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THE THRONE OF THE GODS PART ONE

The fight for the throne is on!

Sabas is a guard, stationed at the temple walls. He’s a loyal, humble guard, and his only dream is to one day be inside the temple walls, serving as a royal guard for the queen. That day has finally come, but it’s not quite the dream life he was hoping for. One day into the job, he finds himself caught between Queen Kali and her sister, Oria, who thinks that it’s her turn to sit in the queen’s throne.

It’s a tough choice, and the two girls couldn’t be more different. All they really have in common is that they both have ‘the Mark of the Gods’, a special endowment that is only bestowed upon the most special of girls, girls who supposedly have godly blood in their veins.


CHAPTER I

It was a seemingly normal throne speech from Queen Kali. Sabas had stood through hundreds of them, since Kali took over the throne when she was just sixteen years old. The whole city watched her as she spoke, but Sabas wasn’t paying much attention to what she was saying—though he did hear her mention that the drought in the north was getting worse. There were rumors that the drought could soon reach Aluria, but the bigger issue was that the Goleans in the north might soon invade Aluria, just for the sake of taking Aluria’s resources.

But that was all just speculation. Lots of people were coming up with scary theories, but Sabas knew better than most. He spent his entire workday—a fourteen-hour shift, seven days a week—in and around the temple with the queen, her sisters, her diviners, her generals, her strategists, and so on. No, he wasn’t a member of the Royal Guard, but he was the next closest thing.

Though there had been an unusual tension in the Kingdom of Aluria lately—and not just with the general population. Kali and her closest confidants had been holding more secret meetings than usual. Kali’s generals were around more often, buzzing around the temple and holding secret meetings of their own. There was definitely something happening—though it wasn’t Sabas’s job to ask questions. It was Sabas’s job to protect the throne, so that’s what he was focused on now as he watched the crowd, making sure there weren’t any conspirators or wannabe assassins.

Sabas had his sword drawn; it was a new rule for guards to have their weapons drawn whenever the queen was around the public. Sabas and the other guards were expected to be ready for anything, and Sabas couldn’t help but wonder if there was a reason for the sudden rule change. They’d never had a problem before when their swords were in their holsters. It only took a couple of seconds to take those swords out, after all. But again, it wasn’t Sabas’s job to ask questions.

He scanned the crowd, trying to spot anyone looking remotely suspicious. He knew his job was serious, even though there had been many years of prosperity and peace in the kingdom. It had been four years since he had to wrestle an attacker to the ground, and people were generally happy these days: well fed, housed, and healthy. People generally liked Queen Kali; she’d been growing in popularity since she took the throne at sixteen. Now she was twenty-six. She hadn’t taken Aluria into any wars and, for the most part, quality of life was better for the people of Aluria. So why would anyone try to kill her?

It wasn’t Sabas’s job to ask why someone might try to kill Queen Kali—it was his job to make sure nobody tried. So he kept watching the crowd.

Then he turned to look at Kali as she spoke. He didn’t often get to see Kali when she was making her throne speeches. Sabas always kept his back to the queen so he could watch the people, but every now and then he looked back. Now, he noticed someone looking at him: Kali’s sister, Oria. Oria was a princess and next in line for the throne. If Sabas ever failed at his job and someone managed to kill Kali, Oria would be the one to take the crown and rule Aluria.

And Sabas knew such a transition wouldn’t be a good one. He knew that Oria was a little bit crazy. She’d always been a wild child: bouncing off walls and getting into fights with other girls. Then when she reached her teenaged years, she started partying hard. She got a reputation for showing up at random house parties in the city, even though it was frowned upon for the royal class to mix with the peasant class. She’d brought a couple of peasant boyfriends to the temple, which always made her sister, Kali, furious. The two girls were always having their spats, and Oria was always the first one to go from bickering to physical altercation. I had to grab Oria once when she lunged at the queen while they were discussing whether or not to free the Golean slaves from the Great Golean War. Oria thought Kali was insane for even proposing the idea of freeing them. “They will rise up and kill us all in our sleep,” Oria said.

“Unlikely,” said Kali. “They’ll love us for granting them freedom.”

“You’re such a fool,” Oria said, rolling her eyes.

But sometimes the sisters got along. I’d been in the temple when they were laughing together. They were always playing cards together, and they both had a tremendous fascination with occult magic. Oria convinced Kali to hire Leda full time in the temple. Leda was a diviner who could supposedly talk to spirits and see glimpses of the future. Sabas didn’t believe in any of that stuff, but it seemed harmless enough.

Now, while Kali gave her throne speech, Oria winked at Sabas, making him turn red all over. She was a beautiful girl with striking feline eyes and stunning pouty lips. She had perky breasts and she had the mannerisms of a house cat. There was something about the way she sat and walked and held herself: she was very graceful, and sexy, almost as if she was wagging an invisible tail while she walked in her model-like way.

And she claimed to be part cat when she was young, though nobody believed her. She claimed her mother had been visited by Kantor, the goddess of fertility, and Kantor somehow made her mother pregnant with her. The logistics didn’t make much sense and her mother was too long dead to correct the record. Kantor had always been depicted with cat ears and a cat tail, after all. And Sabas was sure that he’d heard Oria purring before in the temple hallways when they would pass. But Sabas was sure that she was just devoted to the childhood character she’d created, because Sabas was a bad Alurian who didn’t believe in the old gods.

Sabas looked away from Oria, looking back at the docile crowd. It was a minute later when he looked back at Oria and saw that she was still looking at him, still with that burning gaze and that confident smirk. Why was she looking at him? What did she want? Did she like him? Sabas looked away quickly again, not wanting to give her any ideas—or get any ideas of his own.

He knew what happened to the last few guys Oria brought around. The royal guard dealt with them, worried Oria had told them secrets about the royal family. Those secrets couldn’t get out. And if Oria was done ‘dating’ them, then they needed to be taken care of. It was an unfortunate consequence of prioritizing national security.

After the speech, Sabas looked back one more time, and sure enough, Oria was still looking at him with that seductive gaze. His heart fluttered around in his chest and he felt weak for a moment. She was beautiful; he’d always thought that she was the most beautiful of the sisters, even though most people would have picked Medea, the youngest sister, as their number-one pick. Oria had those—admittedly—feline eyes. There was something so sexy about those eyes, like she could see right into your mind and pick out all of your sexual fantasies. She was undoubtedly wild in the bedroom—but was a romp with the wild princess really worth the risk?

Sabas tried not to think too much about the beautiful princess as he tried to fall asleep that night. Though it wasn’t the mental image of the gorgeous Oria that kept him awake. Instead, it was the unexpected storm: a truly strange storm, unlike anything Sabas had ever seen. He got out of bed and stood by his small apartment’s single window, looking across the town at the temple where Kali and her sisters lived. Even the royal guard were staring up at the sky, wondering if they should take shelter.

Lightning rained down and thunder boomed. The clouds swirled around the temple. The clouds were almost a purply-pink color: a color that no cloud should be during a midnight thunderstorm. And that swirling cloud almost looked like the beginning of a tornado. The sight was enough to make Sabas second-guess his belief in the old gods. Maybe there was something else out there, something beyond Aluria and the northern countries, and beyond the earth. Now, that something was here, hovering over the city.

A bolt of pink lightning crashed down against the top of the temple, making Sabas gasp. Then, the storm began to subside and the rain suddenly stopped. The air became warm and humid, leaving Sabas with an eerie chill in his bones.

When Sabas woke up the next morning, there were three royal guards standing in his room, looking down at him. He almost shrieked, but he managed to remain quiet. He was certain they were going to take him away from eye-flirting with the princess. “Stand up, Sabas,” said one of the guards with a deep voice.

“What did I do?” he asked as that terror washed over him.

“You’ve been summoned by General Ceas,” the man said.

“W—Why?” Sabas asked. General Ceas was the general in charge of the Royal Guard: the battalion that protected the temple and the queen.

“Get up, Sabas,” he said again, not answering Sabas’s question.

They watched me as Sabas got dressed and then they escorted him through the town. People stepped out from their homes to watch, with dread on their faces. They assumed that Sabas was being taken to his death, and maybe they were right. Maybe they thought that he was a conspirator, even though he’d never conspired, even a tiny bit.

