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Chapter One

 

Dark-haired Libby Daniels, public defender extraordinaire,
champion of the hopeless and overall queen of lost causes, squirmed
uncomfortably in the deep leather chair.

This was the moment she had been dreading for the past
thirty minutes of therapy—having to come clean with the irrepressible Dr.
Agatha Myles about her latest recurrent sex dream. Libby usually had a new one
for each session and this one was a doozy.

It involved a centaur and a dark beach. Oh god, she could
imagine it even now, as if she were there on the mysterious sands of crystal,
beneath that silvery-purple moon, alien and yet so familiar. His face, cast
ever in shadow, yet revealing itself nonetheless, handsomer than any movie
star. His chest sculpted like a god, his legs shaped like those of the finest
racehorse. And that cock, large and beautiful, as if shaped by sculptor’s
hands, full of life, the perfect mix of beast and man and god. Such a cock to
touch, to taste…to feel inside her.

Libby shuddered. How could she even begin talking about it?

Up until now her dreams had been tame, even amusing. Like
the one where she was screwing Randall Mason, the young district attorney, in
front of an entire jury that had been charged with judging the quality of her
moves. Or the one where she went down on Tony, the buff bailiff, unzipping his
uniform trousers and pulling out his long snake of a cock, sucking it greedily
into her mouth, hard and pulsing as Judge Cartwright banged her gavel screaming,
“Out of order.”

In comparison, her new dream was perverted. She probably
should have asked for medication a while ago and maybe then she could have
avoided the place she was at now, dreading sleep for fear of once again meeting
and being seduced by the wondrous creature with deep as the sea eyes and long,
dark hair that blew in the perpetual breeze.

It made her wet, just thinking about it.

“But I didn’t get to tell you everything about work yet.” She
attempted a final, desperate diversion. “There’s this new judge in Part B,
right? Well, he’s totally got it in for all us public defenders and last week
he—”

Agatha cut her off, holding up a well-tanned, wrinkled hand.
She did so with great dramatic flare, the warm glow of turquoise rings and
mauve nail polish stopping Libby dead in her tracks. “Libra Daniels,” said the
sixty-three-year-old diva of psychoanalysis who could pass for forty-five on a
good day. “Are we displaying avoidance behavior?”

Libby frowned. “You know you are harder on me than any
district attorney, don’t you?”

“That, my dear,” she said, wrinkling her nose and pushing
her herringbone glasses up, “is because I love you like a daughter. Also you
happen to pay me a good deal of money.”

“My insurance pays. I just sit here and suffer,” Libby
groused.

“And suffer you shall.” Agatha waved an arm, bare feet
tucked up underneath her Indian style as she held court on her pride-and-joy
red leather couch, fifty-minute session clock beside her on a matching table,
inoperable, no batteries in it for years.

A crocheted sign above it in a mahogany frame said “Waste
not…and you’re not really living”. Everywhere on her walls were little pictures
and signs. She had pillows, too—wild and loud—from her travels throughout the
world.

Libby had always admired women like Aggy. So thoroughly
professional and respected by males yet able to project as much femininity as
they liked. For Libby it was a comical balancing act. One in which she was
forever falling flat on her face. Her final answer had been repression,
repression, repression. Severe hairstyle, pantsuits, minimal perfume, low heels
and no dating. The price for all this according to Aggy—who insisted everyone
call her by her first name—was the dreams.

Libby sighed. “I’ll tell you my latest dream but only if you
promise you won’t freak.”

“My dear girl,” she chortled. “I’ve been in this business
since you were in diapers. Do you really think there is anything I haven’t
heard by now?”

“You may have to eat your words, Aggy, this one is pretty
kinky.”

“Don’t tell me, Brad Pitt and George Clooney fighting over
you in the nude, Jell-O wrestling outside a café on the French Riviera while
you sip champagne from a priceless flute?”

“No, though that would be normal in comparison to mine.”

“Oh, thank the stars,” she exuded. “Do give me all the gory
details. I haven’t heard anything juicy all day.”

“It has a centaur in it,” said Libby, giving her a last
chance to beg off hearing it.

Her eyes lit. “Mythology, eh? Yummy. Herr Freud would have a
field day. Does your centaur smoke a cigar by any chance?”

“No, he gallops up on me in the dark. I am standing on this
beach and he rides up, the wind in his hair, beautiful dark hair.” Libby could
picture it so easily, she could slip away, she could touch herself, right here
and now. “He has the most beautiful face, I can tell by the shadows, but I can’t
ever make out the details. Just the eyes, reflecting purple moonlight. The eyes
are blue. His chest is bare, his skin is so healthy and rugged, he is very
muscular and he wants me, Aggy, with a passion and desire I can’t begin to
absorb.”

“I assume he makes it past the proverbial first base?” Aggy
inquired. “Though I do have a question or two about logistics. Four-legged man,
two-legged woman…”

“That’s the amazing thing. I always ask him that right off
and he answers, telling me not to worry. ‘Let things be,’ he says. ‘Let it all
fall into place.’ Then he says more, speaking to me, with this magnificent deep
voice, telling me I am the most beautiful creature he has ever seen and he will
die if he does not make love to me.

“‘Have you seen what your sex does to me?’ he asks. And that’s
when he shows me his erection. He rears up on two legs on this amazing sand—clear
and pure as diamonds—and reveals his cock and balls. The most wonderful shaft I
have ever seen, long and tapered, completely human, reddish-purple from the
veins crisscrossing the surface, surging with blood. His balls are so full and
tight and high. He is uncircumcised, his cock points at me proudly, tapering
like a carved Greek statue, cool and powerful. But I know there is so much heat
in it. I want to touch it, I want to be touched. I’m still afraid. The centaur
tells me not to fight it. We are going to make love and it would be wrong for
me to resist. ‘Where there is this much lust, nature will find a way,’ he says.”

“Some pretty impressive pickup lines,” quipped Agatha,
shaking her head, dangling turquoise earrings from the reservation she visited
twice a year and where she was a certified shaman. “I half expected you to tell
me the creature asks you your zodiac sign.”

“Nothing nearly so corny. That’s the strange part, Agatha. It
doesn’t feel like something I am making up. I mean I am not into astrology and
I am not into bizarre sex.”

“You’re not into sex, period, dear. That’s the problem with
your whole generation—you totally overlook the value of a completely
meaningless fuck.”

Libby chuckled. “Just what I need to hear. Are you sure the state
board knows what it is you tell your clients?”

“No, dear, but I am protected by confidentiality.”

“I thought that was for me, not you?”

“Only on alternate months. Tell me more about the horny
Sagittarian. How does he get his arrow into you?”

“Well, I am not wearing any clothes, which is convenient. My
nipples always get erect when he approaches, and as soon as I see that cock my
pussy starts up like a fountain. Things get a little blurry—we always end up
with a fire and a bottle of wine, wrapped in leather. The shape is curved. He
has these goblets. We toast and I drink. The wine heats my belly and goes
straight to my head. He tells me it’s magic.”

“Don’t they always?”

“I’m lightheaded. We dance around the fire. He bends down so
I can hop on his back. My pussy is tingling and throbbing. We don’t start
moving just yet. He wants to prepare me. He reaches behind him with his hands,
over his head and runs them through my hair, encouraging me to put my lips to
his strong neck. I kiss him, I touch his hair, so incredibly wild—like a lion’s
mane, though I’ve never touched one.

“I moan a little, which encourages him to turn his head and
give me a kiss. My mouth opens to him, I am breathless. He steals my very
heartbeat. I am in some other dimension.

“I hear him whispering to me, encouraging me to touch him,
to wrap my hands around his waist. He’s all muscle, like a man is supposed to
be. I let my palms push up his stomach, up to his pectorals. I cover his
nipples, feel them harden in my hand.

“‘Hold on, my beloved,’ he says and off we go, galloping up
and down the beach. I keep a tight grip. He is so strong and so powerful. I
have this overwhelming feeling of trust.

“He angles toward the water as he runs. The waves splash up
over his back, they are like a sauna, they exhilarate me and make my skin
tingle all over. All I can think about is coming, all over his back. I’m
embarrassed. Every time, I’m embarrassed and he always says the same thing.

“‘You mustn’t fight,’ he tells me. ‘Let it happen.’

“I revel in his mastery, in the wickedness of the situation.
He is controlling me. I have my legs spread on a centaur’s back, my pussy lips
rubbing against his smooth horse hide. I am dripping-wet, I am throbbing with
need. I cry out and I climax, loud and hard. This is what wakes me up. Usually
I have my hand between my legs, or sometimes I’ll be humping my pillow. Once I
had my behind sticking up in the air. I was facedown, practically whimpering. Every
night for the last week, this is how it’s been.

“So…what do you think? Am I a sex pervert?”

“I don’t know, are you?”

“Aggy, please. I don’t need the self-help stuff. Just tell
me what this means. I’m a little freaked-out. I mean I haven’t told anyone so
far and I wasn’t going to, but now that I have, it sounds just way too weird.”

“You’re not the first person in history to dream
metaphorically about sex. Generally it indicates you are trying to work
something out.”

“Whew. I was afraid you were going to say I needed to get
laid.”

“I don’t have to. You just did.”

“Damn it. You always get me like that.”

“It’s my job. I will say one thing that is interesting,
though.”

“What’s that?”

“From what you tell me, you never do get hold of that cock,
do you?”

“I hadn’t thought about it, but no. He always tells me it’s
going to happen but I come first on his back and then I wake up.”

“Why do you suppose you cheat him like that?”

“Cheat who? The centaur!? But he’s not even real.”

“He is to you. He comes to you every night, giving all he
has and you take from him and don’t give back. No wonder that sand and moon is
blue—as much of a case of blue balls as you are giving him.”

“You’re crazy. I’m just standing there on the beach.”

“You’re naked.”

“A woman can be naked without it being sexual, you always
tell me that.”

“Can being the operative word. You aren’t out there
to fly a kite. You want to get laid. You just don’t want to have to ask.”

Libby looked miserably at the clock. “I really wish you
would fix that thing. You have a four o’clock, I know you do.”

“My four o’clock will wait. I had the waiting room stocked
with all new magazines this week. Stop the denial. Face up to this. You are so
timid about sex you won’t have it in real life or even in your dreams. Not only
that, you won’t allow your imagination to entertain the idea of a human lover,
so you create a mythical one. One whose sexual parts are directly connected to
the beast.”

“So how do I stop them?”

“The dreams? You satisfy your new friend, that’s how. You
let him put that monster cock deep in your dream pussy. You swallow him down
your dream throat and taste that equine saltiness. I would tell you to go anal
but that might be a bit much in this case.”

“I’ve had fantasies,” Libby admitted, getting to yet another
thing she had been afraid to admit to a living soul. “When I least want them,
naturally. In court, while I’m trying to prepare a case. I’ll just start
wondering. How would a centaur do it? Copulate with a human woman, I mean. Could
he take me from behind, with me on all fours, my sex pointed up for
penetration? What if I lie on my back, propped up and he could lower himself
down, somehow?”

“You’re thinking too much,” concluded Agatha. “That’s why it’s
not happened yet. You thought too much with Brad and with Allen before him and
look where that got you.”

“Things would never have worked with Brad. He was hell-bent
on making partner at his firm. I would always have been number two. And his
ethics sucked. As for Allen, he was irresponsible. Where was he going to end up,
playing a silly guitar at small-time bars the rest of his life?”

“I don’t know,” Aggy mused. “Happy, maybe?”

“Happy doesn’t build 401Ks,” Libby retorted. “Or pay for
smart-aleck therapists.”

“Lucky for me you have enough insurance money…and neuroses
to keep me in seaweed wraps and turquoise the rest of my life.”

Libby groaned, just wanting it out of her mind. The images
crowding her thoughts, her naked self on that beach in her hands and knees,
moaning as the beast that was also a man pushed his red-hot erection deep into
her wet and ready opening, filling her and opening her and driving her utterly
mad with passion, making her cry out, begging to know his name, his identity,
begging for him to come inside her, to make her his creature, his glorious
being of love and lust.

“I have to do something, Aggy,” she despaired. “I cannot go
on like this.”

“I hate to tell you, dear, but at twenty-seven, you are
going to have to go on like this for quite a while. If I were you, I would make
the best of it. Enjoy your centaur, be flattered in his interest. Try and relax
enough to be available for him.”

“But he isn’t real,” Libby exclaimed, feeling herself rise
to that inevitable climax of aggravation which ended every session with Agatha.

Agatha waxed philosophical. “Lao-Tze once said, ‘A man goes
to sleep and dreams he is a butterfly. When he awakens, he asks, am I man who
dreamed of being a butterfly or am I butterfly who dreamed of being a man?’”

“So you’re saying I could be that woman on the beach who
dreams of being a lawyer?”

“Yes. She is probably sitting at her therapist’s right now
trying to figure out how to get her pathetic dream-self laid so she can have
some fun at night.”

“Ha-ha, very funny.”

“Time’s up.”

“Prove it. You don’t even have a clock.”

“Yes, but you’re mad, that’s how I know.”

“Do you have any clue how totally backwards you do
everything? I came in here nice and calm and now I’m ready to tear my hair out.”

“That way I know you’ll come back. Think how bored we would
both be if you didn’t.” Aggy stood, in anticipation of their make-up hug.

“Perish the thought.” Libby folded herself into the older
woman’s arms. This might not be by the book but it always felt right.

“Now scoot,” said Aggy. “And you better land that centaur
fast before I get my claws into him. And don’t think I won’t. I know where you
dream.”

Libby couldn’t help but smile.

Aggy was right, she needed to chill out, enjoy life a little
more.

Of course she wouldn’t, which was one of the reasons Libby
kept coming back.

Sure would be nice to land that centaur, though. A plain old
man would do, too, in a pinch.

And if he was even half as exciting and half as good-looking
she would be eating out of his hand…for life.

* * * * *

Human beings were not a myth, nor was their fantasy world
known as Earth. This was the conclusion reached by Markos the Centaur shortly
after appearing from thin air in the middle of a strange forest of high, steel
towers, points sharp as arrows.

His first clue came when he looked down and saw that his four
legs had been replaced by two. Gone were his hooves and tail as well. The
second clue came in the form of an angry blaring sound. A kind of roaring metal
creature was in front of him, quite large, with a head popping out a window on
the side.

“Get out of the street, jackass!”

Markos was all set to point out that he was not a jackass
but a centaur, but more of the horn noises started in. The metal things were in
a line, some like carriages, and others breathing smoke, loud as dragons.
Inside each he saw the unhappy faces, calling out to him.

“What’s your problem, bub? Are you on drugs?”

“Move it, you son of a bitch!”

So much bitterness from the faces, Markos marveled. Could it
be the metal dragons had eaten them all and they were trying to escape? Perhaps
he should try and free them.

Many more of the humans were gathering in a circle about
him. They were all quite animated, talking to each other.

“What kind of freak is he?” asked a young human male
carrying a square case with a handle. “He looks like he escaped from a circus.”

“He’s a pervert, that’s what he is,” said a female, her hair
wound tight, carrying a bag over her shoulder.

Markos noted her strange clothing. The impractical points on
the bottom of the woman’s shoes. The quite unnecessary coverings over her
lovely breasts and legs. The men weren’t much better, with the colored knots on
their neck and the tight gold and silver bands on their wrists. Were they
slaves?

“Somebody call a cop,” suggested a large man with no hair on
his head. Markos was amazed at his round shape. He looked as though he might
explode any minute.

“Never mind that,” said another man. “We can deal with him.”

“Watch out, he could be a terrorist.”

“Or an illegal alien!”

A crowd was gathering by now. Markos was trying to figure out
what was wrong with his appearance. His groin and buttocks were covered by the
loincloth. According to Argos, the crab magician who had sent him here, these
were the taboo areas. What more did they want? What was the point in covering
themselves when it was so hot out?

Didn’t they have enough to worry about with the prowling
metal dragons eating them? Markos heard a high-pitched wail.

“The police,” someone pointed at him. “Now you’ll get yours,
you alien pervert.”

Markos remembered this word. Argos and the others had warned
him to avoid the police at all cost. Time to see if these legs really worked,
he thought.

With that he pushed his way through the crowd, jumping
straight onto one of the dragons. It did not breathe fire, it did not try to
eat him.

“Hold it right there,” he heard a voice behind him.

Men in blue uniforms waving long sticks were coming at him
from all sides. He hopped from one dragon to another, avoiding them. The
dragons were lined up all along a stone, gray pathway. Eventually he found one
with a long row of windows and many humans inside.

They were cheering him. They opened the window and let him
in.

“Damn, my brother,” one of them laughed. “Where did you
learn moves like that?”

Markos rubbed his temples. The words were getting clearer. Argos
had said the language spell would take a little while. Gradually he would be
able to hear and speak in human and even read.

“Pol-ees,” he managed to stutter. “Run a-away.”

“Word up,” one of the men approved. “That’s what you gotta
do, run like hell.”

“Sit here,” said another. “Don’t let the driver see you.
This is a city bus, he’ll turn you in.”

Markos sat in the hard seat. They surrounded him, asking
questions. He wasn’t up for answering. He closed his eyes and focused on
learning. Eventually he said, “Need clothes.”

“You got bread for that?” asked one of them, his neck
circled with more gold chains and medallions than Queen Aquaria herself had
worn at her coronation.

Markos shook his head. “No food…to trade.”

They laughed.

“Yo, my brother,” the man said. “Not food. Cash. Straight up
Benjamins, you know what I’m saying?”

“Cash,” he repeated. “You mean…money?”

They all nodded.

Markos pulled the bag from his shoulder. The very one Kalos
the Goat had given him just before his teleportation to the Earth.

“There are coins and precious stones in it,” the insanely
practical Kalos had said, having counted and recounted them over a hundred
times in typical Capricorn fashion. “Use them sparingly. There’s a log you can
fill in for expenses and projected daily budget.”

“By the Sun and Moon,” had grumbled Dalion, his long-time
ram friend, whose own personality naturally tended toward spontaneity and
impetuousness. “How in the world can you predict all that? Just let him go
already, he’ll work it all out.”

“I have these,” Markos said now as he pulled out a
glimmering gem for his human companions.

“Snap,” whistled one of the men, clearly impressed by the
diamond, two carats at least. “Is that real?”

Markos nodded.

“A piece of advice, my half-naked homey.” The man patted his
shoulder. “Don’t go flashing that around, got it?”

Markos nodded and put it away, though he had no intention of
flashing or digging. “Need clothes,” he said, feeling a little more confident
in his vocabulary. “Find lawyer.”

“I hear you.” The man nodded deeply. “I been there, too.”

“We’ll show you what stop to get off,” said another man,
whose pants were so loose and hanging so low Markos had no idea why he bothered
to wear them.

“Thank you.” Markos smiled.

Markos found it interesting to observe that the dragon was
stopping at regular intervals. Humans were climbing into it and exiting.
Apparently it wasn’t eating them at all. Perhaps it was some kind of host and
the humans were parasites.

Before Markos left, the men had him put his hand in their
air so they could each slap it. Exiting the dragon through a door in the side,
Markos got his bearings. There was a ribbon of brownish stone under his feet.
Behind this was a row of doors, glass windows displaying various objects. Words
above the windows told him these were stores.

Ignoring the staring eyes, keeping as low a profile as
possible, he walked a bit and found what he needed. A statue of a human,
faceless, wearing clothes like the ones he had seen on some of the men.

“Can I help you?” a man immediately came up to him as he
entered.

Markos looked at him. The way he said the words didn’t make
it sound as if he wanted to help in the least. “Do you have clothing here for
male humans?” he asked.

The man raised an eyebrow. “That is the general idea.”

Another man came up. He had a jacket and matching pants like
the first and a collar around his neck. He seemed to think quite highly of
himself, thought Markos, for a slave. “What seems to be the problem?”

“I need clothing for a male human,” Markos told him.

The man wrinkled his lips, narrowing his eyes. “Call the
police,” he ordered the other man.

“Yes, Mr. Wilson.”

Markos pulled one of the diamonds from his bag. “I have this
bread to pay for them.”

The eyes of the one called Mr. Wilson widened like full
moons. “Jones,” he called out. “Not yet.”

“May I?” he asked Markos for the stone.

Markos gave it to him and watched him take it to the window.
He scratched the window with it, making a small incision. He returned to
Markos, his smile smooth and slithery as a snake. “Please forgive the
misunderstanding. I do believe we can do business after all.”

With that he ordered Jones to help Markos.

“Give him anything he wants. You hear me? Anything.”

A short time later Markos emerged from the place, fitted
with an outfit of human clothing, the name of which he had learned was called a
suit. He was covered neck to feet. Jones had wanted him to cover these, too,
with shoes and socks, but that was going too far.

Markos would imprison the rest of his body for sake of his
mission to save himself and the rest of Constellia but he would never, ever
lose his physical contact with the sacred ground beneath him.

He raised his arm, the way Jones had told him to. A yellow
dragon stopped for him.

“You getting in or not?” the man inside wanted to know.

“Yes,” Markos said to him through the open window reciting
as best he could remember the words. “But only if you can promise this beast
will take me to a lawyer.”

The man frowned. “What are you, a comedian?”

“I’m a centaur, actually,” Markos clarified. “Formerly
Captain of the Royal Guard of Constellia, though lately I am an accused man,
soon to be on trial for a murder I did not commit.”

The man snorted. “Sure you are and I’m the Queen of Sheba. Tell
you what, why don’t you wait for a magic carpet and fly to a lawyer?”

“Where would I find such a carpet?” asked Markos, taking out
a coin. “And do you know if they will take this kind of bread for payment?”

The man’s mouth dropped open. “Is that…gold?”

“Yes.”

He leaned across, opening the front door. “Get in,” he said
hurriedly, his entire manner changed. “We’ll find you a lawyer.”

They had driven for some time through the maze of steel
towers and stone pathways when Markos saw a totally different kind of building.
It was marble, with columns and could almost pass for a building back home.

“What is that?” Markos asked.

“City courthouse,” said the man.

Markos gasped as he saw the statue out front. It was a
woman, tall and regal, barefoot and blindfolded, her regal body wrapped in the
folds of a toga. In her hands she held the scales.

The scales of justice.

“Libra,” he whispered. Turning to the man he exclaimed
excitedly, “That is where I need to go.”

“Sure, Mac.” The man held out his hand for the gold. “Um,
you don’t want change, I hope?”

“Change of what?” asked Markos.

The man grinned. “Never mind. Have a nice day, sir.”

Markos deduced how to open the door of the dragon using the
handle. The next thing he knew he was running up the steps, eager and free…straight
into a pair of men in white shirts with gold stars on their chests.

“That’s far enough,” growled one of them.

The men had sticks in their hands. They seemed quite
unhappy. “You’re the police,” he said, heart sinking. “Aren’t you?”

“No, wise guy,” snapped one of them, a pale-skinned man with
a large stomach. “We’re the Good Humor men.”

“Pleased to meet you,” said Markos. “May I go inside now?”

“Not without shoes you don’t,” said the pale man.

Markos failed to see the connection. “I must go inside and
find Libra,” he said.

The men looked at each other knowingly.

“You mean Libby Daniels?” asked the second, who was thinner
and dark-skinned.

Markos was confused. “I am here for Libra. For justice. For
a lawyer.”

“It’s Libby, all right.” The darker one nodded.

“Figures,” grumbled the pale one.

“How do you know Libby?” the darker man asked Markos.

“Everyone knows Libra,” he replied in disbelief. “She is
justice and balance.”

The pale man muttered under his breath. “The wackos know
her, that’s for sure.”

“Easy, Bill,” said the darker-skinned one. “Are you Libby’s
client?” he asked Markos now.

“I seek her as my lawyer,” Markos replied truthfully. “That
is all I can say.”

“Good for you,” said the pale man. “You can call her from
jail.”

With that he produced a pair of bracelets, silver, linked by
chains.

Markos felt his heart well with rage mixed with profound
sadness. He could not allow this to happen. He could not allow his freedom to
be taken away.

Not again…

The darker-skinned man saved the day. “Bill, we don’t have
to do that. He didn’t really do anything.”

Bill shrugged. “Yeah, you’re right. Who wants all that
paperwork anyway?”

“Tell you what, pal,” said the dark-skinned one to Markos. “If
you agree to wait at the bottom of the stairs I’ll have someone give Libby a
message and then if she wants she’ll come talk to you.”

“I will wait,” Markos agreed.

“Fine. What message shall I give her?”

Markos considered. “Tell her an injustice has been done upon
an officer of her Majesty, Queen Aquaria the Wondrous. She is forthwith
summoned to come to his assistance, appearing in the High Court of Constellia,
before the witness of all living creatures.”

The pale man cleared his throat.

The dark one ran his hand over his face. “Tell you what,
sport, I’ll just tell her there’s someone to see her and you can explain
yourself.”

“That will be fine.” Markos walked down the stairs.
Following the motions of their lips, he was able to understand their words.

“Why the hell did you tell him you would get Libby?” the
pale man wanted to know. “He’s a nut job if ever there was.”

“I know. She still needs to know this guy’s here, though.
Maybe she’ll want a restraining order or something,” said the dark-skinned man.
“I’ll go tell her, you call for backup. I don’t know about you but I’m not
dealing with this alone.”

Markos was unable to interpret the meaning. He didn’t really
care, though. What mattered was, finally the humans were starting to believe
him. They were even helping him find his Libra. It was only a matter of time
until he cleared his name, once and for all.

Nothing would deter his optimism now, not even the high-pitched
whistling sound, approaching very fast, from more than one direction. Even more
amazing was the sound he heard to his left.

The gallop of hooves! He squinted as he looked across the
vast marble courtyard. Was it his imagination or were those fellow centaurs
approaching rapidly? Were they here to help him?

It certainly looked that way. The only strange thing was the
shirts they were wearing. They were blue. Just like the policemen.

Never mind. A centaur was a centaur. Thus did he decide to
run straight for them.





Chapter Two

 

“Libby, you got a minute?”

Libby looked up from her beat-up, metal desk, standard PD
office issue. Talk about loaded questions. With her credenza piled higher than
Mt. Everest with backlogged cases and a court calendar that would have felled
Perry Mason and Matlock put together, the last thing she had was free time.

“Not exactly,” she told Kevin, one of the court security
officers. “Unless the building’s on fire, I’m pretty tied down here, no offense.”

An understatement if ever there was. An appointment this
morning had already set her back and then there had been docket sounding before
lunch. As a final straw, Frank Abrams, her supervisor, had been in a half hour
ago with yet another of his “special” assignments no one else could handle. In
this case a man had refused to pay his rent because he believed the world was
going to end on the fifth. Now he was claiming religious persecution because
the police had thrown him out. The fact that he had smashed out the window of a
patrol car wasn’t helping his case much as a self-styled “Priest of the
Apocalypse”.

“Frank, other people can take a stab at The Twilight Zone
stuff every once in a while,” she had said. “Really, I wouldn’t be offended.”

“Libby, sweetheart,” Frank had charmed, rasping from his
chain-smoking throat—stogies only, no cigarettes. “Nobody does it like you. You’re
my ace in the hole. You have the magic touch. Do I have to beg?”

“The only thing I have is a masochistic streak the size of
the DA’s ego. Anybody else around here would quit if you dumped this much crap
on them and you know it.”

“It’s because you love the law, Libby. You love justice. Like
no one else.”

“Well, it’s sure not the pay. I would make more at the drive-thru
of Burger World.”

“Not as much fun.” He had winked from behind his thick
plastic glasses, twenty years old like his tie and white shirt.

Libby had snatched the folder. “I ought to have my head
examined.”

“I love you, kiddo. Any time you want to have my babies.”

Libby had pushed her wire-rim spectacles up to the bridge of
her nose. “You’re too old.” She had glared with amber eyes. “Too married and
besides, I don’t like kids. Now go on, get out of here. I don’t have time to be
chewing the fat if I’m going to get all this done.”

He had held up his hands. “I’m gone. You never even saw me.”

“I wish,” she had muttered, though really Frank was like the
father she never had. He had given her the confidence to practice law and
helped her to hold onto her heart in the process. Friends asked her when, going
on the ripe old age of thirty, she was going to grow up and go into private
practice, but she liked it where she was. She could sleep nights with what she
did.

When she wasn’t fantasizing about magical creatures with
mammoth endowments.

Kevin winced a little. “Actually, this is kind of important.
There’s um, a slightly crazy man out front wanting to talk to you. Seems
harmless, says he’s some kind of a royal guy, who needs a lawyer to defend him
against an evil scorpion in some place called Constellia.”

