The Wrendale Wizard
Germaine poked the fire with a stick as she added a piece of pinewood to it. The flames danced happily with healthful warmth as a smile decorated her lovely face. The light danced on the walls and ceiling of the cavern they were in. Outside all was rain and thunder, but inside all was cosy.
“This’ll keep us nice and toasty,” she said, turning to Enwood, who was behind her, preparing spices in a wooden mortar.

“And so will you,” he said with a cheeky wink.

Germaine answered by pinching his rump playfully as he yipped, both laughing happily.


Just then, they heard someone shaking water off his fur. They knew who it was. Neill walked into the cave, nude and wet from the rain, but with a happy expression on his face. In his paws, he carried two fat fish he’d caught in the river not far from the cavern entrance.


“Dinner is caught!” said Neill as he gave the fish to Germaine.

“Yummy!” said Germaine, sticking long skewers into the fish and placing them next to the fire to cook.

“Seasoned and salted, they’ll make for a princely feast,” said Enwood as he took the mortar of spice and rubbed the mixture he had prepared on the fish with his paws.

Neill sat down on a log next to the fire to dry his fur. As the fish cooked and sizzled, Enwood took a pipe and a pouch of smokeleaf and prepared a good pipe, lighting it with a twig he dipped into the fire. He sat between Neill and Germaine and gave the pipe a few good puffs, passing it then to Neill.
“This is our fifth night, isn’t it?” said Enwood.

“It is. Five days on the road,” said Neill as he puffed the soothing pipe smoke.

“And five nights of fun,” said Germaine with a wink.

Enwood caught her eyes and they both blushed. The memories of the previous nights came to them in a rush and they savoured each one of those moments. And the anticipation of tonight’s romp filled their hearts with excitement.
The fish was cooked to perfection. Germaine carved pieces and served them on wooden plates to her two travelling companions. Soon they were enjoying a tasty and nutritious dinner.

“Seasoned to perfection,” said Germaine.

The delicious fish was flaky and crisp, the flavour of ginger and fresh basil giving it a perfect touch. After a long day of walking the rocky forest of the southern Greenbeech Wood, a hearty fish dinner was all the more scrumptious.

And it was then, as Germaine was carving the boys another helping, that they heard someone panting.

At the entrance of the cave, a hooded figure suddenly appeared, breathing heavily as if it had run a hundred miles nonstop. The three friends looked and Enwood stood up.

“Hail,” said Enwood. “Who are you?”

“Hail….hail indeed….” said the hooded stranger in a thin, weak voice. And collapsed.

The stranger’s eyes opened and saw Enwood and Germaine’s faces looking down in concern.
“She’s gonna be alright,” said Germaine.

“The tigerleaves should be taking effect about now,” said Enwood as he set aside his mortar of medicinal leaves. “How’re you feeling, hun?”

The stranger sat up. She was a lovely young mouse, golden brown fur and blue eyes like sapphires. She turned her head around and her sight came face-to-face with Neill’s crotch.

“AAH!” she yelped, turning around hastily, her face red as a beet.

“Oh, sorry,” said Neill, reaching for his loincloth which was on the log behind him. “I forgot I was naked. I am still not used to this clothes business…”

“No…no, it’s fine…” stuttered the mouse girl, the image of Neill’s nether-region seared in her mind. “Sorry I walked in on you…I didn’t know you were here.”

“Are you feeling better?” asked Germaine, trying hard not to giggle.

“Y-Yes, much better,” said the mouse girl. “I just…exhausted myself, that’s all.”

“Why don’t you sit down here?” asked Enwood, offering his paw to her.

The mouse girl accepted and sat on the log beside the fire where Germaine had been sitting. Germaine offered her a plate of fish.

“You must be hungry,” she said. “How about some fish?”
For a full minute, the mouse girl ate in silence and savoured the delicious dish she had never dreamed of tasting. She thought for a moment that perhaps she had stumbled on runaway royal chefs.

After she finished her dish, she breathed deeply and closed her eyes, and a smile slowly brightened her cute face.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Glad you’re feeling better,” said Enwood. “I am Enwood, spice hunter by trade. This is Germaine, travelling performer.”

Germaine smiled and nodded.

“And this is Neill, oil trader.”

Neill bowed his head courteously.

“Would you mind telling us your name?”

“Dinah,” said the girl, looking at Enwood, then at Germaine, and (with some difficulty and blushing) at Neill.
“Dinah,” said Neill as he looked at the girl, and she blushed deeper. “Lovely name.”

