his voice people began sitting where they could; kinder people moved to allow the elderly and disabled to be seated, while the rest stood in the over cramped and overheating room. The walls cried sweaty tears. One by one the people of Windsor were given a microphone and allowed to speak their peace. Complaints and concerns ranged from the threats of missing children to the recent increase in deaths. Newspapers were filled with eulogies and articles regarding the lack of information about the town’s kids. The people in the back of the hall began swatting at a buzzing sound that they believed were flies. 
 
      
 
        Back beyond the mist the fairy elders waited for the feeling of the shift and strengthening of their powers, but felt none. Their frustration rose as they cursed at their creatures for taking so long. They called out through the mist to their winged beasts; enraged their voices carried to the ears of the sprites. It showed to the humans only as a sudden burst of wind through the door of Town Hall. Chills ran up the sweats spines of those closest to the doors, but to the sprites the message was clear. The fae realized at that moment that though sprites were an effective and ruthless bunch, when summoned against their will they can be difficult to control. 
 
      
 
        With their threats clear in the mind of every sprite the mischievous fae cousins began their invasion. Wings flapped like hummingbirds and teeth chattered together anticipating the taste of fresh blood. Their first strike bore down on the sturdy officer standing over the podium. In a flash the tiny iridescent beast crept over his head and opened its bloody face. Its jaw seemed to unhinge and with a quick snap a shot of green flew from its throat and into the officer’s eyes. He scream in shock, horror, and pain as the skin around his eyes began to boil and blister. He instinctively reached up to his face, but the light pressure of his fingertips did not soothe his pain. As he pulled his hands away from his face his legs collapsed out from under him. As he peeled away his flesh and eyes began to seep from his skull. His body crumpled to the floor in the fetal position as he entered a state of shock, and his heart exploded in his chest. Blood seeped from where his lips once were, and the townsfolk panicked at the gruesome image of what was left of their dwindling hope. 
 
      
 
        The fae felt strong as their bloodshed continued, but when they went to rejoice by raising the last of their summoning eggs they realized a problem had come to rise. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Five 
 
    Green 
 
      
 
        The last set of fae reached into the cauldron and watched as their emerald green egg hatched. Out of it poured green venomous smoke and scorching flames. Chains clinked as images of fire breathing beasts being prodded at with pitchforks appeared. The noble creatures cried out and screamed in a language unknown to man. Their wings swept the span of one thousand seas, and their bodies were covered in armor like scales all impenetrable except for one that sat just above their hearts. Horns spurred from their skulls and twisted back rolling down their spiked spines. Their teeth were jagged and sat in mouths full of putrid gas. One of the beautiful creatures shrieked and set its capture a blaze. Gripping its tangled claws into the ground it spread its wings and began to rise off of the ground. The chain bindings around its feet began to snap, and the beast took flight; followed shortly by its brethren. The took to the mountains to hibernate, hidden from the world. 
 
      
 
        It would not be pleasant to awake a sleeping dragon, but the fae knew that it was the last pillar in their path to true power. The the rage of the mist’s most frightful beast on their side they were sure to quickly dominate both worlds. 
 
      
 
        The beasts appeared, crushing the altar under their massive bodies. Rage filled their burning eyes as the set fire to the first fae they encountered. The fairies realized that the had made a grave mistake, but were determined to continue on as planned. The rose their rotten hands in unison “go now into the world and destroy everything in your path.” A swift cry cut through the worlds as the dragons set flight. They crossed the mist, but the fae were not pleased as they felt their power drain from opening the portal without an altar. They tried and tried, but to their dismay they did not retain enough magic to hold their control over the creatures. The dragons could feel the spiritual release of their captors, and set flight for the hills of Horsetooth Rock. There they would begin recolonizing and create their new home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Release 
 
      
 
        The creatures all across the region could feel the release of the fairy’s hold on them. They rejoiced and wept as the realized that though they were now free to cause havoc through the human world as they wished they still could not return to their homes beyond the mist. When their captors had summoned them here their altar had not been made to return through the portals the way they had come. Until powerful enough creatures were found they would be stuck here, in this hell. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    Return of the Goblins 
 
      
 
        Weeks had gone by with no signs of the town’s children. Parents decomposed with grief as the police began giving notices that there was nothing more that they could do. “What do you mean there’s nothing you can do, the entire town is missing its children and there’s nothing you can do” a woman sobbed as she spoke to a local officer. “Ma’am I am sorry, but” she cut him off before he could continue. “No you lazy bastards aren’t trying hard enough, until every child is home safe you people are worthless.” The officer shook his head and rubbed his temples with his scrawny fingertips knowing that there was both nothing he could do to satisfy the woman’s desire, and nothing more he could do to find the children -- not even his own. 
 