They took him into the temple, down the long hallways, and into a room he’d never been inside of before. There was a giant table. In the middle of the table was a miniature version of the city, with the temple right in the middle of it. Now, General Ceas was staring at Sabas, with his top men at his sides. They all looked at him, waiting for him to say something. And for some strange reason, he decided to make a dumb joke. “Is there an even smaller temple inside of that one?” Sabas asked.

One of the guards behind Sabas snickered, but the rest remained unamused. Sabas’s face turned white. Then the general cracked a grin. “Sabas, you’ve been a loyal guard for many years now—almost fifteen, if I’m not mistaken.”

“Yes, sir,” Sabas said.

“We’re promoting you,” he said bluntly. “Derkylos is no longer serving the Royal Guard so you will be taking his post in the queen’s chambers.”

“Me?” Sabas said, dumbfounded. He had no idea who Derkylos was.

“That’s correct,” said General Ceas. “Starting this morning. Agis will run you through your new list of duties. But the biggest change is that you will no longer be allowed to socialize with the peasant class. We will relocate your things to a private room in the temple. Don’t worry about your rent or your landlord—that will all be dealt with. Now, you are officially a full-time member of the Royal Guard.”

“That’s—That’s amazing, sir,” Sabas said, still in a state of shock. It truly was a great honor. The Royal Guard were looked at by the public like members of the royal family. They were respected and almost worshipped. It was one of the highest honors a man born into peasantry could receive. And now, Sabas was trying hard to hold back tears of joy.

It was also a safe gig. When the next war came around, Sabas wouldn’t be sent out to the frontlines. He wouldn’t be sent out at all. The only action he would see was if the action came to the temple doors, which was unlikely to ever happen. And it was a good paying gig: double the income, with no bills. He no longer had to pay rent and he no longer had to pay for his own meals. Everything would be provided for him—and temple food was amazing in contrast.

Sabas was taken to see Agis, and it was a long three hours of technical details. Sabas was shown the upper hallways and he was given a tour of the royal chambers. He was told to memorize the layout of the temple, and then he was shown his post, which was in the queen’s living chambers: a grand space with awesome pillars and amazing furniture from all over the world. The walls were open to the outside, and the combination of the warm breeze and the cool shade was just perfect.

From Sabas’s post, he could see the bedroom door, the dining room door, and the many doors to the outdoor living space. He could see three other guards: the guard who stood by the bedroom door, the guard who stood by the dining room door, and the guard who was stationed outside in the hot sun. He looked uncomfortable in his thick armor, squirming every few minutes, but enduring the heat impressively.

Sabas breathed in the royal air of that amazing space. There were foreign smells: expensive oils and exotic linens.

Sabas stood for three long hours. It was boring work but it wasn’t much different from his usual job, standing outside the temple walls. In many ways, this was better: being inside, being away from the public, being paid better. But in some ways, this was worse. It was lonely. As a regular guard, Sabas was allowed to talk to people—and he was always around people. Now, he wasn’t allowed to speak unless spoken to. He couldn’t make eye-contact with anyone except for the other guards—and he was only allowed to look at them if it was necessary. So he found himself just staring at the room, memorizing the furniture, counting the seconds in his head.

And even though they had orders not to speak, the two guards in the room spoke. “You’re the new guy, huh?” the bedroom guard said to Sabas.

Sabas nodded his head, not wanting to break any rules.

“Funny day to start,” said the dining room guard.

After a moment of silence, Sabas spoke. “Why is that?” he asked quietly.

“It’s been a weird day,” said the bedroom guard. “Queen Kali woke up in a… different mood.”

“What does that mean?” Sabas asked, intrigued.

“You’ll see,” he said. Then the men started talking to each other. They spoke about the strange storm. Apparently Derkylos was on the patio during the storm and he was killed by a bolt of lightning. “That wasn’t regular lightning,” said one guard. “That was something godly.”

“No doubt,” said the other guard.

“That storm did something to Kali.”

Footsteps passed the room and the guards all became silent. They didn’t speak again for the next hour.

Finally, the silence was broken when one of the guards turned to Sabas and said, “How much do you know about Queen Kali?”

Sabas shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve been a guard for fifteen years,” he said.

“You’ve heard she has the mark of the gods. Do you know what that means?”

Sabas shook his head. “Is it, like, a birthmark?” he asked.

The men started laughing.

“She has a cock,” he said.

“What?” Sabas said, shaking his head. “What do you mean?” And he genuinely thought that they were talking about chickens.

“Between her legs: she has a huge cock. That’s why they picked her to be queen over Oria. There’s a little bit of royal trivia for you.”

“What are you talking about?” Sabas asked, and then the guards explained it to him: ‘The mark of the gods’ meant having a cock. Sabas knew that Aluria could only be ruled by women, but he had no idea they picked the women in such a strange and silly way.

“Does it work?” Sabas asked, and then the men laughed again.

“Oh, it works,” they said. “And she uses it. And that’s why Medea was never considered for the throne—not because she’s the youngest, but because she doesn’t have the mark.”

“Kali and Oria both have…” Sabas started, but he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

“Cocks,” said the guards, almost simultaneously.

And now, Sabas was sure they were messing with him. He was sure that it was a first-day prank, to see his reaction. So he just rolled his eyes and shook his head. They all went back to being silent.

The boredom was a stark contrast to the sudden arrival of Queen Kali and her entourage. They came into the room, giggling and chatting. Sabas stiffened up and took a deep breath of air into his chest, trying to look as professional as possible.

Kali had three girls with her, all eighteen. They all sat down and two male servants rushed in carrying alcoholic beverages. The girls all took their drinks and started sipping.

“Who ever thought we would be hanging out with the queen!?” said one of the girls. She wiped her lips, burped cutely, and then giggled. They were very drunk.

“Is this something you do often, Queen Kali?” asked another girl.

The queen sat upright and confident in her own sofa chair. She had her legs beautifully crossed, and Sabas couldn’t help but steal a glance, trying to see if he could see if there was really a cock up her skirt. She was wearing a skimpy golden top, which only covered the middle of her breasts, leaving the center of her chest and the sides of her breasts exposed. Her long black hair hung over her tits. Sabas had only been this close to Kali a few times, and he’d only ever seen her in her royal garb. Now, she was almost dressed like a peasant—like a rich peasant, or maybe like her socialite sister. “I enjoy some company from time to time,” she said, looking at her young posse.

“Your room is amazing,” one girl said, taking another sip from her drink.

And there really was something different about Kali: a sort of look in her eyes that didn’t quite seem right, as if she was on a drug or another. Her pupils were dilated and her cheeks were rosy. She kept looking at the girls, from one to the other, staring at their bodies, almost like a dog staring at a pack of meat rabbits. I tried to remain still and professional at my post by the door.

“These drinks are amazing,” said another girl.

“Can we live here with you?” said the third girl jokingly, then they all started laughing again, Kali included.

Then Kali suddenly stopped the laughter by saying to the short, cute blonde: “Take your top off of your body.”

The girls became silent, staring at Kali curiously. “Excuse me?” said the little blonde.

“Your top. Take it off.”

Sabas felt his face turning red. He wanted to watch the scene, and he was fairly certain that it was his job to watch the girls, to make sure they didn’t try to do anything that might endanger the queen. But he also felt like this was something he wasn’t meant to see.

Sabas looked at the other guards and saw that their faces were red. They were all looking in random directions, so Sabas tried to do the same, looking away from the scene.

But when the girl reluctantly took off her top, Sabas couldn’t help but turn to look. She was covering her tits with her arm, blushing all over. “Why?” the blonde said softly.

“Uncover your tits,” Kali said.

“Why?” she asked again.

“Don’t question your queen,” Kali said, starting to sound annoyed.

So the girl took a deep breath and she let go of her breasts. She had big knockers for a petite girl. Her fat tits had big, puffy nipples. She blushed hard and bit down on her lip.

“Now sit on my lap,” Kali said. And that’s when Sabas noticed that Kali’s hands were trembling strangely at her sides. Her face was turning dark red. And, somehow, her eyes were becoming even more dilated.

