A Child Invasion

Chapter One – A Slow Beginning


In a world recovering from a world war, the country rulers have outlawed the practice of magic. This was done in an effort to eradicate the magicians responsible for all the wars. During the last war, many of the countries leaders had been manipulated by magic users for what the magi called fun. For that reason alone, the new leaders of the world's countries ordered a ban on the practice of magic. Even so, some of the more powerful and experienced magicians survived, even thriving as terrified pupils flocked to them. Some magi, however, preferred to just seclude themselves in their homes where ever they were and became very hostile to intruders. 


A few years after the worldwide ban on magic had been enacted, in an older part of a capitol, some guards were hot on the trail of a suspected mage. Leading them, was an informant or someone that appeared in need in the hopes that a kind mage would reveal themselves to help them. One such magician took the bait that the informant had laid and was now on the run. Marilyn had thought the informant to be a hurt homeless woman, but found the opposite to be true. Her mama had been a healer and an adept in all kinds of healing magic. While she was not the best at healing magic, Marilyn had been able to get the basics down. After healing the woman, she noticed an odd look in the person's eyes and felt the need to hide. 


Running into an old, run-down library, Marilyn tried desperately to find someplace she could hide in. Hearing the guards coming closer only made her more desperate, but then she suddenly felt something. The feeling stemmed not from her five senses, more so from her magical sense. Seeing a very cleverly hidden lever on a bookshelf, Marilyn pressed and watched in shock as a secret room opened up. Quickly going inside, she found another switch to close the door and slapped it hastily. Waiting anxiously inside the room, Marilyn prayed for none of the guards to see the hidden lever. 


After a few nail-biting moments, Marilyn overheard the guards breaking off the search and instead heading outside to continue looking for her. Letting a long sigh of relief, Marilyn slide to the floor and looked about. All around her were volumes upon volumes of magical books. Scarcely believing her luck, Marilyn started walking around, collecting books that caught her attention. One tome in particular that caught her attention was one about conjuring items. Flipping through it quickly, she found a spell that would allow her to make bread that would tide her over until she could get to a safer town. 


Spending the next few days studying portions of the books, Marilyn learned some new tricks that would allow her to move around more safely. She was most proud of a cloak enchantment she had cast which allowed to walk about unnoticed by everyone around her. Even when she spoke with a person, they didn't really seem to see her since her picture was posted around town. Another object she had made while reading was a bag that could hold objects close to it's size without ever becoming full. Marilyn had started to package up reagents and herbs in the secret room, then would place them in the bag along with the books from the collection in the room. One day, Marilyn awoke to someone opening the door to the secret room.


An aging librarian paused when she spotted Marilyn and demanded, “What are doing in here? How did you find this place?”


Cowering back, expecting guards to swarm her and attack her, Marilyn replied in a trembling voice, “I didn't know this collection belonged to anyone, I'm really sorry. I just happened to find the lever out in the library one day when I was fleeing from the guards a few days ago. I'll put everything back, I promise, just don't call the guards, I'm not a bad mage.”


Putting her hands on her hips, the librarian smiled wryly as she said, “Clearly. If you were a bad mage, I guess I wouldn't have even got the chance to ask my questions or receive answers. I must confess that I am curious as to what your specialization in magic is?”


Growing a little more comfortable around the mysterious librarian, Marilyn replied, “I really don't know what I specialize in. I'm just learning to use my magic and haven't really developed any specific skills. Can you teach me, please? I'll do whatever you need me to if you'll help me learn.”


Waving her hand dismissively, the librarian answered, “I cannot teach you child. I gave up learning magic a long time ago, but I still hold onto the hope that one day magic will be accepted by the nations once again. That's why I secretly amassed all the books you see here. In fact, you look like you've already taken some of the books away from here, good. I must ask you to take the rest along with you, for I have no use for them and this library will soon be destroyed.”


Staring in surprise, Marilyn could only shake her head in surprise as the librarian started to pull books off the shelf and push them into Marilyn's enchanted bag. Going back to packaging up the reagents, the pair emptied out the room by the end of the day. When they were done, Marilyn thanked the librarian and put on her cloak. Oddly, the librarian was not affected by the enchantment on the cloak, but Marilyn pushed that thought aside.


As she was walking out of the room, the librarian called out to her and said, “Oh, I almost forgot. I have another book somewhere in these robes of mine that I was going to add to the collection. It's really old, but I think someone with your skill should be able to read it.”


The librarian rummaged through her robes and produced a very worn book. Taking the tome, Marilyn handled it gingerly as she opened it up. To her surprise, as she looked at the pages, writings and drawings began to appear as if in response to Marilyn's touch.


While she was engrossed in the book, the librarian said, “That is a book of summoning attuned to a very powerful deity. Only those the book finds worthy may read it and even then, the book will keep secrets. I will warn you once, be careful what you wish for, because if your not, you may end paying a price you are not willing too for them. The Mother awaits your summons.”