Libby was somewhere between laughter and tears. “Of course
there is,” she mused. “Because that’s just the story of my life, isn’t it? Now
I got people wanting me to represent them on other planets, as if I don’t have
enough to do here.”

“The cops are on the way. You want us to just get him out of
here?”

Every fiber of her being screamed out yes, don’t take on
another crusade. As usual her mouth betrayed her. “No,” she sighed deeply,
rising to her feet with infinite resignation. “I’ll go.”

The situation out front was sheer chaos. Far from the quiet
little situation Kevin had described.

“Holy Toledo,” he said in the doorway. “That sure got out of
hand fast.”

Libby could see the man in the plaza, right in the shadow of
Lady Justice, surrounded by police. Two were on horseback. Not a one of them
was moving or saying a word. They were just standing there, like they had no
idea what to do.

The man, meanwhile was perfectly calm, wearing of all things
a dark silk suit, double-breasted pinstripe, expensive-looking with a pale blue
tie, barefoot with hair reaching the middle of his back, uncombed and wild but
not in a disorderly fashion. Rather it was as if his tawny locks followed some
rules all their own of how to be, damn civilization.

Ah, yes, she thought sardonically, Tarzan in the City, on
the verge of arrest. A situation tailor-made for me.

As Libby drew closer she could see the man was listening to
one of the horses, apparently interpreting to the police. “She has arthritis,”
he was explaining. “And she feels neglected when you leave her in the stall
overnight.”

“Do mine now,” said the other cop.

A senior officer zeroed in on Libby. “Libra, my dear, dear
Libra,” said Captain Pirelli, employing the very same tone of voice as her
supervisor when he wanted to unload something on her.

“Vinny, no,” she said.

“I haven’t asked yet.”

“Doesn’t matter, it has to do with this and I’m not getting
involved.”

“The hell you aren’t,” he snorted. “You’re a disaster
junkie.”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine. Arrest him and I’ll represent
him.”

“Don’t want to arrest him. We’re sure to catch heat from the
animal rights activists. Police abuse of horses, just what we need.”

“So send him to county psych. He’s obviously not right.”

“You know what it’s like there. You want to throw this guy
to the wolves? Look at him, tell me he’s not different.”

She shook her head. “You’re getting sentimental on me,
Vinny.”

“It’s not that,” said the grizzled cop. “I just got this…feeling.”

Libby looked him over. She had a feeling too. A distinctly
feminine one in response to overwhelming male beauty. Never had she seen a suit
filled out like this, like he was the very model from which maleness had been
made. His bare feet only added to the look, rugged power and lean energy under
fabulous silk. She wanted to rub herself against the material. She wanted to
take it all off him to see what was underneath.

He was so tanned, his features so sculpted, as if he had
been carved by the wind, like a mountain over a million years or so. But he was
very much flesh too, pulsing with life, with a kind of grace to his lips, to
the flow of his long hair and the movements of his large, capable hands.

Where was he from? His accent sounded slightly Greek, but
not entirely.

Incredible, she marveled watching him. He was completely
commanding this situation, keeping a squadron of police entirely under his
spell. Libby felt the wetness between her legs, an instinctive response to his
display of natural dominance.

What could a man like that do to a woman? How would he touch
her? How would he make her feel? Would he see straight through to her heart?
How would he handle that much power?

“All I’m asking, Libby, is that you take him out of here,
figure out what he’s about. I’ll send a couple of men with you even,” said Vinny.

Libby was lost to his words. She was hearing the voice. Why
did it sound so familiar? A chill went down her spine as she thought of her
dream. The raspy, richness of her centaur’s words as they poured from his
tongue to her ears, filling her entire being.

Damn, she really did need to get laid. Now she was
transcribing fantasy into reality.

“Libby, do you hear me?”

She blinked at the captain. His brows were furrowed. He was
worried about her again. You wouldn’t expect that kind of closeness between a PD
and a cop, then again she had been on the other side the first two years of her
career. One of the best assistant district attorneys in the city. Destined for
much higher things, or so they said.

Then she had gone and blown it all, taking a dead-end job representing
the worst of the worst.

“Sorry, Vinny. It’s been a hell of a day.”

“Maybe I’m pushing you too hard,” he said.

“If that’s a strategy to get me to argue with you it will
probably work.”

“It’s no strategy. You look beat. You should go home and sleep.
I’ll deal with Mr. Horse Whisperer over here.”

“No.” She put her hand on his sleeve. “I want to do it. And
I don’t need any babysitters, either.”

He frowned, considering. “All right, I’ll release him into
your custody. But the escort is nonnegotiable.”

“Fine,” she agreed. “So long as they give us our privacy.”

He raised a brow. She flushed slightly. Was he reading her
mind about what she would like to do with the man in private?

“I’ll take him to Sydney’s.” She named a popular diner down
the street known for its terrible coffee and obnoxious law enforcement
clientele.

He smiled. “I’m sure you won’t get in much trouble there.”

Indeed, Libby was sure to have many defenders, leaving aside
the captain’s escort. She was unique in that way, she supposed, having the
respect of the police for her objective work, respecting both sides of the
legal process.

“Heads up.” The captain inserted himself into the circle of
spellbound officers. “Working policeman coming through.”

Most took the hint and headed off, back to their assigned
beats. To the others, he gave a quick incline of his head, dismissing them. The
two mounted officers were among them. They bent down one at a time to shake the
suited man’s hand and thank him.

“I’m Captain Pirelli of the Metropolitan Police,” he
introduced himself. “May I ask if you have any identification?”

“Yes. I am known as Markos,” the man said, without the
slightest trace of temerity or sarcasm.

The captain exhaled in thinly veiled frustration. “I meant a
photo ID, but what the hell. Markos, I would like you to meet Libby Daniels,
she’s a good friend and a great listener. How would you like to go with her and
talk a while?”

Markos turned to Libby, his blue eyes boring into her with
just enough intensity to make her knees weak. “You are the lawyer? You are the
Libra?”

She quickly glanced at the captain. “Libra’s my full name
and yes, I am a lawyer.”

“I am Markos.” He bowed as though she hadn’t heard his name
already. “It is my honor to know you.”

She put out her hand. “Me, too.”

His lips thinned. He looked at her hand in the most
charmingly perplexed way.

“She’s trying to shake hands,” said the captain.

Markos lifted his hand, quite slowly, allowing her to clasp
it. The blood coursed through Libby’s veins as he gripped, enveloping but not overwhelming.
A woman could lose herself in a grip like that.

“You can…let go now,” she said at last.

He released her, as though he had never done such a thing
before. How peculiar. She had seen more than her share of mentally disoriented
people, with all manner of psychiatric diagnoses but none had ever been as calm
and clear as this man. He acted more like a foreigner than a crazy person.

“I will go with you,” said Markos. “And talk.”

The way he said it made it sound like a whole lot more.
Nothing dirty just…more. “There’s a place up the street,” she said. “You’re
going to need shoes, though.”

“Is that absolutely necessary?”

“It’s, um, pretty universal. No shoes, no service.”

“I have never worn shoes. I do not wish to.”

Libby considered the matter. He seemed pretty determined. “What
about sandals?” she suggested.

“We could scare up a pair,” said the captain. “What are you
a size eleven? Never mind, we’ll figure it out. Kowalsky,” he called out to a
rotund officer. “Go buy the man some sandals. O’Brien, take them to Sydney’s,
tell Syd to let him in barefoot on my approval.”

“Yes, sir,” said the two men in unison.

A few minutes later they were sitting down at a booth in the
back of the diner. She caught plenty of glances and a few wisecracks too.
Markos seemed oblivious.

They went all the way to the back. She sat down first,
sliding into the narrow leatherette booth with the gray Formica top. In the
years of coming here she hadn’t noted a single change. Not even the cracked
picture frame on the wall featuring a smiling group of antique policemen in
Bobby-style hats and enormous mustaches.

Markos mimicked her motions, planting himself across from
her. He looked even more imposing sitting down, his elbows on the tabletop, his
wide, padded shoulders rising well above the back of the mint-green seat.

“May I ask you a question?” Markos said, wasting no time.

“Yes?” That voice of his, damn, it was haunting.

“Your hair. Why do you keep it so tight on your head?”

“It’s…it’s a style,” she said, more than a little taken aback
by his forwardness.

“You should wear it loose,” he said. “It would look much
more…what is the right word? Forgive me, I have only just learned your
language.”

She shifted in her seat, hugging her body a little closer.
Thank goodness she had worn her safest pantsuit today, the dull gray with
salmon-colored blouse, no jewelry, flat shoes. “I’m sure I don’t know what word
you mean. Could we get to the matter at hand, if you don’t mind?”

He continued looking, crinkling his eyes. She was forced to
shift yet again, feeling the heat like lasers. “I have it,” he exclaimed. “The
word is sexy, am I right?”

Blood rushed to her face. “I won’t say it again, Mr. Markos.
We are here to talk about the law.”

“You are offended by my use of the word?”

“No. I’m just…busy. I haven’t a lot of time.”

This was true, but only partially. Being called sexy by a
man with all the basic qualifications for Greek godhood was just a bit
overwhelming.

“You humans all seem so busy. You must be accomplishing very
important things.”

You humans. She registered the ego check at once. No
wonder he thought she was attractive. He was a complete lunatic.

“We certainly try,” she said dryly. “Now how about if you
tell me about your world or whatever you call it. And why you need a lawyer.”

“I call it what it is. Constellia. The Kingdom of the Zodiac
Signs. Ruled by Her Majesty Queen Aquaria, widow of His late Highness, King
Ruperius the Lionheart.” He paused, evaluating her silent reaction. “You don’t
believe a word I am saying, do you?”

She bit her lip. What a thing for a lawyer, to be at a loss
for words. What could she say, though, sitting like this, in a fog, feeling
irresistibly drawn to this otherworldly, magnetic man? For all knew he really
did come from outer space or whatever.

It was the waitress, Marge, who saved her.

“Coffee,” said the tough-faced old woman, setting down a
pair of chipped ceramic mugs like checkmate pieces in a chess game. There was
no questioning as she poured out the steaming black sludge. Nor was there any
hope of ordering off the menu given Marge’s propensity for picking out people’s
meals for them. If you were lucky Marge would at least give you a choice or two
along the way.

“The pie today is lemon meringue,” Marge informed them in
her irrepressible New York accent. “Unless youse want some toast and eggs?”

“Pie is fine,” answered Libby, not wanting to delve into
whatever Marge-logic put eggs and pie into the same category.

Come to think of it, maybe she would be right up Markos’
alley. “This is Mr. Markos,” Libby introduced him. “He’s from Constellia. I don’t
suppose you ever heard of it?”

She pulled a pad from her apron pocket, faded pink like her
uniform. “Sure, it’s in Jersey, ain’t it?”

“I don’t think so,” said Libby. “It has a queen.”

“Like the rock group?” asked Marge.

“Queen Aquaria rules the creatures of the zodiac,” Markos
explained. “Since the king’s death, she has been under the dark influence of
Scorpos, tyrannical leader of the Scorpions. He seeks to dismantle the Centaur
Guard and install himself as king.”

Marge nodded knowingly. “Things are tough all over. Would
you believe they doubled my brother-in-law’s property taxes this year? He can’t
even afford to live there no more.”

“I am sorry to hear this,” said Markos. “On Constellia he
would appeal to Her Majesty for redress.”

“Yeah, well, all we get is fat-cat politicians on the city council.
Fat lot of good that does.” She walked away, shaking her head.

Libby sighed, going to work on her coffee.

“You really should let down your hair, you know,” said
Markos as she tried to offset the miniature black lagoon with packets of
creamer.

Libby decided to meet him head-on. “What difference does it
make? I thought we were here to talk.”

“We are,” he agreed. “But I would like to please my eyes
with your beauty.”

“I’m not beautiful,” she snapped, taken more than a little
off guard. “And if I were, it wouldn’t be meant for you.”

Markos watched her stirring, clink, clink,
with the spoon. She raised the cup to her lips, ready to get the first horrible
sip out of the way.

“I think we should make love,” he said, inducing her to
sputter the contents across the table.

“What did you say?!”

“I said we should consummate physically, Libby. In order to
get to know each other.”

“I know all I need to, buster.” Her heart was slamming in
her chest. He wanted her…he wanted her. “And as far as I am
concerned, this conversation is over.”

He remained unperturbed. “If you are concerned about my
abilities, I promise I will bring you pleasure. I might be too excited to
sustain the first time, but I am capable of three or four erections a night. I
will give you as many orgasms as you wish, with my cock and my tongue both. It
is true, I have never loved a human, but I have been with a number of Aquarii
and a few of the Virgos too, though no one is supposed to know they aren’t
really virgins.”

Libby’s head swam. She looked around to see if anyone was
hearing this. “Markos, you can’t talk this way.”

“Why not? I speak the truth. You are incredibly desirable.
My cock is quite hard for you.”

She was on her feet by this time, her every thought of
escape. It was Marge of all people who stopped her.

“Pie,” she said pointedly, blocking the way to the exit.

Libby sat back down not wanting to make a scene that might
get Markos in trouble.

“How do you eat this?” Markos wanted to know.

“Like this.” Marge pointed to the fork, pantomiming.

Following her lead, Markos speared the pie and swallowed a
bite. “It’s delicious,” he approved.

Marge smiled, looking like a twenty year old. “How about the
coffee?” she asked. “Did you try that? I bet they don’t have anything like that
back in…where did you say you were from?”

“Constellia.” Markos gulped the coffee and set down the
empty mug. “Not bad.”

The two women looked at each other.

“Didn’t that hurt?” exclaimed Marge.

“No. Tell me, Marge,” he inquired, “if you were Libby would
you want me to make love to you?”

Libby sank down in her seat. There was nowhere good this
could go, not even close.

“Are you kidding?” she snorted. “I don’t need to be her. You
can make love to me right here and now. On the table if you like.”

“That’s kind of you,” said Markos. “But it needs to be
Libby. I am rather aroused for her at the moment and besides we need to get to
know each other if she is to represent me in my case.”

“No sweat, honey,” she assured with a wink. “You’re a little
old for me anyway.”

Libby waited until she was gone. “I am going to die,” she
groaned. “Markos, how could you? I have to come back here.”

“How could I what?” he asked in exasperating innocence.

“You know perfectly well what,” she accused. “You are
deliberately trying to shame me into having sex with you.”

“I’m not exactly sure what that means,” he said. “But if it’s
working…”

“It most certainly is not,” she exclaimed. “And I will thank
you to talk about your case from this point forward and nothing else.”

“What would be the point? You haven’t believed a word of it
so far.”

“I never said that, Markos.”

“You don’t have to, it’s written all over you. Among other
things,” he added cryptically.

Libby didn’t like the sounds of that. “What other things?”

“You are frustrated and anxious. You need a man very badly.”

“What I need is my head examined for listening to you at
all. If only you were a normal crazy person I could walk away.”

“Give me one good reason why we shouldn’t make love,” he
said, stuck on the sex thing like a dog with a bone.

“For starters I don’t even know you,” she retorted, unable
to drop the matter herself.

“All the more reason to give yourself over to me,” he said
softly, his lips choreographing a dance all their own. “When I am inside you,
Libby, when my mouth is on your breasts, when I am drawing your deepest sighs
and curling your pretty little toes, then you will know me.”

Damn. It was getting hot in here. She fanned herself with
the menu. Finally, a use for it, after all these years. “Markos, I have to be
frank with you. Your attitude, the way you are handling yourself. It’s going to
get you in trouble. With the police. If Captain Pirelli hadn’t released you to
me you would have gone to jail, do you know what that is?”

He took the menu from her hand and then took her hand
itself. “I was imprisoned in the royal dungeon,” he said, administering a kiss
to her knuckles. “For three days after my arrest. Some friends of mine helped
me escape.”

“Markos, don’t do that.”

“You don’t like it?”

Shivers ran up and down her spine. She was alternating icy
chills and raging fire. Like it? She felt born to it. “It’s not…appropriate,”
she said.

“Your skin is warming,” he observed, leaning forward. “I can
smell your heat as well. You are filled with desire as I am.”

“I’m just overworked, that’s all.” She tried to take back
her hand, this time he held on, playfully.

“Have you ever had a man out of his mind wanting you, Libra?
Have you borne the fruit of his unstoppable needs, his screaming passion?”

“Not…not exactly.”

“Then you have suffered a great wrong,” Markos said with
fierce intensity. “I tell you, these men here should be lined up to seek your
favors. On their knees, Libra, begging.”

“Don’t…don’t call me that,” she protested feebly. “No one
calls me that.”

“But you are the embodiment of what is fair and beautiful
and bold. Let me worship you, Libra. Let me awaken your body.”

He had her at worship. Check, please! screamed
her spasming sex. Still, there was propriety to consider. “Listen to me,
Markos.” It took every ounce of will to take back her hand. “I am going to get
up and walk out. Do not follow me. Do not try to contact me. I’m sorry, but I
can’t help you.”

This time Marge was not there to stop her. She did not turn
back, she did not look over her shoulder. She kept going all the way back to
her office. Panting, she closed and locked the door.

Trembling like a leaf, she sat down at her desk. She
intended to work, but her fingers could not manage to open a single file. All
she could do was sit there, rocking in her squeaky chair, rubbing herself
against the surface.

Her panties were soaking-wet. Her breath caught in her
throat. Her pussy screamed for attention, an itch that could not go
unsatisfied. Libby had never behaved this way in her whole entire life, let
alone at work. Pants, seemingly unbuttoning themselves, the material pulled
down her legs, her sex bared, her hand…immersed.

The other balled in her mouth to stifle the scream.

Libby came almost at once, eyes closed, the moan held deep
inside. It was a clitoral orgasm, the liquids of her sex dripping shamelessly
down onto the chair. She couldn’t keep it clear in her mind. Who loved her?
Markos or the centaur…or both?

Oh god, it had been so long. She had almost forgotten what
it felt like to soar and then fall, to ride the edge of pleasure, the angled
wing, sharp and tantalizing. Not satisfied with the one orgasm, she went to
work on a second. Greedy little thing, wasn’t she?

She could only hope this would get it…and him out of her
system.

No more sex, no more dreams and no more Markos from nowhere-land
with his vain dreams of passion and his fancy words. Where could any of that
lead? Except to ruin.

Case closed. The man was history. Sentenced to life…apart
from her.

Now if only she could keep him from filing any appeals.





Chapter Three

 

Markos employed every ounce of self-restraint in not
following Libby Daniels out the door. His every centaur instinct was to pursue,
to chase and to hunt. For fun, of course, though he had to remember he wasn’t a
centaur any longer, he was a human and humans didn’t appear to have any fun.

To be human, he had learned so far, was to be uptight,
frustrated. Miserable. Markos grunted, tearing at the silly cloth collar on his
neck. The clothes were constraining his body, suffocating. How did they endure
such misery? And the unsatisfied hard-on. That was the worst of all. It made no
sense. The woman wanted it as much as he did. Why weren’t they making love
right now, here on this silly table or on the seat or on the floor or any
number of other possible places?

A man cleared his throat, breaking Markos’ reverie.

“I have your sandals,” said the policeman.

“Thank you,” said Markos, amazed at how quickly he had
assimilated the humans’ language. “Tell me, what must a man do to sleep with a
human female?”

The policeman smiled. “That’s the question of all time,
buddy. You figure that one out and you’ll be a millionaire. You might try
flowers, though. Or candy. A nice candlelit dinner never hurts either. I assume
you’re talking about the woman who was in here with you?”

“Yes.”

The smile broadened. “You got your hands full there. They
say that one’s locked up tighter than Fort Knox.”

“Fort what?”

“Fort Knox, you know, where the gold is?”

“I have gold with me, in my bag.”

“Good, good,” said the policeman, looking to the door for a
way out. “I gotta be going, okay?”

Markos nodded, already deep in thought. There had to be a
way to get at Libby’s gold. And until he did that he would never get close
enough for her to trust him when it came time to take her back with him to
Constellia.

And take her he must if he was to save himself…and his
people.

This much was clear. What was not clear was why he was
feeling so passionate about the woman. She was beautiful and she was going to
be his first human female conquest. But that didn’t begin to describe the
delight he felt looking into her eyes, the way her smile lit him up, the way he
enjoyed teasing her.

What a little bundle of contradictions. She was a fierce
fighter, no-nonsense, he could tell. But she was wrapped so tight, like a
package just crying to be opened. And what would he find inside? He was dying
to find out, just like he wanted to know what her skin would taste like and how
exactly she would clutch at him when she came. He wanted to devour her, drink
her in, lick the sweat from her skin, twist his fingers in her midnight hair,
pin her lithe, pale body beneath him, releasing its wonders.

He wanted to ride her and ultimately for her to ride him.

By the stars, what would it be like, making love as a human?
Having two legs seemed such an awkward thing. He could not gallop, seducing his
lover upon his back. Nor could he tickle and tease with his tail.

Time would tell. For now, he must collect the needed items
and return to Libra. Hopefully she would still be in the building.

“Got jilted, did you?” said Marge.

Markos held up the sandals. “I need help putting these on.”

She winked at him once again. “Anything for you, sweetheart.”

Well, he certainly had one female on his side. “You aren’t a
lawyer, are you?” he asked.

“No.” She bent down to put on his sandals. “But I play one
on TV.”

“What is TV?”

“It’s crap, that’s what it is.”

Markos rubbed his hand over his stomach. He felt an odd
queasiness. Perhaps it was the pie. “It hurts,” he said. “Here.”

“Maybe you’re in love,” said Marge.

“What does that mean?” he asked. “To be in love?”

“You know, wanting only one person? Marriage? Commitment and
all that?”

Markos did understand marriage. There were some creatures
meant for it and some which were not. “In that case,” he said firmly, “centaurs
don’t fall in love.”

“Humans do.”

He thought of Libby and how she seemed to be crowding every
other thought from his mind, even the most paramount thought of his mission. “I’m
not human. I play one on TV,” Markos said.

Marge laughed. “You catch on quick.”

“Thank you.” He reached in his pocket, where he had put the
remainder of his diamonds. “I have bread to pay for the coffee.”

“Whoa,” said Marge, looking at the diamond. “That’s some
rock. You keep it, though. Your lady friend already paid. See?”

Marge picked up the small, green parchment on the table.
Markos hadn’t even noticed it.

“Centaurs don’t fall in love,” he repeated. “They make love
to whomever they please.”

“Sounds nice. You want any more coffee?”

“No, I must be going.” He stood and gave her a kiss on the
cheek. She blushed nicely. “Take care, Marge. Thank you.”

“Sure, kid,” she said. “And good luck. You’re going to need
it.”

He had to agree with her there. He needed all the luck and all
the wit he could summon. Not to mention all his powers of Sagittarian
seduction.

* * * * *

Libby was virtually alone in the building when he showed up.
She saw him standing there in the doorway to her office.

“You,” she rasped, nearly snapping her pencil in half. “How
long have you been standing there?”

“Time is of no importance when watching a beautiful woman.”

Damn it, he was good. “Markos, this needs to stop.” She held
up her hand. “You need to go. Now. I’m not even sure how you got in. The
offices are supposed to be locked.”

“Kevin let me in.”

“Figures,” she sighed.

“I am here to give you these.” He held out the flowers, a
dozen red roses. Another layer of ice melted off her heart. How long had it
been since a man had done that for her? He had candy too, a huge heart-shaped
box, more than she could eat in a lifetime.

She noticed the tie was gone and the pinstripe jacket too.
His shirt was half unbuttoned, down to his solid waist. He had a fine layer of
chest hair, tawny like the rest of him. Her eyes traced down the line of his
legs, past muscular thighs to his feet. He was wearing sandals, brown leather.
Oh, how she ached to see more of the man…to do more with him.

“Markos, this gesture is very sweet,” she said firmly, “but
it’s really not appropriate.”

“One of the policeman said these would convince you to make
love with me,” he said.

Anger flashed to the surface. She tried to remember the man
was harmless. “Markos, you can’t buy a woman’s affections. It doesn’t work that
way.”

“Then let me take you to dinner for a date, is that the
right word?”

Libby fought off a small swoon. Dear god, he was asking her
out. “I can’t let you do that.”

“You aren’t hungry?”

“Yes, I am,” she said, trying to stay calm. “But it’s not
that simple.”

“Explain it to me, then.”

“A date is…well, it’s something that involves chemistry,”
she struggled to explain.

He gave her a blank look, terribly endearing.

“You need a man to explain it, I think.”

“No.” He shook his head, taking one deliberate step forward
and then another. “I’m not hungry, anyway. Not for food.”

Her heart slammed in her chest. “I am warning you, Markos,
don’t come in here.”

He set the flowers and the candy on the edge of her desk.
His waist was at eye level. She could see his hard cock, long and thick,
straining at the material of his pants. Despite multiple self-driven orgasms,
she was desperate with need, desperate for Markos.

“Markos, I am very serious.”

“So am I.” He came behind the desk and grasped her hands,
lifting her to her feet. “I’m sorry, Libby, but we have to set your soul free.”

“Markos…”

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her. Her protests
died on his lips, searing hot. She dissolved right there, feeling her will
drain away. If he should let go of her she would surely fall straight through
the earth.

Markos did not let go. He drew her all the tighter, as if to
prove their bodies were meant to fit together. Ever the lady, she offered one
final objection. “We…can’t—”

“Yes, Libra, we can.” His hands moved behind her neck. She
clutched at him, afraid of falling. She was helpless to resist as he did what
he had wanted to from the start, releasing her hair.

Libby moaned as the dark, silky curls fell about her
shoulders. It had been so long…so long since she had felt like a woman.

His eyes were liquid, like a depthless sea, blue and strong
and brave. “You are the most beautiful creature I have ever seen,” he breathed.

Libby sucked in her lower lip. Her voice was barely audible.
“Markos…take me…please.”

He swept her into his arms, making her feel light as a feather,
treasured as a goddess. He took her to the couch, a generally useless piece of
furniture left by the previous occupant. For once she was glad it was here.

Markos laid her out on the faded, blue-striped fabric. He
proceeded to undress her, making a ritual of it. First he took off her shoes,
one by one lifting her feet and slipping them off. He kissed each dainty foot,
nibbling teasingly at her big toe.

She cried, she giggled and she tried to keep the noise down.
She could only imagine what it would be like when they got to the sex.

The sex. Damn it. What were the odds of a man like Markos
having condoms on him? Zero, that’s what.

“Markos?”

He was opening her pants, getting ready to slide them off. “Yes?”

“You will need to wear a condom. Do they have those where
you come from?”

Listen to her, she was acting like all this Constellia stuff
was real.

“Do you mean ritual cock piercings? I have worn them in the
past but I have none now.”

Libby tried to picture that. “No, a condom is a…a glove that
you wear over your cock before putting it inside a female.”

He pulled down her pants, down over each ankle. “Why would I
want to do that?”

She put her hands over her pussy. She had soaked right
through her panties. “To prevent disease. And pregnancy.”

Markos removed her hands, gently but firmly. “Why would you
get pregnant if you didn’t want to?”

“It just happens, Markos.”

He put her wrists over her head, crossing them. “Leave them,”
he said, putting her into invisible bondage.

Her pussy stung with need. He was taking her control, he was
being the man. There was a first in her sorry excuse for a sexual history.

Still, she had to draw the line. “You can’t go in me without
one—I have some in the drawer. Don’t go jumping to conclusions. A client left
them once.”

“What conclusions would I draw?” He knelt down on one knee
next to her and bent to kiss the moist cotton panel.

“That…that I’m some kind of slut,” she groaned as he pressed
his heavenly lips to her thinly veiled pussy.

“The word isn’t in my brain,” he said. “What is a slut?”

“An easy woman.” She writhed as he took a long lick, right
along the line between her swollen sex lips. “A woman who will sleep with
anyone.”

“Why is that bad?” he wanted to know.

She balled her fists. “I don’t know, it just is. Oh god,
Markos, don’t keep me waiting. Get the condom, it’s in the top left drawer. I’ll
show you how.”

“Not yet.” He tugged at her waistband, removing her panties.
“I want you to beg.”

She reached for him, as though she could compel a man that
strong to fuck her if he didn’t want. “I said please, isn’t that enough?”

Markos pinned her wrists in one hand, just above her head. “No.”

Adrenaline surged. The urge to submit was overwhelming. “Okay,
Markos…I give. I’m begging…”

“You will have to beg harder.” He smiled evilly. And then he
touched her, not at all the way she would touch herself. For Markos it was an
act of conquest, domination pure and simple of her feminine essence.

