Sorcery & Might
The Darkrend Chronicles
Prologue: A Helping Hand
Darkrend Society Report #283, Revision 582, Subject Code AleSal

According to Operative Zanzibar, AleSal has been researching deeper into the location of the weapon of this society’s namesake. To reference Report #01 Revision 843, Darkrend is one of two weapons in the known Bioverse that assist Scions in maintaining Balance. According to Revision 58 of the same report, any and all knowledge of the weapon was destroyed by the Arch-Mage Nihilus several centuries ago… Or so we thought. Agent Zanzibar has confirmed our suspicions of AleSal’s hoarding of this knowledge. During our meeting with Lord Azrael, we suggested multiple solutions; these included sending in Ravager Squads, enacting an Assassination Protocol, and even sabotaging AleSal’s research. Lord Azrael denied these suggestions, and after much debate, he decided to handle this himself. He has departed to Subject AleSal’s home world of Gaia-856, and we await his return…

*
*
*


It was a slow day at the Guild; perfect for a bit of research. Alexandra Salome took a sip of tea as she read through the notes of Arch-Mage Nihilus. From what she recovered when she and Zeroelle burned the Acadmeie De Magicka, Nihilus was researching an ancient weapon simply called Darkrend. He intended to use it on the vampiric couple, and from the text Alexandra recovered from one of Nihilus’s finds, she had good reason to believe that it would have turned the tide of battle. According to it, Darkrend would shift and shape its design to fit the wielder’s needs and proficiencies. It also had the power to summon pure, unbridled Chaos energies from the very universe itself. She sipped her tea in thought. What civilization made this weapon, she asked herself mentally. What power did it have? Could I possibly harness it for myself and Zeroelle? A knock on the door interrupted her thoughts. 

“Mom,” her daughter, Gwen, shouted. “You have a customer!” Alexandra sighed and put away her research. “Come in,” she stated politely. Footsteps clacked into her office, and as she turned her new customer, she immediately was impressed and terrified.
The customer in question was taller than a majority of her clientele; a giantesque 6’6”. It also didn’t help that he was well-built; not overly muscular, but enough of it for Alexandra to note that she probably shouldn’t physically fight him anytime soon. The man removed his black, leather trenchcoat, hung it over his chair, and sat down in front of her. She instantly recognized his heritage; demonic with vulpine and… something else. Despite the darker part of his lineage, he had an air of… confidence? Not that, she thought to herself. She then sensed it; he had a lot of experience with the arcane. As the client spoke, she expected a critical, harsh voice. What came out instead was voice that was both soothing and… arousing.
“Hello, Ms. Salome,” the client greeted. “I am Maleficus Salazaar Azrael, and I was hoping to talk to and possibly hire you for your services.” Alexandra smiled politely.
“Please, call me Alexandra,” she simply said. “And how soon will you need one of my employees?”
“To be honest, I was looking forward to your… abilities.”

“And why is that,” she asked pseudo-curiously.

The door to her office suddenly shut and locked itself. “Because you have the Darkrend files.” His left eye began glowing a royal purple; an indication to Alexandra that this…  Maleficus was not afraid to, as Gwen would say, “throw down.” “And,” he continued, “I’m more than willing to pay an exuberant amount of cash or whatever you desire to obtain them.” She glared at him. “And if I refuse,” she calmly asked.

Maleficus returned the glare. “That’s not an option; you know not what you deal with.”

“Then how about instead of pretending that I’m an ignorant child, tell me what exactly I’m dealing with.”
“And why should I do that?”

“Because I will give you the research in exchange.”

Maleficus thought for a moment. “Very well,” he calmly said. “But if there’s any trickery involved…!”

“You’ll be the last to know,” she simply stated as she made tea for her new guest.

*
*
*


“Darkrend is indeed a weapon of immense power, but it comes with a massive price,” Maleficus explained. “Only the Scion of Chaos can wield it without a slow and painful death.”

“Who are the Scions,” Alexandra asked, intrigued. 


“The Scions keep the Balance of the Bioverse in check. Without it, an ancient evil would be unleashed once more.”


“The Bioverse?”


“Our universe; one where every star and planet can be habitable.”


“And what is this ancient evil?”


“The Shadows. They are creatures that even gods themselves fear.”


“And if they are unleashed?”


“Everything will die.”