      
 
        That night he sat alone at his desk at the station; shedding silent tears over his son Hayden who was among the missing children. His tears ran quickly down his rosy cheeks from his sunken eyes and onto the glass of a picture frame. A strange sound came from outside the door. “Daddy, help me” it cried “my skin hurts.” The child’s voice rang as clear as day through the tired man’s ears. “Hayden, buddy is that you?” The officer called out to the weary voice that he know had to be his son. He leapt up with excitement, and bolted to the door expecting to see Hayden the way he remembered him, but that was not the case. Indeed his son stood in front of him, but where his soft pale skin once was now lay cracking stone, and his deep blue eyes had been replaced by the purest of green emeralds. “Daddy, it hurts” the boy cried sandy tears as his skin continued to crack. The disease of goblinism was nearly impossible to cure, but the man was determined to save his son. With that in mind he wrapped an awkward arm around Hayden’s shoulders and pulled him close to his chest. The boy was cold and hard, but he knew that somewhere inside his son still lived on, and that was all he needed to keep the faith in his heart alive. 
 
      
 
        All across the town the same stone covered children were reappearing in their homes. The older ones expressed their pain fluently while the young just cried inconsolably. Parents were both relieved to see their kids returned and mortified by their condition. No one was entirely sure what this malformation was, or how to fix it. People crowded into doctors’ offices and hospitals with the unanswerable questions: what was going on with the children, where had they been, and what could they do to save them from this mysterious disease? There was no way for anyone to know that the only way to save their children was to kill the first goblins to be born. Crimson and her siblings held the key to every child’s freedom. In their eyes were held shards of the children’s souls, and the only way to change them back was to break the stony eyes and free those shards. The only way to do this was to crack their flesh with a banshee’s scream, but who would be the one to discover this mystery? Little did the townsfolk know that their answer lay in an abandoned house just at the edge of town. Did the banshee realize that with her help thousands of lives could be saved? All she had to do was kill children, her children. The reasons she became the monster she is. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    Children of a Banshee 
 
      
 
        Many moons ago before the mist was overrun by the fae, in a peaceful time high up in the mountains of Tranquility lived a young widow and her three children. Her daughters Cera who would someday be known as Crimson, Emara and Pearcious. They danced and sang their days away in flowered fields and sun dripped mountain sides. When the fae first brought forth the portal it had been dangerous and unstable. Without an altar they could not control where their portals would appear, or when. One day while the blissfully ignorant woman sang softly in her home her children ran freely in the meadows as they did regularly, but this day would be very different. On this day a powerful dark magic befell the mountains of Tranquility, opening a portal through the mist to the human world. Filled with childish curiosity they wandered through the portal and appeared in a strange place we know as a playground. Overwhelmed by their new surroundings they played and bantered innocently. With a sudden piercing pain they began their transformation into what they would forever become. The woman followed behind her children in fear of what they had gotten into, but by the time she got there it was too late. Her babies were gone; replaced by soulless creatures full of vengeance and hunger. They cried in their mother’s arms as one by one the last bits of their humanity were devoured by the disease that the portal had created. The woman cried inconsolably for her children. Seasons came and went as she cried in the human world. She soon realized that the longer she cried for her own loss the more she felt the impending loss of others. The fae had destroyed her family, and one day she would find vengeance somehow. She began to cry out when she sensed death to warn its on comers; to help prepare people for what was to come. The more she did this the number she became to her own loss. Her body began to transform with the night’s moon into the monster that the fae had turned her into. 
 
      
 
        In her final return to the mist she approached the fairy elders, begging for their help. She brought through the mist with her the goblin children; hoping that what fairy magic had done fairy magic could undo. The fairies laughed at the woman’s pleas and told her that her children were gone, and that only she could release them now. That her new cry was powerful, and would free the children from their peril, but in return for this advice they swore that one day her and her diseased babies would serve their wills. In the woman’s refusal she swore she would find another way to save the children from their hunger. 
 
      
 
        She took the fairies words for granted that day and returned to her mountain home; hiding her children from both the fairies and the rest of the world. The nights were difficult, but she found a way to survive. Until the day the fae followed through with their threats and summoned the family back through the wicked portals that had once ruined their lives. 
 