His finger grazed her clitoris, moving her immediately to
the edge of orgasm. He held her there, making her dangle over the cliff.

“I would stay very still if I were you,” he said.

Her breasts trembled, her nipples were tiny, swollen beads,
molten-hot, craving to be crushed against his chest. Her belly longed to be
flattened, skin to skin. Her pussy burned to be opened, plunged, tested…used.

“What happened to worshipping me?” she asked, feeling no
more than the man’s slave.

“First you learn to accept who you are, Libra.”

“And what is that?”

“You are heaven.” He plunged his fingers deep inside her,
decisive, determined, yet tantalizingly gentle.

She bucked against him.

“You may not climax,” he said. “Until I say.”

Libby felt her body fall away. She opened her mouth, gasping
for air, her tongue craving a taste of him. What was he doing to her? He had
stimulated her beyond explosion, but she was held, like a tiny bird in his
hand.

“Not yet,” he kept saying. “Hold it, longer.”

“Yes,” she heard herself reply, breathing in needful
obedience. “Oh, Markos, yes.”

“Higher.” He nibbled at her ear, searing, branding, higher.

She flew at his command, she shattered in slow motion,
already gone, fracturing into a million pieces. It only remained to be
released. “Pleeease,” she said, begging, at long last, just as he wanted her
to.

“Come,” said Markos. “Give it to me.”

She rolled like a wave, crackling lightning, vivid rainbow-colored,
belly-saturating thunder, sweet surrender pure and sweet, utter and complete
female fulfillment, knowing herself…home…giving maximum delight to a man…her
man.

He continued to kiss at her neck, holding her close. He
released her hands, but did not abandon her.

“Markos,” she whispered, hearing her own voice in the vacuum
of her opened soul. “Let me please you now.”

“You have,” he said, unbuttoning her blouse, the salmon-colored
one that was supposed to be a turnoff to any prospective lovers. “And you will
continue to do so.”

He had her lean up on her elbows so he could take off her
jacket and undo the strap of her bra. He wanted her naked, he wanted to play
with her at will.

One by one he kissed her nipples, peaking them. She grabbed
at his hair for a change, pulling his head down. “Oh god…that feels…”

“Good?” he supplied the appropriate word.

She nodded. “Uh-huh.”

Libby was intent on stripping him. She worked furiously, if
not effectively, alternating between shirt buttons and belt. He offered
assistance, first with the shirt. Sitting up, his knees on either side of her
hips, he finished with the buttons—he was painfully slow—and then shrugged it
off his shoulders.

She was rewarded with a bronzed chest, solid and powerful,
perfectly developed, but not excessively so. There wasn’t an ounce of fat, just
lean flesh covering sculpted muscle.

“Markos,” she said in throaty appreciation of the view. “You’re
like a…a god.”

At first he tried to stop her touching him, but she gave a
scolding. “My turn now.”

His eyes slid shut in a combination of appreciation and
frustration as her small fingers worked over his bronzed muscles. They had such
a rugged, natural feel. Was there a difference, between gym-born muscles and
ones born in the outdoors?

On impulse, she pinched his nipple, causing him to pop open
his eyes.

His expression made her giggle, a combination of his
serious, deep eyes and playful brows that spelled definite payback.

“Your cock,” she said, slapping his biceps. “I want to see
it.”

He smiled slantedly, eyes glued on hers. “As you wish.” He
undid his belt and opened the clasp of his pants.

The zipper proved more complicated.

She tried not to laugh as his fingers tugged at the sides of
his pants. Evidently he wasn’t used to them any more than he was to buttons. He
looked down at it, frowning.

“Let me help you,” she intervened. “See? You have to pull up
on the little metal catch and then slide it down.”

His boxers came into view. Now it was Libby’s turn to take
the active role, seeking out her partner’s sex beneath the material of his
underwear. He made a low rumbling noise as she made contact with his shaft
through the opening in the boxers. His cock was warm and pulsing and very, very
hard in her hands.

Libby wanted a chance for a more detailed inspection. She
yanked the boxers down. Markos’ cock greeted her proudly, springing to full
attention. What a specimen, the longest she had ever seen and so well formed.
Uncircumcised, with protruding veins, light blue and green in color, a perfect
complement to his ruddy skin. And those balls. She weighed one each in her
hands. Tight, firm and surging with semen. Just handling him made her tingle,
like she was dealing with something wild and untamed.

Again she was reminded of her would be dream lover, half
man, half beast. What was it about Markos that kept casting him in the role of
centaur? Was he casting a spell on her or was it her own doing?

“Is something wrong?”

“No, it’s fine.” She thought of all her defeats in those
dreams, how she never was able to see things through. Aggy was calling it
repression and if so it was time to meet it head-on. “Markos, will you do
something for me?”

“Anything.”

The deep, intense sincerity of his answer made her swallow.
She hoped she wasn’t leading him on. This was a Don Quixote character, tipping
at Constellian windmills and she was not about to be his Dulcinea. Still, he
was an adult as was she. He had been urging her to let go and this was her
chance.

“I would like you to come on me, Markos.”

His gorgeous blue eyes narrowed. “On you?”

“Yes. I would like you to shoot your semen onto my body, my
breasts and belly.”

Was she really saying this?
What about the mess afterward? What if he stained the couch?

“I will,” he replied. “On one condition. You must make it
happen yourself, with your own sweet little hands.”

Her mouth went dry. Was she ready?

“Yes,” she said at last. “I will.”

He put his hands on his hips, encouraging her to touch him
at will. She hesitated a moment. His shaft was like a living thing and she wasn’t
sure how it would react to her. Tentatively, she extended her fingertips,
holding them an inch away. He was radiating heat.

Markos chuckled at her temerity. “It’s not a snake, woman.”

“I know what it is,” she said, a little miffed. “I’ve
handled my share.”

“But not enough to be a slut.”

She gave his cock a little squeeze with her nails. “Stop
using my words against me.”

“I’m trying to learn, I told you—”

“I know.” She stroked the length of him, pressing the vein
underneath. “You just learned the language today. You know I’m beginning to
think you’re not crazy, just full of shit. And don’t even start asking me what
that means—it’s an expression, that’s all.”

“I wasn’t going to ask. As you can see, I’m occupied.”

She took her second hand, adding it on top of the first. She
liked the idea of pleasuring this man, handling him as it were. “Is that right?
Are you telling me this little human girl is too much to handle?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You know,” she said mischievously, feeling deliciously safe
and sated. “I am not going to let you come until you beg me.”

“That implies you will be able to stop me.”

“Yes it does.” Libby cupped his balls, mischievously. “These
guys feel pretty full. I bet they’re just bursting at the seams, aren’t they?”

“You’re about to find out.”

She traced a finger down his chest. His cock was so very
full of blood, it looked ready to explode. “I’m waiting for the magic words.”

“I have no skills in magic,” he said. “You would have to ask
my friend Argos the Crab.”

She rolled her eyes. “Forget I asked.”

“I don’t think I can do that,” he said, proving once again
his literal nature. “Your words keep etching in my brain.”

She arched a brow. “Markos?”

“Yes?”

“Just shut up, please…and come.”

He grunted, only too glad to oblige as she resumed her
caressing. Just a few motions up and down, her fingers skillfully applied and
he was there.

“That’s it,” she encouraged. “That’s what I need.”

His face was locked into an expression of bliss. He leaned
back, like a god riding the lightning. She directed his powerful staff as best
she could, even as the tip of it erupted with the thickest, whitest semen she
had ever seen. The first burst arced, landing full on her right breast. She
cried out from the sheer animal pleasure. “Libra,” he growled. “Oh, stars…”

She pumped him furiously. “Let me have it, all of it,” she
commanded.

One blast after another hit her, the spray soaking both
breasts and the lily-white cavern of her belly, too. Even her cheek and lips
were not exempt.

Talk about prowess. She had a coating over her, a blanket of
male release, hard, physical evidence of their mutual desire.

Consummated in total safety, she might add.

Take that in your Freudian pipe and smoke it, Aggy.

Wait—it was a cigar, wasn’t it?

“I’m hungry,” declared Libby. “We should get some dinner.”

An excellent time to debrief, she thought, letting him in
gently on the idea that this encounter had been a one-time deal.

“I fail to see the point.” He cocked his head. “I have
already made love with you.”

“People eat dinner for reasons other than sex, Markos.”

“So this wouldn’t be a date?”

“No, it would not.” She slapped his thigh. “How about you
hop up and let me breathe.”

He nodded, obliging.

She stood, amazed at how casual she was being about the whole
thing. She had only ever had sex with three men in her life, Markos included.
And neither of the first two arrangements had ended well at all.

She ought to be freaking out, racking her brain to figure
out how it had happened in the first place.

“Here.” Markos handed her his shirt to clean herself with.

“Oh, no.” She touched his shoulder, blown away by the
gesture. “You need your shirt. I have a little bathroom in here. I can clean
myself up.”

Markos put his hand on her shoulder as she tried to move
past him. “No,” he said firmly. “Cleaning yourself is not your job. It is mine.”

With that he had her stand, hands at her side, legs slightly
apart.

She drew a ragged breath as he sank to his knees, just in
front of her. With infinite gentleness, he dabbed at her stomach with his
tongue. She closed her eyes as he gently worked across the surface of her skin,
cleaning his semen, spot by spot.

“Oh god,” she groaned, rising onto tiptoes. “No more…”

He ignored her, continuing until he had covered the whole of
her belly. Then he stood up and did her breasts. Libby’s nipples throbbed in
reply, craving more attention as she leaned her hands on his shoulders for
support.

He was suckling her, pulling her orbs one at a time into his
mouth, molding them, giving them life. She could feel the thrumming in her sex,
the harbingers of another orgasm.

If he kept this up much longer, they would never make it to
dinner.

It was at this point Markos found her clitoris. A sneak
attack with his quick and lively tongue. Her clitoris swelled in reply, seeking
to connect itself, forever if possible. It knew a good thing when it had it,
she thought, that was for sure.

But what about her intention to cut him off? This was hardly
sending the right signals to the man. Her eyes popped open, she grabbed
fistfuls of hair. “No, Markos. No more.”

Markos backed off, but not until he had risen to his feet to
deliver a soul-piercing kiss, lip to lip, body to body that left her winded,
bewildered…and hornier than when they had begun.

“Your clothes,” he reminded her as she stood there, blankly staring
straight ahead.

Libby blinked, trying to focus off him and on the faded
beige walls of her office, decorated with her diplomas and a picture of her and
Vinny and Frank at an interdepartmental cookout a few years back. She could see
Markos holding out her bra. It seemed like hours ago since she had worn it. Her
breasts felt so different, lighter and more buoyant. Her whole body felt like
it might float out the window, right through the wire-mesh glass.

She wanted to dance. She wanted to laugh. She wanted to
sing.

Was all this Markos’ doing or had she finally sprung a
gasket?

“I am going to use the bathroom,” she informed him, laying
out the game plan. “And when I come back, we will go to eat. That is all that
will happen. Afterward, we go separate ways for good.”

“Whatever you desire.” He smiled smoothly, making her blush
all over again.

Libby narrowed her gaze. “Why don’t I believe you?”

“I never lie,” he said.

“All the more reason not to trust you,” she declared.
Picking up her clothes she went to the bathroom, closed the door and turned on
the water. Cold water to splash on her face and hopefully bring her to her
senses.

“Don’t start with me,” she snapped at her dripping-wet
reflection in the mirror above the sink. “It’s not going any further and that’s
that.”

She dried herself with the towel. She was feeling calmer and
nearly home free when she spied the bottle of perfume on the shelf. Aggy had
given it to her as a birthday gift last year. She hadn’t wanted to bring it
home, though she couldn’t bring herself to ditch it either.

It was French, a tiny decanter of cut crystal, worth way
more than a woman should spend on the frivolous pursuit of impressing men. She
picked it up, wondering what sort of fragrance Markos might like. A man that
strong and yet so attuned to the heated feminine pulse point.

Her mind drifting, she treated the inside of her wrist to a
tiny squirt. Lifting it to her nostrils, she inhaled the scent, sweet rose,
mixed with honeysuckle and lilac. Her breath quickened just a little as she
imagined the dainty scent wafting to Markos’ nostrils. She pictured them
flaring, his blood boiling over, pounding through his veins…straight to his
cock.

Feeling like the most insolent flirt, she rubbed her wrists
together. And why not? Women could smell pretty for a man and not have sex with
them.

Couldn’t they?

She went to put the perfume back. A wicked idea came into
her mind. One more squirt…right between her breasts, in the furrow where not
too long ago Markos’ head had been.

The sensation went right between her thighs. She had to
brace herself on the sink as her legs turned to rubber. Okay, so possibly this
hadn’t been a good idea. Sexing herself up before going out with a man to tell
him she wasn’t interested in any more sex.

A stern look kept her reflection silent. No “I told you so”s,
no lectures about why women like her needed to keep away from men all together
and just do their jobs.

Could it be there was a gene for attracting the wrong men?
Overgrown babies, dreamers, selfish career whores and in this case a Don
Quixotian hunk with the tongue of Superman.

Libby put her clothes on.

It would be a quick meal. An unromantic place. Home by nine.

She reached for her hair to pull it back up into a bun.

Her hands froze. She couldn’t do it.

Twice she tried, only to have it come tumbling back down.

“Doesn’t mean a thing,” she told her reflection. “Don’t you
dare read into it. I’m just…tired. I could be conservative again if I wanted
to. I’m just proving I don’t have to. I can have my hair down, wear perfume and
go to dinner with a man without a thing happening.”

Her reflection seemed unconvinced.

Bravado aside, Libby was inclined to agree.

Just let the night go fast, she prayed, and let me
wake up tomorrow my same old self.

Boring, predictable…and alone.

She was about to leave the bathroom when panic set in. She
went back to the sink, rinsing off the perfume with a washcloth.

As a final precaution, she tied her hair back in a ponytail.

There, she thought.

Sex-proof…at least she hoped so.

* * * * *

Markos noticed the changes as soon as she emerged from the
bathroom. “You tied back your hair,” he observed. “And your scent…you smell
sweet.”

She did not seem pleased, though he was only stating fact. “Never
mind,” she said curtly, her face a shade redder. “Let’s just go and eat.”

Markos followed her, enjoying the way she moved her body.
Why she wore clothes was beyond him. If ever a female should be naked in all
her glory, this was the one.

She led him into a very small room. The doors slid shut
without being touched. Markos looked around at the gleaming metal. “I do not
understand. What happens in this place?”

“It’s an elevator. You don’t do anything, you ride in it.”

The room shook slightly and Markos felt motion beneath his
feet. Instinctively he reached out, taking her hand.

The ride as she called it lasted only a few moments. Then
the doors opened again. They were in a dark cavern, dimly lit. Markos could see
a number of the metal creatures from the stone roads, sleeping.

“Beware,” said Markos, seeing them. “This is a dragons’
lair.”

She laughed lightly. “No, silly, these are cars. You drive
them.”

“Cars,” Markos repeated the word. Understanding came into
his mind. These were like chariots, without horses. No wonder the people got in
and out of them. They were controlling them by some spell or other.

Very quickly the events of the past few hours fell together
in his mind, suddenly making much more sense. The rapidity of his comprehension
was the result of Argos’ language and learning spell, just as the change in his
form was a result of a shape shift spell. There were about a dozen more he didn’t
understand which were allowing him to be here at this very moment.

“One of these cars is yours?” asked Markos.

“Yes,” she said, leading him to a bright blue one.

“It is very beautiful,” he said.

She snorted. “Hardly. But it’s all I can afford.”

Markos did not see anything wrong with the car, but he didn’t
say so. She let him in one of the doors and then got in herself.

He watched her insert a key in front of the seat. The car
began to hum. Next she kicked off her shoes and pressed her bare foot to the
floor. Turning to look over her shoulder she pulled down on a stick beside the
wheel and the car started moving backward.

Markos decided all of this was very sexy. “There is a seat
in back,” he observed, deciding to tease her a little. “Is that for making
love?”

She shifted on the seat away from him. “No, it most
certainly is not.”

He smiled inwardly at the emotion in her voice. He had her
thinking about it. He wondered what the scent was all about. Was she trying to
arouse him with perfume? It was not unknown on Constellia. If so, why tell him
she wished no more sex? Was this part of the façade she must maintain so as not
to be considered a slut?

He watched as she directed them between rows and rows of
sleeping cars. There were arrows on the wall, pointing to a place called exit.
Eventually they came to a gate and a large opening in the gray wall. A man in a
uniform sat in a small glass enclosure. Markos feared he was a policeman who
would arrest him but he merely waved, opening the gate.

It was nighttime outside, though there were small round
lights everywhere. Even the towers were lit, thousands of tiny flames all up
and down their smooth sides at regular intervals. People were walking in front
of the buildings, as many or more than before.

There were just as many cars too, one behind another,
honking. Each had lights on, shining from the grille. He could hardly believe
now that he had thought these were sentient creatures when he had first
arrived. Was it only today?

Thanks to his new Libra, or Libby Daniels as the policeman
had introduced her, Markos was definitely enjoying being human. And he was
going to enjoy it a whole lot more when he was in Libby’s bed, fully immersed
in her glorious pussy. The taste of her he had enjoyed so far told him it would
be good between them. Perhaps the best he had even known. It was funny, how he
had the oddest feeling his cock would feel at home inside this female, at least
while he was stuck on this strange new world.

Libby was the only thing that made any sense here, truth be
told. She might be confusing, but at least he could hold a conversation with
her and know she was listening.

He held out great hope in this regard that soon, very soon,
he would be able to start giving her the proof she obviously required to
believe in Constellia.

He could certainly do that now, grabbing her and teleporting
her back by means of the escape amulet Argos had given him, but that would be
kidnapping. Besides, if she found herself suddenly on an alien world inhabited
by creatures even stranger to her than the humans were to him she might lose
her sanity. Then what good would she be as a lawyer?

In some ways he was beginning to regret the entire plan.
Granted, there wasn’t a practitioner of the law anywhere on Constellia who
would dare defend him against Scorpos, but what made them think an earthling
female would?

For Argos it was a matter of fate. “The Earth is governed by
the same stars, my boy. They are not unaware of us there, trust me.”

Dalion’s answer was seduction. “Do what centaurs do best, my
halfling friend, and I am not referring to archery.”

By the stars that perfume was getting to him. What a little
minx she was. Markos decided on some friendly revenge. “I see you tied back
your hair.” He reached out to touch her tail of silky black. “Do you enjoy the
feel of restraints on your body?”

She pushed his hand away. “Do I enjoy what? No, of
course not, what do you take me for, anyway?”

“I don’t take you for anything,” he mused. “And I’m
surprised about the restraints. I rather thought from our earlier encounter you
might love it.”

“Well, that is something you will never find out, isn’t it?”

He noted the stiffness in her body, the way she was
desperately fighting her own needs and desires.

“It’s not a bad thing.” He caressed her cheek. “To want to
be tied by your lover. A woman never looks more beautiful as when she is
helpless, completely vulnerable to her lover.”

Libby scowled, pushing a small button on the panel in front
of her. The car filled with sound, a song, being sung by a young man with a
loud, crackling voice. “Wish I could hear you.” She turned a knob to make it
even louder. “Guess the radio needs to be fixed.”

He took her hand and put it on his lap, right over his
throbbing erection. She gasped in surprise, but did not move it away. “Can you
hear this?” he asked.

“I’m trying to drive,” she protested.

Markos undid the tiny, nifty metal device on his pants known
as a zipper. All things considered, he found it to be one of the cleverest
Earth inventions he had seen. If a man had to hide his cock, he might as well
make a game of exposing it.

Pulling his thick shaft through the opening, he wrapped
Libby’s hand around it. “You prefer that hard, lifeless wheel to this?”

“Yes…no…I mean I don’t prefer anything,” she contradicted
herself thrice in one breath.

“You know what’s going to happen tonight, Libby,” he said
throatily, capitalizing on her indecision. “Why not admit it to yourself?”

“Nothing is happening,” she exclaimed. “You promised.”

“I said nothing would occur that you did not desire. Tell me
you do not wish to feel me inside you, my rock-hardness pressed against the
walls of your sex, my mouth clinging to your swollen breast as we come
together, an endless breathtaking, heart-stopping flow?”

“I don’t…”

“Don’t what?” He put her hand to his lips, sucking her
fingertips, one by one.

“Don’t want…anything.” She gave a little moan, her sweet
little toes curling. How he loved the look of them, playful bare feet, peeking
out from the bottoms of her pants.

“Are you sure?” Markos licked her palm, making her shudder.
Before he could reach her perfumed wrist she yanked her hand away and planted
it on the wheel.

Her knuckles were white her grip was so fierce. “Very sure.”

He smirked, just a little at her defiance. She had left
herself vulnerable, whether she realized it or not. “You remember what I said
about a helpless woman being beautiful, Libby?”

Libby ignored him.

Markos pushed the button on the panel. The music stopped.

“It won’t work,” she said.

“What won’t work?”

“You won’t get me aggravated.”

“I don’t want you aggravated. I want you submitting.” He
reached out and slipped his hand over her breast. She tried to shrug him off
but he was too fast. As luck would have it, she had to turn the wheel just then
which gave him free rein to unbutton her shirt.

“Markos, get the fuck off me! You know I can’t fight you
when I’m driving.”

“That is the idea.” He managed to get under her bra.

She leaned her head back, letting out a deep groan. “Oh god,
you are incorrigible. You want to get us both killed?”

“I want your body, Libby, I want it all and I can’t wait any
longer.” He molded the ripe globe in his hand, feeling the rubbery nipple tighten
between his fingers. “Tell me you don’t desire mine? Tell me and I’ll stop…for
good.”

“You’re impossible,” she cried. “You know that? All right,
if we do it one time, one time only, will you be satisfied?”

“If you are satisfied.”

“No, that’s not an answer, Markos. Say it, ‘I agree to fuck
Libby one time and then to leave her alone.’”

“What is ‘fuck’?”

“Sex, you fool, it’s a word for sex.”

He worked a little more on her breast. “And what do you
agree to?”

“I agree not to…not to…oh, never mind, I can’t even think.
Just take your hand off me, please? And I’ll take us somewhere.”

“For lovemaking?”

“Yes.”

“You will surrender all inhibitions?”

“For one night.”

“I will take it.” Markos sat back in his seat. “So where do
we go? Back to your office?”

“Hardly. And don’t expect me to take you to my place either,
no offense. I have rules about that. Not that I’ve been following any so far.”

“I am not complaining.”

“We need a hotel. I don’t suppose you have a room or
anything?”

“I live in a cave. On the Mountain of Dreams.”

“I should have known. We’ll go to the Carlander. It’s nice.”

“Will it require dough? I have diamonds.”

“I’ll pay. In fact,” she urged, “it would be really great if
you said nothing at all when we check in, if that’s all right with you?”

“I will find other ways to amuse myself,” he assured.

What he didn’t tell her was what those ways would be.





Chapter Four

 

Libby should have expected the elevator would mean trouble.
Especially the way Markos kept managing to put his arm around her at the front
desk, nibbling her neck and whispering into her ear all the things he intended
to do to her.

The worst part was that she could not respond. She had to
just stand there, smiling politely at the clerk as she ran the credit card.
Meanwhile, beside her was the sexiest man on earth telling her that his cock
would be hard for her all night long and that he wouldn’t rest until he had had
her in every conceivable position. He even brought up the bondage again,
telling her how he was going to tie her down to the bed and make her scream for
sexual release.

She had thought he would at least wait until they got to the
room, though.

“Open your pants,” he said as soon as the elevator doors
closed.

“What for?” she asked reasonably enough.

“I am going to penetrate you,” he said matter-of-factly.

“Not in here, you aren’t.”

“Why not?” He worked his zipper, picking a very poor time to
become an expert.

She glared mesmerized at his cock, the tiny bead of pre-come
on the tip of it, the luscious veins and the way it pointed at her so
enticingly. “Because,” she said hoarsely. “Someone could come in here.”

“While it is flying?”

“No, Mr. Literal, while it is stopped. This thing is going
up fifty-three floors. The door could open on any one of them.”

“Perhaps they would like to join us.” Markos pulled her
close, nibbling at her lips.

“That isn’t funny.”

“I wasn’t joking.”

“I mean it.” She squirmed as he stole maddening little
kisses, featherlight, designed only to make her crave more. “You pull anything
in here and the whole date is off.”

“I wasn’t aware this was a date.” He began opening her
pants. “We haven’t eaten dinner.”

“You know what I mean,” she sputtered, though of course he
didn’t know. Or maybe he was just pretending not to. That would be some
technique, wouldn’t it, for seduction?

She managed to turn herself around but he was still holding
her. She saw very quickly it was not a position that was going to work to her
advantage. From this angle, Markos could take her pants and panties down and
enter her from behind.

He inserted a finger into her sopping pussy. “Are you sure
you don’t want me to penetrate you?”

“No,” she cried. “I mean yes, I’m positive I don’t.”

He played with her a little, just a few seconds of light
teasing along the ridge of her gaping sex lips being enough to break down every
single defense, not to mention her every propriety.

How did he keep doing this, pushing her harder than any man
she had ever known and in less than a day? What would she be like after a full
night of his lovemaking?

“You have the most magical sexuality of any creature I have
ever been with, you know that?” he rasped.

Talk about a bizarre compliment. “Stop talking,” she said. “Just…do
it.”

Wait, the condom. Fortunately they had stopped
in the little store in the lobby to purchase some. But there would never be
time to get one on before the elevator reached their floor.

“Oh, screw it,” she muttered, hitting the emergency stop
button.

The bell started ringing, a teeth-jarring clang.

“Ignore it,” said Libby, tearing into the package. “Here.” She
produced one of the latex rubbers. “Put this on.”

Markos looked at it, dumbfounded.

She rolled her eyes. “I’ll do it.” She grasped his cock,
relishing the feel of it. Her breath caught in her throat. She would have to
concentrate to get this done right. Fitting the tip of it over his
uncircumcised head, she began to unroll the rubber, all the way down his shaft.

“There.” She admired her work. “All done.”

Markos shook his head. “You humans are the strangest race.”

“Philosophize later,” she chided. “Screw now.”

Just then the alarm cut off, of its own accord. The tiny
compartment was starting to move. Crap. Somebody had overridden it.

“Markos, wait.”

Too late. He had her turned again, facing the wall, the head
of his cock poised at the opening to her sex lips. The elevator continued to
climb, giving her at once a sense of cocoon-like protection and dangerous
exposure. They would never have enough time. He didn’t understand how fast
these things moved.

Markos released a deep breath as he moved masterfully into
her, piercing, penetrating, just as he had promised. Libby cried out, her tiny
high-pitched squeal matching the tone of the machine as it signaled the rising
floors.

They were going to be there any moment. This was insane.

Markos pushed himself in to the hilt. Suddenly she didn’t
care about anyone or anything in the outside world.

“Yes,” she hissed, straining backward against him so he
could get even deeper. “Oh, fuck, yes.”

Markos pulled back and took her again, this time with a
powerful stroke that pushed her forward. She braced herself, cheek and palms
happily against the cool, metal wall of the elevator, brass shiny enough to see
her reflection.

The contrast of the tiny antiseptic chamber and the primal
rhythm of the fucking was a turn-on all its own. She was so wet, so open and
yet so full at the same time.

Oh god, there was the chime of the elevator. “Markos,” she
gasped. “This is our floor. The doors are going to be open. People will see.”

He withdrew in one smooth motion, tucking himself away. She
pulled up her pants and tried to compose herself. She could only hope no one
was out there in the hallway because it was going to be pretty obvious what
they had been up to in here.

The doors slid back onto silent emptiness. She heaved a sigh
of relief. Before she had managed to exhale, Markos had her off her feet, this
time over his shoulder, like a sack of potatoes.

In spite of herself, she laughed. “Put me down, you brute.”

“I’m taking no more chances,” he informed her. “On letting
you escape or make excuses. We are going directly to this room you have secured
for us and you are going to be made love to. Period.”

Libby’s pussy flooded afresh at his words, not to mention
the implications of being so literally swept off her feet. The man was going to
have her and there was nothing she could do about it. He wanted her that much…

What could be a bigger turn-on?

She did have to help with the door, however. Unable to work
the key card, he gave it back to her, turning her to face the lock so she could
swipe it. Once inside, he turned alpha male again.