“I means ‘gold’ in the southern dialect,” said Germaine with a smile. “Your parents certainly love you as their little treasure.”
The mouse girl smiled happily at the compliment. And then remembered.

“My parents!” she said. “That’s right! Now I remember!”

“What do you remember?” asked Neill.

“I have to get help!” said Dinah. “My village is in peril. The Wizard will starve us if we don’t give him money and food…and now he wants girls…if we don’t give him what he wants…winter will come…”

“Whoa, whoa, slow down, little one,” said Neill as he sat beside Dinah. Both Enwood and Germaine saw her visibly shudder with thrill as the wolf placed a big paw on her shoulder.

“Take a deep breath, dear,” said Germaine gently.
Dinah did. She breathed deeply and calmed down.

“Okay,” said Enwood after a minute or so. “Now tell us, what’s your trouble?”

“It’s my village. Wrendale,” said Dinah slowly. “A month ago, just before autumn settled in, a wizard came to the village. He demanded food and money from us. He said that if we did not give him what he wanted, he’d burn our crops with his magic. The village elder told him to pack his things and leave, that they’d not take any threats from anyone. Well, the wizard kept his word and burnt all our wheat in one night! He has terrible magic! I saw it!”

“What did you see?” asked Germaine gently.

“I saw him throw sparks from his paws and burn the wheat fields one night. It was terrible,” said Dinah. “He said that he’d do it again if we did not do as he ordered.”

“My goodness,” said Enwood.

“Well, the village gave him all the gold we had, and the food we’d stored. He went away for a week and came back demanding more. We had very little to give, so he burned the corn patch of old widow Caerphilly. Now she and her daughters are living with us and we’re trying to keep everyone fed, but winter is coming and we don’t know if we’ll be able to make it. And to make matters worse, now the wizard wants one of the village girls for his consort. He gave us three days to give him the prettiest girl in the village, or he’d burn one of our houses. If we don’t stop him, he’ll destroy our village. So I went off looking for help!”

She reached into her robe and produced a small satchel. She opened it, and the three friends saw that it was full of gold coins.
“I travelled all day to find a warrior or soldier who would help us,” said Dinah. “I’ll give him all the gold my family has in the world, twenty-seven crowns. If only he’ll rid us of the wizard.”

“That is quite a predicament,” said Enwood, rubbing his chin pensively. “People haven’t used magic in these parts for ages. The wizard must have found old books of spells and taken years to practice and become adept. To find someone who can counter the wizard’s spells will be quite a task.”

Dinah, Germaine and Neill looked up at Enwood. He took a puff of his pipe and spoke again.

“Of course, this is assuming that the wizard’s magic is as powerful as he says,” said Enwood. “I guess there’s only one way to find out.”

He grinned broadly, giving his companions a wink. Dinah looked puzzled.

“What Enwood is saying is that we’ll help you,” said Germaine. “We’re not warriors, but we do have a bit of skill.”

“We’ll sort out your wizard,” said Neill confidently.

Dinah couldn’t believe her ears. It’s like destiny had stumbled her upon this unlikely group of friendly travellers.

“Then, here you go,” she said, taking a pawful of coins from the satchel and giving them to Enwood, who she assumed was the leader. “This is an advance, and the rest you’ll receive after the wizard is captured and brought to justice.”

“That’s very kind of you,” said Enwood. “But you can keep the gold. We do it because it’s right and just.”

He dropped the coins back in the satchel. Dinah was incredulous and overjoyed.

“Besides, who can say ‘no’ to a little adventure?” said Enwood with a happy grin. “Let’s seek out this wizard and snap his magic wand in half and shove the pieces up his nose.”

“Yeah! That’s the spirit!” said Germaine cheerfully.

Dinah laughed, and this surprised her. She didn’t remember the last time she had laughed. The presence of these adventurers gave her reassurance. Their joy was contagious.

Before she realised it, she was yawning widely. She caught herself mid-yawn, blushing at her unladylike gesture.
“A good night’s sleep will do us all well,” said Germaine, getting up and walking towards her travelling bag in the corner, getting the sleeping mats out. “In the morning, you can show us where your village is, Dinah. And we’ll start our adventure.”

Soon, the sleeping mats were unfolded beside the cosy fire. Germaine shared hers with Dinah and Neill and Enwood slept soundly on theirs. Dinah slowly drifted to sleep, thanking the spirits of luck which had led her to these brave adventurers.