The little blonde stood up slowly and walked over to her queen. She sat down on her lap, and then Queen Kali didn’t waste a moment. She cupped one of the large breasts and brought the nipple up to her lips. She sucked and made the little blonde moan softly. The two other girls sat with pale looks on their faces, completely shocked by what was happening.

Kali sucked for a long five minutes while everyone watched. She didn’t seem to care that the act was out of place or uncharacteristic. She finally pulled her mouth away from the young woman’s breast and looked at the tall girl with the black hair, cut into straight bangs. “Take off your clothes,” Kali said, and the girl followed the command, knowing she had no other option.

She giggled, which lightened the mood a bit. Sabas relaxed slightly knowing that the girls were all having fun, so it wasn’t a totally forced event.

Kali commanded the girl to get down on her knees. “Crawl between my legs and suck on your queen’s cock.”

“What?” the girl said, perplexed. But then Kali looked at her with that stark glare, and the girl didn’t hesitate any longer. She crawled forward and went underneath Kali’s skirt. She pulled down her panties and then Sabas let out a small gasp as Kali’s long cock flopped out into the open.

So it was true: Kali really did have a cock. And maybe that really was what people meant when they said she had ‘the mark of the gods.’ Sabas looked away quickly, but he noticed the shock on the faces of the girls before he looked away.

He tried not to watch as the young woman sucked the queen’s long shaft—and it truly was long: almost a foot long once it was fully erect.

Kali continued sucking on the blonde’s breasts, like a vampire draining its victim. The third girl just watched with terror and shock on her face. But it wasn’t long before she received her command. “Get naked and bend over for your queen.”

The faces of the other guards were dark red. It was their job to watch and to ensure the queen was safe, but that didn’t make them any more comfortable. Kali stood up and walked towards the bent over teen. She reached down and pressed two fingers into the girl’s pussy before clutching her cock and cramming it into the girl’s tight, wet hole.

The girl moaned. Kali ordered the blonde to go in front of the bent-over woman. She ordered the bent-over woman to eat out the blonde’ pussy why she got stuffed from behind. The remaining girl was ordered to masturbate on the couch while watching the act, and she followed the order, even though she was clearly horribly humiliated.

And we all watched while Kali pumped the poor girl half to death with her monster cock. From Sabas’s viewing angle, he could see the young girl’s stretched pussy. He could see her reddened lips, and he could see that girthy shaft pushing in and out of the girl. And then he saw as Kali pulled out, pumped her cock a few times, and then pressed it back into the girl, this time entering through her asshole, making the girl scream out as he anus stretched wide.

She pumped and pumped until the girl was limp and falling over, then she pulled out and came on the girl’s back, spraying her with her thick cum while we all watched.

“Speak about this to anyone and you’ll all be killed,” said Kali bluntly, in her queenly manner. But it truly was uncharacteristic. Kali was known to be forgiving and sympathetic. She’d always been soft spoken and clever. But apparently, she had a sexual side, with fetishes she couldn’t contain.

And it was an hour after she left to have dinner with her generals that the bedroom guard spoke again. “She isn’t like this,” he said. “Something happened last night, with that storm. She had a young man sent to her room this morning, and we had to help him out of the temple after she was done with him.”

And those girls were Kali’s final victims of the day. She came back close to the end of Sabas’s shift, this time with a young man. She disrobed the man and made him drop to his knees to suck her cock. He looked horrified at first, but then he settled into it. He sucked her until she was rock hard, and then she turned him over and fucked him against the back of her long purple couch. The man screamed and clutched at the couch, taking all eleven of her inches, and then he fell to the ground once she was finished with him. He wasn’t able to look us in the eyes as he scrambled out of the room.

It was fifteen minutes later when Agis came in to relieve Sabas of his duties. “I’ll take you to your room,” he said. He showed Sabas down the long maze of corridors, until they were at a large open room with a patio and three big windows. “This is my room?” Sabas said, shocked. It was ten times larger than his old apartment.

“The queen will treat you well if you’re loyal to her,” Agis said. “We’re all family here. It’s been this way since she took the throne ten years ago.”

Agis smiled and nodded his head. He had a grey beard and old eyes; he’d been with the Royal Guard for possibly longer than anyone else. He’d lived through a few wars and many queens—and Sabas could tell that he liked Kali more than any of her predecessors.

“I’ll be loyal. I promise,” said Sabas, nodding his head, and then he was left alone. He took off his armor and he went to sit on his bed. That’s when he noticed that he had his own private bathroom, with a shower and a sink and a toilet. His jaw nearly hit the floor. At his old apartment, he shared a small bathroom with ten units.

So Sabas took a long shower in that royal temple. He cleaned his body and let the warm water relax his muscles. Then he stepped out, naked, and walked towards his bed to crash for the night, even though he was hungry. He figured he could just fill up at breakfast rather than wasting good sleeping time trying to find and prepare food.

“Bigger than I thought you would be,” said a female voice. Sabas jumped back and covered his cock with both of his hands.

Then he heard a giggle, and he noticed her sitting on his couch, perched in a catlike way with a feline smile on her face. Oria was in his room. Sabas was rendered mute in her presence, terrified to say anything—and not sure if he was allowed to say anything.

“Don’t be scared of me,” she said with a small wink. “You’re our newest guard. Like Agis said—we’re basically family.”

“I’m sorry you caught me like this,” Sabas said. “Please, let me put on a robe.”

“Don’t bother,” she said. “I’ve already seen you naked so what’s the point? I prefer you naked, in fact. Uncover your cock and let me see it again. Lovely! It’s so much bigger than I was expecting. And it’s so thick. It must feel so good. Do girls tell you it feels so good, Sabas?”

“I—I’m sorry, Princess Oria. I’m afraid I’m a bit confused at the moment.”

“Don’t be,” she said. “Just please do me a favor and relax. You don’t need to be afraid of me. I’m not going to hurt you. See? I don’t even have a weapon.”

“Should I put on a robe?” Sabas asked.

“Stop with the robe talk! I told you that I don’t want you in a robe. I want to be able to see your whole body. You’ve heard stories of me, no doubt? I have a bit of a reputation—though I assure you most of the stories are false or exaggerated. I’m actually very sweet. But what can I say? I like boys—especially big boys, like you.”

Sabas just nodded his head with an awkward smile on his face. He desperately wanted to cover his cock, but he didn’t want to offend her somehow.

“Not much of a talker, huh?” she said, rolling her eyes. She hopped down from the couch and walked over to him with her soft gait. She put her hands on his shoulders and looked down at his cock before looking up into his eyes. “You’re here because of me,” she said.

“What do you mean?” Sabas asked.

“I put in a good word for you,” she said. “When that poor guard was killed by lightning last night, there were a lot of names being thrown around for his replacement. But I pulled some strings. General Ceas is a good friend of mine, after all.” Then she reached down and gently brushed Sabas’s cock with her long, cute finger. She giggled.

“Why?” Sabas said. “Why me?”

“Because you seem smarter than the other guards,” she said, turning away from Sabas. She walked around the room and went to the window to look out at the town. “So many guards in this town have bricks from brains—but I guess that can be a good thing. Loyalty is just another word for stupidity, after all, and guards have to be loyal. But you—you’re a wonderful guard, but you aren’t cut out to be a guard.”

“I don’t understand,” Sabas said.

“Then I’ll be more blunt. I want you to kill the queen for me.”

“What?” Sabas said, suddenly out of breath. Was she messing with him? Was this a test?

She walked back over to me and put her hands back on his shoulders so she could look longingly into his eyes. “You’re my type, Sabas. I love your muscles and I love your big dick—and I like that you’re clever. You are clever, aren’t you?”

“I—I don’t know,” Sabas said.

“Well that certainly wasn’t a very clever response, but I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt. General Ceas wants to fuck me, but he’s a bit too old for me. And a few of the other guards want to fuck me too—but they’re all so dumb: bricks for brains, that’s what I call them. But you’re different. You worked your way up; those other guys were just born into this. There’s nothing more boring than a person who’s born into royalty.”

“I can’t kill the queen,” Sabas said. “I won’t do it.”

“But you must do it, to save your people, Sabas. Don’t you want to save your people?” she asked with a big grin on her face, as if she didn’t even take herself seriously.

“From what?” Sabas said.