      
 
        Now released from the hold of the fae the woman was free to leave her hiding place and begin again her search for her children. When she emerged from the home she had been damned to she wandered into the town that had been the place of her children’s disgusting rebirth. On her journey she passed silently by the distressed townsfolk and realized that her children had finally fed. Her heart sank in her chest as she searched high and low, but could not feel even the slightest presence from them. Little did she know that they had already been returned through the mist, and were under the capture of the fae. In her soul she knew that she alone could release these innocent children, and their weary parents from their burning despair. She alone could defeat this heinous disease, but the loss would be great for her. It would be her children; whose souls had already perished, or the lives of those who could still be saved. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Three 
 
    A Need to Return 
 
      
 
        A hound with no master is called a stray. A stay amongst any normal hounds would run freely, happy to be able to roam with no boundaries, but a stray amongst the Cufith is like a child with no mother. 
 
      
 
        Lost and alone in the human world the hound’s cry became weak. Without its mast’s power it had no reason to continue on. Less and less could it cry to its victims, and more than ever it felt a need, a hunger to return through the mist. With the altar destroyed and the portal closed there was no way for the lost pup to get home. Rage began to fill its heart and soul. As the rage intensified the fae could feel its pain. They tried to call to their beloved pet, their handsome minion of death, but their calls could only be heard as whispers of wind across the worlds. The Cufith was nothing without its master’s call, and over time its cry would dissipate completely. 
 
      
 
        The fairy’s heartless chests pounded as they tried desperately to open the portal just long enough to bring their wounded hound home to heal. After many nights trying a successful portal was finally formed. Limping and silent the hound emerged from the portal presenting itself to its masters; it cried its last cry, but no one could hear it as it drew in its final breath, curled up at the fae’s feet and passed on. 
 
      
 
        In pain the fairy elder cried out, damning the dragons that had destroyed their altar, and their companion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Four 
 
    Free to Feed 
 
      
 
        Feeling a powerful sweep of release from the hold of fairy magic the mischievous sprites rejoiced in their new found freedom. Having already preyed on several people within the town their hunger for destruction rose. They began attacking local animals first. Dogs and cats went missing from homes, as the sprites buzzing wings led them to the river where they had taken shelter. 
 
        As the animals arrived the sprites would flash quickly in and out of the air. A single bite to the flesh of any creature with their razor sharp teeth paralyzed their furry victims; allowing them to feed without a fight. Boredom soon arose in their devious hearts; animals were too easy to prey on. They were easy to eat, and piles of house pets lay rotting and putrid along the river, but they were hungry now for a thrill, a chase, a challenge. Simply feeding was no longer enough. So in groups they traveled through the town; each choosing a person or family of power and waiting for the most public moment to strike. 
 
      
 
        A man and his wife sat across from each other in the local bar. It was a warm Saturday night; the bar was filled with its usual clientele along with the few stragglers hanging around for karaoke night. The man, a member of the local medical field, tried to quiet his wife’s futile attempts at convincing him to sing her their song. “Baby, it’s been so long since I’ve heard you sing. You sang to me the night we met, can’t you humor me now?” She continued on “it is our anniversary after all.” Seeing that resistance was pointless he caved into her request. “Fine” he said playfully “but I won’t like it.” Little did they know how true that would be. As he took the microphone into his hand he began to sing. Half way through his public humiliation he began to hear a buzzing sound, a sudden flash before his eyes revealed a winged creature whose teeth were gnawing and foaming. Drool ran down its mouth. The man fell silent, disgusted he swatted at the flying beast, but it was too late. The sprite’s teeth locked onto the flesh of his hand leaving him immobile and helpless to what would happen next. The woman rose up to help her husband whose body was now lying in a crumpled pile on the stage. The dim lighting of the bar did a good job of hiding his mutilation, but when she finally reached his side she screamed in horror; as skin boiled from the acid of the sprite’s saliva, and she was next. She ran, but no one on the earth is fast enough to outrun a sprite. Once you have been chosen your time will come. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Five 
 
    Hibernation 
 
      
 
        Deep in the caves of Horsetooth Rock the beasts spoke in a language of their own. “My brothers, take sleep. Soon our time will come to free both worlds from the sickness of the fae.” 
 
      
 
        They wings clapped together and sent shivers through the mountainside, forming enormous caves. Here the dragons would remain to take rest until the time came that they were to save us all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    The Hulgrith 
 
      
 
        As the creatures rebelled the fairies felt a drain in their powers as well as their energy. They knew that they would have to be hasty in finding a way to regenerate their portals to make their grand enterance into the human world. Their general target was small, but after what they had been through that was all they needed, at least for now. 
 