***

The early morning in the woods was brisk and decorated with dew droplets on trees and grass. Dinah walked in front of the others, showing them the path to the village. Germaine walked behind her, playing some tunes on her flute while Enwood and Neill brought up the rear, singing a few folksongs in baritone droning voices. Anyone who saw them would have thought they were off to a picnic. None of the fear and nervousness of the previous night had remained on Dinah’s spirits.
“Oh first she said ‘I love you’,

And then she said ‘I do!’

Oh happy day, to sing and play,

And make a bed for two!’

The folksong was jolly, an old tune about a peasant prince who married a village maiden and made her a princess. Nobody knew who wrote it, but everyone with any musical skill could sing it. Even Dinah joined in from time to time with a sweet soprano voice, singing the stanzas where the village maiden delighted in her lover’s woos.

“Bravo!” said Enwood as the song ended.

“You are quite a singer, Dinah,” said Neill.
Dinah blushed and thanked him for the compliment. Germaine tuned her flute and began another song, a brisk song meant for children which got faster with every chorus sung.

Just then, as the trees opened up to a large clearing with a path, they saw the first signpost.

Wrendale.

“Hey! We’re getting close!” said Enwood.

“Just beyond that bend,” said Dinah, pointing out the landmark.

Soon, the mill house came into view. And then the village itself.

“Welcome to my village,” said Dinah. “We’ll go to my house first. My parents should be home.”
They walked past a few houses and listened carefully. Everything was dead silent. No movement could be seen in any of the houses.

Dinah walked up to the door of her house and opened it.
“RAAAAHHHH!!!”

Suddenly, a figure leapt out of the dark doorway and let out a menacing yell, brandishing a sword! Dinah shrieked and jumped back three feet, and Neill caught her in his arms. Enwood and Germaine stepped back, their paws going to the hilts of their swords.

“Dad! It’s me! Dinah!”

The figure stopped and looked closely. It was a middle-aged mouse in a blue and green tunic, his fur slightly greying around the sides of his head.

“Dinah?” said the mouse. “Who…what…where were you?! Your mother is beside herself with worry.”

“I went to look for help! And I found it!” said Dinah as Neill lowered her onto the ground. “Dad, these are the heroes who will help us get rid of the wizard.”
It took her father a few seconds to process all this.

“Oh, uh…I beg your pardon. I had no idea. You didn’t exactly look friendly.”

“Says the bloke holding a broadsword,” retorted Enwood.

“Oh, sorry...” said the mouse, putting the sword away and blushing lightly.

“No worries,” said Germaine. “Dinah led us here. She said you were having trouble with a wizard.”

“Oh, yes, yes…please, come in!” said the mouse. “We could use all the help we can get! Nora! Light the fire! Dinah’s home!”

***

Half an hour later, Dinah’s family heard the whole story about how Dinah found them in a cavern in the forest, and their story about how they’d met and entered the cooking contest and won. Enwood offered Dinah’s mother, Nora, a satchel of pepper and basil leaves as a gift. Neill offered Rolf, Dinah’s father, an earthenware vase full of lamp oil, and Germaine performed some magic tricks to entertain them and get their minds off the grim situation.


Just as she had finished performing the disappearing bouquet of flowers trick, the door to the house opened and an old badger woman walked in. This was old Widow Caerphilly. She was followed by two daughters who both carried baskets of freshly washed-and-dried laundry. Rolf the father made the introductions. And it was then that Enwood brought the subject of the wizard.

“Mr Rolf,” said Enwood. “Your daughter mentioned seeing the wizard burning the wheat fields. He used some kind of fire magic, is that correct?”

“Oh yes! It was frightening!” said Rolf. “He chanted some uncanny spell and fire shot from his paws! He lit the fields of wheat like a carpet of flames! By the time the villagers extinguished the fire, it was too late. Our wheat was ruined.”

“Where does the wizard live?” asked Germaine. “Surely he has a keep somewhere not far.”

“He is living in the old abandoned watchtower overlooking the sea. In old times, the townsfolk used it as a lighthouse for the ships coming in from Beechley Island and Otter Isle. Now’s it’s abandoned and there are tales of spectres of the old watchmen climbing the stairs with blue flames in their ghostly lamps. Nobody dares to approach.”
“A perfect home for an evil wizard,” said Neill.

“When was the last time he came to the village?” asked Enwood.