“From Queen Kali. She’s a monster, Sabas. Everyone loves her, and everyone thinks that I’m so horrible, but I’m really not so horrible, Sabas. I’m actually a very sweet girl. You would love me.” She wrapped her arms around him and gave him a curious hug. “I’m basically a doll. And I’m so warm and soft. Don’t I feel so warm and soft, Sabas? Ah—you’re too clever for that. So maybe I’m trying to seduce you just a little bit to get my way, but my motives are good, Sabas. And I really hate to dump this on you so suddenly. You must be so scared—you certainly look scared. Am I scary? I don’t scare you, do I?” She pouted her lips and made her eyes big, staring into Sabas’s eyes.

“No,” Sabas said after clearing his throat.

“Because I’m not scary,” she said with a vindicated smile. “I just want what’s best for everyone. And sometimes people need tough love—that’s why so many people don’t like me; and because people think I’m crazy because I tell people I’m part cat, but that’s true. Maybe I sound crazy when I say it, but it’s true. My parents had my tail removed when I was a baby. It’s a family secret. Do you believe me, Sabas?”

But Sabas didn’t believe her, mostly because she was grinning while she said it. “I think you’re a beautiful, clever girl. And I’m going to assume that you’re joking around with me.”

“I’m not a joker, Sabas,” she said. “I’m a girl on a mission and it’s an important mission. Queen Kali needs to be stopped. On Monday morning, she will begin sacrificing girls to the gods. She will kill a girl every single day until the gods come back—and it’s been thousands of years since the gods came back. The old sacrifice trick has been tried before, as I’m sure you know. It’s insanity, but that’s what’s going to happen, starting on Monday morning. Kali thinks she’s found a way to make it work. She seems to think that if she sacrifices girls like her and I—girls with the mark of the gods—that the gods will be forced to come back. Does it sound crazy to you? Because it sounds crazy to me.”

“You’ve lost your mind!” Sabas said.

“How dare you accuse me of being a lunatic!” she snapped, suddenly looking very serious. “If Kali is dead, I become queen. If I kill her, then I will be killed by the public. So I need you to do it for me. Don’t worry, you can do it quietly, while she’s sleeping. Her bedroom guard is on my side; he will let you into her room.”

“Why won’t he do it then?” Sabas said, poking holes in her questionable plan.

“He’s not strong enough. I don’t trust him in the slightest. He’s got big muscles like you, but he’s weak-willed. I need someone with morals, who can do this for Aluria. That person is you, Sabas.”

“I won’t do it,” said Sabas defiantly, with his head held high.

“Think about it,” Princess Oria said. “And tomorrow night, you will do it—or I will find someone who will. And if you try to stop me, I’ll be sure to have you killed once I’m in power. It’s nothing personal; I like you, Sabas. But I need some of that stupidity to cement my seat on the throne. Did I say stupidity? I meant loyalty.” She giggled. “I can tell that you don’t believe me right now. Kali told me her plans herself. Her generals all know the plans too, but they won’t say anything to you. But if you want someone to tell you I’m not lying, go see Leda, and she will confirm everything.”

“Leda?” Sabas said. “The seer? I don’t believe in any of that stuff.”

“Have you ever spoken to a diviner, Sabas?”

“No—it’s all nonsense,” Sabas said, turning his head away. He’d forgotten that he was naked.

“It’s not, I assure you. And if you spend five minutes with Leda, you’ll agree with me. Go and see her, and then tomorrow night, we will complete this transition.”

“It’s not a transition, it’s a coup,” Sabas said.

She put a finger to Sabas’s lips. “Shh,” she said. “You’ll get us both killed. I have a dozen guards on my side, ready to take the throne. We just need the last piece of the puzzle to fall in place. That piece is you, Sabas. Don’t let us down. Do this for your kingdom. You can be my king, Sabas. Doesn’t that sound fun? You can pump my little hole every morning and every evening. Doesn’t that sound nice, Sabas? I promise that I haven’t made these promises to anyone else. You’re my type. I think I mentioned that already.”

“I can’t kill Kali,” Sabas said.

Oria rolled her eyes. “Think about it, and think hard. Just don’t try to stop us when we execute the operation. Got it?”

Sabas stared into her eyes. He knew he needed to warn Kali, but he wasn’t sure how to do it. He couldn’t tell any of the other guards; there was a chance that they were in on it. And if Oria found out that Sabas was tattling, would she have him killed? Was this some sort of test?

As Oria left the room, Sabas was sure that he heard her meowing, and that meow was oddly convincing. But whether or not Oria was an actual cat was the least of his concerns. Now, he had a real problem: deciding who to trust. What if Oria was telling the truth? What if Kali really was about to start sacrificing women?

Sabas understood why Oria couldn’t kill Kali herself: because she was right, the public would destroy her. But what would they do to Sabas? Could he kill Kali without people finding out it was him? And even if he could slip under the radar, could he actually carry through with killing a person? It was a moral dilemma he’d been grappling with for a long time.

He tried to get some sleep, but even though he was exhausted, he got none. And it was around 3:00 AM when he decided to give up entirely on the idea of sleeping. He got out of bed and walked over to his window. He looked down at the courtyard and thought about his options. With each passing minute, he was surer that this was a test. He was positive that Oria wouldn’t actually try to have her sister killed. Sure, they bickered, but they weren’t at the point of trying to kill each other… Or were they?

Sabas noticed a glow coming from the temple courtyard. It was an orange glow at first, and then it began to turn purple. It moved from one tree to the next. Then, Sabas was able to make out a person moving with the glow. She was holding a tall staff with a peculiar light on the tip. That tip was changing colors in a magical sort of way. The sight was mesmerizing. The woman stopped and looked up at the stars. Sabas blinked a few times before recognizing the woman. He’d seen her around the hallways of the temple before. She was the queen’s personal diviner: Leda.

Sabas was drawn to that light, and his heart was filled with a curiosity. He left his room and made his way down to the courtyard. He saw that glow from afar and approached cautiously, worried he was about to interrupt some sort of special ritual.

Leda, with her amazingly long brown hair, didn’t turn around. But she spoke. “Sabas Namurot,” she said. Sabas’s heart skipped a beat. He paused for a moment, trying to figure out how she knew it was him. Did she know his name? Did she see him looking at her from his upstairs window?

“Hi,” Sabas said.

“Tell me, Sabas. Can you feel the energies tonight?”

“I’m sorry, no,” Sabas said, taking another step towards her as her staff’s light changed to a pink color.

“That’s a pity. They’re stronger than I’ve felt them in a long time. The spirits are talking.”

Sabas fought to contain his grin. He hated occult nonsense. He especially hated that the people running the kingdom were so obsessed and swept away by it.

“What are they saying?” Sabas asked with a cheeky grin on his face.

“They’re telling me that you have a big decision to make,” she said. She finally turned around, revealing her soft, young face. She had beautiful, exotic eyes, and an adorable little sloped nose.

“No kidding,” Sabas said, knowing that most people had big decisions on their minds, most of the time. It was an easy guess. “How did you know I was behind you?”

She laughed. “You don’t believe in the godly energies, do you, Sabas?”

“I don’t, I’ll be honest,” said Sabas. “Though I would like to know how your fire keeps changing colors like that.”

“It’s not fire,” she said. “And if I told you, you wouldn’t believe me.” Her grin was bigger than Sabas’s grin.

“I’ll keep an open mind,” he said.

“Look up at the stars,” said Leda, without looking up herself. Now, she was watching the newest member of the Royal Guard as he turned to look at the shining dots in the sky.

“Alright,” said Sabas. “Now what?”

“Feel the warmth of each star. Try to tell me which star in particular feels the warmest to you.”

Sabas wasn’t able to stop himself from rolling his eyes. He took a deep breath and played along.

“Try closing your eyes,” said Leda, so Sabas closed his eyes. He waited and he really did try to keep somewhat of an open mind. Then he felt a bit of heat, and that heat grew stronger and stronger. He opened his eyes and turned to look at the Pleiades star cluster. Now, that warmth was really strong. Was this some sort of mental game? “Those ones,” he said.

“So you can feel the energies,” said Leda with a big smile on her face.

“It’s the stars of the Pleiades,” she said. “They’re giving my staff energy tonight. They’re talking to me.”

“The gods?” said Sabas, still not buying the nonsense. But he was doing a good job of being polite; better than usual, anyway.