“Markos!” she cried as he tossed her high into the air and
onto the bed. “What are you doing?”

The question was rhetorical. He was preparing her for
lovemaking. For the one fuck he was being allowed.

“Take off your clothes.” He stood at the foot of the bed,
hands on his hips.

She scooted backward on her behind. “And if I don’t?” She
decided to play with him.

“Then I will rip them from your body.”

She melted at the raw animal implications. “You would never
do that.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t want you to.”

He grinned, seeing through her calm exterior. “Liar.”

Libby licked her lips. Looking into his eyes was like
falling under a spell. They were so very blue and so deep. Not Earthly at all.
He had told her she was heaven, but he was the one who promised something
beyond.

Somehow just being with him was changing her, challenging
her to dig deep within her own fantasies. She thought about her dreams. What
was it about the centaur that appealed to her? His power, his commanding presence,
the archer, mightiest among the zodiac signs, surely it spoke to her soul.

The Sagittarian, strong enough to say what he desired,
secure enough not to use force to get it. A creature very much like…Markos.

A yearning came from deep in her belly. What if they turned
up the heat, just a little? What if the tug-of-war between them shifted to
dominance and submission?

“Markos?” Her voice was a whisper, a dry crackle. Her heart
thundered, she had never been more afraid in her life.

“What is it?” he said, his voice innately reassuring,
letting her know it was right to ask, to trust.

“I need you to…to take control. I need to feel like…I don’t
have a choice.” She couldn’t even look at him, only at her own hands.

“Libby,” he said gently.

“Yes?”

“Libby, look at me.”

She did so, moist-eyed.

“You are ashamed of what you need to ask for,” he guessed. “Why?”

“I don’t know,” she said honestly. “It doesn’t feel…normal.”

“Normal,” he repeated, sitting on the bed beside her, “is a
word that has no meaning.”

She chuckled. “Coming from a man who doesn’t even know what
fuck means, that’s reassuring.”

“I do know you, though,” he said, stunning her. “And I know
I am here to satisfy you.”

Tonight…he should have added tonight, for by tomorrow he
must be gone.

“Markos, I have so many hang-ups, I’m not free like you, or
even like other women. You would be better off without me. Ask my therapist,
god, she can tell you about you about my dreams. I have this centaur, hung like
a stallion, he comes to me, but I’m too messed up to even have sex. In my own
frigging sex dream.”

She saw the quick flash behind his eyes. It was her turn to
be concerned. “What’s wrong, Markos?”

“It’s nothing.”

“It didn’t seem like nothing.”

“You must trust me,” he said firmly, “it isn’t anything to
stop us.”

Libby shook her head. “This is starting to feel wrong.”

“No,” he declared as he grabbed her shoulders. “It is not.
We have to let it all fall into place.”

Her eyes widened. “What did you just say?”

“I said we must let it all fall into place. Nature will find
the way.”

Libby’s heart stopped for a moment. “What did you say?”

“I said we must let it all fall into place. Nature will find
the way.”

The very words from her dream. Impossible.

“No more delays,” Markos decided. “We must move forward.”

“Yes,” she sighed, no longer able to fight or even wishing
to. “Yes…”

“Remove your clothing,” he said once again, this time making
it an order.

Libby removed her jacket and began to unbutton her blouse.
She was doing as Markos willed, she was obeying him. He watched her, his eyes
drinking in her every move. She was not disappointed by the smile on his face.
She did not know why he was so entranced by her, but he wasn’t faking it. Men
had told her before that she was pretty, a few had called her beautiful, but it
had never meant anything, she had never fully believed.

Not in them or in herself.

Her breathing was rapid as she undid her bra, shaking it
forward over her shoulders. In an odd show of shyness, she held the cups over
her breasts for a moment, as though he had never seen them.

“Lower your hands, Libby.”

She did so, allowing the bra to fall forward.

His smile broadened. “Now the rest.”

She removed her shoes and pants and lastly her underpants.
When she was naked he had her recline on her back. “Spread your arms, over your
head.”

Libby luxuriated in opening herself. She slid her hands into
place, palm up. Markos brushed strands of dark hair from in front of her face.
He traced a line around her lips. “I never felt emptiness,” he confessed. “Until
I met you.”

“Emptiness? But why?” she wondered.

“Because I do not know you as I want to. I am not connected
with you enough.”

She tried to reach for him but he restrained her, with a
word.

Libby settled back down, feeling warmth throughout her body,
a light tingle combined with the tiniest sparks of anticipation. “If only…” she
sighed.

“If only what, Libby?”

She didn’t answer.

“If only I were real, is that what you mean?”

“You are real,” she demurred. “It’s just that…”

“You think it’s too good to be true.” He caressed her cheek,
inducing another sigh.

She smiled. “You do know how to read my mind.”

“Reality is of the moment. Your world, my world, what is
anyone promised?”

Libby sucked her lower lip between her teeth. She arched her
back as his hand moved lower, caressing her neck, running lightly over her
breasts. “Are you ready to follow more commands?” he asked.

“Please…yes.”

He stood. “You will touch yourself,” he said. “You will give
yourself pleasure while I remove my clothing.”

“I…I’ve never done that in front of anyone.”

“Good. I will be the first.”

Libby placed her hand on her belly. This was going to be
hard. “Tell me again,” she begged. “Tell me…I have to.”

“You do have to, Libby, unless you want a spanking.”

Her pussy spasmed. Oh god, he wouldn’t, would he? Her ass
burned in wicked anticipation. How did he know she had fantasized about that,
years ago when she was in college?

“I won’t tell you again, Libby. Obey me, or roll onto your
stomach.”

She touched her belly. She was tempted to take the spanking.

Markos removed his jacket and shirt and took off his pants.
He had no trouble with the zipper this time. Her heart stopped a moment as he
pulled down his boxers. His cock stood tall and proud, the condom still on,
indicting he had maintained his erection. His balls were full as before, maybe
more so. She remembered his words, about how he would be hard for her all night
long.

Finally she could admire the whole of his body, free of any
encumbrance. While she herself would never feel comfortable enough to go naked,
she could clearly see why Markos would want to. This was not a body to cover
over. This was a body straight and proud, the sheer essence of masculinity,
broad shoulders tapering to a perfect waist, lean lines leading the eye from
torso to strong thighs and long legs.

Very strong thighs, actually. As powerful as any she had
ever seen on a male. And his torso was long too, more so than average.
Interesting. He really did remind her of a statue. What was it she had learned
in school, about how the proportions were altered so as to be viewed from a
distance?

“You are not obeying me,” said the naked man from
Constellia.

The man who spoke like her dreams and had a voice that
reminded her of a centaur.

“No,” she had to agree. “I am not obeying you.”

His lips thinned. Amusement shown in his eyes behind his
stern tones. “The lady is looking for punishment.”

“Perhaps…”

“Turn over, Libby.”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes.”

Libby inhaled, sucking in her chest. “Yes, Sir.” She rolled
herself over, pressing her breasts into the comforter. She dug her toes in,
bracing herself for the unknown.

Markos made her wait, just long enough. She could hear his
breathing, she knew he was close, but he was not yet touching her. The
anticipation built, worse she was sure than any punishment he could deliver.

She felt the displacement as he sat beside her. “When this
is over.” He laid his hand on her buttock. “You will turn back over and you
will do what you were told to before.”

Libby moaned slightly as he moistened his finger, sliding it
along the edges of her sex lips. He wasn’t looking to masturbate her, only to
gain lubrication so he could insert a finger into her tight anal opening. No
man had been there before. Ever.

He explored briefly, loosening her, relaxing her muscles.
She had nearly forgotten anything more was coming. Then he removed his hand and
told her what to expect. “Ten spanks,” he said. “You will count them out.”

She cried out in shock from the first. It didn’t hurt, but
it did sting.

“You neglected to count,” he said. “We will start again.”

“One,” she exclaimed as he landed the second blow, warm and
firm. Her flesh reverberated against his palm.

He smacked her again.

“Two,” she moaned.

“You seem to enjoy this.” He sampled her pussy with his
finger gauging her wetness. “Mmm…quite tasty.”

Libby groaned. Before she could think of replying she had
been spanked afresh. “Three,” she confirmed, knowing she was only inviting
more.

“I will come inside your pussy, Libby. I will make you
scream until you lose your voice.”

It was not a boast, it was a statement of intention, one she
had no doubt he would carry out. “F-four,” she managed to say.

His words cut through her, sharp as the blows of his hand.
He followed up quickly with five and six and seven before she had a chance to
think. She was clawing at the comforter by now, squirming and thrusting her
belly downward, almost unconsciously as if she could build up enough pressure
to come, to turn the whole scene in another direction.

“Lie still,” he cautioned, making number eight extra hard.

“Nnnn…” she responded, clenching her bottom. The fire was
ripping through her, a steady pouring over her nerve endings. How would she
ever lie back on her behind?

He waited for her to gasp out eight and then he went for
nine. After this he paused, rubbing the superheated surface of both globes.
Libby clenched her teeth. At this point the light contact was as explosively
stimulating as the spanks.

“One more, my sweet angel, or should I say, my lovely lady
justice.”

Libby didn’t feel much like a lady or an angel. She was down
and dirty, pure and nasty female flesh, wickedly punished and delightfully
eroticized.

“Ten,” she exhaled. “Mother…fucking…ten.”

“Over,” said Markos.

Libby wanted a kiss, a reward for her pliancy. As she
flipped over onto her inflamed backside, she reached up for his lips. But
Markos stayed out of range.

“You must obey,” he said, putting her mind into its proper
framework.

She nodded. “I will, Markos.” And with that she slid her
hand over her hip to the apex of her thighs. The flesh was slick with her fluids.
The spanking had been an aphrodisiac, much to her shame and delight.

Libby shuddered at the first touch. She closed her eyes,
reveling.

“Keep your eyes open,” he said. “Keep your eyes on me.”

Markos was alongside her, his head propped up on his elbow.
She turned her head to see him, just inches away. “I want to be good,” she told
him. “I want to be pleasing for you.”

“You are,” he said. “You are being a good girl.”

Her belly clenched. “Markos…” She flicked her finger over
her clitoris. “May I come…for you?”

“Yes,” he said. “You may come for me.”

The fingers no longer felt like her own. They were an
extension of him, instruments of his will and her body responded accordingly.
The climax ripped through her, like a hot knife to the soul. No true pain, but
agonizing nonetheless. The first orgasm was like a storm breaking over the
desert, the hot, chafed land of her spanked skin. Flashes of lightning and
roaring thunder.

From there came the second orgasm, an irresistible opening,
rain, pouring down over her world, bubbles of bliss, gurgling, filling every
bit of the void in her soul.

But it was only the beginning. Markos had yet to stake his
claim, to take his place as orchestrator. This he did now, rolling on top of
her and sinking his cock inside her in a single smooth motion so natural and
practiced one would think he did it a thousand times.

The fit felt perfect. All along the length of her canal,
Libby squeezed to accommodate, her inner flesh molding itself, as if to make an
imprint to last forever. No other cock could fill her like this. In one
instant, Libby felt spoiled, for any other man, for any other sexual liaison.

She felt the beating of his heart against her chest. Her
breasts were squashed, her nipples burning holes into his hard muscles. Their chests
fit, too, amazingly, and so did the sound of their breathing. Everything, from
the mingling of their sweat, to the complementary shading of their hair spelled
match. So too, the natural stubbornness of each. The proud, indomitable spirit.

Their fingers interlaced. She locked her ankles behind him,
wanting him as deep as a man could get. He stayed like this, perfectly still
for a long time, offering soft kisses along her forehead and eyebrows. These
had always been special spots for her and most men overlooked them. Markos was
not most men.

She made a little mewling sound, shifting her hips in a
gentle hint. She wanted sex, rough and fast. Markos did not immediately oblige.
He continued calming her, slowing her pulse even as he tightened the invisible
cords connecting her pussy to every other part of her.

The implications were clear. When he did start to move she
was going to be like a wildcat. Unstoppable, not at all open to reason. The
heavens could open, a thousand people could walk through that door to watch and
she would not be able to stop.

“Patience, my lady.”

“Now you want me to be a lady,” she complained.

He laughed lightly, the motion making his cock swell inside
her.

She uttered a mild epithet. This time he replied with
action, rearing back. He showed restraint yet again, this time holding himself
just an inch inside her. Desperate to keep connected, she lifted her ass.

“No, Libby.” He spoke sternly, a definite turn-on.

“Fuck…” she hissed, collapsing.

“I want to treasure this moment,” he said. “Your face as you
anticipate. This is going to end so fast, you know…our whole lives will end
fast.”

“In that case, what are you waiting for? We’re not getting
any younger.”

Markos slammed himself down, driving her into the bed. “You
asked for it.”

Libby grunted. “Fuck, yeah, I did and I want more.”

He lifted himself and did it again. “Is that what you had in
mind?”

“More,” she dared him. “Or don’t you have it in you?”

Markos obliged, though she could tell he was restraining
himself. A man like this could really cause her pain, but it was not in his
nature. Erotic spankings, yes, and even a little painful wrestling. But he was
a gentleman.

Or was it a gentleconstellian?

“Libby,” he said, his face intent and full of marvel. “This…is…it.”

He pumped her a half dozen times in rapid succession. She
could have measured it by heartbeats but it felt like it went on forever as she
ascended with him to the top of the icy mountain. Or was it a volcano? At any
event they erupted together, his semen blasting from his cock on the sixth
downstroke. Her arms were thrown about his neck. She dug her small teeth into
his shoulder. She was coming too, though she could not breathe, nor could she
move of her own accord. She was an extension of him, a part of the living
symbiosis that was their mutual sexual fulfillment.

Such perfect timing, the rhythm, exquisite, the sharing,
ideal. One woman, one man, a shared journey. She could almost feel the glue
pouring out to bind them, their memories and hopes. Like they had always known
each other.

And yet they hadn’t even had a real conversation. She had no
clue who he was and in all likelihood he didn’t either. Libby thought glumly of
those women who marry men in prison. She always thought that to be
incomprehensible and here she was having feelings for a man who probably needed
serious hospitalization.

Damn it, did she say she had feelings for him?

This was just sex. A one-nighter to get things out of their
systems.

After removing the condom, Markos turned her to her side and
slid up against her back. She felt so very comfortable like this and so
completely protected. Even her sore behind felt soothed by the contact of his
skin. She could sleep so well. Without dreams. Who needed them, after all, when
one was getting the real thing?

Markos’ arms wrapped around her. “Thank you,” he whispered
in her ear.

“For what?” she marveled.

“For sharing yourself.”

She had another lump in her throat. He sensed her freezing
up. “Libby, you have to tell me what’s wrong. We can’t ignore it any longer.”

“I don’t have to share everything,” she said, a little more
caustically than she might have wished. “You don’t.”

“I suppose that’s fair,” he agreed. “It is true, I have not
revealed everything to you. I can’t take a chance and overwhelm you, that’s
all.”

Libby sat up, her fragile peace shattered.

Should have figured it wouldn’t last, right?

“Don’t give me that mumbo jumbo you can’t handle the truth
stuff,” she declared. “You are not Jack Nicholson and I’m not Tom Cruise.”

As usual her brilliant barb went over his head.

“Tom who?” he asked.

She threw up her hands. “Honestly, what is the point of
being so culturally savvy and ironic when you’re hanging out with Mr. Spock.
And don’t ask about him, either, it’s too complex. He’s a guy with pointy ears
who likes to be logical.”

“Pointed ears like an elf, you mean? Because I have known
some in my day and they aren’t logical.”

Libby took both her hands in his, settling herself, Indian
style. “Markos, I really like you. Not like like, but I like you as a
friend. So as a friend, I need to tell you, you have to get some help.”

“Help with what?”

Here goes, she thought. The part where she wasn’t liable to
get much credit for being bluntly honest. “Help with your…delusions. I know you’re
into this Constellia and all but it can’t be real, you know in your heart it
can’t.”

To her amazement he started to laugh, very softly, almost to
himself.

“What’s so funny?”

“I was just thinking how as a child I used to be chided by
my elders for telling stories about human beings. No one believes in them, you
see, where I come from. Oh, we have some biped creatures that look like you,
the Aquarians, the Geminis, the Virgos and the Libras, but they aren’t anything
like you Earth people.”

Libby sighed heavily, despairing now of ever getting through
to him. Best to cut her losses, keep from getting hurt.

“Where are you going?” he asked as she rose from the bed.

“I need to get home, tomorrow is a workday.”

“I had hoped we would have the night.”

“Thank you for the offer, Markos, but…no.”

“I have upset you,” he reasoned.

“No, you haven’t done anything.”

“Libby,” he said, affecting his tone of control. “Come back
here.”

A shiver went down her spine but she didn’t react. “I can’t
play that game anymore, I’m sorry.”

“In that case, I shall plead.” His eyes were soulful as he
came to her. “Stay with me. Give me a chance to show you what is in my heart,
what I know in my mind.”

“I’m not sure what you mean, but it’s probably not a good
idea.”

His hands slipped around her waist. “Give me one chance.
Please? If you are not convinced, I will leave you alone, just as you asked me
before.”

Libby felt a tug at her heart at the idea of never seeing
him again. She wasn’t all that keen on leaving his side now either, truth be
told. “One chance,” she agreed. “And that’s it.”

He smiled broadly. “I knew I could count on you. I promise
you, what you see will convince you.”

Her brain burned with curiosity. What did he intend to do?
Show slides?

“So now what?” she asked.

“We go back to bed,” he said.

She took a step backward. “Oh, no, you’re not convincing me
with sex. We tried that route.”

“It’s not sex.” He shook his head. “It’s something
potentially even more interesting for you.”

“You’ve piqued my interest, that’s for sure.”

She watched him as he went to his pants pocket and pulled
out a silver disk with very fine etchings on it.

“This is the amulet I need to help us connect in our minds. There
are different words to say which would transport us physically.”

Libby was less concerned with the words, which made no
sense, than with the movement of his lips, full and rich…and his eyes which
promised everything. Such a paradox. The steadiest soul she had ever
encountered. Tough and brave, a natural leader. He could have been any number
of lawyers or cops she had known. Even a soldier.

A few moments later they were side by side in bed again,
this time on their backs, holding hands, eyes focused on the plain white
ceiling. “Are you ready to begin the journey?” he asked.

“Sure,” she lied. “Any time you are.”

“This will require concentration, I want you to have an open
mind. And you mustn’t be frightened by anything you see.” He squeezed her hand,
which felt good, even if she didn’t put much stock in what was going to happen.

“You know I would never let anything bad happen to you,
Libby.”

She turned her head, delivering a quick kiss to his cheek. “I
know that, Markos.”

He had her take a deep breath and close her eyes again.

“Argos gave me the words,” he told her. “It’s a spell of
mind link.”

She listened as he repeated a series of nonsense syllables.
Deep and guttural, but quite elegant. It did sound like a language and for the
first time she began to wonder if maybe he wasn’t right.

“Velak moor-tay enamig, toras, day-ee,”
said Markos. “Teran, vorel constelloram.”

He sounded so sexy, she wanted to climb up on top of him. If
he wasn’t holding her hand, she could reach for his cock, make it hard again.
Then she could ride him or draw him deep into her mouth, tasting and milking
his Constellian goodness.

There was to be no moving on her part, though, not any time
soon. For her limbs were feeling heavier with every word he was saying. His
words sounded slurred, though she suspected it was her own ears. She was
sinking, into some kind of abyss. He sounded far away.

Not good.

Libby opened her mouth to call out to him. No sounds
registered that she could hear. She could not feel her lips or any other part
of her. Okay, this wasn’t funny anymore.

“Mar—kos…help!”

Was she saying that out loud or thinking it?

She was definitely falling now, though it was in slow
motion. She was in the middle of a vortex, which smelled…purple. Damn it, had
he drugged her? Some kind of crazy date rape thing? But that was silly. They
had already made love. She had driven to the hotel even.

Libby wasn’t sure, but it felt like she was picking up
speed. She could see a little again and she was starting to feel like she had
body back. There was air around her, some kind of sky, vaguely tangerine in
color. She could taste it, like flowers. Stars were there, too, though it was
not a night sky. Her own hand was there, vaguely in front of her face. And were
those mountains underneath her, pink and yellow?

This is what I get for being with a strange man and on an
empty stomach, she thought. When was the last time I ate? Not
counting the granola bar I wolfed down before court this afternoon?

Yes, those were definitely mountains, Libby decided with
amazing calm considering she was heading straight toward them.

Wonderful, I’m going to die in a dream.
And it’s not even mine. Won’t Aggy find this hysterical.

One of the mountain peaks was directly underneath. She was
going to land on it headfirst. Her hair was fluttering wildly, she heard the
roar of the wind. Warmth on her skin, a cool heat that didn’t quite feel like
the sun. She thought of the strange sky, the daylight stars and wished she had
had time to look at them more.

She wished she had time for everything. So much yet to do.
Funny, she didn’t think of her job. That would go on. If there was one regret
she had it was that she didn’t get to see where things might have gone with
Markos.

Libby was a heartbeat away from the precipice, beautiful and
deadly when something, someone, swooped out of the air and grabbed hold of her.

Familiar arms, holding her tight, muscular arms, smooth and
powerful but entirely loving. She breathed deeply of the scent. Markos’ scent.
Like a forest, damp with dew, rich and pungent, mysterious and dark and deep
and utterly masculine.

She clung to him tightly, smiling. She could picture her
smile as she closed her eyes. If there was a model of her own happiness, if it
could be captured in one image, this would be it.

At last a dream really worth repeating.

“It’s all right, Libby,” he said. “You’re just adjusting to
the flow between our minds. You are inside of mine. We will be on the ground
again, but you must prepare for what you will see.”

She wanted to tell him it didn’t matter, so long as they
were together. She didn’t have the time, though, for at that instant, they
touched down, heavily on the ground. It was a noisy landing, small booming
sounds, though he did not drop her or even jostle her.

“We’re here,” she heard him say. “We are on Constellia.”

Libby opened her eyes, expecting to be back in the bed in
their room. Her head was nestled against his chest. She kissed the fine layer
of hair. “You should turn the air off,” she mumbled. “It’s cold.”

“Air cannot be turned,” he told her. “At least not here.”

She felt the breeze in her hair. She blinked once or twice
allowing in the light, subtly pink. “I think I’m still dreaming, Markos, pinch
me.”

“It’s not a dream.”

“Put me down,” she said, still cold. “I’ll take care of the
air conditioner.”

Markos set her feet on a smooth surface, like glass. “Watch
your step.” He clung to her hand. “It’s a little slippery when you’re not used
to it.”

“Where’s the carpet?” She wriggled her toes.

Markos laughed. “It’s on Earth, where do you think?”

She looked him in the eye. “This is silly, Markos, you know
we are still on—”

The words caught in her throat. She was looking at him below
the waist. His legs were gone. Or rather they were…replaced.

“I know, it’s unbelievable, but this is my true form,” he
told her.

Libby didn’t know what else to do but laugh. “You’re a…a
centaur?”

His brow furrowed. He obviously was not expecting this reaction.

“I’m…sorry,” she sputtered. “I don’t mean to offend you…it’s
just, oh god, it’s just too funny.”

Markos straightened his back. “It is a shock, I imagine.” He
tapped his left front hoof. “Although I’ll admit, I had not expected this.”

She took his hand. “Oh, Markos, I’m not making fun of you, I
promise.”

“The centaurs are a noble race,” he said. “I will admit,
laughter is nothing I have before engendered.”

“It’s just that I’ve had this dream and it’s been about you.
And now here you are. Apparently I’ve resolved it and now we don’t need to have
sex anymore. I’ll wake up in the morning and…and I’ll never see you.” Tears
were filling her eyes as she continued to laugh. She was sounding hysterical.
Just how much of this was a dream? Had she fallen asleep at her desk this
afternoon? Was that where the man who talked to horses had come from?

He frowned. “I will still be there. We will still be in bed.
On Earth, I bear the disguise of a human.”

“Sure you will,” she humored. “Or maybe we’ll be in bed here
and I will be a centaur. They do have girl ones, don’t they?”

“Actually no. All centaurs are formed male from the womb of
the sun.”

“Please.” She held her stomach. “No more.”

“Libby, you must get hold of yourself. You must focus. Stay
in control.”

“In control? That’s a good one. I just spent a hundred fifty
bucks for an imaginary hotel room to have sex with an imaginary creature. What
about my credit card statement next month? Is that going to be imaginary, too?”

Markos moved to hold her, but Libby resisted. He muttered a
curse and looked to the sky. “Argos,” he called out to the empty air. “This is
your doing. Where in the House of Aquarius are you?!”

“You don’t need to yell.”

Libby turned to see a crustacean, bright blue with silver
stripes, with claws, a foot long each. The crab had green eyes, quite
intelligent-looking. “I am Argos.” He extended a claw. “Doctor of Metaphysical
Arts, Philosopher Extraordinaire to the court of Her Majesty, Queen Aquaria.”

“How nice to meet you, I’m Libby, soon to be patient of County
General for hallucinating talking animals.”

“I assure you, we are quite real,” said the crab. “Though at
the moment we are all of us meeting in mere spirit only. I regret the choice of
locations. Even to imagine a place closer to the centers of power would risk
detection by our enemies.”

“You regret it?” said Markos. “A fine understatement for
sending this poor girl here to the Mountains of Tragedy.”

The crab clicked his left claw open and shut, producing from
thin air a cloak of royal purple. “Do stop complaining and cover your latest
conquest, will you?”

Markos took the cloak and put it about Libby’s shoulders. “She
isn’t a conquest,” he said with surprising force.

A new voice chuckled. “You hit a nerve, Argie. I think the
boy’s in love.”

“Centaurs don’t fall in love,” said Argos to the talking
ram.

The ram, tall and golden-fleeced with silver horns, laughed,
the sound echoing through the bright mountains. “No, not at all. Only a dozen
times a week.”

“Libby, this is Dalion,” Markos introduced. “Everything he
says is a lie.”

“It’s true, I’m lying right now.”

“Which means he’s telling the truth,” said Argos. “Which
means…?”

“It can’t be true that everything I say is a lie,” Dalion
completed with a twinkle in his eye.

They both laughed. Dalion tapped his beautiful horns against
the claws of Argos in a kind of astrological high five.

Astrology…was that the common denominator. “The crab.” She
pointed, one by one. “And the ram and the centaur. You’re all zodiacal signs.”

Markos and Dalion appeared not to comprehend. Argos nodded
his large, plate-like body. “Indeed, on your world, that is how we are known.
The same set of stars governs us all.”

Libby clutched the cloak about her body. “So what else will
I be meeting?” she wondered. “I hope not any bulls or scorpions.”

They looked at each other.

“What did I say?”

“Don’t mention scorpions,” said Markos. “They are a sore
point.”

“One in particular,” said Dalion. “He is a bastard among
bastards. It’s his doing that Markos is on trial for his life.”

“What do you mean for his life?” asked Libby, unable to keep
the worry from her voice even in a dream.

“Don’t trouble her with details right now,” said Markos. “I
don’t want her overwhelmed. We are here to try and prove to her we exist, that’s
all.”

“I certainly exist,” spoke up Dalion. “Although I’m not sure
you could call what Argos does existing.”

“It beats banging my head against walls,” said Argos.

“I wouldn’t count on it.”

“Both of you, enough,” said Markos. “Can’t you see she’s
upset?”

“See, Argos?” Dalion teased. “You’re upsetting Markos’
sweetheart.”

Libby flushed at the label. “I’m not upset. I would, however
like the answer to a few questions.”

“Uh-oh,” groaned the red-eyed ram. “Interrogation time.”

“We will tell you what we can,” said Argos. “Just ignore
him, his bark is worse than his bite.”

“First I want to know if this is a dream, a hallucination or
what. I must be asleep, but this feels way too real.”

“Consider it something in between,” said Argos. “Our bodies
are where we left them, but our minds have connected. As the host, I have
chosen this place, on the frontier of Constellia.”

Libby reacted, hearing the name from the lips of someone
other than Markos. “So there is such a world.”

“There had better be,” said Dalion. “Or there won’t be much
point to my harassing Markos any longer.”

“Constellia is certainly real,” said Argos. “Though I doubt
you humans will ever find it by normal means. It is not a place in space and
time as you know it.”

Convenient, she thought, for hallucinations.

“Okay, leave the physics aside. Tell me how Markos got to my
world. And why did he look human if he’s a centaur?”