      
 
        The fairy elder stood in bleak silence as he recalled the years past, when the mist was peaceful and they still had their illustrious beauty. It was told in legends across the land that the fae were creatures of the sky. They lived in harmony with nature, and controlled the seasons for all of the mist, but a disturbance was caused that shifted the world. Humans began to build on another plain; their destructive ways brought doubt to the creatures across the land of whose power was great man or fae. Rage filled the fae as they tried desperately to regain control over their subjects, but their efforts were futile. The older fairy known as Malgrim became the most enraged and was the first to turn. 
 
      
 
        As the peace and love was squeezed from fragile veins it was replaced with hunger; a hunger for revenge on the men that occupied this town, and maybe someday on all of mankind. With this new found hatred for humanity and life the fairies became as vile to lay eyes on as they were to encounter. 
 
      
 
        Malgrim shook himself out of his haze, out of his past, and returned to his efforts to find a way through the portal. He spoke not with his brethren, but to them. Releasing them from their seemingly incurable trance. “What, my kin, do you suppose we do now to enter their world?” Fairies one by one shook themselves free of his constant control and pondered on the dire matter at hand. “Rebuild the altar! Isn’t that what those putrid gnomes and trolls are shackled for” one brave fae spoke clearly from the center of the crowd; hoping only to satiate Malgrim’s desires. The trolls were indeed under heinous capture, but the enslaved gnomes had been sent out to the human world to be used as looking glasses. “All the trolls in the mist could not build a proper altar, no, this must be stronger.” Malgrim’s disappointment was written all over his face. The bravery drained from the courageous fae’s body, and he sunk back into the crowd hoping not to be punished for his free speech. This was his lucky day as the elder was preoccupied on his own thoughts. With a sudden astonished look Malgrim spoke in a thunderous tone. “We must summon another beast! One with the power to replenish itself.” The crowd fell silent, all but one “Elder, do you really intend to summon the Hulgrith?” The elder fairy smiled a toothless grin and nodded his head. 
 
      
 
        That night as the moon rose in the human world the fae peered through the windows of the gnome slaves’ eyes and watched patiently for just the right moment to activate their altar. As the stars aligned in the night sky the fairies chanted, again as one in their sullen voices. Their words poured out in an ominous tone. 
 
      
 
    To the day be sworn 
 
    Across abyss 
 
    From depths of hell 
 
    Come the many 
 
    Come the Hulgrith 
 
      
 
        They continued their summoning spell until a puff of black smoke rose up in front of the pack. Out of the smoke emerged a grey skinned creature standing four heads above its fairy callers. Its skin was shiny and covered in scales that had been poorly sewn onto its body from dragons past. Its ears pointed high skyward like an elf, and its lips curled around monstrous teeth. 
 
      
 
        With little effort it shot a hand out around the elder’s throat “how dare you call on me!” Malgrim clutched the enormous hand around this throat in agony and released a fleeting breath. “We need your strength in numbers to reactivate our portals.” He gagged back his words as the soulless creature released his grip. “I will help you fairy, but I warn you, my service comes at a great price.” Malgrim pondered to himself for a moment and spoke softly “what kind of price are you talking about Holstrom?” With a dark chuckle Holstrom spoke in a mighty tone. “You will not know what is to come, but a price will be paid.” With little belief or interest in this untold price the fairies agreed to pay. In this the Hulgrith stepped forward and opened a jar from its inner coat pocket. The jar was crawling with what looked like maggots, and the fae became very confused. 
 
      
 
        The fairies decided to excite themselves and their strong curiosity. When asked what was contained in the jar Holstrom laughed with glee. “These are spiteworms.” He spoke fondly of the creatures as though they were his kin. He delved into every detail about the worms’ innate ability to create portals from nothing more than the silk they spun. Holstrom left no detail out, except one. When he presented the jar to Malgrim he said with great revelry “do not release them unless you are in dire need and are willing to sacrifice anything for a portal to open.” Again recalling his days as a handsome fairy, and the day the mist was shifted Malgrim became blinded and deafened by rage. A rage that he had been carrying for a century or more. He opened the jar and cackled “go my little ones, open your portals and let us through. Our time is now!” The worms crawled out of the jar in a hungry frenzy, and fell to the ground. They spread like wildfire; each devouring the first living creature they encountered. Four fae had been lost in those moments, and the blind rage grew in the elder’s heart. “You said they opened portals, not that they would eat my men.” Holstrom laughed at the elders ignorance “I told you” he said “do not open it if you could not sacrifice.” He chuckled on “you chose their fates; you killed them.” 
 