She nodded her head.

“And they’re supposed to know everything, right?” asked Sabas.

“They know a lot more than us,” she said.

“Ask them what I’m supposed to do,” Sabas said.

“About what?” asked Leda, narrowing her eyes. She had a grin on her face, almost as if she knew exactly what Sabas was referring to. But how could Sabas say it? How could he tell Leda, the queen’s personal diviner, without dooming himself?

“What I’m supposed to do,” said Sabas. “It’s a private matter.”

“I can’t ask them if you don’t tell me what to ask, Sabas.”

“Okay, fine,” said Sabas, starting to feel frustrated. “Ask them if the mark of the gods is real—if it actually has anything to do with the gods.”

Leda smiled. “You don’t have to ask the gods that. I can tell you the answer: it’s real. Women born with the mark have male genitalia, but you already knew that. Men are harder to identify.”

“So what does that mean then?” asked Sabas. “If a girl has a dick, she’s part god?”

“Sort of,” said Leda. “She has the mark of the gods. It means that she has the blood of the gods inside of her—though girls can have the blood without having the mark. The mark is just an easy way for us in this realm to distinguish.”

“So you’re telling me there are girls walking around with cocks? I’m supposed to believe that? I mean—I saw Kali, and Oria told me she had one. They’re sisters. Maybe that’s a weird genetic thing, sure, but what about other girls? How many of these girls are there?”

“Tons,” said Leda with a warm, patient smile. “I have the mark. Lots of girls have the mark. The gods were last here over a thousand years ago—that’s many generations. I would say a quarter of the population has the mark. If you can feel the energy of the Pleiades, you might just have the mark too.”

“Wait,” said Sabas. “You have the mark?”

Leda nodded her head. Then she took her long skirt and rolled it up, exposing her small, flaccid cock. She wasn’t wearing panties under that skirt. She giggled. “Why do you look so shocked?”

Sabas cleared his throat. “So what about Kali?”

“She has it too,” said Leda.

“No,” said Sabas. “Is she really going to…”

“Going to what?”

“Kill innocent women?” asked Sabas.

“Is that what you want to ask the gods?” said Leda, suddenly looking very concerned. That grin was gone. Her eyes were narrowed. Did she know about the plan? Was she in on it?

“It was just something I heard,” said Sabas. “I just want to know. Please don’t tell her I came to you about this. Please—they’ll have me killed.”

“Your secret is safe with me, as long as you’re willing to surrender yourself to the energies.”

Sabas shook his head quickly. “Whatever. Just tell me.”

Leda smiled. She looked up at the stars and held up her staff. There was a long silence as she closed her eyes and hummed gently. Sabas suddenly felt stupid for spilling his secret to a crazed woman. Now, he was already feeling doomed. She was definitely going to tell on him. There was no way she could keep her mouth shut, especially if tattling would make her seem more ‘magical’.

Then suddenly, her staff became bright. Her body began to glow and for a few seconds, she floated off of the ground. She let out a whimper and then she was taken back down to her feet.

Leda opened her eyes and looked at Sabas. She blinked a few times, and then she smiled. She walked over to him and put her hands on his chest. She rubbed gently and then she began to lift off his shirt. “What are you doing, Leda?” he asked.

“If you want your answer, I can give it to you—not with words.”

“Then with what?” he said as she pulled his shirt off and went down for his pants. He tensed up and looked at her hands awkwardly.

“Humans share limited information through speech,” she said. “But sometimes we need to share energies. I can’t tell you everything they just told me, but I can pass it all on to you.”

“O—Okay,” he said. Then she pulled his belt away and tugged his pants so they fell down, leaving him awkwardly naked in the temple courtyard. He looked up at the windows, terrified someone was watching. There were guards in that courtyard when Sabas arrived, but now, they were nowhere to be seen. “What are you doing?”

“Don’t worry, Sabas. We’re alone. Relax. Time has paused for now.”

Sabas was confused and he was starting to feel scared. Leda clutched his cock and squeezed him firmly. She pulled and made him whimper. Then she shimmied out of her skirt and top, letting all her clothes fall to the ground. She stepped up to him and wrapped herself around him, pressing her small cock against his large one. She began to gently thrust herself against his body, moaning gently. Her eyes were closed and her body was warm. Sabas looked around again, confused as to where the distant guards went. Then, he felt a surge of warm energy coming from Leda’s body. He put her hands on her skin. Then he looked down at her small cock, which was now erect and pressed hard against his body. It was so small. He reached down and grabbed it with his fist, making it disappear from view. He clenched it tight and massaged it. She moaned.

Another rush of energy surged through him. Then, a pink glow engulfed them together. It swirled around, making Sabas pause. His heart was racing now. He felt euphoric, but worried. Though that worry was going away. His cares were all being swept away. He suddenly felt more hands on him—four hands, six hands, eight hands. He looked down and saw the glowing hands of many women. They caressed him and then they floated him down to the warm courtyard ground, placing him flat on his stomach. Leda mounted him from behind. A pair of hands rubbed his back and another pried his butt cheeks apart. Then Leda pushed her four inches into his body. He clenched hard and she moaned. Her nails dug into his back and she spoke in one of the ancient languages.

Sabas felt a strange surge of energy. Leda began to fuck him, thrusting quickly, slapping her pelvis against his ass. He’d never been penetrated before, but it felt kind of nice. Her cock was small and easy to handle, but just long enough that it was pleasant.

Then, he closed his eyes. His mind began to fill with images: pleasant images at first, of beautiful women, naked, most with cocks, some with plump, wet pussies. They were smiling—at first. And then there was a darkness. The girls were suddenly bloodied and screaming. There was thunder crashing overhead and then Sabas saw the body of a young woman, split in two by some large blade.

Sabas gasped and opened his eyes. Then, he felt Leda again, fucking him like a bunny from behind: fast thrusts with the stiffest four inches in Aluria.

That cock went in and out and in and out, and then Leda moaned with a fiery moan, and she came, spurting big globs of cum deep into Sabas’s asshole. He gasped and she pushed in as deep as she could with the few inches she had. Sabas grabbed two handfuls of trimmed grass, and then the mystic pulled out of him.

She helped him to his feet and looked into his eyes. Now, her eyes were glowing. She had a smile on her face. “Did you get your answers?”

Sabas was too afraid to respond. He had no idea what had just happened. He didn’t know if he liked it or if it was going to fuel his nightmares for the next three months. “I have to go,” he said. “Please don’t tell Queen Kali about our meeting.”

“I won’t,” said Leda. Sabas rushed off, back to his room. And he was just starting to calm down, fifteen minutes later, when there was a knock at his door. It was Agis. “Are you ready for your shift, Sabas? I’d like to relieve the other guard for the night.”

“O—Okay,” said Sabas. He grabbed his armor and his sword and he rushed to follow Agis down the hallways to Queen Kali’s chambers. He was led to his usual post. Then Agis motioned to the other guards. “You’re relieved for the night.”

“So soon?” said the guard at the dining room door.

“The other guards are on their way,” said Agis, with a suspicious look on his face. So the guards followed him out. The bedroom guard stopped and looked into Sabas’s eyes, as if he had something to say. He looked back at the bedroom door. Then he whispered, “It’s unlocked.” Sabas felt his face turning white, and then the room was empty. He was in the only guard in the whole space. Was it a test? Was this his chance to take Kali out for Oria.

Sabas tried to swallow the lump in his throat. He squirmed and began to sweat, even though the night had cooled off. He took a deep breath. No new guards were coming. Maybe Agis was in on the scheme. Maybe they were all waiting for Sabas to go through with the plan.

Sabas remembered what he saw with Leda: the dead and dying girls, bloodied and dismembered. It was a horrible sight, and Sabas wouldn’t be able to live with himself if that nightmare became a reality. He stepped towards Kali’s bedroom door. He took a deep breath and took another few steps. He looked around, ensuring the room was indeed empty. Then he checked his sword, to make sure it was ready to be used.