“Yesterday,” said Nora, Dinah’s mother. “He said that he wanted a consort now! The prettiest girl in the village. He said if she is not ready for him in three days, that he’d burn our houses! And just to prove his point, he set fire to the village elder’s corn patch. It went up in flames with just a few magic words and a flick of his paw.”

“Hmm…” said Germaine. She looked at Enwood and they both silently agreed.

“Would it be possible to see the area where the wizard burnt the corn?” asked Enwood.

“I suppose so, I doubt there’s any leftover magic to endanger us,” said Rolf. “I’ll speak to the village elder. You’re welcome to come along.”

***


Germaine was surveying the area where the wizard had last done his evil deed with the help of Dinah. Enwood and Rolf were standing with the village elder, an old turtle named Gryth. The elder told them about the whole story and how the wizard burnt his precious corn.

“An’ the lovely golden ears wen’ up in flames like a bonfire, I tells ye!” said the old turtle. “It’s frightening, it is!”


Germaine beckoned to Dinah and the mouse girl helped her lift a bit of black dirt that was laying in an odd pattern on the ground. She put it in a metal pan and examined it.


Enwood and Rolf walked up to the ladies while Gryth looked ruefully at his ruined corn patch. Germaine took a magnifying glass out of her pocket and looked at the tiny black earth grains that were different from the earth around the village. She took quite a few minutes in silence, studying the little grains. When she finally spoke up, everyone jumped slightly with a start.

“Well! To end your suspense, ladies and gentlemen,” said Germaine. “This is burnt fire-powder. Ships and armies in the north use it to fire cannons loaded with heavy iron balls at their enemies. Entertainers and performers like myself use it to make colourful fireworks to set off during festivals. They are packed into paper rockets and sent flying up into the air to burst into stars and sparks. Fire-powder isn’t too difficult to make if you have the right ingredients. However, there is something else in this powder that I can’t quite identify. Enny, darling, perhaps you can help out?”

She gave Enwood the pan and magnifying glass. Everyone crowded around the fox to have a look at the queer pieces of burnt powder. Enwood looked and saw a familiar substance.


“Devil’s pepper,” said Enwood. “It’s used to keep fire burning, even in the rain. A pinch of it can be thrown into the fire to make it burn longer, and it can also help burn damp wood. It’s hard to come by around these parts because the Devil’s pepper bush prefers rocky places like the craggy cliffs of Northern Akeness.”


“But what does this have to do with the wizard?” asked Rolf.
“It shows that your wizard isn’t a wizard at all,” said Germaine. “Just a clever phoney. He’s not using magic, but just clever tricks to extort food and money and girls out of you.”

“HEY EVERYONE!” called out the voice of Neill, who was in the woods just behind the Elder’s house. “OVER HERE! I FOUND SOMETHING!”

Everyone rushed to see what it was. Neill was holding what looked like a thick paper tube. One side of the tube was sealed with a wooden chip, and the other side was open and looked burnt at the edges.

“Aha!” said Germaine. “So the mystery is solved!”

“How so?” asked Rolf.

“The wizard is using a trick,” said Enwood, taking the tube and demonstrating. “He hides this tube and another one under his sleeves. Then he lifts his paw and somehow ignites the paper on this end of the tube…”

Enwood made a motion like he was lighting the tube.

“…the fire burns the cannon powder and it shoots out, looking like it’s shooting out of his paws. With the Devil’s pepper, he can keep the fire burning even if whatever he is burning happens to be damp. That’s how he creates the illusion that he’s using magic. It’s all a clever trick.”

“So he was pretending all along!” said Dinah, looking incredulous but relieved. “What a rotten trick!”

“Indeed!” said Neill. “Stealing from hardworking folk with a cheap trick.”

“Why, we’ll skin this lowlife alive!” said Rolf, seething. “I’ll go get my pitchfork!”

“Wait, Mr Rolf,” said Germaine. “I think we can give this wizard of yours a taste of his own medicine.”

Her face was full of mischief as she machinated a plan in her mind. Enwood smiled and narrowed his eyes.

“Alright, Germaine, what are you planning?”

“Heh heh,” chuckled Germaine. “Let’s gather all the village folk together. Then I’ll explain my plan.”

***

All that afternoon, the villagers worked under the directions of Germaine and Enwood. The village doctor followed the directions she was given to make fire-powder. The tailors made a costume of a Master Wizard from the ancient era that would fit Neill. Enwood taught the village children how to make flash bombs and pepper bombs with the spices he was carrying. Everyone was cheerful and filled with hope.
Germaine was up on the loft of the barn, installing a device which she’d use in their confrontation with the wizard. Dinah was with her, helping with the preparations. As she helped Germaine, she saw Neill bringing in logs from the forest for the carpenters to build a cage. Germaine gave her a sideways glance and a knowing smile.
“You like what you see, Dinah?” she teased.
Dinah gasped and almost dropped the bunch of hay she was holding.