      
 
        After devouring the flesh from their victims the spiteworms spun golden silk around their bodies like cocoons. Where the mummified dead lie, portals began to appear. The bodies fell through the portals, the silk gone from sight, but what they became when they entered into the human world was yet another mystery to behold. Their mythical beauty had returned to them. They lay cold, crumpled, beautiful corpses in the same world that had made them so hideous. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Beginning the Merge 
 
      
 
        As the elder peered out through the portals at the hideously gorgeous remnants of his soldiers he swore aloud; cursing the Hulgrith for the false hope he had brought to his remaining men. “What trickery is this, beast?” Malgrim threw his arms furiously into the air “am I to believe that my people must die to possess that which was rightfully ours to begin with?” Losing concentration on his hold over his brethren the fae were released to see their fallen brother’s beautiful bodies through the portal. They began to question the truth behind their elder’s rage. They wanted their beauty, their sight, and now their freedom. 
 
      
 
        “You lied to us, Malgrim” spoke the brave fairy from before. “You told us that this world, these humans created our hideous nature, but it was you!” He continue to rant and gain the attention of every other fairy within the group. “You couldn’t handle the questions regarding your power; you couldn’t accept that you are no longer a force to be reckoned with.” Holstrom laughed at the young fae whose words were strongly compelling to the other fae, and were obviously cutting deeply into Malgrim’s mind keeping his control suspended. “You ‘re just an old man who can’t handle the truth. Maybe it’s time we give this world a chance to cure us all.” When the fairy stepped through the portal he shivered as a force of peace ran through his veins. He realized that the destruction that this world had created so many years ago was not to ruin the mist, but to join it with its own. It was time now, not for a rebellion, but for a union. His body began to shimmer slightly as it changed, the anger that had eaten away at them all was gone and he was finally free. The other fairies began to separate into groups, some felt the release of Malgrim’s control too much to bear. They stood behind him still, ready and willing to lay down their lives for his cause no matter what it was. The rest began to follow Ryston through the open portals; hoping to begin new lives there in the human world that would someday meld with the world they had always known. 
 
      
 
        As more and more of his ranks flowed through the portals to freedom Malgrim felt himself weaken. He knew in his heart that if anything were to happen to him it would be the end of his war, and he would never complete his mission. He needed to convince the men that had stayed behind that he was pure in his intentions; that revenge was not the only purpose he held. He tried to tell them that all he wanted was to preserve their way of life, but to no avail. All the remaining men wanted was to continue beside him with no conscious awareness of the matter. 
 
      
 
        In another part of the town the banshee was continuing her own quest to find her lost children. She felt a sudden pierce through her heart and screamed. She knew that they were near. The children had passed back through the portals when they opened, eager to continue their wretched feeding. She walked as the pain increased throughout her lungs and stomach; knowing that the more pain she felt the closer she got. She arrived at the playground. Of course, why not return to kill where you had already died, how she could not have guessed that this is where they would go first baffled her. As sure as the sky in Tranquility is clear; there they sat; swinging simultaneously in a row. They peered up from their perches in amazement at the sight of their lost mother. “Mommy, where have you been” laughed Crimson. “You’ve missed all the fun. We’ve made lots of friends here, Mommy!” She cried as she got closer. Here in this world she could not speak to her children without releasing her screams. She ran to their sides and held them all in her arms one last time; she kissed their heads and traced hearts on their chests with her fingers. “Mommy” said Emara “what are you doing?” The woman opened her mouth and allowed the air in her lungs to drain, creating the most painful ear shattering screech that this or any other world had ever heard. She watched as their skin began to peel away. The stone that she had gotten so used to seeing on their faces was slowly becoming skin again, and their tears brought immense pain to their eyes. They began to melt from the sockets of their skulls releasing tiny shimmering shards along with them. Soon she held in her arms only the limp cold bodies of her babies. 
 
      
 
        She sat in tears holding them in her arms. Her her sank in her chest, but she felt a sudden relief, she still could not speak, but their souls were finally at peace, and soon enough hers would follow 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    At the Edge of Time 
 
      
 
        As the banshee’s children evaporated and became one with the mist the townsfolk began to see a change in their children as well. Their skin began to shed its hard exoskeleton, and though it left them with minor wounds they soon returned to the usual selves. Parents rejoiced in their homes, and grasped their kids close to them; expressing their recent grief and concern. They consoled their confused young and gave thanks to whatever entity was out there aiding in their futile endeavors. 
 