He reached for the handle and carefully turned it. It actually turned. He pushed it gently and watched as her large bedroom appeared. He took a step into the room. His heart raced faster than ever before. He saw the lump under the covers: Kali’s body. He approached it slowly. He wrapped his fingers around the handle of his sword. He approached that body one step at a time. Finally, he could make out her sleeping face and her long dark hair. She looked so peaceful and so harmless now. He took another step closer and paused for a long moment. Was this a test? Was Oria meant to be the true queen of Aluria?

He grabbed his sword, and then he chickened out. He couldn’t do it. This was none of his business. He was hired to protect Kali and that’s what he was going to do. He put his sword back and took a few steps back.

Then she spoke. “Where are you going?” she said.

Sabas froze. A cold horror washed over his body. He was too afraid to look back at her, so she could see his face. He tried to think of a good excuse, but now, his mind was blank.

“Well? Did you come in to rape me, guard?” she said, sounding angry.

“No,” he said softly. “I was just, uh, checking on you. I heard a noise in the room and wanted to make sure you were safe.”

“You came in to rape me and you lost the courage!” she said, sitting up. “Turn to me, guard! Don’t be a coward.”

Sabas bit hard on his tongue and turned slowly to face his queen. “I was just checking on you, your majesty.”

“You came in to rape me. Well do it then. Rape me. Put your sword to my throat and have your way with me.”

“Your majesty, please…” Sabas said, trying to calm his racing nerves.

“Fuck me, guard. Don’t just stand there.”

“I won’t do it,” said Sabas. “I’m here to protect you and I’m going to protect you.”

“Are you? As a guard, sure—guards are hired to protect me. But as a citizen of this kingdom, it’s your duty to serve me,” she said, waving me off.

“I am serving you,” said Sabas softly and nervously. Maybe this was his chance to kill her. At this point, he was sure that he would be dead either way. But maybe there would be a small chance of survival if he stuck his sword into her heart and then slipped away before the other guards came back. He could make some sort of deal with Oria to get protection until the heat blew over.

“If you were serving me, you would do as I say,” she said. “And I believe I told you to rape me.”

“I just won’t,” said Sabas.

She slipped out from her bed. She was wearing black lace, tight against her skin. Her thighs were beautiful and plump. Her ass was perky and perfect. Her breasts were pushed up by her tight outfit, and her nipples were fat and erect. “Don’t you want to fuck me, guard?”

“No, your majesty.”

“Why not? Am I not beautiful enough for you?” She got close to Sabas’s face. Now, he could smell her expensive and exclusive perfume. His head was spinning.

“You’re very beautiful,” said Sabas.

“Then what’s wrong? Do you not like that I have a giant cock? Would you prefer a woman with a pussy, guard?”

“No, your majesty,” said Sabas.

“Then what’s the problem? Why won’t you fuck me?” She reached down and clutched his package, making him gasp. “I recognize you,” she said, beginning to massage his meat. “You watched me fuck those girls and that boy earlier. You liked watching. The other guards looked away, but you watched.” She smirked. “Give me your hand.”

So Sabas gave her his hand. She brought it between her thighs, pressing the palm of his hand against her giant bulge. “Massage me, guard. Serve me. I’m your queen.” So Sabas gently massaged her large cock. He could feel it, wrapped in her lingerie, tucked and bulging, already half erect as her arousal reached impossible limits. She gently thrusted herself into his hand and moaned. “Don’t stop, guard.” There was something wrong with her—something possessing her.

She moaned louder. She pulled down her lingerie top, letting her breasts spill out. Then she made Sabas fondle her with his free hand. “Pull on my nipples, guard,” she moaned. So he followed the order. His heart was still racing, and his gut was nauseous with confusion. He could feel her insane girth now, throbbing in his hand. Her cock was trying to rip out from her lingerie. She decided to pull it out, stretching her lace around her shaft so her cock could be free. She moaned again. “Pump me,” she said.

So Sabas pumped her, staring into her eyes. He was trying to figure out how this would end. Surely it would end with his head removed from his body…

“Stop!” she said suddenly. She stared into Sabas’s eyes as he stood motionless. He looked down and saw her towering erection, out from her lingerie.

She took a few deep breaths, like a runner recovering from a big race.

“Come with me,” she said with darkness in her eyes.

Sabas stood still for a moment, watching as his queen turned away from him and walked to a large bookshelf.

“Are you coming or not, guard?!” she snapped suddenly, making Sabas jump. So he walked to that bookshelf with her, ready to see the book she was going to show him. But she wasn’t showing him a book—she was showing him something much different. She pulled out a fake book from the shelf, unlocking a door to Sabas’s right. “Nobody knows about this but me,” she said. She opened the door and then motioned for Sabas to follow her, so he did. They went down a long stairway, deep into the middle of the large temple. At the bottom of the stairs, she lit a torch using a piece of flint on the wall. The sudden spark made Sabas flinch. He was more on edge than ever, not sure what his fate was going to be.

“I really was just checking on you, your majesty,” he decided to say again, but she ignored him. She led him to a large space. She walked through the space, using her torch to light more torches. And with each torch, more of the room was revealed. At first, Sabas thought he was seeing a torture chamber. Then, he realized it wasn’t torture equipment: it was kinky sex equipment: sex chairs and beds and sofas, leather harnesses, straps, and masks, large handmade cocks, attached to curious mechanical devices. There was a particularly chilling table with straps and a device to stretch the user’s legs wide apart, like something they would use to keep a crazed pregnant woman still during childbirth.

“What is this place?” Sabas asked cautiously.

“It’s my special place,” she said. “Just for me—and for you, if you’ll admit to me that you wanted to fuck me.”

“I—I think you’re very beautiful, Queen Kali, but I really was just…”

“Checking on me,” said Kali, waving Sabas off while shaking her head. “It’s fine, guard. I’m not much for being on bottom anyway. And I have a feeling you aren’t much for being on top. Do you want me to tell General Ceas that you were trying to rape me, guard?”

“No! I wasn’t trying to rape you! And I—I don’t want you to tell General Ceas about this at all—please. I’m new to my post, and I’m still learning the ropes.”

“I won’t tell him anything if you will stretch yourself across my table here,” she said as she walked over to a new table: long and black, with ropes tied to the corners. “Well? Make your choice. You have ten seconds, guard.”

So Sabas suddenly scrambled. He ran over to the table and bent over it. His heart was racing. Everything was happening so fast. Something truly had possessed Queen Kali. This wasn’t the woman he thought she was. Sure, he’d never spoken to her, and he’d never been very close to her—but she had a reputation, in public and in the kingdom, for being a wonderful, sweet woman. Now, she was a complete whore, unsatisfied no matter what she did.

She came up behind him and clutched his sides. She unclipped his armor without much effort and let the whole bottom piece fall to the floor. Then she pulled away his belt and slipped down his pants. Sabas gasped, trying to prepare himself. He’d seen her cock: eleven inches long and ten inches of girth: an impossible slab of heavy meat. When Leda had her small four-incher inside of him, he felt full—so how was he going to handle almost triple that?

He bit down on his tongue. Kali moaned loudly spreading his cheeks wide as she dropped to her knees and tongued his hole. “This is all for you,” she said, but Sabas wasn’t sure what she was talking about. Was she talking about the dungeon? She stood back up and tied his wrists with the ropes. She pulled a crank, making him wince in pain as his body stretched wide. She tied his ankles and he didn’t put up any fight, not wanting to anger his queen any more than he already had.

She spanked his ass with a long leather whip. It hurt and made him gasp. She did it again and then she did it again. She giggled as she tied a leather strip around his cock, which was erect. The strap felt uncomfortable, and that was probably the intention.

Then, she came up behind him. She slid her long, warm erection between his butt cheeks. She thrusted a few times, giving him a tease of what to expect. She laughed and spanked him again before running her long nails down his back. “All of this is yours, guard,” she said again, and Sabas was still confused.

She penetrated him, making him gasp. She pushed deep, making him scream. She groaned as he tried to squirm free. He tried to clench, but her steel rod of a cock didn’t care if he clenched or not. She pushed deeper and deeper, until he could feel her inside of him everywhere—in his bum, in his gut, and even in his chest. She was throbbing mightily. Her hands were strangely gentle as they caressed him, while her cock was intense and intimidating.