“Oh…well, um…I’ve never seen a Wildling before. I thought they were just legends.”

“Oh, they are very real,” said Germaine. “Neill is a chieftain in his village. He travels periodically to trade oil for goods.”

“I see…a chieftain,” said Dinah.

She went on working, humming the tune of the peasant prince song.

“Heehee,” giggled Germaine. “Imagining yourself being a Wildling princess?”

“Oh! How did you…” Dinah gasped.

“We’re both girls,” said Germaine. “There are hardly any secrets between us.”

“Oh, well…I was thinking about…last night…”

“Quite a sight, isn’t he?” teased Germaine.

“I was…shocked…perhaps? I have never seen a…well…a…”

“I know what you mean. It’s your first time seeing a full-blooded male in his natural state.”
“I…I guess you can put it that way,” said Dinah.

“Well, what are you going to do about it?”

“I…huh?”

“What are you going to do about it?” repeated Germaine.

“I…haven’t thought of it,” said Dinah. “What would you do?”

“Exactly what you’re thinking,” said Germaine.

“But…what if…”

“No buts, dear,” said Germaine. “Don’t doubt yourself. Just go for it and embrace the feeling. I’ll arrange for him to be alone so you can go to him.”

“Oh…you will?!”

Germaine gave her a wink.

“Thank you, Germaine! Oh, I love you so!”

Dinah gave the vixen a tight, heartfelt hug. Germaine returned the embrace, feeling with triumph the racing of the mouse girl’s young heart.

***

Nightfall came. Torches were lit and a simple but delicious dinner was prepared for the town heroes. Enwood’s spices were a big success and a few of the villagers bought his stock, confident that the wizard would be defeated and they’d be able to enjoy their wives’ cookings with the new spices soon.
Enwood, Germaine and Neill enjoyed the meal in Dinah’s house with her parents, Widow Caerphilly and her daughters.

“That was a delicious meal, Mrs Nora,” said Enwood, offering the father a full pipe, which the mouse gladly accepted.

“Your spices made it all the more delicious, Sir Enwood,” said Mrs Nora. “I have not had ginger and cloves in years. Traders rarely come through this remote village anymore.”

“I’ll be sure to tell my fellow spice traders to redraw their trade routes and include Wrendale.”
“That would be most appreciated,” said Rolf.

Widow Caerphilly and her daughters rose from the table and curtsied.

“Thank you for the wonderful meal, Nora. With your permission, we shall retire.”

“Certainly, dear. Have a good night.”

Everyone bid the ladies goodnight.

“I daresay we should retire soon,” said Germaine. “We’ve all worked hard today, a good night’s sleep will do us wonders.”

“Yes, my dears,” said Mrs Nora. “I have prepared your beds upstairs. Lady Germaine, you and Dinah shall share her room. Sir Enwood, you and Sir Neill can sleep in my son’s old room at the end of the corridor. He’s away at the moment, studying up north.”

“Thank you, dear Mrs Nora,” said Neill. “You are most kind. With your permission, though, I would like to sleep out in the forest. Wildlings feel at home sleeping under a tree, close to the Goddess of the Earth’s embrace.”

“Oh, by all means,” said Mrs Nora.

“Well, I think we shall retire, right Dinah?” said Germaine.

“Yes. Good night, Mother, Father, thank you for the meal.”

“Good night, dear.”

“Good night, everyone,” said Enwood.

Neill left and walked slowly towards the forest near the mill house. Enwood went upstairs and Germaine and Dinah went into their room. As they undressed and helped each other brush their hair, Germaine gave Dinah a little squeeze on her shoulder.
“Are you ready?”

Dinah’s heart skipped a beat and she gulped hard.

“I…I think so…”

“Good. I will help you down the window onto the ground. You know how to get to the mill house without anybody seeing you, right?”

“Y-Yes! I do…but…oh, I wish my heart would stop pounding…”

“It won’t until you feel his pounding.”

“Yes….uh, what?!”

“Never mind. Just listen. Do you hear anybody?”

“No. Mum and Dad are in their room. Mum’s probably asleep by now, and Dad is having his nightly drink to help him go to sleep.”

“Perfect! Let’s get you outside.”