The crab’s antennae shook in a gesture that reminded Libby
of a Cancerian version of a shrug. “Magic, my dear, I have no other word for
it. I sent Markos to you in a form you would find normal.”

Recognition began to dawn. “You intended to for him to find
me in particular. Those dreams, were they from you?”

“Very perceptive, young lady. I was trying to accustom you
to the idea of a creature such as Markos.”

“So you already knew me?” She turned to Markos. “You knew me
from the dreams.”

“No, Libby,” he said somberly. “I had no dreams of you.
Though I sincerely wish I had.”

“You will have them,” said Argos. “They belong to your
future.”

“That makes no sense,” said Libby.

“You’re catching on. That’s how Argos operates,” quipped
Dalion.

Libby shook her head. “I think I would like to go back to
dreaming about screwing assistant district attorneys.”

“You may go back at any time,” said Argos. “We cannot compel
you, either to stay with us now or to come to Constellia in the flesh.”

Libby decided to review just for the hell of it. “So let me
get this straight, we are here now, just our minds, and I’m still a person
talking to a crab and a ram. Markos is here, and he’s a centaur. But his real
body, or rather his magically transformed body, is human and it’s lying in a
bed with me in a hotel.”

“Basically, yes,” Argos concurred.

“I think she’s catching on,” said Dalion.

“Catching on? I don’t have a clue what I just said.”

Dalion walked up to her. He stood as high as her chest. “It
doesn’t matter if you do or not,” he said, his voice full of fierce intensity. “What
matters is Markos is going to be put on trial for a murder he didn’t commit.
And he is going to be found guilty unless you help him.”

Libby felt raw fear for Markos, still she could not
comprehend it all. “What can I do,” she exclaimed. “I’m hardly qualified to
practice law among your kind. I doubt I would be ready to pass a Constellian
bar exam.”

“When were you born?” asked Dalion.

“October sixteenth,” she said. “Why?”

“There you have it,” said Dalion.

“Have what?” asked Libby.

“You are a Libra,” said Argos. “That gives you the right to
stand for justice in the court of Constellia.”

“Libby, you don’t have to do this,” said Markos. “I can find
another way.”

“No, Markos,” said Dalion. “You haven’t any more time.
Scorpos has announced that you will be tried tomorrow in absentia. You’ll be
found guilty and you will never be able to return home.”

“Scorpos will have won,” said Argos. “We will have helped
you escape in vain. You will live in exile, knowing your people are under the
claw of a tyrant.”

“No pressure,” muttered Libby.

Markos frowned. “I am breaking the link, Argos. Libby needs
to rest. This is too much for her.”

“Markos, I’ll decide for myself,” she said, though she was
secretly touched at his deep concern for her.

“No argument,” said Markos. He lifted his hand. He was
holding the same amulet of silver. It reflected in the pinkish light, off his
smooth chest. He began to recite the words, the very ones he had used before.

Realizing she would be seeing him as human again, she did
her best to memorize his centaur form. The tawny hide of his horse body, the
hair healthy and shiny. His tail was slightly darker, long and bushy. It flicked
back and forth when he talked. His hooves were strong and they clacked on the
ground here and there as he talked.

It made sense now, much of her observations before, about
his long torso and his strong thighs. He really was made to be a horse. His independent
spirit, too, his adventurous, bubbly, seductive nature. That was pure
Sagittarian.

How did Sagittarians fit with Libras?

A lot better if the Sagittarian wasn’t a literal horse, she
thought glumly. Although she had been plenty turned on in her fantasies. She
was tempted to ask him to take her for a ride. Bareback.

“Give me your hand, Libby, don’t let go,” he said, his voice
brooking no opposition.

She moved to his side, almost shyly. She felt strangely
subdued standing next to him. Her body felt warm and sexual. She wanted to rub
herself, she wanted him to bend down and nuzzle her neck.

Markos did something even better, he lifted her onto his
back.

She was thankful for the cloak to cover her bare body. Her
legs were split as she settled her body into place. The surprisingly fine coat
of hair on his back lightly brushed her pussy lips. Libby sighed, moving
forward to wrap her arms around his chest.

“Farewell,” said Markos to Argos and Dalion. “You are the
best friends a centaur could ask for.”

“Which just goes to show you,” said Dalion. “That centaurs
are not a very intelligent race.”

“You will return soon?” asked Argos.

Markos did not reply. “Hold on tight,” he said to Libby.

With that they were off, Markos’ legs springing forward into
a quick gallop. Libby gripped his back, delighting in the feel of him. She had
no fear, even as Markos reared back, preparing to leap off the edge of a very
sheer cliff made of green and black diamonds.

She had to remind herself this wasn’t real, just a space of
the mind. He was getting them home and this must be the route.

Markos took off straight up. Libby closed her eyes tight,
feeling the ground give way beneath her. Her stomach dropped out somewhere
beneath her and her head was vanishing into the air. She felt the cool brush of
air, opening her mouth she tasted something fluffy and sweet.

They were flying through something semisolid, not much
thicker than foam. An edible cloud? Like cotton candy only infinitely finer. It
was a treat for her empty stomach. Libby only managed two bites before it
started to rain. She put out her tongue, tasting. It was a bit like lemonade,
with some other fruits she couldn’t identify.

Wanting to feel it on her body, she released her arms to
shake off the cloak. It was at this point she lost her grip and began to plunge
downward. Straight into the mountains.

She tried to reach for Markos, but he was being sucked
upward.

He was looking down, but she did not think he was hearing
her final words, the last thing she wanted to say before her death.

I love you, Markos, even if I don’t
know who you are.

* * * * *

Libby was falling.

Markos had to reach her before she hit the ground. But in
the shock of having her fall off his back he had let go of the amulet. Stupid
fool! Now he had no way to bring them out of the mind link. If she reached the
mountains below, her spirit would be shattered. She had be left in a million
pieces, scattered across the realm of magic.

He had to get the amulet and her both. Otherwise he could
not return her spirit safely to her body. The first priority was Libby. Taking
just a moment to fix the trajectory of the amulet in his mind, he dove after
her. He had his arms in front of him, his legs tucked back, his tail whipping
in the wind. While centaurs could not actually fly, they were capable of
graceful movements in air.

Especially in matters of life and death.

Libby was below him, flailing her arms. Her nude body looked
so frail and yet so very beautiful. Her dark hair floated above her in the
void. He could hear the faint sounds of her voice, calling out for help.

This was all his fault. He should never have allowed her to
enter into this trance. He should have let her be. Surely he could have found
some other lawyer to represent him. The truth was, he had been biased from the
start. Yes, he had looked in good faith for a suitable personification of
Libra, but the moment he laid eyes on Libby he had decided she would be the
one, whether or not she was right for the task.

He wasn’t seducing her in order to get her help, he was
seducing her because he wanted her to care for him. A dangerous game for a
Sagittarian. Centaurs did not settle down. They loved freely with abandon, one
conquest after another.

Conquest. Such a coarse word. He wished Dalion had not used
it.

Libby was only a few yards beneath him. He was going to
catch her in the nick of time. Grabbing her around the waist he braced himself
for impact. He took the brunt of it with his back legs, brutal compression
against unforgiving stone. He winced as his front hooves touched down next. His
whole body quivered, but he stayed upright.

Though his muscles screamed out he couldn’t rest. Taking a
deep breath, he was off again, running to get a good flying start. He headed
straight for the nearest cliff side. They were miles below where they had
started. He hoped the timing was right.

Just as he reached the edge he saw the tiny glimmer in the
air. The amulet! Wasting not a second he went after it. He had one
chance left to catch it or else they would end up in the Sea of Ice Lava at the
very bottom of the mountains.

The real sea would freeze a creature to death in seconds. He
wasn’t exactly sure what would happen in this mind-created sea. In all
probability they would be swallowed up, lost to consciousness forever.

Markos dropped fast off the cliff edge, trying to catch up
to the amulet. He had a stroke of luck as an updraft of wind sent it wafting
back upward. Markos reached out, just missing it. He had only one hand as he
was using his other to try and keep the very woozy Libby in place.

The amulet did a flip and sailed past to the right. Markos
strained his limbs, groaning as he made one last attempt. At first he thought
he was going to miss again but then he felt the cool metal against his palm. He
squeezed tight.

Success!

He screamed out the words of the spell, gasping for breath.
With two syllables left they were just above the water. His front hooves
touched the unspeakable cold, sending searing pain through his body. He managed
the last syllable and suddenly everything went white. The water disappeared and
the sky and his own body.

None of that mattered.

All he cared about was Libby.

He was still calling out her name when he woke up in the
bed, covered in sweat, the amulet clutched so tightly in his hand it had left
an imprint on his skin. He had no idea how much time had passed, but it didn’t
matter because Libby was there, nestled beside him, her head on his chest.

Markos said a small prayer of thanks to the stars, kissing
the top of her head over and over. She smelled so good, like a spring rain
cleansing away all the darkness of winter. Strangely, though he had been with
her now in a most satisfying way, he did not feel sated. Invariably a centaur
craved to move on when he had captured a female’s mystery, but this human woman
seemed to hold more charms than he had so far unlocked. What was it in her
head, under those dark tousled curls that intrigued him so? What in those
curves of hers made him ache for more and more?

If only he had time to find out. If only he were not committed
to returning to his own world, to face certain, if unfair, judgment. He knew
now that he must go back and he must go alone. It was wrong to involve others
in his troubles, least of all Libby who deserved to live her life here, with
her own people.

He couldn’t risk her being harmed by Scorpos or somehow
getting trapped on his world. He had nearly lost her once, he wouldn’t put her
at such risk again.

Markos contemplated waking her to say goodbye, but that
would be too hard for them both. She would have too many questions. She might
even insist on going with him.

No, better to make a clean break. He would use the amulet,
say the alternate set of magic words, those which would transport his whole
person back to Constellia, back to the court, where he would face the justice
of the corrupt Scorpos.

“Farewell.” He blew Libby a kiss, beholding her sleeping
form. “I shall never forget you as long as I live.”

Which was not going to be long once the court was through
with him.

Pressing the amulet to his chest he spoke the memorized
words. The world went white again, he felt the changing of his form, the
vanishing of his human-self.

His human-self. He could say that now, thanks to her. Libby
had taught him there was more to life than being a centaur.

A brief spark passed through him, like a string of very fine
lightning…and then he was gone.





Chapter Five

 

Libby stirred, reaching across the bed. She was so many
layers deep that it took a few moments for her to come to the surface. “Markos?”

He didn’t answer, nor could she feel the solidness of his
form.

She sat up, aching all over. Memories flooded her tingling
body. The spanking, the sex, the incredibly vivid dream of Constellia.

“Markos?” she called again, this time across the room.

His clothes were on the floor. Strange. She climbed from the
bed and walked to the bathroom. No sign of him. She looked in the closet, as if
he might be there. She picked his shirt up off the floor, smelling his scent.

The only part of him still there.

Hurriedly she dressed. Was he in the lobby? Where could he
have gone? He was naked, how far could he get?

She asked at the front desk, receiving little for her
trouble but a raised eyebrow and a polite shake of the head no.

“Are you sure?” she asked, sounding as desperate as she
felt.

“Madam,” said the goateed clerk, reasonably enough. “I think
I should have remembered a six-foot man, unclothed with long hair walking
through the lobby.”

How about a half man, half horse? she thought.

The clerk cleared his throat. “Will madam be checking out now?”

“In a little while,” Libby said, feeling more defeated than
she ever had in her life.

She nearly cried in the elevator on the way back to her room
as she remembered their adventure of last night. It wasn’t fair, losing a man
like Markos. It could take a lifetime to find another. She was fairly well
convinced now that he had gone back to Constellia without her. The way he had
talked when they were with his friends made her believe that he had decided
against involving her.

She wasn’t sure how she knew, but she did.

He must have vanished right from her room, using his amulet,
saying his magic words. That was a good thing, she supposed. A centaur on
Earth? It would never work. And what could she have done on his world?

Other than save his life.

Libby locked the door behind her and turned the bolt. There
had to be a way to get to him. She had reached his world once, in her mind. And
the crab Argos had sent her dreams across the void. There was magic, she knew
there was. If she could at least get Markos a message. Better still, if she
could find her way there. To defend him. He was innocent, he deserved freedom.

Plus she was missing him…already.

But exactly how would she go about this? It was a nice
theory, but she didn’t have any amulets or magic words.

The only thing she had ever known to do—and she hadn’t done
this in many years—was to pray.

Was that appropriate in a case like this?

Libby knelt by the edge of the bed. She folded her hands
together and bowed her head. “God, I know it’s been a long time and…I hope this
won’t come across as…lame, and maybe this isn’t even your area but…”

She sighed, cutting off her own pathetic attempt to
communicate with the Almighty. Honestly, she was not sure what she even
believed anymore about the universe.

She tried again, this time speaking out loud. “Whoever’s out
there, whatever you want to be called, I hope you’re listening now. I made a
mistake, I didn’t take Markos seriously enough. I didn’t hold on to him and
learn from him when I should have. Now he’s gone and I want to be where he is.
He needs my help. He came an awfully long way to find me…and I have to answer.”

Libby squinted her eyes, waiting for something to happen.
Nothing did.

Feeling very silly and more than a little sad she got back
up and collected her purse. She would have just enough time to run home and
change and shower and make it to work by nine. She was just deciding what to do
with Markos’ clothes when she got a new idea.

The sense of smell was capable of bringing memories back in
a powerful way. They could virtually make a person feel as if they were
traveling in time. Could that work with Markos’ shirt?

She picked it up, her fingers tingling. Pressing it to her
nose she inhaled once again, this time trying to conjure the man…and the beast.
She ran it through her mind, like a movie, from the first moment she laid eyes
on him, holding court for a squad of police. The way he touched the faces of
those horses, the love and respect he showed. And the way he looked at her,
strong and fierce and proud, like a soldier, a champion athlete and a
centerfold all rolled into one.

Not that Markos would know what a centerfold was. He truly
was of another world. It should have been obvious to her sooner, the way he
carried himself, the pride and courage he showed. Turning up at her office.
With flowers and all that silly candy. And that cockeyed smile on his face,
telling her he was here to get her into bed.

What Earth man could get away with that? Shameless is what
he was. Wanting her, he would not take no for an answer. That first kiss,
confirming it all, letting her know this was no bluff. And from there a
whirlwind that resulted in her being exposed in an elevator, Markos inside her,
riding straight up to the room where they would consummate their love.

So delicious. Every inch of him to die for. What did she do
to deserve this? The covers of romance novels paled in comparison.

Clenching the shirt, she exhaled and inhaled, again and
again, trying so very hard.

It still wasn’t working. Libby was going to cry. Tough as
nails Libra Daniels, who took no guff, knocked down girls at the orphanage
twice her age. Every other day in the director’s office, only to receive the
quiet approval of all the other littler kids like her.

They said it was poor impulse control, they blamed her
father for driving her mother to an early grave and then dumping her off
shortly after her sixth birthday for strangers to care for. But Libby knew
better. Like her namesake mother before, she was an October child, born under
the sign of Libra, which made her a natural lover of justice, determined to
have balance in her universe.

Justice and balance. Determination. That was it!

What were Markos’ words? Let nature find a way?
Let the pieces fall into place? Was it that simple—merely a matter of her own
will, broadcast out to the Cosmos? Had the power been literally under her nose
all along?

Like Dorothy who could have gone home any time she chose,
never needing to wait for any magic slippers.

Libby cleared her mind, focusing, the way she did before court,
the way she did when she was onto the truth, clenching it with her teeth,
determined to never let go.

Markos…do you hear me…Markos…I’m
here…

The blood pounded in her ears. She felt her own pulse, her
heart racing. She held out her arms, lifting her palms to the sky, ready to
fly. Was Constellia up…or down?

She rose onto tiptoes, arching her back, graceful as a swan.
She held herself until gradually the rhythms of her body slowed. She felt
lighter and lighter, like a bird, prepared to alight from a treetop.

Yes, whispered her soul, take me.

Let nature find a way. The pieces, falling
into place.

Like the Cheshire Cat, bit by bit she vanished, all but her
smile, all but her laugh.

* * * * *

Libby materialized in a fountain of sweet syrup, light blue
in color. She was thankful for the covering over her skin, though, for she had
appeared in her new environs quite naked. Her first enunciation was a sputter
as she sought to remove the syrup from her mouth.

It wasn’t unpleasant-tasting, but she had simply not bargained
on a mouthful of a mixture of honey, blueberry and chocolate. Especially not
with a small army of scorpions scuttling toward her.

For a moment she considered running. They were outside,
beneath a pink sky. There were trees in one direction, with puffy white leaves.
In the other direction was a castle, layered like a birthday cake. Flags flew
from ramparts with pictures on them of creatures, crabs and rams and fish.

“Put up your hands in the name of the High Protector of
Constellia,” hissed one of the scorpions, larger than the rest, with a
medallion around his neck. Unlike the others who were red, this one was black.
Libby’s hands were a bit occupied, covering her private parts. Whether or not
scorpions were embarrassed by human nudity she didn’t know, but she certainly
was.

Where was Argos with his magic cloak when she needed it?

“Please, give me some covering,” she said.

It occurred to her she was not speaking in English. Nor were
the Scorpions. She hadn’t thought about language in her dream encounter with
Argos and Dalion, likely because they were reading each other’s minds.

“Criminals don’t deserve covering,” said the scorpion. “Get
out of that fountain and prepare to be dissolved to the Four Winds.”

A good many other creatures had gathered by now, some animal
and a few that looked nearly human, though the coloring of their skin was
practically translucent. A number of them voiced concern.

“You mustn’t banish her,” said a woman with long curly hair
holding a set of scales. “Until she is found guilty of a crime.”

“It’s not safe that way,” the scorpion hissed. “We must
dissolve her first and put her on trial later to confirm our actions.”

Typical government, thought Libby glumly.

A goat stepped forward, draped in a red cloth. His hide was
gray in color. He wore a medallion upon his neck, two circles interlocked. Upon
his head was a pointed gold hat with a star. A pair of identical young men
stood on either side, their hair fine like strands of curled copper, their eyes
silver and vapid like moons. “Have you any idea what it will cost to repair
this damage?” the goat asked.

“No,” said Libby. “I haven’t.”

The goat made a clucking noise behind his teeth. “Most
irregular this is.”

“Most irregular,” said one of the twins.

“Most irregular,” agreed the other.

“The cost of calculation will be added to your bill,” the
goat informed her.

“You are wasting time, you old goat,” the scorpion said. “Maybe
I should kill you, too and sort it out later.”

The twins gasped in unison.

“This is terrible,” lamented the lady with the scales.

“Is it?” asked a fish, flapping on gossamer wings like a
butterfly, body black and white, striped like a scaled zebra.

“Is it?” asked a second fish, identical in every way.

Pisces, thought Libby, and those twins are Gemini and the
lady with the scales was Libra. There were others in the crowd, sets of fish
and humanoid twins, and women with scales. So these were Constellia’s
inhabitants.

Libby stepped from the fountain, sputtering once more as she
planted her bare feet on the yellow and blue tile. Scorpions surrounded her.
She was not scared, strangely enough, because they were so large. Were they
small, like she was used to, they might have seemed scarier, but these were
movie prop creatures, comical beings.

The stingers looked real, though and they were aimed at her.

“I mean you no harm. I am looking for Markos.”

A low hush passed through the crowd, followed by whispers.

“Silence!” ordered the chief scorpion. “The name of Markos
shall not be mentioned.”

“Sir, you just said it yourself,” one of the other scorpions
pointed out.

The leader hissed again much more loudly. “I will dissolve
you all, do you hear me?”

The creatures all cowered. Libby did a quick rundown in her
mind of the astrological signs. In addition to the ones she had seen there were
some Aquarian water bearers in the audience, some Cancer crabs, a ram or two
and some fancy-looking women who were probably Virgos. All were accounted for
but the centaurs. And the Leos, too.

Where were they? Did their absence have anything to do with this
Scorpos character taking over?

“Zinox,” spoke a new voice, calling the scorpion leader by
name. “You will do no such thing, upon my orders.”

“Argos,” exclaimed Libby.

“What am I?” demanded Dalion beside him. “A statue?”

She ran up to both of them, bending down to give them a hug.
It was a bit awkward, but well worth it. “You have no idea how happy I am to
see you both.”

“Argos,” said Zinox. “Do not presume to throw your weight
around. You are no longer in office. The king, may I remind you, lives no more.”

“The king lives always in our hearts,” said Dalion fiercely.
“You scrounging desert cockroach.”

Argos restrained Dalion, who was about to butt heads, quite
literally. “No fighting, Dalion, not today.”

Another goat came up beside them. “Zinox, you are wasting
time and money. I’ll tell you how much if you like. Scorpos will not be
pleased. I think you had better detain the woman and pass the matter to your
superiors before you make any more mistakes.”

Zinox approached him menacingly. The ram squared off to
repel him but it was the woman with the scales who intervened. “In the name of
mercy.” She put herself between them, holding the brass scales in the face of
the scorpion. “No more.”

There followed a moment of silent tension, both sides
braced. Zinox hissed a few times, as if to attack and then he backed down. “Take
her away,” he said. “We’ll lock her up with Mar—with the one who remains
nameless.”

Libby’s heart soared. She was going to see Markos.

Argos lifted himself on his hind claws. “Hold on tight, my
dear, we are going to arrange for you to be Markos’ lawyer. Have him tell you
all he knows of the case.”

Libby kissed his brightly colored shell. “I will, Argos, I
will.”

“I am Kalos, by the way,” said the second goat, the one who
had defended her and the others.

“Thank you.” She tried to kiss him, too, but the scorpions
were poking at her, trying to move her away.

Zinox had shackles for her, gold bracelets with a long chain
between. He also had a collar for her neck, smooth silver, encrusted with
jewels. There was a chain at the end of it, which Zinox held like a leash. He
pulled it very tight, forcing her against his side as they walked.

The words hissed in her ear were most definitely for her
alone. “I’ll lock you up, all right, in the dungeon. And I’ll teach you
respect, too. Humans are slaves as far as Scorpos is concerned. As for whatever
little plot you are hatching, you can forget it. You’ll be working for us from
now on.”

Libby gasped as he pulled her collar tight, cutting off her
air. She stumbled forward over the tile on her bare feet. They headed straight
for the castle. There was a moat, filled with a thick murky fluid and a
drawbridge over it, clear as glass.

She was still contemplating the scorpion’s ominous words as
he heaved her up onto his back. His shell was hard and warm to the touch. She
was forced to spread her legs as wide as they could go. The experience was not
joyful as with Markos and yet she could not help but feel something.

The sense of helplessness in the hands of this monster, perhaps.
Chains on her body as he took her, leashed and collared into this strange
castle in this strange world.

The castle itself was beautiful inside. The main door opened
into a huge open space, three stories high, walled with colored bricks, bright
as a rainbow. The roof was vaulted and the chamber was lined with columns. The
roof was painted blue and there were depictions of stars, with carefully drawn
lines and patterns.

Banners hung on each of the columns, which were made of
colored marble. One showed a green dragon, another a centaur with a long spear.
He looked something like Markos.

At the back of the chamber there was a dais and above it a
yellow and gold banner hung on two poles and featured a lion wearing a crown.
She was reminded of the symbols of Earthly royalty. Was this a representation
of the king they had spoken of, the one who was dead but still lived in the
hearts of his subjects?

If Libby had any hopes of exploring further they were soon
squashed as Zinox took her quickly across the green marble floor to a wide
bronze door on the side of the chamber. It opened with a loud creak that did
not bode well.

“I hope you like your accommodations,” said Zinox. “This
underground cavern has only recently been converted to a dungeon.”

“You shouldn’t have gone through all the trouble for me,”
she quipped as he ambled down a dark stone ramp leading straight into darkness.

Zinox laughed, at least she assumed that was the meaning of
the strange noises it was making. “You are a clever one,” he said. “I shall
enjoy breaking you.”

“Are you sure that’s wise?” she wondered, trying not to
sound terrified. “Considering all the allies I have?”

“They are nothing,” he spat. “They are as good as vanquished.”

At the bottom of the ramp more scorpions were waiting with torches.
They were in a tunnel made of rounded stone. Zinox took a left turn. They
passed a series of wooden doors with small openings, barred with metal. She
thought she could hear breathing within.

Was Markos nearby? Oh god, she needed him.

One of the doors was open. It was wide enough for Zinox to
fit through. Oh, goodie, she thought.

Two other scorpions came into the cell. The floor was stone
and the walls and ceiling, too. The stones were rough-hewn and encrusted with
white and purple jewels. It was like being inside a geode.

Zinox took off her shackles and hoisted her in the air like
a rag doll. The two scorpions took her arms and attached them to cuffs hanging
from the ceiling. They had her on tiptoes now, utterly at their mercy.

Taking buckets filled with unusually warm water, they poured
them over her, washing away the blue liquid. She was left feeling like a
drowned rat.

“Leave us,” said Zinox.

The other two hastened out of the cell, closing the door
behind them.

“At last,” he said. “We are alone.”

“Whatever you want from me,” she said bravely. “You won’t
get it.”

“Of course I will.” He approached her, extending his vicious-looking
stinger. “I always do.”

She gasped as he leaned forward, pressing the tip of it
against her belly. “Did you know that the venom of a Constellian scorpion has
the power of hypnosis?”

Assuming the question to be rhetorical, Libby remained
silent.

“Are you very frightened of me?” he wanted to know.

“Compared to facing Judge Waller before he’s had his morning
coffee? Not really,” she quipped.

“You have answers for everything, don’t you? But here you
know nothing. You are nothing. Constellia has been weak for too long. The old king
missed his opportunities, his wife has her head in the clouds like all the
Aquarians. The centaurs are useless too, wrapped up in their games and
traditions as they are. And I won’t waste my breath on the rest, sentimental
crabs, pigheaded rams and weak-willed fish. Only scorpions are fit and only
Scorpos can lead.”

“Sounds like you’ve got it all wrapped up. Why do you need
me?”

“Because.” He ran his stinger along her hip, causing some
very unwelcome stimulation in her nether regions. “Scorpos has enemies. We have
rounded up many of the lions and centaurs who would oppose us but others are
hidden away. Even in the court there are naysayers. The queen herself
vacillates. Scorpos is working on fully seducing her. We know Argos is behind a
lot of it but he would never talk. Crabs pull into their own shells under
pressure. But Markos, he knows too, and you’re just the one to get him to talk.
Yes, I am going to win great favor with Scorpos once I make you my spy.”

“I won’t cooperate, I hope you know.”

Zinox moved the stinger along her thigh, just enough to make
her squirm. “Once you are stung, you will do anything I say. You will be
anything I say.”

“No,” she defied, but it was too late. Prick went the
tip into her skin, like a needle, surprisingly quick and painless. He withdrew,
sounding like a nurse who had just administered a hypodermic needle. “There,
that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

Libby blinked. The scorpion was going out of focus. She
opened her mouth, the words were slurred.

“It’s very fast-acting,” he said. “And potent. I didn’t give
you a lethal dose, but it will take your freedom quite quickly.”

She writhed in her chains, trying to get away. She was
sweating, a collared prisoner. He waited for her to exhaust herself and then he
began. She couldn’t hear exactly what he was saying, not at first.

Whatever it was, it was making her hot. She could feel her
pussy throbbing, juices dripping. She needed to be filled, conquered.

She turned her head, not wanting Zinox to see her eyes. If
he should guess her desire, her incredible, irrational need for this horrible
creature to touch her, to invade her, she would be lost.

Zinox gave no quarter. “Look at me,” he ordered.

Libby’s nipples were tight, her breath short and ragged.

“You are a natural slave, aren’t you, Libby?”

She tried to shake her head no.

“You like being chained, you like that I can do what I want
with you. You would come for me if I told you, wouldn’t you?”

“F-fuck you,” she spat, finding it terribly difficult to get
the words out.

“You’re fighting so hard,” he lamented. “It’s easier, so
much easier to give in and be a good girl. A good little pet. You would like to
be my pet, wouldn’t you? Crawling on all fours for your master?”

Oh god, she did want to give in, to plead and beg for the
scorpion to use her body, to reduce her to a sex animal. Wasn’t this the point
of her sex dreams? To get her to surrender her inhibitions? Wasn’t this her
most secret desire, to be the plaything of a forbidden, evil creature, to be
taken in ways that would shame even a therapist?

What would Aggy say?

It was her sudden thoughts of her quirky therapist that
saved her. She could picture Aggy, sitting across from her, encouraging her to
play, to have fun. But not to surrender her soul.