When she started to pump, Sabas went limp. He couldn’t handle her big cock. It was just too much. It wasn’t the pain that bothered him—there hardly was any pain. It was just the feeling of fullness, and the stretching—and Kali’s overwhelming aura, and her intimidating presence. Sabas folded beneath her. She pumped him the same way she pumped all of those girls, and that poor young man. And how was it possible? How could she ejaculate so many times in a single day? How could she keep getting aroused? It must have been that strange storm. Maybe it really was the gods…

Finally, she pulled out, leaving him with an emptiness inside of him. He was finally able to breathe in fully, just as she began to spray him with her thick royal cum. “Oh God,” she moaned loudly as she spurted shot after shot onto his back. She squeezed her cock firmly with her fist and pumped fast, until she was drained and he was coated.

Then she threw a towel at him. “I like blowjobs,” she said. “And you, my pet, will give them to me whenever I please.” She smiled. “Aren’t you excited?”

He looked at her, feeling like he was looking at a complete stranger. “Yes, your majesty,” he said.

“All of this, and my big, hard cock—it’s all for you. All I ask for in return is your loyalty. Do you understand?”

“Yes, your majesty,” he said again.

She smiled and took a deep breath in. She clenched her cock and squeezed one last drop out. It splattered on the floor. “You’d better get back to your post before your supervisor finds you here,” she said.

So Sabas scurried back to his post. His heart was racing. He was desperately trying to figure out if the last ten minutes were real, or if they were just a hallucination brought on by exhaustion. He had no idea. Nothing seemed real anymore. Maybe he should have kept his old job and turned down the promotion.

New guards showed up. One of the guards gave Sabas a look: a wide-eyed mix of concern and eagerness. There was a dreadful silence in the room. Agis, before he left, looked at Sabas with that same look. It almost seemed like his eyes were asking, ‘Did you do it?’ Sabas was trembling all over. His heart was racing. He felt like he was going to throw up.

And that silence continued as the sun slowly came up. It was a long few hours before there was a rustling sound. The guards perked up as Kali moved from her bed to the door. And then that one guard looked at Sabas when Kali entered the room. Now, his eyes were narrowed and he looked frustrated. He stared at Sabas, intimidating him. He was obviously on Oria’s team.

Sabas looked away. He knew that he wasn’t going to make everyone happy with his decision. But it was his job to protect his queen; he couldn’t just kill her because someone told him she was secretly planning something terrible.

Kali walked to her patio. She stepped out into the sun, and then she walked to the banister. She looked down at the courtyard as the gentle breeze made her flowy white robe dance. She was still, enjoying the beautiful weather. Then, that guard moved from his post. He took a few silent steps towards the queen. He looked back at Sabas with that narrow-eyed gaze, as if to say, ‘This is what you were supposed to do.’ He took out his sword and took another few steps.

The other guards pretended not to notice—or maybe they didn’t notice. They were looking away, at doors, at the floor, and at the warm sunrise. But Sabas noticed and he couldn’t allow it to happen. He took out his sword and charged. “Watch out, my queen!” he shouted. Kali turned around just as the rogue guard raised his blade. She screamed and jumped to the side, dodging his attempted strike at her head. Before he could get another swing, Sabas was behind him, piercing his own blade through the man’s back.

The guard screamed out and became tense all over as Sabas pushed the blade through the man’s heart. Sabas had never killed a man before, and he didn’t think he would actually be able to do it. But now, the guard was turning white and going limp. The weight of his lifeless body made it difficult to clutch that blade, so Sabas let it fall to the ground with the corpse.

Kali was wide-eyed and panting, cowering in the corner as the other guards rushed in. Sabas wasn’t sure who was good and who was bad, so he scrambled to pull his sword from that body. As the other guards rushed in, Sabas turned around and swung his sword, making the guards recoil. One screamed as the blade skimmed his armor. “What are you doing, you lunatic!” the guard screamed.

“Get away from her! Leave the queen alone! You will die before you touch her with your steel!”

The guards stared at Sabas, perplexed and amazed. One checked on the dead guard and confirmed that he was indeed deceased. The others put their swords away. “Relax, Sabas,” said the older of the group. “You can relax. You did a good thing. You saved the queen’s life!”

Sabas looked at their faces, still clutching his sword. More guards came into the room. There was a great commotion as the situation was explained. And at the end of the commotion, Sabas decided to risk his life by outing the coup. “Oria told me about the plot to kill the queen,” he said to Kali. “She asked me to do it, but I refused. She told me that General Ceas was in on the plan, and I suspect General Agis is with them as well. I don’t know who else, but I’m certain there are more of them.”

Kali looked at Sabas with amazement in her eyes. She shook her head slowly. “You’re an amazing person. What’s your name?”

“Sabas Namurot,” he said.

“May the gods bless you for eternity, Sabas Namurot,” she said. Then she turned to her generals, who had flooded the room since Sabas started his confessions. Agis and Ceas were among them. She pointed them out. “Arrest those men, and arrest my sister. Have them brought to the town square and wake the executioner.”

“For what!?” screamed General Ceas.

“You know damn well what, traitor!” Queen Kali snapped. And then there was a great commotion as the guards wrestled the generals. Sabas also pointed out the bedroom guard to Kali, so he was brought to the town square as well.

And Sabas was on the stage next to the chopping block as they killed the traitors in front of the townspeople. General Ceas was the first to go, then Agis, then the guard. Finally, Oria was brought onto the stage. She had a look of horror on her beautiful face. She looked around frantically, and then she eyed Sabas. She paused and shook her head slowly. “You have no idea what you’ve done, Sabas,” she said softly.

Sabas felt a rush of cold in his body. He stared into her catlike eyes and then he looked away, unable to watch her as they wrestled her down onto the chopping block. She kept looking at Sabas until the life was sliced from her body. The town celebrated, though some people looked too shocked to be happy. Kali announced the attempted coup, but she didn’t mention what Oria had told Sabas, about a possible plan to begin sacrificing women to bring the gods back to Aluria. Was it true, or was it just Oria trying to manipulate guards into joining her revolution? Sabas had no idea—and it wasn’t his job to make guesses.

It was his job to protect the queen, so that’s what he was going to do.

The town celebrated, but the celebrations were cut short when one of the gate guards came running up, shouting, “There’s a messenger here from the north! He has an important message to give to the queen!”

A young man was following the guard with a sly smile on his face.


CHAPTER II

The young man was brought to Queen Kali’s private meeting room. Kali’s remaining generals stood next to her as the young man was shown a seat. He was smiling confidently, with his short hair slicked back. He was a small guy, with soft features and big eyes. He had feminine mannerisms, like in the way he sat with his legs crossed, thigh over thigh—or with the way he pushed his back straight and his head tilted high.

Kali looked like a different person—like the person she normally was—suddenly calm and collected, smiling and looking pretty. She stared into the young man’s eyes with patience before saying, “What are you here for? What does Goleah need to say to Aluria?”

“I love what you’ve done with the place here,” the young man said, looking around. His voice was soft and strangely feminine. Sabas wondered for a moment if he was actually a girl dressed like a boy, or if he was just very girly.

“Thank you, messenger, but I would like it if you got right to the point. I have a busy schedule,” Kali said, still looking patient.

“I’ve always admired that about you, Queen Kali. You always get right to the point,” said the messenger happily.

Kali nodded her head, starting to lose her patience. “Perhaps you can talk to one of my generals and I’ll have him pass your message onto me,” Kali said.

“No, no,” said the messenger. “I’ve been asked to talk to you directly. It’s quite important.” The messenger was perked up now, but he still had that oblivious smile on his face.

“If it’s so important, why are we beating around the bush, Syren?” Kali said, pressing her lips thin, still holding onto that smile.

“Okay, okay,” said the messenger, whose name was apparently Syren. “So you know about the drought in the north, surely. It’s been ravaging our land for months now, and we’re running desperately low on food. And look, you have to admit that the Goleans have been great with Aluria since the war. We really haven’t asked for much, and we’ve minded our own business for the most part.”

“You’ve been okay,” said Kali. “Though I’ve received reports of militias forming along your southern border. Can you tell me more about those?” Kali leaned forward and widened her eyes.