      
 
        A surge ran through the boundaries of the mist and the portals that linked it to our world. When the remaining fae felt the surge they first became sunken with pain and anger. They weakened greatly, and knew that everything in their lives was about to change. For a moment the elder weighed his options strongly. Should he continue to fight with the world whose destruction demolished his reign, or should he release his men and allow them to venture where the may, seeking the lives they choose to live. Instinctively he chose his own vengeance and hatred over the welfare of his people. He was not meant to be this kind of leader, hardship was never meant to find their world. This had been why he had kept the mist at bay from the human world in such a tiny town. He knew that if the world merged it would mean peace among the lands, and equality between humans and creatures alike; which would mean the end of his rule completely. He would lose control of all the things that he held dearest, but worst of all in his eyes he would lost the respect that he felt that he had from his brethren. Little did he know that he had not had respect from the creatures of the mist since the day of the great change. When he allowed their world to be corrupted by a simple question in power, and was engulfed in his rage. After that the only creature that respected him was his faithful hound, and now even he was gone. 
 
      
 
        The surged caused mass panic amongst the creatures in the mist, as well as those who still remained in the human world. The fae that had passed through the portals began to notice that though their appearances had finally changed back to the beauty that they had so longed for their souls were still not at peace. Sprites had tired of feeding, and wanted nothing more than to return to their homes in the trees of Eldreal, until that was possibly they chose to take rest in the trees along the Poudre River. The dragons still slept high in the hillsides, but soon they too would feel the pulsating sensation of the balance of life. 
 
      
 
        Alone sat the banshee who was now and forever free from the bindings of her grief; free to begin anew, but she knew that there was one last thing that she had to do before she could finally rest at ease. She still had to abolish the fairy elder, Malgrim. For now she had to set aside the loss of her child, and figure out how to lure the fae from their hidings in the mist. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    At a Moment’s Glance 
 
      
 
        After being reunited with the children throughout the town parents started to worry that the wretched disease that had lured and plagued their kids would come back again; not knowing that the source of the magic had been thoroughly destroyed. They booked doctor’s appointments so eagerly that doctor’s offices began to reject appointments because they were overbooked; the people who were able to get into hospitals and specialists requested that they run every imaginable test to ensure the safety and wellbeing of their young. Medics were sent on house calls for minor issues; knowing that no one seemed to be finding anything they went anyways, simply because they understood the fear that the epidemic had instilled in the people of the town. Occasionally they would find themselves in the midst of a true crisis, and on this day that was seemingly the case. 
 
      
 
        One Mr. Montie “The Bear” Anthony was on call that day when a man called in a woman that he had found injured and unconscious in the park. “9-1-1, what is the state of your emergency” spoke the operator. “Yes, I’m at Main Park in Windsor, Colorado” he stuttered a bit trying to grasp the situation he had found himself in “there’s a woman here, she’s hurt and she won’t wake up.” He sighed “send an ambulance right away, please.” The woman on the other end of the line calmly spoke again “are you with her now?” The man replied “yes” still trying to shield his kids from his conversation, and the sight of the woman on the ground. “Okay, sir. I’m going to send someone. Where in the park are you located?” He looked around a moment in silence trying to find distinctive landmarks that would make them easy to find. “We’re on the West side playground near the restrooms.” 
 
      
 
        After being weakened severely by the surge of magic that passed through her body when her children took their last breaths the banshee woman began to feel herself becoming human. Her sacrifice was enormous, and drew long lost humanity from her core. The weaker human side of her became faint, and went limp. As her body dropped to the ground her head pounded sharply against a rock that had been quaintly disguised by the seemingly uncut grass. Her subconscious mind took her far from where she actually lay, back to the mountain sides she had called home. Several medics looked over her including Bear; as they began to prepare her for transport to the nearest hospital the images in her mind took a vicious twist. She did not see the first man as a man at all, but as one of the man fae that she had been imprisoned by. She fought against him with all her might, still unconscious. Her limbs flailed about, lashing Bear’s partner off of her. When Bear came to assist him there was a sudden calm that came over her. The light glowed around his body; all she could see was light, it was nearly blinding, but beautiful as well. It was him, the man that she had waited for to help her lure the fae from their hidings. He didn’t realize that his body had been imbued with magic; it was laced through his veins like vines running across a field. She sat up and opened her eyes in a wicked flash “Zachir, I’ve finally found you!” Her eyes closed again just as quickly as they had opened, and she sank back into her own mind. 
 