Especially not when Markos needed her, whole and free.

Summoning all of her embattled, stung and poisoned will, she
gave the scorpion the answer he deserved.

The creature shrieked in shock as her spit landed in his
eye. Apparently these creatures did not like water any more than they liked
disobedience. Cursing at her, he retreated. “You can rot in here,” he said,
opening the door for his escape.

To solidify his point, he slammed the door closed.

Libby tried to keep her head up, but things were foggy
again.

She must have passed out because the next thing she knew she
was dreaming of Markos.

He was calling her name and taking her down from her chains,
cradling her in his arms. A wonderful dream, indeed. Or was it real?





Chapter Six

 

Markos was holding Libby so close. Never, never again would
he let her out of his sight. How had she managed to follow him here in the
first place? No human should be able to get to Constellia on their own.

“Markos,” said Argos as gently as possible. “You must take
her back to your cell. I have only bought you a little time with her. Your
trial has been delayed by her arrival as your lawyer, but the judges still
demand we start before lunch.”

“You heard him,” growled one of the scorpion guards. “Get
her out of here, human, or we will.”

Markos’ anger welled from a place deep in his spirit. He
might be stuck in his human form but he was still a centaur at heart. The look
he gave the scorpion made the creature skip backward into the corner. “You will
not touch her,” Markos said, his voice steady and dead-on. “Or I vow, by my
ancestors, I shall tear you and your entire kind limb from limb.”

The scorpion gave him a wide berth as he walked out of the
cell and into the corridor of the dungeon. How dampened his spirit had been
since he had been returned to this place upon his reappearance in Constellia
earlier this morning.

To begin with, he had not reassumed his natural form. To his
great humiliation, he was still stuck on two legs, a mere human. Whether this
was permanent or not, who could say.

Making no attempt to hide himself or to implicate his three
friends whom had aided secretly in his escape the day before, he had walked up
to the castle gates, surrendering himself to Scorpos’ guards.

They threw him in irons at once, placing him in the dungeon.
He had expected, even welcomed his trial and subsequent sentence of Dissolution
to the Four Winds, but then Argos had shown up at his cell door with an urgent,
if temporary reprieve from the twin judges, Pollus and Prios.

It seemed he had a lawyer now, Libby. By rights he should
have a week or so to prepare a case with her, but the judges wanted everything
done by lunch so they could eat and go to the theater this afternoon. Fine
regard for the law that they had.

Argos offered final advice as Markos and Libby were locked
in his cell. “You have an hour, more or less. You must use every minute to tell
her the details of your case.”

Markos nodded. Admittedly, his mind was not on the case. Not
with Libby looking so desirable, nude and wet, a collar of silver around her
neck. And she was aroused too, he could smell her. The stars help Zinox if he
had abused her in any way.

Laying her down on the straw which served as his own bed,
Markos knelt beside her. “Libby,” he called out her name. “Can you hear me?”

She stirred in her sleep, making little sounds with her
mouth. She was on her back, lost so peacefully in dreaming. He hated to wake
her, hated to disturb her rest.

She sighed, arching her back. He wanted to devour her
breasts. His cock swelled to full erection as he saw just how stiff her nipples
had become.

Libby opened her eyes, squinting. There was half a second
for recognition followed by a lighting up of her face. His heart swelled that
she should be so happy to see him.

“Markos.” She sat up throwing her arms around him. “Oh god,
Markos, I love you, do you know that?”

Markos wasn’t sure what he knew, except that he was never so
happy himself to see another living being. “You should not have followed me,”
he chided. “I am not pleased with the risk you took.”

“It was worth it. I am going to defend you, Markos, all you
need to do is tell me about your case.”

“It’s useless.” He shook his head. “I cannot win.”

“How can you say that? How can you be so pessimistic?”

“I am a realist, Libby, and you know it.”

“What you are is one moody son of a bitch. If you can’t
control everything, you want to throw in the towel.”

“What towel?” He wrinkled his brow.

Libby laughed. “I think I know what you need.”

“What’s that?”

“A quick dose of dominance.”

He didn’t follow.

“Take a look at me, Markos. I am naked and collared. I’m a
prisoner. Doesn’t that give you ideas?”

“I, too, am a prisoner, Libby. And I don’t even have my own
body.”

She put her hands on his cheeks. “Oh, for heaven’s sake,
will you ravish me already?”

Libby gave him her lips as an offering. He could not refuse
the soft warmth of them, nor could he turn down the rest of her. Still, he did
not want to break her heart. “Libby, I am unlikely to be alive in a few hours.”

She handed him her leash. “You’re alive now. And you are the
one I want, in this or any world.”

“We don’t have any of your little rubber things,” he
reminded.

“I’ll make an exception,” she said with a wink.

He took hold of the chain, pulling her close. One by one he
devoured her breasts. She moaned, her body falling limp.

Markos followed her down, covering her body with his own. “You
must tell me.” He pinned her in place. “What Zinox did.”

“He did nothing.” She shook her head. “Except to mess with
my mind. He wanted me to be his slave…but I can only be yours.”

“Show me, then,” he said. “Open for me.”

Libby spread her legs obediently, wide as she could manage.
Markos slipped inside her, claiming her warm, wet canal. “You should be spanked
again,” he growled. “For coming to Constellia.”

“I’m a willful little wench,” she said with a grin. “Aren’t
I?”

He thrust himself deep and hard. “My wench,” he said.

Libby clutched at his shoulders, digging in with her nails. “Oh,
Markos, yes, claim me, mark me.”

Markos pumped her as he held her wrists down above her head.
“I never did get to tie you to the bed.”

She pressed herself hard against him. “You did…with your
mind.”

“Come for me, my lady,” he rasped, feeling his cock swell in
anticipation of climax. “Come hard.”

His words induced the reaction, which in turn confirmed his
own power. They exploded together, rolling over and over on the floor of the
cell. He couldn’t let go of her, even as his cock began to flag. He was holding
so tight, he mustn’t release her ever.

They settled at last, side by side, facing one another.

“You need to tell me about the case,” she said, her eyes all
business.

He reached over to give her ass a playful slap. “You need to
mind your manners, slave girl.”

She scooted back, avoiding his hand. “Sorry, buddy. Play
time is over. I’m your lawyer now and I need facts. Plenty of them and fast.”

Markos went after her, taking hold of the leash. “We’ll
talk,” he said. “While you’re on top of me.”

“Markos, please. I’m trying to save your life here. Besides
your cock isn’t even hard.”

“You’ll have to address that then, won’t you?” His hand took
hold of her nipple. “Won’t you?” he repeated.

“Yes,” she moaned, her eyes glazing over. “I…have to…”

He guided her head between his legs. She breathed over his
cock, swishing her head, letting her long silky hair fall across it like a
curtain. “May I suck you?” she whispered, soft and sweet.

“Yes,” said Markos. “You may worship my cock.”

“Thank you,” she sighed, offering him a kiss. “I will try to
please you.”

“You could never fail me.” He stroked her hair.

She administered a second kiss, more lingering. This time
she applied her tongue. At once he began to stiffen.

Libby licked the length of him, along the bottom. He was
half hard. Opening her mouth wide, she took him in, sliding her mouth all the
way down, as far as she could manage.

He groaned, swelling to full thickness. She worked him with
her saliva, sucking on him with vigor. When she came up for air he was like a
rock, as though he hadn’t climaxed in a year.

Libby wanted to suck him more, but he couldn’t wait. Lifting
her, he took hold of her hips, positioning her across him. She was easily
impaled, more than willing and eager.

Her palms pressed down on his chest. “You’re incorrigible,”
she said through gritted teeth. “Do you have a death wish?”

He put his hands behind his head, feeling like his old self,
even better. “Not particularly,” he mused. “I simply do my best talking this
way.”

“I’ll bet you do.”

“Start moving,” he told her. “And we’ll begin.”

Libby lifted herself, very slowly. Her face was contorted.
She was trying to keep hold of herself. “I’ll never be able to concentrate like
this.”

“I thought lawyers could handle pressure?”

She lowered herself again, eyes closed. “N-not like this.”

“I have great faith in you,” he said. “For the record, I am
accused of murdering the king’s Royal Astrologer. Theonicus the Wise. He was a
crab, like Argos.”

“Can…can you tell me the circumstances?” she asked, rocking
her body along the length of his cock as if she had some terrible itch inside
her.

“You mean do I know what really happened to the man? No. All
I can say is I was patrolling the castle one night, a month or so after the king’s
death. I heard noises in Theonicus’ chambers, scratching noises. I knocked on
his door, there was no answer. I went in to check and found him lying on his
back, with a number of arrows though his shell. I bent to check on him and saw
he was dead. Almost immediately Zinox arrived with a squad of his scorpion
guards. I was taken into custody and charged with the crime.”

“That’s it?” Libby’s eyes bugged. “That’s all they have? No
witnesses? Nothing?”

“Not that I know of.”

She shook her head, settling herself on his chest. “They can’t
possibly prove guilt beyond a reasonable doubt. Not given the obvious motive of
Zinox and the fact that he showed up so conveniently.”

Markos shrugged. “I’m not a lawyer, I couldn’t say.”

“Well, I am,” she said. “And I know a frame-up when I see
it. What is it that makes you so dangerous?”

“I was Commander of the Guard before my arrest. After the
murder I was decommissioned along with all the centaurs. We helped most of them
escape, and the lions who were the allies of the old king.”

“The king was a lion too?”

“Yes, the husband of Queen Aquaria. He appeared to die of
natural causes, though everyone knows he was poisoned at the hands of Scorpos.
Scorpos was one of the king’s advisors. He grew greedy and determined to have
it all for himself. So he killed the king and started weaving a dark web of
fear and doubt around the queen. She never shows her face and she lets Scorpos
do anything he wants.”

“Can you defeat him?”

“If I am freed, theoretically, I could lead the army of the
exiles. They are in the mountains. You saw them when we linked minds with Argos
and Dalion.” He raised an eyebrow, noting her lack of sexual movement on top of
him. “Did I tell you to stop?”

“No,” she said with a frown, subjecting herself once more to
sexual torture. “Damn it, Markos, can I come already?”

“No. I want you good and eager for the trial.”

“Good and eager? What the hell good will that do?! I’ll be a
basket case.”

“Consider it incentive for you to save me so we can finish
later.”

“You know,” she said, flashing him an endearing if furious
look. “I could be home slugging it out with obnoxious assistant district
attorneys defending career criminals right now.”

“Who are you kidding?” he laughed. “You wouldn’t miss this
excitement for the world…either one of them.”

She sighed. “You’re the only one who can ever get the last
word with me, you know that?”

Just then the door opened. It was Argos, holding a dress for
Libby to wear and a suit for Markos. The dress was quite formal, an Elizabethan-style
gown with puffy brocaded sleeves and a fancy lacework bodice. It was a pale
gray, trimmed in white.

Color-wise, Markos’ outfit was a decent match in royal blue
with gold buttons. The style, however, was not exactly in sync with hers, being
that his was a Sixties-style Nehru suit.

Argos cleared his throat, pretending not to notice what they
had been doing. “I took the liberty of whipping up some Earth-type clothing for
the trial. I hope you like it.”

“It’s very nice.” She smiled politely.

Dalion was behind him and Kalos.

“Glad to see you’ve been so hard at work on the case,”
grumbled Kalos.

“Oh, give it a rest,” said Dalion. “You’re just jealous you
haven’t gotten any sex in the last millennium.”

“Just because I don’t hump anything I can chase up a
mountain does not mean I don’t get my share.”

“Sure, if you count zero as a share.”

In spite of everything, Libby began to laugh. If this wasn’t
so bizarre and potentially deadly, she might well be enjoying herself.

Not that her time with Markos wasn’t pleasant.

Pleasant? Who was she kidding, it was the best sex of her
life, and the best connection she had ever had with another creature.

He has to live, she thought. I have to save him
somehow. Otherwise they will have to take me, too, dissolving
me to the Four Winds.

Whatever that meant.

* * * * *

The trial…

Where to begin? For starters, there were two judges in the
courtroom, seated side by side in a pair of Roman-style curule chairs. They
wore long white wigs and white robes and they were in every way duplicates of
each other. Right down to the white pancake makeup and the round, pink circles
on their cheeks.

They reminded Libby of courtiers from the days of Louis XIV,
though each had two sets of hands, which was rather distracting as all eight of
them held gavels.

The gavels were to be pounded upon small drums which were
held in the hands of flying fish. It was comical to watch the fish trying to
keep themselves positioned in readiness under the gavels as the judges moved
their hands.

The room itself was long and narrow. On both sides were
railings behind which sat spectators in long rows, stacked three and four deep.
They were a mix of creature types, representing all the zodiac types. Minus the
Sagittarian centaurs and Leo lions, of course.

In front of the judges’ chairs there were two tables, one for
the defense and one for the prosecution. The prosecutor was a bull, black with
white horns. He was constantly huffing and puffing and tapping the floor with
his hooves. He wore no clothing, although he had a wig—dark gray. The wig was
lopsided and appeared as if it would fall off at any minute.

The bull stood behind his table, which was labeled “Voice of
Truth”.

The defense table, by contrast, was labeled “Guilty Party”.

This was a big tip-off from the start that they were going
to have a hard time getting due process.

The crowd wasn’t exactly friendly either. There was much
buzzing and whispering as they walked in. Libby heard the words “human trash”
uttered several times.

Libby and Markos, escorted by Argos for moral support, were
made to stand behind their table as the judges made their introduction.

“Who is here to speak the truth today?” asked the judge on
the left, whose name was Pollus according to the engraved sign behind his
chair.

Before Libby could open her mouth, the bull spoke up. “I,
Grolok the Taurus,” he bellowed. “Speak the truth.”

There were cheers for the audience.

“And who is here to lie?” the other asked, he whose name was
Prios.

Grolok was kind enough to speak for them. “They are the
liars,” he pronounced as he pointed his horns.

Libby moved to speak, but Argos restrained her. “Not now,”
he whispered. “You would be in contempt.”

“But this is outrageous,” she said.

“Can’t be helped,” said Argos.

“You may begin your arguments,” said Prios to Grolok,
hitting one of his gavels against a drum.

“Thank you, Your Honors.” Grolok cleared his throat. “If it
pleases the court, we recommend the maximum sentence for this crime.”

“Sentence?” said Libby. “But we haven’t had the trial.”

“We usually don’t,” said Argos. “Up to now, with the
centaurs and lions in charge no one was ever brought to trial who wasn’t
guilty. They were honest and they never made mistakes.”

“Well, that system sure backfired, didn’t it?”

The two judges whispered to one another. “We agree,” Pollus
spoke for them both. “Let the prisoner be dissolved, sentence to be carried out
at—”

Libby was on her feet. “Objection!”

Every eye was on her. Prios turned to Pollus, shocked. “She
interrupted you. How rude!”

“It’s not an interruption, it’s a legitimate point of law.
The defendant is entitled to hear the case against him and you have to rule on
it based on the evidence.”

The two looked at each other again, blinking.

“We do?” said Prios.

“But how?” asked Pollus.

Libby sighed. These were Geminis at their worst, the blind
leading the blind. “You will hear from both sides and then decide if the
prosecutor, the bull’s side, has made a clear case, without reasonable doubt.
Ideally there would be a jury, but in this case, we better leave things as they
are.”

“You know,” said Prios, “this could be fun.”

“As long as we’re done by lunch,” said Pollus.

“Oh, yes,” said Prios. “We’ll be done by lunch, won’t we?”

She rolled her eyes. “I’ll do my best.”

“Goodie, where do we start?” asked Pollus.

“The bull needs to say what the charge is and then give his
evidence,” said Libby.

Grolok growled. “Is this necessary?”

“Yes,” said Libby. “It is.”

Fortunately, Argos had gotten the queen to back them in
keeping the scorpions out of the room. It would be impossible with their
presence to have any semblance of fair play. As it was this was going to be a
lot more of an uphill fight than she had first thought.

“Very well,” the bull said grudgingly. “This creature here
killed Theonicus and everyone knows it. Is that enough of a case for you?”

“Oh, dear,” said Pollus. “That does sound convincing. He
must be guilty, don’t you think, Prios?”

“No, no,” said Libby, “you have to dig into it. Grolok, can
you produce any witnesses to the crime?”

“Zinox and the whole scorpion guard, they saw Markos.”

“Saw him what?”

“Killing Theonicus, that’s what.”

“Saw him killing Theonicus,” she pressed, “or standing near
his body?”

“Standing near it.”

“But that isn’t proof, is it? What if he just came along,
while on patrol as he said he did and found the body?”

There were murmurs in the crowd.

“Impossible,” Grolok declared. “The victim was killed by
arrows, everyone knows only centaurs use arrows and he was the only centaur
around.”

“He’s guilty,” cried out a ram from the audience.

“Yes,” agreed Prios. “He does seem to be. Centaurs do use
arrows.”

“But how do you know he was the only centaur around?” Libby
exclaimed. “And can you be sure no other creature could use an arrow? Judge
Pollus, couldn’t you string a bow, for example?”

Prios gasped, moving away from his brother. “Pollus, did you
kill Theonicus?”

“I’m not saying that,” Libby cried in exasperation. “I’m
just raising reasonable doubt. The murder could have been committed by someone
else.”

“Who?” demanded the bull.

“Someone with an interest in making Markos appear guilty,”
she said. “That’s who.”

A gasp went through the crowd. The judges pounded their
gavels, ordering silence.

The bull snorted, glaring. After a moment, deep in thought,
he spoke. “Your Honors, I think I know how to settle this.”

“Good,” said Pollus. “It’s getting near lunchtime.”

“It’s like this,” he said. “We all know Markos is guilty,
but this creature over here keeps trying to defend him. She’s obviously lying
for him and she’s probably in on it. I propose we sentence them both.”

Sounds of approval came from here and there in the crowd.

“That would be a solution,” agreed Pollus.

“No it wouldn’t.” Libby threw up her hands. “You can’t
sentence the defense counsel, that’s ridiculous.”

“You see,” Grolok said. “She is arguing with you. What more
proof do you need of her guilt?”

“I am not arguing, I am making a case,” she insisted. “Unlike
my opponent who is babbling nonsense. Not one bit of evidence does he have, not
one witness, not one scrap of anything to link my client to this crime.”

“You want a witness? Fine,” said the bull. “You.” He pointed
to a pair of Piscean fish floating in the second row. “Are these two guilty or
not?”

“They are guilty, sir,” they answered in unison.

“There,” said Grolok, “you have two witnesses.”

“Witnesses to what?” Libby demanded.

“To your guilt. Interrogate them yourself if you like.”

Libby sighed. Since there was nothing like a witness chair,
she spoke to the pair where they were. “Were the two of you in the room when
Theonicus was murdered?”

“No,” they said.

“Did you see who killed him?”

“No.”

She pressed her fingers to her temples, trying to avert a
migraine. “So how in the world,” she asked, knowing she would regret the answer,
“can you be witnesses?”

“We heard Grolok,” they said. “We heard him say you were
guilty.”

Libby was ready to tear out her finely arranged hair. It was
bad enough she was stuck in this ridiculous outfit, but did she have to be a
prisoner in a kangaroo court too?

“That isn’t being a witness to the crime, it’s being a
witness to the trial. Didn’t you also hear me say my client was innocent? That’s
witnessing too, isn’t it?”

The fish had no reply.

“Look,” she decided to seize on her momentary advantage, “it’s
really just this simple. On the one hand, my client Markos has spent his whole
life protecting Constellia with integrity and courage. On the other hand you
have the word of Zinox and his scorpions. Do you trust them as much?”

The judges frowned in unison. Pollus leaned over, cupping
one of his four hands to whisper in his brother’s ear.

Prios nodded. “My brother has a point. We trusted Markos the
Centaur, but this isn’t him. This is a barbaric two-legged animal, no offense.”

“None taken,” she conceded. “Argos, could I ask you to
explain about Markos’ current appearance?”

Argos cleared his throat. “Yes…I have been giving that a lot
of thought. I cast a spell, you see, when I sent him to the Earth, one that
would make his form blend to that of humanity. When he came back it should have
reversed, but it did not. I am not sure why. He is, however, still Markos, in
every way.”

“The same Markos who escaped prison to avoid trial,” Grolok
said.

Libby was ready on this score. “He did that to find a
lawyer, because as is readily obvious today, no one on this world will stand up
for him.”

“I will,” said Dalion, pushing his way to the front row.

“As will I,” said Kalos by his side.

“Is there no one else?” Libby asked.

“Speak up,” said Dalios. “You all know what Markos has done,
working night and day, protecting our land, guarding our crops, keeping the king
safe? Who was it held up the roof of the tavern when it caught fire keeping it
from falling and killing dozens? Who rode across the Plains of Worry three days
and nights to warn the coast dwellers of the coming storm?”

“It was Markos,” called a woman with a water jug. “He saved
my daughter in that fire.”

“Markos taught my son to fly a kite,” said a Libra.

Libby was filled with pride as creature after creature rose
to the centaur’s defense. The testimony continued until not one creature
remained to stand against him.

Except the bull.

“What about you?” said Libby. “What can you say of Markos?
In your heart, do you honestly believe he would kill anyone?”

The bull scowled. Very slowly he shook his head no.

“There you have it, Judges, all of this testimony. And what
do you have on the other side? The word of the scorpions. And even I, a
foreigner, can tell you they are up to no good.”

The judges bent their heads together, whispering furiously.

“Well done,” encouraged Argos.

“We will see,” said Libby, not at all sure what her utterly
unorthodox approach had produced.

It was Pollus who spoke for the pair at long last. “We have
conferred,” he said. “And we are inclined to agree. There is, how did you put
it, reasonable doubt that Markos committed this crime. We must therefore find
him…not guilty.”

A cheer went up throughout the room. All eight of the gavels
pounded at once. “Hold on,” called the judges. “We must have order.”

The creatures redirected their attention.

Prios regarded them most somberly. “You know what this
decision means. Scorpos will not be pleased that we have discounted the word of
his agents. We are many in number, but without the centaurs or lions, how will
we defend ourselves?”

It was Markos who spoke next. It was his shining moment,
Libby could tell. “I have been silent up to now, because it was not my place to
defend myself. But since you have made your decision, it is my duty to offer
you my service. I will head for the mountains where I will gather our forces in
exile. The rest of you must hide in the meantime, keep away from the scorpions.”

“But how, noble centaur?” asked Prios. “How do we avoid
their stingers?”

“Under the castle there are caverns. Some are converted into
dungeons, but there are more, which Scorpos does not know about. The old king
used them to store his wine and some of his secret belongings. There is room
there for all of you.”

“That might work,” said Grolok. “If we could get there
undetected. Surely we will be noticed, a mass of us, trooping toward the castle?”

“You will wait until darkness falls. My friends will help
you, in small numbers to sneak into the castle. By dawn you will all be safe.
As for the scorpions, I will draw most of them away…during my escape.”

“And what escape is that?” asked Argos.

“From the Dissolution Scaffold,” he said. “You will pretend
that you have convicted me, you will fool the scorpions, leading me to my
supposed execution at sunset. At the last moment, I will get away and they will
chase me.”

“Again, there is merit,” Grolok said. “But for one thing.
How will you evade the scorpions on these two legs of yours?”

“You must leave that worry to me. Concentrate on
organization, get the word out to everyone and hide tonight. At dawn, the
centaurs and lions return.”

“Three cheers for Captain Markos,” called Judge Prios.

“No,” said Markos. “You mustn’t make any noise. The walls
have ears.”

“You are right,” said Prios. “You are most right.”

“We must open the doors,” said Markos. “You must announce
the guilty plea to the scorpion guards. They will return me to my cell.”

“And what about me?” Libby grabbed his arm.

He kissed her forehead. “I will try and have you sent to me
before this evening.”

With that the bull escorted him to the door. The crowd
followed, single file down the aisle. The judges went last, waiting until the
doors were thrust open. She could hear the scorpions hissing in victory.

Libby stood there, bracing herself against the table in her
silly antique gown as Markos disappeared out of sight.

“Congratulations,” said Argos.

Libby said nothing. Talk about a hollow victory. “I don’t know
if I will ever see him again,” she whispered.

Libby didn’t care about herself. She could handle the
devastation of a life without Markos. But the thought that he would be cheated
of his right to live and breathe was simply too much to bear. “Tell me, Argos,
can he turn back into a centaur or not?”

“I honestly don’t know.”

She regarded him. “You are hiding something.”

“No…it’s just…”

“Just what.”

Argos clicked his claws in a gesture she had come to know as
fretting. “Oh, dear, I shouldn’t say this. But it’s too late. As far as I know,
he should have turned back. I think it’s something inside of him that is
keeping him as he is. Something is keeping him human.”

Her heart tightened like a fist. Was it her? Was she the
reason he wasn’t able to seize this moment of centaur destiny?

“Thank you, Argos,” she whispered. “One more question?”

“I suppose I can’t do much more damage now,” he mused.

“If he doesn’t turn back into a centaur, can he beat Scorpos?”

Argos’ silence told her all she needed to know.

It was time to end her association with Markos, once and for
all.

“You must get me in to see him, Argos. I have to…to set him
free of me.”

“Yes,” he said, his voice sounding as torn and broken as she
felt. “I know. And I’m sorry.”

Libby slipped her hand into his claw, squeezing. She was
fighting the tears with all her might. “Don’t worry about it. Just tell me you’ll
do it right away? You promise? Before I chicken out?”

“Yes,” Argos said again. “With the stars as my witness.”

She laughed, through the tears. “Maybe we should have really
called them as our witnesses, huh? Maybe it would have turned out a little
better.”

“Everything happens for a reason, or at least that’s what we
say on Constellia. Do you believe that on Earth?”

“Sometimes. Mostly I think shit just happens.”

“There’s a cheery thought. You would get along splendidly
with Dalion, you know.”

“I resemble that remark,” called the ram, appearing as usual
just in time to pick a fight.

Libby listened to their banter as they walked out, taking
small comfort in their words. In her heart, meanwhile, one thing resounded.
Markos was going to be okay and that was all that mattered.





Chapter Seven

 

This was hardly the grand escape Markos had planned. No
galloping across the frontier, no heroic stand at the gallows, taking down
dozens of scorpions. All this would have been possible had he changed back into
a centaur. But Markos was still human, with a pair of legs, useless for
running, useless for attack.

It was the Aquarians who had saved him. Hundreds of them
with their life-giving waters, spirals of river, uncoiling before him, the
perfect carpet for a lightning-fast getaway.

They were clever indeed, placing him inside one very large
jug, allowing him to bob and weave and dash like a cork through the turbulent,
rushing liquids. While some of them helped him into the jug, others used their
water as whips, keeping the scorpions at bay.

Brave, brave Aquarians. Many would go to their death before
the dawn. They were happy too, though, not only for Markos but for the queen,
whose freedom and return to public life they craved.

Markos so deeply regretted that he could not handle things
alone. If only he had his right body.

He was sure when he returned to his cell that he could will
it to be so. If Libby could transport herself across the bands of time and
space and get to Constellia surely he could break one tiny crab spell.

It wasn’t so tiny, though. And the only thing broken was his
heart.

How could Libby have said what she did? After all they had
been through together? What did it matter how long they had known each other or
how different their backgrounds were? She made his heart sing. She gave his
life color and joy, filling him in ways he never knew he needed to be filled.
It was like having an opposite to himself, a counterpoint that somehow spiraled
back.

By the stars, they had fun. Wasn’t that enough?

Not according to Libby.

“I am sorry,” she said, her voice cold and detached. “It has
to be this way. I need to marry a man I can rely on. Someone practical, who
practices law like me, or maybe medicine or dentistry.”

Dentistry, of all things. Markos didn’t see it. Libby needed
a mate with a spirit of adventure, someone who could bring out her own inner
wildness.

“Frankly, Markos, I find you a little immature,” she said.

Why not shoot an arrow through his heart? It would do less
damage.

“I thought there was something between us,” he said. “I do
not know how I am supposed to accept this.”

“You see?” She twisted his words against him. “That proves
my point. You are supposed to save your world and you are worrying about a
silly one-night stand.”

He pointed out they did much besides stand, but that only
made her angry.

“Damn it, Markos, why can’t you get this through your thick
head? I don’t love you, I don’t want you and I don’t need you.”

At this moment his heart closed against her. She would not
see him cry or beg. “Go, then.”

“I would like to wish you well,” she replied, completely
confusing him.

“Why? You care nothing for me.”

“I will always regard you as my friend.”