“Oh, but…but…”

“No buts, remember? Your Wildling prince is waiting for you.”

“Oh…okay. Okay, I can do this.”

Germaine quietly went to the open window of their bedroom and sat on the windowsill.

“I’ll hold your arms and lower you to the ground. That barrel I placed right under your window should be tall enough for you to land on safely.”

“Okay…”

“When you’re done, just toss a pebble into the window and I’ll let you back up.”

“Won’t…won’t you be sleeping?”

“Me? Oh, not a chance! My own Prince is waiting for me, hehe.”

Dinah blushed profusely and did as Germaine told her. Germaine used her acrobatic skills to lower the young mouse girl safely down onto the barrel right under the window.

Dinah was safely on the ground. She turned around briefly to see Germaine blow her a kiss and then disappear back into the room.

“Okay…I can do this,” said Dinah to herself and carefully hugged the shadows as she made her way to the mill house.
***

Dinah entered the mill house slowly. There was a cosy fire lit in the firepit and Neill was sitting on the grindstone, naked as the day he was born.
“Oh, Dinah! Hello,” said Neill. “Hold on, let me get dressed…”

“Oh, don’t bother on my account,” said Dinah’s voice, and her brain couldn’t believe she had just said it.

“Oh, thank you. I still have trouble with this whole dressing thing. It’s hard to know when it’s proper and when it’s not. Wildlings don’t use clothes.”
“It must be heavenly,” said Dinah.

“Then why don’t you get comfortable too?”

Dinah blushed like a beet.

“Here, allow me to help you.”

Dinah made no move as Neill gently approached her and helped her remove her dress, her shimmy, and finally her drawers.

“There…that’s better,” said Neill happily, placing her clothes neatly on the grindstone. “I feel a lot more at home this way, don’t you?”

Dinah couldn’t answer. She trembled with excitement and desire. Automatically, she snuggled up to Neill and hugged him tight, pressing her young bosom to his belly and feeling the warmth of his fur. Her lips moved on their own accord, kissing his chest lustfully and nibbling his fur.

Neill responded by rubbing her all over with his big warm paws, kissing the top her head and nibbling her ears. The feeling of his fangs nibbling lightly turned Dinah’s instinct onto blast heat, her paws losing their shyness and reaching down for the very thing that was seared in her mind and was now pulsating and throbbing against her belly.

Neill rumbled with pleasure, putting his paws behind him on the grindstone and allowing her full access to his nakedness. Dinah found herself in a sweet madness, squatting down in a base, instinctive, most unladylike position, both her paws on Neill’s flesh.
She looked up at him and saw his warm, tender face, encouraging her to satisfy her desire. Dinah’s eyes were locked onto Neill’s shaft, pulling slightly down on the sheath to reveal the hot, moist rod hidden inside. As she closed her eyes and opened her mouth, sliding the throbbing flesh slowly through her hot lips, she thanked the spirits of luck once more for the incredible fortune they bestowed upon her. She thanked them again as the large wolf lifted her onto his shoulders, parted her legs and returned the favour. She thanked them again as she hugged him tight and he slowly lowered her onto his groin, and she gasped with pleasure as she slid down on his red-hot rod and felt her flesh parting for his hot gift. She thanked them again as she rode him hard and rough on the soft mat that was placed on the floor beside the grindstone, grasping at his chest fur with her dainty paws. And she thanked them again as she got on all fours and the Wildling took her from behind like a sire takes his dam. She thanked every ray of moonlight that shone on her sweet perspiration as she shared the gift of love and lust with the master of her young, tender heart.
***

Enwood felt the soft paws of Germaine tread lightly and get into the bed beside him.

“Well?” asked Enwood, looking at the vixen.

“Success!” said Germaine, undoing the laces of her tunic.

“Hehehe, you really are a Cupid, you know?”

“Well, I just facilitate things. They do the rest.”

Enwood chucked as he lifted the covers and Germaine slipped into bed with him, both of them nude and cosy.

“What do you think she’ll do?” asked Enwood.

“Well…maybe a bit of…this,” said Germaine, kissing Enwood’s lips. “Followed by this…” she playfully nibbled his chest. “Followed by…”

Enwood grinned broadly as Germaine demonstrated what Dinah and Neill might be doing at the same time they were. As they humped, giggled, turned, kissed, licked, rubbed and nuzzled, they thought of the mouse girl and wolf doing the same not a half-a-mile away and the added excitement was like spice enhancing their own carnal delights.