      
 
        With a curious look in his eye, and the question looming in the back of his head Bear wondered who she had thought he was. After dropping the woman off at the hospital he found that he could not focus; his body felt strange as though someone had just set cold sparks across his skin. All he could think about was her; her beauty, and that name. He ran searches on his computer for its meaning, but found nothing; he had become obsessed. About a week later he decided to visit the woman in her hospital bed, and finally ask her why she had called him by that name. When he arrived at the hospital he realized that he had never known her name, and was unsure how to find her amongst all the patients that had recently been admitted. 
 
      
 
        Walking out of the double doors in a distraught haze Bear was about to give up when he turned to see her. There she was perched in the grass looking scared and alone. He felt drawn to her by something more than just curiosity. Her beauty was unparalleled in his eyes, and at a glance he felt his heart beginning to flutter in his chest. It was new to him to feel this way; he had so long lived guarded by his memories of past love lost. She could feel his stare upon her skin, scanning her body from head to toe. When she looked at him it was almost as though she could see through to his soul; straight into the weakest parts of him. Bear walked to her trying to remain calm and composed, and when he reached her side he looked into her deep eyes and asked “where are you staying?” Having left the abandoned house full of hate and angst for what her captors had put her through she lied “here” she said softly, patting the ground beneath her. Bear reached his hand out for hers and in that moment their skin touched and he gasped. “Hello, Zachir. I am Kasadya.” 
 
      
 
        He found himself blinking incessantly trying to clear his eyes of the strange glow that seemed to flutter around Kasadya’s face. All of the sensibility that he had gained over the years suddenly disappeared. “Why don’t you come with me” he spoke softly and in a somewhat unsure tone “I have an extra bed that you can use for as long as you need.”Kasadya smiled at him and took his hand. It was as though she had trapped him in her glance; with no knowledge of what was to come in his near future he lead his new found friend to his quaint home. He assured her that she would no longer need to worry about anything; that together they could conquer the world. Little did he know that in a way that was what he was destined to do; by her side he was more powerful than even she had expected. 
 
      
 
        He spent the next several days in a haze; trying to recapture the thoughts and feelings that were going through his mind when he’d met her. He was reliving moments that he’d hardly even paid any attention to when they were happening, but now after speaking with Kasadya he felt they were different than he remembered. Somehow the strangest things always seemed to follow him, and he’d never even noticed it before. He thought back to a few years before when he was on a call. He had just received notice that there was a small child that had been in a car accident. Her mother was barely hanging on after covering the child’s body in her car seat with her own. The woman had been on her way home, and in the snow visibility was limited. While she was coming around a corner in the massive white wall she faintly saw headlights coming towards her, but by then it was too late. The lanes were very difficult to discern with all the packed snow, and the oncoming driver was in the wrong lane. When Bear arrived at the scene of the accident he found that the driver of the oncoming vehicle had sadly been thrown through his window and was lying dead on the snowy road ahead of his car. The mother, who had had some serious injuries of her own, had crawled back into the back seat of her car and sprawled across her daughter’s car seat to keep her warm. When he found her she was unconscious, and bleeding from her head and chest where she had hit the steering wheel at great speed. The baby was crying inconsolably from beneath her mother’s batter body. Bear carefully removed the woman from the wreckage and placed her on a gurney to ride the long distance to the nearest hospital. After securing the woman for her trip Bear went back for the child. Her body was beginning to become very cold and her breath was shallow and weak. He secured the car seat into the ambulance with her mother next to her, and quickly they departed. During the ride he sat tucking blankets into the baby’s seat to keep her warm, assuring her that they would be okay. When he was finally able to stabilize the infant’s temperature he became completely focused on the mother’s wounds. Keeping the bleeding from becoming too detrimental, and telling her as well that she and her beautiful little girl would be just fine. He had never before realized how much surprise there had been on everyone’s faces when he got them to the emergency department, and the mother made a full recover in less than 48 hours. Had he really been a part of that miraculous recovery? Had his words and gestures somehow made this woman heal faster? She should have died in that accident, just like the man who had hit her. He began to realize that this was not the only time that his calls had been unusual throughout the years. His patients had always seemed to make quick recoveries, even those that maybe shouldn’t have. It was time to talk to Kasadya a little more about what he might actually be, besides a very lucky man. 
 