“A friend would never betray the trust built between us,
Libby. We shared our bodies and our hearts.”

Her lip began to quiver. She seemed to be concealing a
number of emotions. “We were fuck buddies, Markos. Get over it.”

He understood the words individually, but together they
meant nothing. Perhaps this was a fitting metaphor for their relationship. He
suggested this to her and that was when she said goodbye and good luck.

“I don’t believe in luck, Libby.”

With that she turned away, calling for the guards to let her
out.

Once she was gone he called for Argos. “You will see that
she is returned to Earth,” he said curtly. “You will do this on your life.”

His old friend was momentarily taken aback by the force of
his words but he was quick to recover. “I will do all that I can,” he vowed. “On
my life.”

Markos quickly apologized. “I am sorry,” he said. “My words
indicated a lack of trust. This was wrong. I am…not myself.”

“Oh, no.” His old friend, bidding him farewell. “You have
never been more yourself.”

Events moved at breakneck speed after that. He spent the
remainder of his alone time trying to will back his centaur body. Unable to do
so, he devised the best plan he could to achieve escape as a human.

Which would have utterly failed without his newfound allies.

Not to mention the help of his old allies.

Dalion knocked two scorpions aside all by himself. Argos
handled two. Kalos used his fine teeth to untie the ropes that held Markos to
the pole. The Aquarians flushed away the Dissolution Spell caster, a
particularly nasty scorpion with blue spikes on his stinger.

Just seconds before the deadly dissolution dust reached him,
Markos was free.

“No arguments,” said Kalos as Markos was shoved
unceremoniously in the jug. “This is for your own good.”

“So is this.” Markos grabbed hold of his Capricorn friend,
pulling him into the jug with him.

Thus did he have a companion for the ride, albeit an
unwilling one.

“I’ll need your help,” said Markos. “The troops may not
respect me as well now that I am not one of them.”

“You’re always one of them,” Kalos replied. “We will all
follow you anywhere. Mind you I will never forgive you forever for sticking me
in this blasted genie’s bottle.”

Markos laughed. He needed the release as much as he needed
the friendship. Closing his eyes and settling at the bottom of the jug he
decided to get some shuteye. Outside he heard the roaring waters, conveying
them, a carpet made of millions of droplets, amassed for this one purpose,
white and foamy, blue and deep.

Soon, very soon they would be in the mountains. Battle would
come, just what he needed to forget a certain female, an exasperating woman who
had done more to turn his world upside down than any wizard or power-hungry
scorpion.

Common sense told him he was better off without her. The
trouble was, Markos was a centaur, not always strong on common sense. He
happened to like his world upside down. As for Libby, who he prayed to the
stars had found her way home by now, he happened to like her too.

No, that was not strong enough. Libby, he loved.

Funny how you never recognize these things until it’s too
late.

Settling his mind, he focused on the future. On Constellia.
This one battle would determine everything.

For the first time in his life he did not care if he lived
or died.

So long as his people lived…and Libby too.

* * * * *

Libby held the amulet tight against her chest. This was
going to be her fourth attempt to say the words right and she did not want to
mess them up again. “Vorak ge-lan,” she began, easily enough. “Morad…doseen…ba-adoshir?”

“No, no,” interjected the increasingly frustrated Argos. “It
is ‘doseen badomir.’ You must get the syllables perfectly or the spell
will not work.”

She blew strands of hair back from her face. “All right,
give me one more try. I know I can get it.”

“Can’t you say the words for her?” Dalion asked Argos for
the third time.

Argos snapped at him. “How many times must I explain this to
you, you thick-headed ram. The magic must be initiated by the person who is to
be transported.”

“Well, there’s no point getting upset with me,” said Dalion.
“I’m not the one who made up this stupid spell.”

Argos sighed. “I’m sorry, Dalion, but I am becoming…frustrated.
Libby, you must concentrate. I know it’s hard, but you must.”

Actually it was not that hard. Libby just could not keep her
thoughts straight, that was all. She kept thinking of Markos and how he was out
there all alone, fleeing for his life with an entire scorpion army after him.

He had looked so terrible when she last saw him, too. Oh,
how it had killed her to have to say those awful things to him. He just wouldn’t
give up, though, and she had to get meaner and meaner. She couldn’t tell him
the truth—that she was cutting off her attachment to him so he would stop subconsciously
wanting to be human and stay with her.

He would never buy that argument. He was too stubborn. Not
that she wasn’t stubborn herself. What a pair they were. Or would have been. It
was history now. He was fighting for his life and she needed to be fighting for
hers. Did she want to get stuck on this world? She had to get the words right
and disappear, from Constellia, from Markos’ life.

He was a centaur from a realm of astrological magic, she was
a lawyer born in Pittsburgh. Not really a good match, was it? Not like you
could invite a half man, half horse to the office Christmas party or take him
shopping for wedding rings.

Wedding rings. Listen to her…

“Vorak ge-lan,” she pronounced, determined to
make it through this time without error. “Morad doseen badomir, delan
tikas, oranlikas, shemato—”

This time it was not her own halting tongue which stopped
her but a loud banging sound at the door of Argos’ small cottage at the edge of
the woods near the castle.

“Open,” cried a voice. “In the name of Scorpos!”

“Hurry,” said Argos. “You must get the rest of the words out
before the scorpions come in.”

“I’ll hold them off.” Dalion charged to the door, ready to
employ his splendid horns. He pushed with all his might.

The banging sound was replaced with a steady, repetitious
boom.

“A battering ram,” growled the real ram.

“Dae koojon,” exclaimed Libby rushing as fast as she
could. “Matakaso entor—”

“Look out!” Argos grabbed her, pulling her back from the
curtained window.

One of the scorpions had broken the glass and he was aiming
his stinger directly at them. Dalion for his part was having trouble at the
front door. The wood was splintering all around him. Argos tried to cover
Libby. The scorpion at the window was pushing through the wall, cracking it
around him.

Dalion couldn’t hold them off any longer. He retreated,
prepared to fight for Libby along with his friend. “We will die for you,” he
told her.

“No,” said Libby as the scorpions poured through the door
into the small house, surrounding them. “I don’t want that.”

“Fear not,” said Zinox, joining them. “There shall be plenty
of death to go around before the night is through.”

The scorpions hissed in approval, stingers at the ready.

“Feel free to beg,” said Zinox. “Not that it will do you any
good. My only regret is that you will not see me kill Markos.”

“You will never kill him,” exclaimed Libby.

“Who is going to stop me? You?”

“If need be, yes.”

He snorted. “Kill her. Kill them all.”

“No!” roared a voice.

The scorpions backed off, lowering their heads.

“Lord Scorpos,” fawned Zinox. “My heart leaps with joy to
see you.”

Scorpos approached him, bending forward with his extra-long
stinger. He was the largest of the creatures Libby had seen. Unlike the others,
his body was coated in gold. Some kind of armor, perhaps? His stinger also
appeared to be specially armed with several black barbs, tipped in red.

“Somehow I doubt that, Zinox,” said the High Protector.

Zinox cowered as Scorpos’ stinger pressed down on his back. “Please,
My Lord…mercy.”

“You have outlived your usefulness,” Scorpos pronounced. “You’ve
cost me before, but this time you nearly lost me the one weapon with which to
beat Markos, no matter how large his army—a hostage.”

It was Libby’s turn to tremble. She was pretty sure he meant
her.

“My Lord, I can make up for this…”

“Sorry, too late. Goodbye, Zinox.”

Zinox screamed out, shaking violently as Scorpos stung him.
It was over in a matter of seconds. Scorpos lifted the body afterward, tossing
it out the door. “You,” he said, pointing with his stinger to one of the
others. “You are Captain of my guard now.”

“Y-yes, My Lord,” the new captain stammered.

“Take the human, bring her to the dungeon,” he ordered.

“What of these other two, Sir?”

“Let them go,” Scorpos said, surprising Libby. “They are no
threat to me anymore.”

“You’ll live to regret underestimating us,” Dalion vowed.

“Hush,” said Argos. “Don’t push your luck.”

“I want you to deliver a message,” said Scorpos to Argos and
Dalion. “To all your friends who plan to hide in the underground chambers. Tell
them I know everything. Tell them whomever does not surrender to me in the
morning before I defeat Markos will face my wrath.”

“Go to the Four Winds,” said Dalion, defiant to the end.

Scorpos scoffed, turning away. Libby was seized by scorpions
for the second time in one day, no less.

She hoped very much that Scorpos’ plan would not work, that
Markos would not stop his attack because of her. But she had a funny feeling he
would. How did she know this?

Because it was what she would do, that’s why.

* * * * *

The centaurs and lions were more than a little shocked at
Markos’ appearance. The very last thing they had expected to see was their
leader, transformed into a creature most of them considered both imaginary and
inferior.

It was Kalos who rallied them, at least to the extent
warriors could be appealed to by practical exigencies.

“What would it matter if Markos came to you as a frog, or
if, stars forbid, he did not come to you at all? You all know the truth, how he
was falsely accused and arrested, how he managed to coordinate the escape of
all of you before Scorpos began throwing you in the dungeon.

“He could easily have died there, by all rights he should
have. He didn’t, but that is not the point. Each and every one of you has
reason to fight and if you don’t take this risk to gain back our kingdom, then
we will have nothing, ever again.

“We’ll never have a better chance to fight. Scorpos won’t
expect this. We have allies, hiding below the castle. This is our time. If the king’s
memory means anything to you, if Markos means anything, then honor them both.
Go into battle. Win…or die.”

Vorius, one of the lions, was first to step forward. “I will
fight and I would be deeply honored to carry Markos upon my back.”

Markos stepped forward, his heart overflowing. “Thank you,
my friend. I shall be honored to ride upon you. Win or die.”

“Win or die!” called one of the centaurs.

“Win or die!” came the cry from the ranks.

The troops were off in short order. The Aquarians had no
water left to convey them but in their place were Pisceans, millions of them,
flying fish ready to convey the warriors. A hundred of the brightly colored
creatures apiece to lift each lion and each centaur and when they rose into the
air en masse, it was like the roar of thunder across the sky.

Never had Markos seen such a sight or believed such a thing
possible. “My friend,” he said to Kalos next to him. “You are a hero of
Constellia. I will see to it you are knighted for this.”

“Just see to it I don’t get stung to death and I’ll be
happy,” he quipped.

“Indeed.” Markos grinned. “That I shall do.”

With that they were off, cloud upon cloud, a moving force of
vengeance and of justice bound for the castle, bound for the black heart of
Scorpos himself.

* * * * *

Scorpos proved a much better host than Zinox. He neither
stung her nor removed her clothes. Nor did he seek to play any head games.
Rather, he was quite fascinated to learn about Earth.

He sat with her over a long supper, sipping wine well into
the night. Libby was quite careful, of course, as she knew his questions were
far from innocent. His intent was conquest, pure and simple.

“So tell me.” He pushed a bowl of surprisingly tasty green
leaves in red sauce her way. “What would you say is the best part of living in
your world?”

Libby scooped out seconds, amazed at how hungry she was. “I
would have to say kickboxing. And potato chips with chocolate ice cream. You’ve
no idea how yummy that is.”

“I’m sure it is,” he said with utterly false sweetness. “I
wonder, though, aren’t there some things that are better here?”

She took a bite of her food from the end of the fork. “Well,
I would say the sky is very clear. And near as I can tell, you don’t have any
door-to-door salesmen. Do you?”

“Not that I know of.”

“That’s good.” She took a drink of sweet nectar, pausing for
effect. “I don’t suppose you have atomic weapons either, do you?”

“Atomic weapons?”

“Yes, they are bombs. Like thunder and lightning, only it
comes out of a rocket. Human governments have them. One or two of them would
probably destroy your entire country.”

The scorpion went quiet. No doubt he was doing some serious
rethinking of his invasion plans.

After dinner, Libby was allowed to lie down for a while on a
very large canopied round bed, covered in red velvet with thick pillows. A trio
of pretty Virgos, slender elflike creatures with gossamer gowns, waved fans
over her, keeping her cool and comfortable.

She probably shouldn’t have but she fell asleep within
seconds of lying down. She didn’t trust Scorpos for a minute but she could not
keep her eyes open. Anyway, she felt as safe in dreams as anywhere else.
Perhaps she would dream of home, or better still, of Markos.

Nothing came to her however, just a black and eerie silence,
the beating of her own heart, the flow of her pulse, time collapsing in upon
itself.

She had no clue how much of it had passed when they woke her
again.

“It is time,” was all that the scorpion guard would say. “For
the battle.”

* * * * *

Markos had not expected to see quite so many scorpions. It
seemed Scorpos had conscripted the whole of his kind. At their best, the
scorpions were dynamic, magnetic creatures—natural civil servants. At their
worst however, they became full of greed and envy.

Scorpos had certainly done his job with this lot. Thousands
of them, lined up across the plain. Red and black, like checker pieces,
stingers at the ready. Every so often in the ranks was a banner holder,
indicating a company or detachment.

Scorpos himself was absent so far.

“The coward won’t show himself,” said Kalos, standing beside
Markos on the ridge.

“Or he has some trick up his sleeve, more likely,” said
Markos.

Just then a centaur rode up on the right flank. “The cavalry
is prepared, Sir,” he announced with a salute.

“Well done, General Tauresius.” Markos nodded to the black-haired
centaur, who had been his friend since childhood.

“The infantry is also prepared, Sir,” said a lion, a huge specimen
with mammoth paws and a tawny mane.

“Good work, General Ronan. Are we clear on the battle plan?”
he asked them both.

The generals answered together, in the affirmative.

Markos’ plan was simple but he hoped effective. The lions
would charge over the ridge, having the advantage of height. They would tear
into the main body of scorpions, backed by a small number of centaurs.
Meanwhile, the main body of centaurs, divided in two, would form pincers to
crush the enemy ranks on either side.

There was the slightest chill in the air. The pink sun of
Constellia was just peering over the horizon to the east. They were some ten
miles from the castle. Markos thanked the stars for their positioning. They had
the high ground. Scorpos had been foolish not to claim it earlier. Perhaps he
was overconfident.

Again he felt the gnawing in his gut. There could be a trick
here. What had Markos overlooked?

As if on cue, a pair of the Piscean scouts came flying up
from below the ridge.

“Sir,” they spoke over each other, breathless. “Down there…there’s
Scorpos…and…and—”

“And what?” snapped Kalos. “You silly twits! Out with it or
I’ll give you a good poke with my horns.”

They collected themselves in unison. “Scorpos has requested
to see you. He has a hostage.”

Markos felt a rising panic.

“A hostage? Who is it?” growled Kalos.

“It could be Argos,” speculated Vorius, the lion on whose
back Markos was riding.

“Or Dalion,” General Ronan named Markos’ other compatriot.

“Perhaps,” said Markos, though he did not believe it was
either one of them. “Where does Scorpos wish to meet me?” he asked the
Pisceans.

“He is coming through the ranks, Sir, he wishes to meet you
between the two armies.”

Markos nodded. “Well done, brave Pisceans.”

“Thank you, Sir,” they said as they puffed themselves up.

“You will take an escort, Sir?” said Ronan.

“No,” said Markos.

“I will go with you,” said Kalos.

“No. I go alone. This is between Scorpos and me.”

If indeed he had Libby as Markos feared he did, he was not about
to endanger anyone else. Nor would he entrust her safekeeping to anyone but
himself.

“We ride together, then,” said Vorius.

“No.” Markos dismounted. “I will walk.”

“But, Sir—”

“Do not argue, Vorius.”

“Don’t do this,” said Kalos. “There is no logic to it.”

“War is not logical, my friend.”

Nor is love, he might have added.

Markos proceeded, with no further argument from his men. He
descended over the ridge and climbed to the bottom. Curse these human legs,
awkward and slow, he growled to himself.

It was slow going over the plain, covered as it was in a
fine covering of grass, moist with dew. His sandaled feet were well soaked by
the time he reached the impending killing ground.

Adjusting his tunic and sword belt, he stood straight,
awaiting his foe. He would be an easy mark, but it would be worse to show fear.
Markos could see the scorpions, still as statues, eyes trained. They seemed
harmless enough but at a word they would race across this field and attack with
a ferocity and venom few could comprehend.

Markos watched as two of the scorpions stepped forward and
then to the side, as if opening a gate. Indeed it was a gate, an opening for
their leader.

The trumpet’s blare announced the coming of Scorpos, full of
pomp and circumstance and boundless ego. Markos noted the gleam from his golden
covering. What a joke. Any true king would never adorn himself like that.

But what was this? Behind Scorpos, a golden cage being towed
by a Taurean bull. Markos clenched his fists as he identified the figure
inside. A human female seated on an ornate chair, wearing a long white robe.

Libby.

Markos’ heart slammed in his chest. The adrenaline raced.

Scorpos continued his approach, stopping some hundred yards
away. At this point he ordered the bull to stop and continued forward on his
own. Markos did not move, did not breathe. The scorpion did not stop again
until he was a mere foot away.

“I see you’ve decided to return,” said Scorpos. “Perhaps one
of these times you will actually face justice.”

“What do you know of justice, Scorpos? You are a liar, a
thief and a killer.”

“A thief?” He scoffed, not having bothered to answer the
other two charges. “But what have I stolen?”

“The hope of the people and their freedom.”

Scorpos lowered himself for a mock bow. “Bravo, well spoken.
For an escaped criminal.”

“As you said, Scorpos, I am back.”

“Yes you are, and let me tell you what you will now do.”

“By all means.”

“You are going to disband this ridiculous army of yours and
then you are going to march back up to the gallows and face your death like a
man, if that is what you are now.”

“And what of Libby?”

“You mean the creature in the cage? I haven’t decided.
Surrender and I will consider letting her live.”

“Release her,” Markos countered. “And I will consider
letting you live.”

“Bold words for a coward. To show you I mean business, I am
going to begin doing nasty things to your little girlfriend, small things at
first, one every minute or so, until you surrender. So long, for now.”

“Scorpos, do not turn your back on me.”

Scorpos did not bother to acknowledge. He was crawling away,
off to hurt Libby.

Markos raised his fists to the air, screaming. He had no
hope of stopping the scorpion, not as a man. “By the stars,” he cried, his
veins surging with energy. “Give me the strength and I will not yield, nor will
I run, ever again.”

The flash of lightning came from a clear sky. A jagged line
of purple, right through Markos and into the ground. The pain was excruciating.
His body felt like it was being ripped apart piece by piece. Death would have
been a relief.

But death was not Markos’ destiny. For though he collapsed a
beaten man, he rose as what he was born to be, much more than human.

“Scorpos!” he called once more, his voice booming in the
air. “Did I did not tell you to not turn your back on me?”

The scorpion leader turned back to see what had happened. “You,”
he hissed, seeing the form of the centaur.

“Yes,” said Markos. “It is I, rightful Captain of the King’s
Guard.”

“Indeed it is. But nothing has changed. I still have the
woman. Attack me and she pays the price.”

“No,” said Markos. “You alone will pay. Hear now my price.”

“What price?” he asked.

Markos smiled fiercely. “Your surrender and the disbandment
of your army.”

“Not likely. Sorry,” Scorpos replied.

“This is your last warning,” said Markos.

“What are you going to do? You are alone, you have only a
sword.”

Markos threw the sword to the ground. “Now I have only my
bare hands.”

“Kill the woman!” Scorpos called to his soldiers. It was the
last mistake he would ever make.

Markos moved so quickly the scorpion had no chance to react.
Galloping up to him, he turned to the side, grasping the scorpion’s powerful
stinger near the base.

Scorpos cried out as his back end was lifted off the ground,
held in the powerful hands of the centaur.

Markos clenched his teeth. The sinews in his neck strained
as he twisted. Farther and farther until he heard the squeals of the scorpion
and finally the cracking sound that indicated he had broken off his tail.

Knowing he had not a second to lose, Markos galloped
forward, toward the scorpion line. Using the stinger like a lance he struck at
the ones closest to the golden cage. Again and again, until a dozen corpses lay
on the ground.

With his bare hands, he ripped away the bars and reached for
Libby. She took his hand, allowing him to hoist her on his back. Retrieving the
broken stinger of Scorpos, he hightailed it back to the open plains, back
toward the ridge, so his own troops could see the prize he bore.

A cheer rose up and then the battle cry. The ground rumbled
with the paws of a thousand lions and behind these the hooves of the centaurs.
Markos longed to lead the troops, but first he had to see to the safety of
Libby.

He took her straight to the top of the ridge, where he
assigned a small number of the centaur cavalry to her protection.

She offered him a kiss on the cheek as he transferred her to
the back of one of one of the others. “Good luck,” she said. “Whether you
believe in it or not.”

“I’ll take what I can get,” he said with a grin.

By the time he reached the front, the worst of the fighting
was over. With Scorpos gone, his minions had little stomach for battle. The
lions ground up the hard-core elements while the centaurs chased those who
sought to escape.

The bulk surrendered, seeking the mercy their leader would
never have given. “Do not mistake my forgiveness for weakness,” said Markos,
sparing them. “You will not receive such clemency a second time.”

“Was that wise?” Kalos asked afterward. “They could well
live to fight us another day.”

“I will not risk a cycle of vengeance,” said Markos.

Kalos nodded. “You speak wisely…like a king.”

Markos looked at him. “Stars forbid.”

Kalos smiled. “We will handle the rest if you would like to
be with Libby.”

Markos felt the words twist like a knife. “That will not be
necessary.”

“As you wish.” Kalos eyed him strangely.

Markos frowned, riding off. He did not look back for fear of
seeing her.

Libby, the woman he had saved but who did not want him.

Was there a greater irony in the universe?

Such was the price of seeking to leap between worlds. It was
a mistake he would not make again.

* * * * *

Libby returned to the castle on the back of Vorius, the
strong and kindly lion. Kalos walked beside them. Libby could tell he was
yearning to say something.

“Centaurs can behave unpredictably,” he offered at last. “But
they have pure hearts. Markos cares for you deeply. I know this as surely as I
know anything.”

Libby spared him his burden right off. “It’s all right,
Kalos, you are kind to want to comfort me, but the truth is I spoke cruel words
to him earlier. He has no reason to ever speak to me again.”

Kalos went silent for a while. He waited until the castle
was in sight before he replied. “If I know Markos, you had your reasons. I
doubt you would ever grow angry with him if you did not care for him as he does
for you.”

“It doesn’t really matter though, does it? We aren’t the
same species.”

“No,” he agreed. “You aren’t.”

“Centaurs live to play, they crave adventure,” she said. “They
aren’t made to settle down with underpaid lawyers.”

“Have you asked him?”

Kalos’ question caught her off guard. “No…I’ve been a little
busy since I got here.”

“You should consider it.”

“But Markos is happy without me. This is his world. And I
can’t live here, it’s not mine.”

“If you say he is happy, it must be so,” said Kalos. “I
think you know him better than any of us.”

Libby pondered the words as they went the rest of the way,
though she said nothing further, nor did he.

To her amazement there was a large crowd waiting to welcome
them.

“Hooray to the heroes.” They cheered the long line of
centaurs and lions. “Hooray to the defenders of the people!”

The soldiers were tired, but obviously pleased.

“Look,” said Kalos, pointing to the rampart of the castle. “It’s
the queen.”

Now it was the soldiers turn to cheer.

Queen Aquaria raised her arm and gave a wave to her people.

“There is a sight for sore eyes,” said Kalo. “With the
threat of Scorpos gone, the queen is ready to return to her public duties.”

“The first order of business had better be a celebration,”
said Vorius. “With all the ale I can stomach and a wee bit more.”

“I’m sure that will be arranged. There will be medals to
award, as well. I trust you will be there, Libby? I’m sure the queen will want
to recognize you.”

“Of course.” She smiled weakly, knowing it would be Markos
who would receive the greatest honors. “Though I hardly think I will be
noticed.”

Could she face Markos again? She had no choice. To leave
Constellia now would be rude. She would do that afterward, assuming her poor
twisted heart and tongue allowed her to say the magic words properly.

* * * * *

Markos was suitably impressed by the sight of the impending
celebration. The great chamber of the castle had never been so decorated in
living memory. Gold garlands were strung on every column, candelabras had been
added and even special murals painted on the walls commemorating the Battle of
Liberation as it had come to be called.

He was a bit embarrassed to have so much of tonight’s
attention focused on him. There were so many others more deserving. Where would
he have been without Dalios and Argos and Kalos, not to mention the Aquarians? And
there were his fellow centaurs and the lions and on and on.

There was one more too, he thought with a heavy heart. One
who did not belong to any astrological species. It was she, Libby, who had done
the most to set him free, body and soul.

Markos was not the same creature as before. He had been
forced to a place of humbleness and deep struggle and he had only been able to
do this because of the example set by Libby.

He had grown up thinking humans were silly fairy-tale
creatures but in her he saw they were the bravest beings of all, for they
persevered and triumphed without any of the special magic of Constellia.

It was good that the queen was giving her a medal. He only
wished that they were not going to receive them together, side by side.

“Have you seen the food?” Dalios came up to him, his horns
decorated with sparkles for the occasion. “I won’t eat for a week after this.”

“Liar,” said Kalos, coming up from the other side. “You’ll
be hungry an hour after like you always are.”

“That’s because I work for a living,” said Dalion. “Unlike
certain sedentary, calculating goats I know.”

“Better to use my head for calculating than for slamming
into every hard object I see,” retorted Kalos, who was wearing a golden
covering that hung to his hooves.

“Gentle beings,” Argos intervened. “Of all nights to be
bickering.”

“He started it,” the two accused in unison.

Argos sighed, turning to Markos. “Well, my boy, we made it.”

“Yes, thanks to all of you.” Markos ran his hand over his
head, smoothing his long, tangled locks just a bit. “Argos, may I trouble you
this night and ask a favor?”

“Anything,” said Argos.

“After the celebration, assuming Libby wishes to go home still.
I assume you can accomplish that now?”

“Yes, without the pressure of a dozen scorpions breathing
down on us we should do just fine.”

“Good. I want to make sure it goes well.”

“You can go with her to make sure, you know.”

Markos frowned. “I am not sure that’s a good idea.”

“It’s up to you,” he said with a shrug.

Markos let the matter drop. The next hour or so passed in
pleasantries, as the guests began arriving in large numbers. There was a
visiting time, in which the award recipients mingled with the spectators.
Markos gave little thought as he chatted. Like all centaurs, he had little use
for small talk. Especially when his mind was preoccupied.

Slowly, his anxiety built until it was nearly as high as
that faced in battle. By the time he was called forward in front of the queen,
his stomach was in a fierce knot.

“If it pleases the court,” called the Chief Courtier, having
blown his trumpet of announcement. “We call forth Markos, Captain of the
Centaur Guard. Come forward, Markos, to receive Her Majesty’s highest honor.”

His friends let out a most undignified cheer. The rest of
the guests gave in to thunderous applause. Markos walked forward, praying it
would all end quickly.

Queen Aquaria looked stunning, her red hair carefully
arranged under a four-pronged crown. Her dress was composed of seashells,
interwoven with pearls, with an underlay of wetsilk, a material as fine as
anything in the universe.

She looked radiant, though Markos knew her heart was still
broken for her fallen husband. There were whisperings about her remarriage,
with lots of speculations as to whom she might choose. A few fools had started
the ridiculous rumor it would be him. Perish the thought. No offense to
Aquaria, but he would never sit still for being consort to a queen. Too much
drudgery, too many ceremonies like this to attend.

“We greet you, Markos.” She kissed him on the cheek. “Savior
of Constellia.”

“Thank you, your Highness,” he answered politely, praying to
the stars that the pompous title never caught on.

The courtier blew his trumpet again. “If it pleases the court,”
he repeated his tedious recitation “We call forth Libra Daniels, Attorney-at-Law
of the Earth. Come forward, Libra, to receive Her Majesty’s highest honor.”

Markos repressed a small smile of amusement. No doubt Libby
was thrilled as could be to have her full name used.

A hush came from the audience. Markos turned in time to see
her, splendid as any bride. Quite literally, she took his breath away. Her hair
was swept back, decorated with tiny blue flowers. She wore a blue gown, low-cut,
cinching at the waist and falling all the way to her feet. Her eyes sparkled
like jewels, her lips were ruby red.

“I do believe I’ve just been upstaged,” Aquaria said to
Markos, for his ears only.

Markos frowned. The queen was teasing him just a little.
Aside from the rumors of his marrying Aquaria there was quite a bit more talk
of him and the dark-haired Earth woman.

“No one could upstage you,” said Markos.