***

The big day came. All the villagers were in position. It was early morning and the sun was just peeking above the trees. Germaine and Dinah were in position in the loft of the barn. Enwood was hidden in the woods behind the Elder’s house with a troop of children with slingshots. Neill was standing at the village’s rear entrance, where the wizard usually came through, dressed in an imitation of the ancient practitioners of magic from the legendary Blue Cult of yore. The villagers were hidden in their places, ready for the signal. Everyone was hoping things would go as planned.
“Now, listen everyone,” said Germaine, going over the plan once more. “The signal shall be the toll of the chapel bell. Mrs Nora, you’re in charge of the bell.”

“Understood,” said Mrs Nora.

“When Dinah flashes you the signal with this mirror, you toll the bell, and then the villagers all know what to do.”

“We do,” the villagers nodded.

“Doctor Delia, did you pour the fire-powder in the pattern we practiced?”

“Exactly as you instructed,” said Delia, the village doctor.

“Enwood, darling, you will lure him to the town centre where the well is. We’ll corner him and the only escape he’ll have is through the alley between the barn and the Elder’s house.”

“Roger,” said Enwood.

“Neill, you do your best theatrical impression and try and make him soil his robes. Your signal will be the words ‘Flames of Perdition, Consume my foe!’”

“I’ll give it my all,” said Neill, giving everyone a grin from under his cowl.

“Dinah and I will do the rest. Everyone ready?”

“All set!!”

“Okay. The sun is almost above the forest. Get ready, everyone!”

***

Neill stood alone in the middle of the path as the wizard arrived. The figure that walked towards the village was short and dressed in a rather dusty old robe. But the villagers shuddered instinctively when they saw him approaching.
“People of Wrendale!” called out the wizard. “I have come for my bride!”

“And yet, you shall feel the steely embrace of the cruel mistress that is Justice!” called out Neill, in a tone worthy of the theatres of Kingstown. “For she is blind and without mercy!”
The wizard looked at Neill.

“What is this!?” he barked. “You dare defy Exxor the Lord of Flame?”

Neill took a step forward. The wizard, Exxor, saw him more clearly and saw his garb.

“Who are you who dare to defy my power?!”

“You shall leave this place!” shouted Neill. “You shall leave and never return. This village is not your plaything to do with it as you desire.”

“Fool! I am powerful! I can burn you to a crisp just by willing it!”

“You jest!”

“Ah, do I?! Watch this!”

Exxor the wizard walked to a nearby tree and lifted his paws. He chanted some words and suddenly sparks flew from his sleeves, setting fire to the tree.

“There! Witness that!” shouted Exxor. “Now step aside, ye who dare defy the might of my fiery fingers!”

“That is all? Such child’s play!” mocked Neill.

“What?! What did you say?!”

“Amateur! A true master of flames does not need wood or grass to light his fire! He can make flames dance across the water or stone just with an incantation!”

With that, Neill threw his head back and lifted his arms.

“I am Golgoth! High Wizard of the Blue Cult!”

“Blue…Blue Cult?!” sputtered Exxor, for even he had heard the stories. “I…Impossible! They’ve been extinct for a millennium.”

“Witness it yourself! The Rune of Ultimate Doom,” said Neill, doing some theatrical moves with his arms. “Flames of Perdition! Consume my foe!”

And that was the signal. On top of the barn, Germaine used her magnifying glass to concentrate the rays of the sun onto a small mound of fire-powder on the ground. It ignited, and soon a trail of fire-powder began to burn in a pattern that surrounded Neill and travelled towards Exxor. Doctor Dinah had poured fire-powder in a pattern all around the place where the two ‘wizards’ would be standing and had covered it with a very thin layer of earth to hide it. The result was that as it burned, it resembled a magical rune that was being traced in fire.

Exxor was visibly shocked. Everyone saw him tremble as he saw the weird symbol slowly burning into the ground and getting closer to him.
“I can call upon thunder and lightning to blind and strike you down, feeble one!” roared Neill.

Enwood knew it was his turn. He gave the signal to the kids to ready their slingshots and shoot flash bombs and firecrackers at Exxor’s feet!

“AAAHH!” cried Exxor, fearing for his life. He tried to run, but the firecrackers forced him to run towards the village instead of back down the path he came from.

And then Dinah flashed the signal with the mirror to her mother, and the bell tolled.

Exxor stopped dead as an angry mob chased him from all sides, cornering him in front of the barn. Then, seeing his only opening to escape was through the alley between the barn and the Elder’s house, he dashed through for life and limb.