The last sentence caught Marilyn's attention, but when she looked for the librarian, the person was no where to be found. Hearing the doors to the library open up, Marilyn ran quickly to a back entrance, but curiously waited to see who was coming inside. A younger lady lead some guards into the library and began to tell them what books needed to handled gently. Looking down at the aged tome in her hands, Marilyn had some misgivings over using it, but kept it none the less.


Leaving the library quietly, Marilyn started towards the main gates. She was on pins and needles as she walked through, afraid that the guards might be able to see through the illusion her cape concealed her in. Thankfully, the guards didn't even tense up as she walked by and out of the city. Keeping to herself as she traveled, Marilyn chose not to sleep in any towns, for fear of being discovered and captured. Eventually, while walking through a town, Marilyn was confronted by a couple of robed figures. Remaining calm, Marilyn pretended not notice them and continued to go about her business.


Growing tired of being ignored, one of the figures asked, “Do you always sleep out under the stars, little girl?”


Not looking up from the fruit stand she was looking through, Marilyn calmly replied, “Of course, I had a bad run in with a guard one night while sleeping at an inn. That monster came into my room while I slept and even knew I was young, but that didn't stop her from trying to rape me. Thankfully, I always keep my knife on hand and made very certain that guard wouldn't be trying anything like that again.”


Feeling that they wouldn't make any headway with that topic, the other girl wondered while feeling Marilyn's cloak, “That's a really nice cloak you have, who made it?”


Having already prepared for such a question, Marilyn answered, “I don't know, this belonged to my mother during the war. When I left my home, she gave it to me in the hopes that it would keep me safe throughout my journeys.”


Finishing her business in the market, Marilyn walked away from the pair, heading into the main market area. Thanks to her enchanted cloak, she was able to walk through the crowd and lose the girls tailing her. Later, at her camp, Marilyn sighed in relief since she could not sense anyone following her, but when she stepped into her camp, she was in for a surprise. A woman wearing a cloak with the same texture as the one Marilyn had was waiting for her. Not wanting to take any chances, Marilyn began to gather her magic as she came closer to her the woman. 


Smiling crookedly, the woman raised her hands and stated, “I mean you no harm, child, I was just curious about who you were. The fact that you don't know how to conceal your energy when preparing spells tells me that your a novice magician aren't you?”


Balling her fists up, Marilyn pointed them at the intruder and growled a warning, “Just because I'm still learning how to use my magic, it doesn't mean I don't know how to singe people.”


Placing her hands in front of her, the woman revealed a barrier that had already been created to protect her and calmly said, “Please, seat down. I feel we may have gotten off on the wrong foot. My name is Faira, perhaps you know of me? If not then I'll tell you, I am an experienced magi that even served in the last war under the name of one of the 'kings'.”


Sitting down, Marilyn's demeanor did not settle down as she asked, “Well then, Faira, what do you want with me? I'm a novice magician, barely even that, why are you so interested in me?”


Laughing humorously, Faira's pleasant demeanor turned much more serious as she responded, “Perhaps you do not know, but the magi are still strong in this world and are growing stronger. Those without the strength to lead, must follow. For now, its a pupil race. All the elder magi that want to compete are trying to recruit and train the most young magi like you. The reason for this is that whomever manages to train the most students, and aids them in growing stronger, will in turn become the figurehead for us when we make our move. I can sense you have a lot of potential, much more than any of my other girls and I want you to become another of my pupils.”


Just then, the two girls from earlier stumbled into the camp, exhausted from running and cried, “Their coming, the guards are on their way here.” One managed to see through my illusion and tried to make me undress. I...I attacked her and now they are after us.”


Sighing in exasperation, Faira asked irritably, “And you first notion was not to run home, but to come to me? You both are imbeciles, but now is not time for me to deal with you, we need to go home.”


Breaking down her camp quickly, Marilyn followed the woman and her pupils away from the alarmed town. A few days later, they arrived at Faira's tower and Marilyn noticed that the tower was not hidden at all. Then she noticed guards from a nearby town walking around and even greeting Faira like an old friend. When she asked about that, Faira told Marilyn that the guards were all old friends of hers and kept their king away by acting like loyal subjects. Even though she believed Faira, Marilyn noticed strangely that all the guards and even the pupils were all girls.


Putting those doubts aside, Marilyn hesitantly accepted a room inside the old magi tower. In her room, Marilyn began to unpack her book collection and reagents when she pulled out the book of summoning for The Mother. Putting aside settling into her room, Marilyn sat down and began to read deeply into tome. She became intrigued by how the book depicted The Mother as neither a demonic or holy being, but rather something in between. Marilyn also liked how in the tome The Mother was portrayed as the end of civilization if the world was corrupt, but could also be a protector and savior should the world be populated by those with pure desires, whether those desires were moral by the laws of that world. A knock on her room's door disrupted Marilyn and when she answered, another student told her that it was time for dinner. 


In her home world, The Mother watched as the portal to Marilyn's world grew larger, but never opened up. Licking her lips as she saw all the magic adepts in the world and the corruption created by them, The Mother began to shiver in anticipation of the feast to come. Right then, however, her wives began to call out for her. Groaning in frustration, The Mother chose to leave her post, knowing that the girl she had been watching would most likely avoid summoning her at first. 