“You’re a better soldier than a liar, young man,” chuckled
the queen. “If you want my advice, grab her while you still can. You’ll never
find another like her.”

“She doesn’t want me,” said Markos. “She said so.”

“And since when does a woman give in easily to the man she
loves? Shame on you, Markos, for giving in so easily.”

Markos said nothing. He was watching Libby walk, his eyes
lost in her every motion, the tiny turn of her wrist, the shyness in her batted
eyelashes. Such a wonderful bundle of contradictions. The heart of a lioness in
the courtroom and yet completely unaware of her own devastating beauty.

Here was true modesty and honor.

Halfway down the aisle their eyes met. Her lip trembled. He
tried to keep himself calm. He mustn’t show his feelings, what she was doing to
him, how she made him desire her with all his centaur body.

By the stars, it would almost be worth being permanently
human just for one more chance to make love to her.

“We are gathered in the name of Constellia,” pronounced the queen
when Libby had reached his side. “To bestow the Honor of Leo, the highest medal
in the land. To have even one recipient in a lifetime would be a blessing but
tonight we have two. And not just any two. For in front of me is the product of
an interplanetary union, a match made in the stars.”

Markos ground his teeth. Could Aquaria make this sound any
more like a wedding service? He cast a quick sideward glance. Libby was
expressionless. What in blazes was she thinking right now? He would give
anything to know.

“To this pair,” the queen continued her already excessive
speech, “we owe most directly our freedom and our lives. Had Libby not won her
victory in the courtroom and had Markos not triumphed on the battlefield we
would all by now be the perpetual slaves of Scorpos.”

You would have found a way, Markos grumbled to
himself. You could have talked him to death, for one thing.

“Because of the special circumstances,” said the queen, “I
would like to give the awards in a unique way.”

Wonderful. Now what?

“Each of you,” said the queen, “will place the award around
the neck of the other. You will then each kiss one another.”

Markos held his ground. This was beyond preposterous but he
would not, could not react. Aquaria was his sovereign and an order was an
order. Besides, he mustn’t show emotion to Libby. There would be time for that
afterward, as he partook of the world’s largest venting session with Dalion.

Markos was handed Libby’s medal by a Gemini courtier. He
took a step forward, positioning his hooves.

Libby was looking straight ahead, beyond him. She looked
like she might shatter if he touched her too hard. His heart slamming in his
chest, he put the ribbon about her slender neck, lowering it slowly until the
gold disc rested on her bosom.

His mouth was dry, he was filled with terror. “On behalf of
a grateful Constellia,” he whispered the rote words.

Her lips were soft and supple. He drank them in like a man
lost in the desert for a week without water. In a flash the world was gone,
hers and his. He longed only to draw her closer, to make it all right and to
bind them in flesh once and for all.

But that was not to be. He could not feel her breasts
against him, could not enjoy her sighs, touch again and smell her hair or
nibble on her pink, ticklish earlobes.

Markos straightened himself, separating them. He had
survived his kiss. Now he must survive hers.

Libby took his medal in her hands, hands which could work
such soothing wonders on his body. The hands of a woman, a lover, a hero. How
different those fingers were from his own and yet how well they intertwined.

“On behalf of a grateful Constellia,” she said, rising on
tiptoes to place the ribbon about his neck.

Markos bowed his head to receive the gift of her arms about
his neck, her breath against his cheek for a precious fleeting second.
Clenching his fists, he resisted every impulse not to sweep her into his arms,
stealing her very breath away.

She closed her eyes, offering him the lightest press of
flesh. This second contact was so much worse than the first. Not only for how
it aroused it him but because he knew this kiss would be the last.

Before long she would be back on Earth and he would be only
a distant memory for her.

“Three cheers for the heroes,” called the queen. The chamber
resounded with cries, of every pitch and tone, representing the whole of the zodiac.

Markos would treasure this moment his entire life.

The trumpets blared again. Markos took Libby’s arm to walk
her back down the aisle. Such was often the symbol of a beginning between two
people, but in this case it was the end.

“Thank you,” Libby said to him as they reached the back of
the chamber, her voice calm and steady, “for rescuing me.”

“It was my duty,” he said. “And I thank you, for proving my
innocence.”

“Justice is everyone’s due,” she said, sounding strangely
stiff and formal.

Markos nodded. “The law is your one true love, I know.”

Libby’s veneer broke as pain flashed across her eyes. Markos
regretted his words at once. “Libby, I didn’t mean—”

“No apologies,” she cut him off. “I deserve any punishment
you choose to give me.”

Punishment made him think of happier times, when he had
spanked her in the hotel room, when they had devoured each other with lust and
still been left wanting more, like an unquenchable fire. A fire that burned
through two worlds and allowed them to change the fate of Constellia.

“You know I would never wish to bring you harm,” he said.

“I know that, Markos.”

He tapped his front hoof. “You will be going home after the
celebration?”

“Yes, if not sooner,” she said. “I’m afraid I am feeling
rather exhausted. I would really like to sleep in my own bed. Do you suppose it
will be night when I get home?”

“It will be less than a second after you left. Something to
do with the flow of magic in the stream of time.”

“I suppose Argos would be the one to explain it,” she said.

“He’ll only confuse you more.” Markos shook his head.

Libby smiled. “And what about you? What does your future
hold?”

“I’m not sure. What is it retired heroes do?”

“Whatever they wish, I would imagine.”

“Kalos can put me to work,” he quipped. “Adding figures. Or
maybe I’ll knock down buildings with my head like Dalion.”

“Whatever you do,” she said, a little moist-eyed. “I know
you’ll be the best at it.”

“So will you, Libby. Honestly, you are the bravest creature
I have ever known.”

“Me?” she laughed. “You’re the one who destroyed the
scorpions single-handed.”

“But you faced the greater challenge—you came here unarmed,
to save me. I will never forget that.” He took her hand. “I wish you well,
Libra of Earth.”

Markos could feel the slight vibrations in her hand, the
tension in her brow, imperceptible to anyone else. So she was still capable of
responding to him…

“Likewise, Markos of Constellia. I wish you well, always.”

“Always,” he concurred.

Markos did not stay for the rest of the celebration. Dalion
caught up to him at the door. “Where are you off to?”

“To get drunk, what else?” growled Markos.

“There is nothing else.” He shook his head. “At least not
when it comes to females.”

“Leaving without me?” called out Kalos.

“So much for a good time,” grumbled Dalion.

“The more the merrier,” Markos replied, stepping out into
the night air. The only one missing was Argos but he would be occupied tonight,
sending Libby home.

“Just do me one favor,” he told them both. “Get me drunk
fast and if I try to go and stop Argos from sending Libby back, knock me out
with a large, wooden club.”

“My pleasure,” said Dalion, meaning it.

Kalos said nothing.

“Not a word out of you,” Markos warned him, knowing his
sympathies lay with Libby. “She is leaving and that’s it.”

“I’m not the one you have to worry about,” Kalos pointed
out.

He’s right, thought Markos. The real enemy
is my own heart…which lies as broken as any victim on the battlefield.

The little group set up camp at the edge of the woods. They
lit a fire and commenced drinking from a huge barrel of ale. Dalion and Kalos
took turns with a long wooden straw while Markos hoisted the entire thing to
his mouth, spilling half of it down his bare, battle-scarred chest.

They shared pipes as well and rowdy songs. The moon had
traveled well along on her nightly journey when Argos finally arrived.

“It is done?” Markos asked.

“It is done,” said Argos.

“Pass the barrel,” said Markos, taking a deep drink. He did
not need to ask if it had gone well. Argos was Argos. Which meant that Libby
was home now, safe in her own world.

“We should offer her a toast,” said Kalos.

“No,” said Markos, with sudden harshness. “We will not. I
don’t want her name spoken of again.”

The four of them fell into silence, the mood of the evening
shattered.

“I am going home,” said Kalos. “Good night, my friends.”

“I will accompany you,” said Dalion. “You’ll surely get lost
on your own and stumble into a pit somewhere.”

“You are both drunk as can be,” said Argos. “I will watch
you both.”

They said their good nights to Markos.

“Good night,” he replied sullenly, seeing through their
little ruse to excuse themselves from his surly presence.

Markos drank some more, then lifted the barrel overhead.
Crying out in fury and frustration, he threw it with all his might. It landed
somewhere out of sight, alone, forgotten. Just like him.

Markos could not go home like this, sodden in self-pity. It
was time to cleanse himself in the manner of the ancients. Tamping down the
fire, he turned toward the deep woods. He would enter it and he would not leave
until he had an answer to the meaning of his life without Libby.

If it took ten years, twenty or a hundred he would go.

If need be he would walk to the ends of Constellia and jump
into the depthless black sea. The only thing he would not do would be to return
to Earth to chase after her. Never, ever in a million purple sunsets.





Chapter Eight

 

Libby was at her desk daydreaming. Turning a pencil over and
over in her hand, imagining the way Markos had ripped the stinger from Scorpos
and used it to kill his own soldiers. Five minutes ago she had been playing
with a paper clip, wondering what Markos would make of this neat, twisted
little bit of metal. Surely he would have some clever thing to say.

Before that she had been thinking of Markos’ kisses, how he
instinctively understood which parts of her body to enflame and when. She could
make him feel so strong and yet so weak. He could make her so hungry for sex
that she was ready to dig her nails into his powerful body and yet he could
restrain her with a word, a look, rendering her helpless and completely
captivated.

Libby snapped the pencil and tossed it in the trash. This
was no good at all. It had been two weeks now since she left Constellia and
still she could think of nothing but the handsome, stubborn centaur. Look at this
work on her desk! A higher pile than she had ever faced in her life. Even Frank
was feeling sorry for her. He hadn’t given her a new case—wacky or normal—all
week.

Things were getting worse too, not better, and she had
nowhere to turn for help. It was like she had become this totally different
person, starry-eyed, not able to focus on her work. Last week on impulse she
had jumped into a fountain, fully clothed.

“Sorry, kiddo,” Aggy had said. “This is a little above my
pay grade. In my profession the bogeymen are supposed to be fake.”

Markos was anything but fake and he was a long way from
being a part of her past. Constantly she thought of him and when she wasn’t
thinking about his life and what he was doing she was thinking of things to
tell him and share with him about her own.

A couple of times, in the middle of the night, in moments of
sweaty, pre-orgasmic weakness, she had actually sought to transport herself
back. She still had his clothes, which were in the hotel when she transported
back moments after she left, but the scent of him had faded after a few days.

In a vain effort, she had tried to teleport her own scent,
masturbating for him, legs wide open, hoping he would breathe her in and come
for her. Things like that never happened, though did they? Sure, the universe
might dump you off in some Mad Hatter world every now and again but you could
be sure you would come back empty-handed, with nothing but a broken heart to
show for your troubles.

She checked her watch. Eleven-thirty. A few more minutes of
staring into space and she would go have some lunch. Then it would be off to
court to try and sound like a real lawyer.

How boring it was to be in a courtroom with only one judge—two-handed—and
to have only humans for opponents. She had had to catch herself once from
objecting on the grounds of the district attorney behaving like a scorpion.

“Miss Daniels?” she heard Kevin at the door.

“Hey, Kev, what’s up?” Libby looked up from Mt. Suicide,
shifting a pile of folders so she could see him.

She knew from the frown on his face it was not good. “Don’t
tell me,” she said hoping for something small and easily fixable. “Somebody
superglued Judge Waller’s gavel again?”

“I wish.” Kevin shook his head, not a trace of levity. “I’m
afraid we have a situation out front.”

In other words, something no one wanted to deal with so they
were going to try and stick her with it.

“Kev, can I take a rain check? I’m sure there will be
another nice disaster by tomorrow.”

“Sorry, kiddo.” Vinny Pirelli appeared in the doorway, the
blue shirt of his police uniform contrasting to the white of Kevin’s. “This one’s
got your name written all over it.”

“Really? You found a plane to skywrite ‘sucker’ over the
courthouse?”

“Less mouth,” said the hardnosed cop aiming a thumb over his
shoulder. “And more action.”

Libby blew strands of hair from her face. Had anyone else
ordered her around like that, including her boss, she would have told him to
take a flying leap. But Vinny was different. He was one of those quiet heroes,
who did his job and never asked a man or woman under his command to do anything
he wouldn’t do himself twice over.

“You owe me,” she said, pulling her hair back into a
ponytail for the occasion.

“I’ll buy you a nice steak,” said Vinny, giving her a wink.

Libby grinned. “I’m holding you to it.”

If Markos were an Earth policeman, she decided, he would be
like Vinny. Only a lot better-looking.

“What’s with the skirt?” Vinny asked, as if that could
possibly make any difference right now. “I didn’t know you owned any.”

“I’m full of surprises,” she said as she tromped down the
hall in her heels, brand-new, an inch taller than anything she had ever owned
before.

She had gone shopping shortly after she got back from
Constellia. For some reason she needed to feel more feminine, lighter,
prettier. It wasn’t to impress anyone in particular, at least not on this
world.

“So are you going to brief me or not?” she asked as Vinny
took up his place beside her.

“We got us another ‘interplanetary traveler’. Claims he
knows you, won’t talk to anyone else. Harmless enough, I would really hate to
see him in the system.”

“You got to do something about that soft heart of yours,”
Libby quipped.

“Not to mention my soft head,” he chuckled.

“Good grief.” Libby got a look at the situation by the front
entrance. “Who is it out there, Elvis’ space ghost?”

The courthouse rotunda was standing room only. There were
attorneys, cops, even judges. They were all staring in Libby’s direction,
grinning. If she didn’t know better she’d think it was some weird surprise birthday
party.

“Watch out,” said Vinny. “Clear the way.”

Several of the officers helped with crowd control, making a
path for Libby to get to the front door. Of all days not to have called in
sick, she sighed.

The sun shone brightly from a cloudless sky. She shielded
her eyes, wishing she had rolled up the sleeves of her new white blouse. “Where
is he?” she wanted to know.

“Down there,” Vinny said, pointing.

Libby saw a small crowd of policemen, mounted officers, some
on horseback, others standing beside their mounts. They were talking all at
once, quite animated to a man standing in the center. She couldn’t make out
details but there was something rather familiar about the whole thing.

One of the mounted officers saw Libby coming from the
building. He pointed, getting the attention of the man. The policemen moved
aside, making way.

Libby squinted, trying to see. The man was walking toward
her. He had long tawny hair, tied back behind his head. He was wearing a black
and white tuxedo and he was…barefoot.

Libby’s heart leaped to her throat. It couldn’t be, could
it?

She tried to run down the stairs but her shoes were getting
in the way. She took them off, throwing them up to a laughing Vinny.

“Be careful,” he cried as she charged down to meet Markos.

Markos was waiting at the bottom of the stairs. She wanted
to leap into his arms, but he stopped her. “Wait, Libby, not yet, I have
something to say.”

Libby watched as a burly, helmeted officer in jack boots
came up holding a dozen roses and a huge box of candy. “These are for you,” he
said gruffly. “From our friend Markos.”

Libby accepted them with a small smirk. “Are you trying to
get me into bed again?” she asked.

Markos lowered himself onto one knee. “No, Libby, actually I
am trying to get you to marry me.”

Libby’s mouth dropped. “Did you say…marry me?”

He must be using the wrong word, she thought. He was
confused about Earth customs.

Markos paused, digging in his pocket. He produced a small
wooden box, beautifully carved with inlaid stone. He opened it revealing the
most incredible and amazing ring she had ever seen.

The gem was an opal, set in gold. The gold was a mix of
white and yellow, though it was reflecting other colors, too.

“It’s your birthstone,” said Markos. “The Mother of the
Librans herself provided it for me.”

Libby was breathless, she could hardly speak. “Markos…this
is…too much.”

Markos raised a brow. “It is hardly for you to say what is
too much. The whole of Constellia believes you are worth this and infinitely
more. And so, by the way, do I.”

Libby put her hands to her mouth, drawing a deep breath. She
needed a little space. “Could we have a little bit of privacy?” she asked
Vinny.

Vinny raised his arms. “You heard the lady, back off, you
mugs.”

They started moving back, the policemen, the horses and all
the rest.

It was like some kind of bizarre chess game.

“Markos,” she said when they were reasonably out of earshot.
“Can you tell me, please, what is going on? We agreed, you would stay in your
world and I would stay in mine.”

He gave her that damnable Sagittarian leer, cockeyed,
charming as hell. “I got bored.”

“No, Markos.” She pulled him to his feet. “I’m not letting
you get away with that. Do you think this is a game? Do you think you can woo
me until you get bored again and then leave me? What do you think you’ll do on
this planet, anyway? Sell insurance?”

“If I have to.”

Libby threw up her hands. “You don’t even know what
insurance is.”

“No,” he agreed. “But I do know one thing.”

“What?”

He took her in his arms, kissing her like he meant it, kissing
her like he was here to stay. She tried to hold back but he gave her no choice
but to melt into him, soul to soul, her smaller female form protected by the
frame of his larger male one.

It all felt like a dream, the heat, the warmth, the
synchronized beating of hearts. But could it ever be real?

“Markos, oh god, I missed that,” she exclaimed. “And I don’t
want to lose you, I never meant what I said back on Constellia, you know that.
I just didn’t want you to be bogged down with me, I wanted you to turn back
into your centaur self and stay that way.”

“I know that, Libby, and I never meant to be cruel to you,
either. From the moment you left I was miserable. I wandered the woods alone
and each day I grew worse and worse until finally I got Argos to send me here,
to you. Who I am only makes sense with you, Libby.” He took her by the
shoulders. “You know my heart, you make me real.”

She shook her head. “I’ve seen you running, galloping,
fighting, you aren’t a man.”

“I will become one, Libby. That will be the one challenge I
could never find at home. I will have the adventure of a lifetime, here, with
you.”

She rolled her eyes. “Oh, it would be an adventure, all
right. Fifteen bottles of shampoo and conditioner in the bathroom, stockings
hanging everywhere. Kind of a comedown for the Scorpion Slayer.”

Markos took her hand. “Let me put this ring on you, fulfill
me. I will take it all—the shampoo, the conditioners, the shockings—and
consider myself the luckiest being in the universe as I do.”

“That’s stockings,” she corrected. “Although getting shocked
might be less painful than a life with me.”

“Just tell me that you will be my woman, forever, Libby, and
make me happy.”

“And the rest of the Metropolitan area, too,” she quipped,
noting the huge audience. “No pressure on me, right?”

“Suppose I tell you we can have it all, Libby?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you sleep at night, don’t you?”

“Theoretically. Although I’m not sure how much sleep I would
get with you around.”

“We would sleep fine and we would dream and be able to go to
Constellia, to meet my friends, to go anywhere we want, by mind link.”

“And you would be able to be a centaur?”

“Absolutely.”

Libby nodded. “Okay, I’ll tell you what, I will agree to an
engagement, just so everyone will go home. That will give us time to get to
know each other, the right way. Assuming everything still feels right, we can
marry when we are both ready.”

“Very well, how about tomorrow?”

“I was thinking more like a few months, actually.”

“Or next week.” He took her hand and put the ring on it.

It was a perfect fit.

“You see, Libby,” he said, smiling. “Nature always finds a
way.”

She kissed him before he could say anything else. “I’m not
letting you get the last word, not this time.”

“What’s the verdict?” called out the captain.

Libby held up her hand, her finger snugly clad in the opal
ring.

A cheer went up from the assembled policemen and civilians.

“When is the date?” Vinny shouted.

“Never mind that,” called a security guard. “Where’s the
honeymoon going to be?”

Libby flushed. “I think that is our cue to get out of here.”

“Damn straight it is,” said Frank, coming down the stairs
behind him, his tie askew and his shirt rumpled as always.

Libby cleared her throat. “Frank, this is Markos. Markos,
this is Frank, my boss.”

“We’ve met,” said Frank.

Libby raised an eyebrow. “Is there anyone in my acquaintance
you don’t know?”

“I got here a couple of days ago.” He shrugged. “I’ve been
working on things.”

“Everything but the shoes,” she teased his lack of footwear.

He noted her own bare feet. “You should talk.”

“Oh,” she laughed. “I forgot about that. I should get them.”

“No, you don’t,” said Frank gruffly. “You may consider
yourself on immediate mandatory vacation.”

“Frank, I can’t,” she said. “I have so much to do.”

“You let us worry about that. You have accumulated leave
coming, so use it. And if you’re smart you’ll elope while you’re gone. Planned
weddings are for the birds. I’ve had three, I should know.”

“We haven’t made any plans, Frank.”

Markos swept her off her feet. “But we will, very soon.”

“Markos, put me down.”

He kissed her, this time getting the last word. “Stop
thinking so much.” He nibbled at her earlobe. “It is time to go and make love.”

“Yes, Markos.” She sighed, touching his cheek, her eyes
watering. “Oh, please, yes.”

* * * * *

Libby took him home, deciding the relationship warranted at
least that much. Any intentions of showing him her apartment right away were
squashed as he pressed her against the back of the door, deep kissing her.

Not that she minded having his attention on her as opposed
to her furnishings.

“You look different,” he said, clasping her waist
possessively. “No pants.”

“Do you like it?” she asked breathless.

“Does this answer your question?”

“Oh god, oh god, yes,” she gasped as he ran his hands up her
thighs, under the hem of her skirt.

“This is very convenient.” He slipped his hand down the
front panel of her panties. “I think I shall have you dress like this all the
time.”

“You’re getting a little ahead of yourself.” She squirmed
against his fingers. “Aren’t you?”

Markos turned her about, hoisted the skirt up her back and
delivered a hard smack to her silk-covered ass. “Am I?”

“Ow,” she cried. “That hurts.”

Truthfully, it didn’t hurt that badly, but she was enjoying
the game, the show of playful force. Just how much was Markos willing to do to
sweetly dominate her?

“That is nothing,” he informed her, “in comparison to the
pain I have felt in my heart and in my cock from having been denied you these
past days.”

Her body went weak. This was exactly what she needed to
hear. Still, she was greedy for more. “Markos, you’ll have to learn patience. I’m
an Earth woman, we don’t come cheap or easy.”

“I don’t consider you to be either one,” he said. “But I do
claim you as mine.”

Her heart thundered as she felt him grip at the waistband of
her panties. The material tore like paper in his hands.

“This ass.” He grabbed her cheeks. “Is mine. This pussy,
too.”

“Yes…yes…” she writhed as he masturbated her, slowly,
decisively.

“I came from beyond the reaches of imagination, Libby, for
you. To treasure you, honor you…ravish you.”

“Oh, yes, Markos, do that, ravish me, please…”

He lifted her up like a rag doll and turned her once more so
her back was to the door. His fingers moved to unbutton her blouse but she
stopped him. “Too slow, just rip it.”

Markos demolished her new blouse and the bra, too. So too,
the skirt. She had on nothing but her shoes.

“You, too,” she cried, doing her best to strip him naked.

Markos shredded his jacket and shirt, proving that he had
retained at least some of his superior centaur strength. The last thing to go
was his pants and underwear. He took care of these as well, splitting them
along the seams.

“I hope there wasn’t a deposit on the tux,” she quipped.

Markos lifted her up by the waist and onto his cock, his
hands cupping her buttocks. “I paid for it in diamonds.”

She wrapped her legs about him, securing herself. “We really
need to get you a credit card,” she moaned.

He pinned her once more against the door, flattening her
breasts, turning her nipples to superheated points. “You are changing the
subject.”

“What…subject?” she breathed.

“Your clothing and how you will wear these skirts from now
on.”

“Oh, Markos, yes, if it pleases you.”

He pumped his cock in and out, decisively, masterfully. “It
pleases me to see you displayed and to have it easily accessible.”

She kissed madly at his face. “You know I could never deny
you. I am yours, yours alone.”

“We will do this often,” he told her, his shaft swelling and
heating as he moved.

“Yesss,” she hissed. “Oh, yes.”

“Come for me, woman,” he commanded.

And Libby did, her entire body spasming against him, the
volcanic outflow radiating from her pussy to the tips of her fingers and toes.
She clutched at him, squeezing, holding for dear life.

When it was all over, when the last of the waves had passed
through her she could feel that Markos was still hard. He hadn’t come yet. She
sighed in happy anticipation.

This had only been the appetizer…

“Where is your bed?” he wanted to know.

She pointed toward the bedroom. “Back there.”

“Never mind, too far.” Markos took her to the living room
couch instead, blue velour and quite posh. Her ass sank deep into the soft
material as he lowered them both down, changing their position to horizontal.
He came at her furiously, like a man possessed. His cock rocketed down into her
over and over until her teeth were gritted with reemerging need.

Libby braced her palms underneath her, pushing up her pelvis
toward him. She was coming again and she needed to be as merged as she could,
their bodies as fused as their libidos.

This time she wasn’t the least bit quiet about it. Hopefully
none of the neighbors were home from work.

“Markos, oh god, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.”

He arched his neck, letting out a sound of pure male
triumph. “Yessss…”

Then he slammed himself home one final time, erupting into
her. Libby came again with him, the sensation doubled, tripled as he took her
breast into his mouth, biting down.

Just hard enough to make her body scream and fight and
yield.

Over and over she felt it, waves of surrender and waves of
ecstasy. She thought of the seashore at night, where first she had met Markos
in her dreams. The centaur, cloaked in shadow beneath the moon of blue on
crystal sands. The lover she desired but could not quite have. The wrong
species, the wrong time and place…same old story.

And now they were one, coming together, sharing the
bottomless pleasures of sex and love.

For what else could you call it when two being can’t keep
their hands, or hooves, off each other even when they are worlds apart…literally?





Epilogue

 

Markos kept the pace at an easy canter, his hooves lightly
crunching in the sands. It was a full moon, the phase of deepest azure, just
before summer on Constellia. The waves were lulling, gently tickling the shore,
occasionally rising to greet them.

The female on his back, his life mate, his one and only
love, was clinging tightly, her head resting lazily against his shoulder.
Occasionally she would administer tiny kisses, letting him know she was there,
not just in body but in soul.

He worried about her these days, on account of the tiny life
she held within. Numerous visits to the human doctors, as well as to the
irrepressible Magician Argos through nightly mind link, had revealed the baby
was safe and quite normal.

Whatever that was going to mean. According to the
ultrasound, it was a tiny baby boy, with the equipment, miniature as it was, to
prove it. Argos, however, had sensed deep magic within.

“I believe he will have the power to transform himself at
will. He may also be able to jump from one world to the other without means of
mind link or magic.”

“That’s going to make life real interesting when he starts
walking,” Libby had quipped.

Indeed, there might be many things little Markos Junior
would have to learn, such as not to transform into a legendary horse creature
whenever he wanted to run away or catch something.

Markos had promised to keep herd on the lad, though he made
it clear all bets would be off when it came to females.

“When he wants a girl, I doubt we’ll stop him. He is my son,
after all.”

“Yes.” She gave him that look. “That’s what worries me.”

Markos chuckled now as he had then. This was life.
Adventure, unpredictability.

He could see the fire ahead. Argos and Dalion and Kalos must
already have gotten there. This wasn’t the real beach, of course, but as far as
their minds went it was just as good.

“Look there,” said Dalion, “It’s the old married man. You
look like hell, Markos. What’s she feeding you these days?”

“He was fine until he saw you a minute ago,” the pregnant
Libby retorted, having learned by now how to handle the stubborn ram.

Kalos guffawed. “She won that round, you old head butter.”

“Quiet,” grumbled Dalion. “Or I’ll butt you into someone
else’s mind link.”

“As long as you won’t be there…”

“Enough, both of you,” exclaimed Argos. “Do you want to
agitate Libby and the baby?”

Markos smiled, helping Libby down. Argos was going to make a
good uncle. They all would in their own way. It wouldn’t be easy, of course. No
one was quite sure what this baby would be able to do and just how it would
work with him having the dual citizenship.

There was also the matter of Queen Aquaria’s new lover,
Minoton the Bull, who had been showing of late some of the negative sides of
his Taurean sign, including jealousy and greed. There were whispers of another
Scorpos in the making.

All in all, Markos had a funny feeling he was not quite done
with his battles on Constellia. For now, though, his job was to care for his
wife and unborn son.

Closing his eyes, he willed himself into human form. This
was easy enough in the mind link state. Libby smiled happily, tucking herself
into his arms. They sat together by the fire, her head nestled against his
chest as they listened to the energetic, good natured arguing of Dalion and
Kalos, with occasional mediation by Argos.

Friends to the end.

“I love you, my Libra,” he whispered, out of earshot of the
others.

“I love you too, my Sagittarius.”
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