      
 
        As he walked into work that morning he had his head in the clouds. His co-workers all noticed that he was not his usual self as he sat in the rig waiting to get to their first call of the day. They had received a call regarding an elderly woman who had falled in her home. Usually he’d be doing his typical routine; sorting through all the instruments, and making sure that he had every piece of equipment that he could ever need. His rig was always double stocked. Although this was what his co-workers were used to seeing today he sat quietly pondering to himself; filling his mind with thoughts of Kasadya and world that she claimed that they both came from. The way that she spoke about her mountain home it seemed almost ethereal. She spoke of mountains that were almost impossibly high, but never snow capped. The sun shone down with rays of light brighter than diamonds. The fields and meadows were almost always full of blossoming flowers and the rain smelled of poppies. She explained to him that her world was at peace until our world had begun exploring the area. The fae had developed a hatred for mankind because of this invasion, and that it was his destiny to help heal and bridge the gap. Bear had a difficult time wrapping his mind around the idea of having another world within our own; let alone being responsible for healing it, but as he began to realize that he may be more than he had ever thought possible his mind began to open. 
 
      
 
        He had dreams about this world, as though he had already been there. He saw every star in the sky as though it was within his reach. In a second’s time he could swipe away the skies with his fingertips; rearrange the seas with his heart. He saw Kasadya frolicking in the fields with three small children. She cradled them as her own, and he saw great pleasure in her eyes. His heart had never felt so at peace. This is where he felt at home. This is where he belonged. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    In the Dark Shed Light 
 
      
 
        While in the human world a man and a monster fell in love, in the mist a fairy elder plotted. Since the portals had opened due to the spiteworms the fae were losing number in their fierce army. What strength they had in numbers before became their weakness now. They were running thin, and with each portal jump another soldier was typically lost. The fae warriors were realizing that the moment they went through the contaminated portals they were released from their elder’s hold and able to think freely. This ability released most fae from their unexplainable hatred and anger toward humanity; which allowed them to regain their beautiful appearances. Some had been so deeply disturbed by their mental captor’s essence that they themselves adopted his hatred, and thus were unable to make the change. 
 
      
 
        Those who now walked tall amongst the humans were intrigued by all the things that were not in their world. They saw cars, and bicycles. They were not sure what to think of their new surroundings, and became either deranged or found a way to adapt enough not to stand out too much. What none of them knew was that back in their world a terrible evil was conjuring. In the depths of a forest of bright blue trees, and piecing white light the darkest being dwelled. Waiting and watching, ready to strike. 
 
      
 
        Just as the elder had been warned the portals that he’d opened came with a price. Little did he know that the price he would pay would be much greater than the loss of his men, or their devotion. He had awoken a much worse enemy. He had awoken the last of the dragon spirits; the only power in either world great enough to unleash the hell that would stop the dragons’ slumber in their mountain caves. 
 
      
 
        With a great thunderous shriek be rose, and from the mist called out to his kin “go my children, and find the prophet.” His voice was powerful and ancient, his eyes were hazed with one thousand years of sleep. Dragons were the peacekeepers of his time, and only the best and most noble remained on land as guiding spirits. They taught the next generation to remain strong but peaceful in their ways. Through his many years of life he had seen battles that had destroyed entire species, leaving less and less of what he and his brethren loved to protect. He was watchful; even in his deepest slumber. Awaiting the trying moment when history would undoubtedly repeat itself, and war would begin. Greed fed the fae for so long, and each passing hour of their tyranny filled him with sorrow. Such beauty and pain he had encountered, and such monsters and heroes to create it. The world was at risk now with the portals open, and there was only one thing left to be done. Fight. As the fae lost numbers and power the chances became greater in his favor, and with each passing day he found more reason to stand in one last match against the impurities that destroyed his home. There in his blinding forest he shone his light through the worlds. Opening his wing span he released the light from within himself and sent his call to those who could hear it. There in the dark of the caves and passes he shed light through the eyes of restless beasts. Their contempt for their previous captors had already been demonstrated when they released the creatures from the elder’s hold, but now there was a much greater revenge to be had. They would finally bind the worlds, and heal the divide. Though first they knew that there was much to be done to train the prophet. 
 
      
 
        In a matter of mere seconds the dark of the deep caves lit with the glow of hungry eyes. Shrieks echoed off the mountain sides, and filled the air with angst and panic. A dragon spirit had not been called in many centuries, and could only be put to rest by one man; the one man who had yet to accept what he was. 
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