Alexandra took a large sip of her tea. “This seems… somewhat far-fetched,” she confessed. “And magic isn’t,” Maleficus rhetorically asked. “Good point,” she chuckled as she grabbed the research. 

“All your’s,” she said as she handed it to him. He took it looked it over. A grin spread across his face. “What,” Alexandra asked. “Nihilus translated it from Daemonas instead of Kultein,” he chuckled. She looked perplexed. “The ruins,” he explained. “They’re written in Kultein, an ancient language similar to Daemonas. Nihilus assumed that it was one in the same. The difference is…” He pulled out a large, jagged knife from its side. “It requires a bit of blood for it to be properly read.” He cut his hand and put blood on the pages. They waited, until…


“Perfect. Now, allow me to translate,” Maleficus stated. He read it to himself; he had experience with these things, and experience taught him that reading it aloud could be the equivalent to saying “Klaatu, Beradda, Nikto” incorrectly to The Necronomicon. “We’ve only completed half of the translation,” he summarized from the text. “What remains,” she asked. “Well, I need another tribute, and it can’t be blood again,” he answered.

“Tribute?”

“Yes. Blood is a tribute to Regulus, God of Blood and Battle.”

“Obviously… What other “gods” are there?”

“There’s Malyari, Goddess of Love and Lust; Plagas, God of Fortitude and Disease; and finally, Arcaedeus, God of Knowledge and Magic.”

“What does this Malyari require?”
“Combined juices from a mating session.”

“I see…”

Alexandra began to immediately undress, catching Maleficus somewhat off-guard when he looked back at her. A grin then formed on his lips. “How much for this, Alexandra,” he joked as he undressed with her. “For the price of knowledge,” she joked back, bending over her desk. “Absolutely free.”

They wasted no time, and as the demon-hybrid grinded his thick, long shaft against her rapidly-dampening outer lips, Alexandra couldn’t help but moan as she felt his knot bump against her. It had been a while since she had one of those thick bulbs wedged in her cunt. Maleficus growled softly as his length sank in. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath. “It’s been a while for me… How about you?”
She smirked. “I get around a lot,” she quickly responded. Maleficus chuckled as he started pounding away at her wet pussy, her experienced inner walls massaging and gripping his cock. He picked up the pace, and Alexandra felt him use techniques as well; he flexed the tip at her womb entrance, sending a shiver down her spine and a shot of pleasure in her snatch. He began ravaging her, making her moan and pant loudly at his thick cock hammered away at her needy depths. His knot was hammering at her clit and outer lips, begging to come inside. 

“Give me that fucking knot,” she moaned at him. The demon-hybrid grinned and happily obliged, the three-inch thick bulb sinking in with an audible slurp! It throbbed and swelled against her g-spot, making Alexander squirt her juices all over the floor and soaking their crotches. Maleficus responded with several thick, heavy ropes of cum entering her uterus. She had a double orgasm right there, and their combined juices landed on the research notes just in time. Alexandra noticed the eldritch lightning coming from the notes, and the rest of the text was revealed. Maleficus read it again.
“…Son of a bitch,” he hissed. “It’s a stupid scavenger hunt for the fucking thing!” Alexandra looked just as furious and looked at it. “’At the start of the Great War, is where the next clue is and nothing more,’” she read aloud. Maleficus would’ve warned her of the dangers of doing that, but the magics in the notes and runes were fully useless now. They laid on the rug near her office’s fireplace, waiting for Maleficus’s knot to fully shrink down. “On the plus side,” he stated after a bit, “we solved that little mystery. And got laid.” “I can agree with that,” Alexandra mused.
He thought for a bit. Alexandra was a very powerful ally, and not just in the sheets. Her magic easily rivalled, if not surpassed, his. Plus, her countless centuries of knowledge would help make it easier for himself. Who knows, this “free of charge” fucking could lead into a new relationship. Not to mention that he could destroy any and all threats to them with his combined sorcery and might…

“What are you thinking about,” she asked, interrupting.
“I’ve been thinking,” he responded. “Your almost limitless knowledge of the world, my strength and cunning, and our combined magics… We could easily find Darkrend.”

“And in exchange for my services,” she asked, raising an eyebrow in interest.

“You will have the Omnicrux, an ancient artifact that has yet to be completely solved.”

He looked at her. “So, what do you say? Want to join in on the hunt for Darkrend?”