And just as he was reaching the other end of the alleyway…

CRASH!

A big, heavy wooden cage dropped from above and trapped him! He was caught!
The villagers all surrounded the cage. Neill came walking towards their prisoner, chanting gibberish. Exxor got on his knees and pleaded.

“OH, please! Spare me, oh Wizard! I shall never steal again! I vow it!”
“That’s what we wanted to hear,” said Enwood with triumph on his face.

***

The villagers were assembled in the barn. Their prisoner was tied to a chair in the front of the assembly. With his robes removed, everyone saw that he was a scrawny-looking squirrel with a childish face.

Enwood, Germaine, Neill and the Elder were all sitting at the front, debating.

“What is your name?” Germaine asked the wizard.

“Exxor, the master of…”

“No, you dolt! Your real name,” snapped Germaine.

“Um…er…M-Melvin.”

The entire village burst into laughter. Melvin!

“Well, Melvin,” said Enwood. “I’m sure you’re aware of the trouble you’ve caused. How did you get your paws on cannon powder in the first place?”
“There’s…quite a big stock of it…in a cave below the old lighthouse,” muttered Melvin. “It used to be a pirate’s cave. They left lots of old stuff there.”

“And what were you planning on doing when whatever unfortunate girl you dragged away found out about your little secret?” asked Germaine.

“Well, uh…I hadn’t planned that far.”

Everyone laughed.

“A proper punishment is in order,” said the Elder. “People of Wrendale, what shall it be?”

Several suggestions were made, each less appealing than the previous. Neill stood up and called for silence.

“I have a suggestion. Let’s allow Sir Enwood to decide the punishment. He has shown good judgement and fairness in the past.”

The villagers agreed. They had warmed up their heroes and trusted their judgement.

“I appreciate your confidence in me,” said Enwood gracefully. “Melvin, you have caused the village a great deal of damage. Therefore, I suggest that your punishment be to repair all the things you’ve messed up with your tricks. Plant the wheat, the corn and plant a seedling to make up for the tree you’ve harmed. Once everything is grown and well, the Elder will let you go. In the meantime, you’ll wear a ball-and-chain and Mrs Nora will have the key. Shall we take a vote?”

All the villagers voted in favour. Melvin looked distraught, but he knew this punishment was better than what the villagers had in mind.
“No time like the present,” said the Elder, giving Melvin a hoe. “Get started on those fields! And don’t sulk, boy, you got off easy! Now get hoein’!”

Melvin grumbled as he walked towards the wheat field he had ruined and started working.

Germaine, Enwood and Neill walked to the village square where everyone was gathered.

“Everyone would like to celebrate in your honour, my friends!” said the Elder. “We’re going to cook up a nice feast and tune the musical instruments! This village hasn’t had any merrymaking in too long.”

“Sounds great to me! I say everyone deserves a little party,” said Germaine. “Don’t you agree, boys?”

Enwood nodded. Neill did too, but his eyes were not on his friends, but distracted by the blue eyes of Dinah, who stood not far, behind her parents, giving him a sweet look.

***

The dancing was brisk and joyful as the music played. Germaine and Enwood danced lightly to the rhythm, Neill and Dinah danced alongside keeping up their pace, and the other couples in the village all followed as the Elder played the fiddle and the other band members played an assortment of instruments. The food and drink was delicious, the spirits were high, and already the older folks were telling tales about the encounter of the wizards, adding florid details which would no doubt be repeated by the children and eventually by the children of their children, and passed down as village history.
Nora and Rolf looked at their daughter dancing and swaying with the wild wolf and smiled. They had always wondered what would become of their daughter when she came of age and they had to look for a proper suitor for her. Now, the answer seemed to have come on its own.
Enwood and Germaine danced closer together and Germaine stole a playful kiss. Enwood blushed and grinned.

“You’re so adorable, you know that?” teased Germaine. “You can be bold and brave, sober and grave, but you always blush like a schoolboy when your cute vixen kisses you.”

Enwood just laughed out loud with joy. Another adventure had ended successfully and many more were just waiting to be had.

Dinah whispered to Neill as they danced.

“So where are you going to next, Neill darling?”

“We’re planning on heading south, and then back north along the coastline until we get to Broadleaf Forest, where I have my home. You’re welcome to come along, I’d love to show you my homeland.”

“Oh, darling, I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” said Dinah as they swayed in the swirl of music, merriment and love.

***