“Militias?” Syren asked with a small laugh. “I’ve heard nothing of any militias. But you know how some people are. Sure—some Goleans are still a bit upset about the land Aluria took after the war. You know how Goleans can be. But I’ve heard nothing about any militia.” Syren was a smooth talker, and he was doing a good job of keeping his cool. He was almost too cool, making him appear suspicious. Sabas could tell that Syren knew something about the militias Kali was referring to—and Kali probably could see it too.

“So what do you want?” Queen Kali asked.

“It’s not what I want,” said Syren. “Please remember that I’m just a messenger.”

“Syren, get to the point!” Queen Kali suddenly snapped, but she managed to recover quickly, smiling again as she settled into her seat.

“My queen, Queen Ilyra, queen of Goleah, is asking for one-hundred tons of food supplies to help Goleah survive the ongoing drought.”

“One-hundred tons?” said Kali, narrowing her eyes. “That’s insane. That’s almost half of our own reserve.”

“Right,” said Syren. “But people are starting to die up north. And like I said—we’ve all been so good to Aluria since the war. And believe me—most Goleans wish the war would have never happened. We like Alurians. I think this could be a great chance to heal some of the tensions between our two nations.” Syren made a big smile.

“You think?” Kali said. “Or is that what Ilyra thinks? What were you sent to say to me, Syren?”

“I’m paraphrasing for everyone’s sake,” said Syren, starting to look nervous.

Sabas stared for a long time at the young man. He was a sly character. Sabas couldn’t be sure what he was getting at.

“Tell me what Ilyra told you to tell me, in her exact words,” said Queen Kali, no longer with a smile on her face.

“You know that Queen Ilyra can be a bit blunt with her words—but she’s a nice girl. She’s got a great heart, and her intentions are always good—usually good.” Syren smiled big before biting his bottom lip.

“Syren,” said Kali.

“Okay, fine. So she told me to tell you that she’s demanding one-hundred tons of food supplies, or there will be military action at your northern border.”

“So she’s not giving me a choice, is she?” said Queen Kali.

“Like I said, she’s blunt with her words, but she’s well-intentioned. She just cares about her people, Queen Kali. You understand that. People are dying from hunger. You can help us.”

“Is that all Ilyra told you to say?” asked Kali, no longer looking impressed or patient.

There was a long silence. “More or less,” said Syren.

“Then go back to Goleah and tell your queen that she can have none of Aluria’s food reserves. The drought is moving south and I have to protect my own people.”

Syren’s face was white now. He opened his mouth to speak but he just stuttered. He thought for a moment before shaking his head. “Let’s make a deal. You don’t want military action, do you? We certainly don’t want military action. It’s the last thing anyone in Goleah wants. So let’s just make a deal: 50 tones of food. It doesn’t even have to be great food. I mean—50 tons of bread will be fine. Maybe a bit of meat. Give us something so we can make it through this drought. Throw Queen Ilyra a bone.”

“Be gone, messenger,” said Kali, waving Syren off. “Go tell your queen what I said, and let that be that. If you want to attack our border, just know that our troops will be ready. If you want to start another war, so be it. We will win decisively.”

“Queen Kali, please,” said Syren, but Kali waved him off.

“Be gone.”

And the guards sent the young man away. Kali waited a minute before standing up and throwing her arms in the air. “Military action!?” she said. “I should have seen it coming!”

Kali ordered all of her generals into the room for a meeting. The room was packed within ten minutes. Kali couldn’t sit now. Instead, she paced back and forth, shaking her head. “How big is their army now?” she asked.

“Big,” said one of her generals. “All Goleans adult males are required to serve, and their population has nearly doubled over the past fifteen years.”

“But what about the drought?” asked Queen Kali.

“It’s killed a few hundred people, mostly elderly people. Their army is still very dangerous. Avoiding a conflict is in our best interest.”

“Do they have more men than us?” Kali asked.

“No, your majesty. But they have many men, and a war would be devastating to both kingdoms.”

“We can’t send them food. It would make us look weak. And if we send them food once, how much more will Ilyra ask for? We can’t appear weak. We need to send a firm message: they are on their own. Consider it punishment for starting the war in the first place.” She shook her head and then she sat down. She looked around the room and then her gaze landed on Sabas. “You,” she said.

“Me?” Sabas asked, perking up.

“Yes, you,” she said. “I want you to lead the messenger back to Goleah. Take three other guards with you. Make sure Syren delivers the correct message, not one of his wishy-washy attempts at being diplomatic. Got it?”

“Yes, your majesty,” said Sabas with a fluttering heart. It was a big task, and a dangerous one. Was he really going to stand in front of the Golean queen while the messenger told her the bad news? What would stop an angry Queen Ilyra from having Sabas and the other guards killed? “But surely this is a task better suited to a member of your army?”

“I need every active member of our military at the northern border,” Kali said, still staring into Sabas’s eyes. “And I need someone there who I can trust without a doubt.”

Sabas’s stomach turned. He tried to swallow the lump in his throat, but it wouldn’t go down. So he just shook his head.

Moments later, he was being swept away. One of the generals took him to a room at the far end of the temple where Syren, the Golean messenger, was waiting. Three other guards came into the room, standing behind Sabas, waiting for his orders. And it was a minute before Sabas even realized they were waiting on his command. He’d never been in charge of anyone before. He stuttered and forced an awkward smile before one of the guards said, “Should we put him in restraints?”

“Who?” Sabas asked. His head was still spinning.

“The messenger,” the guard said with a narrowed gaze.

“Oh,” said Sabas. He looked over at Syren. “No. He’s just a messenger. Why would we restrain him? Or should we restrain him?” Sabas wasn’t sure anymore. Would he try to run away? And if so—why? “No,” Sabas said, more firmly this time. “He’s fine.” He looked at Syren. “You won’t try to do anything, will you?”

“No,” said Syren.

“Okay. Well then, uh, let’s get going. How far is it to Goleah?”

There was a long silence. Then, Syren said, “It’s a three-day hike—two sleeps.”

“So we’ll need supplies. Uh, you—what’s your name?” He looked at a guard.

“Nyus,” said the guard.

“Nyus—go and get the gear for us to camp with. And you—what’s your name? Go get us enough food for the roundtrip.”

“Yes, sir,” said the guards, and Sabas almost cracked a grin. He wasn’t just in charge of regular guards—these were Royal Guards. These were some of the toughest and most respected men in the whole kingdom of Aluria.

They worked quickly. Within twenty minutes, they were back in the room with all of the supplies. They took a few minutes to divide everything evenly so they could carry it all effectively, and then they set off to escort the messenger back to Goleah.

Sabas had only left the city a few times in his life, back when he was a kid. Since becoming a guard at the age of 15, he hadn’t been outside of those city walls. Now, the trees seemed so much bigger and the forest seemed so much more expansive. He looked at a map and was instantly overwhelmed by how far they had to go to reach the Golean capital city, which wasn’t far from the Alurian border.

But Syren’s estimate wasn’t quite right, and it took Sabas a few hours to realize it. He stared at the route on the map and did some mental math before coming to his conclusion. “This will take at least six days,” he said. “And then six days back. How on earth did you make this journey in two sleeps? It’s impossible.” The route went all the way around a massive forest, which engulfed a tall mountain.

“Like this,” Syren said, pointing his finger down on Sabas’s map before drawing a straight line between where they were and the Golean capital city.

“You went straight through the mountain?” Sabas asked.

“Why not?” said Syren with a shrug.

“Impossible,” said one of the guards. “The Skinwalkers live on that mountain. Nobody crosses that mountain alive.”

“Skinwalkers?” Sabas said, narrowing his eyes. He’d heard of the beasts in old stories, but he’d always assumed they were mythological.

“Kids’ stories,” said Syren, waving his hand and shaking his head.

“I know someone who saw one,” said the guard.

“Well I’m telling you they aren’t real,” said Syren. “I’ve made this trip fifty times before and I always go straight across. I’ve never seen a Skinwalker.”

“Remind me what a Skinwalker is,” said Sabas, readjusting his bag on his back. The weight on his shoulders was already starting to annoy him.

“It’s a wild man who can turn into an animal. They can look into your eyes and steal your soul,” said the guard with a fully serious tone.

“What do they do with it?” asked Sabas with a small laugh. It sounded like a silly child’s tale: something kids tell each other when trying to scare each other.

“They can do whatever they want with it,” the guard said. “They might destroy it, or they might put it into a worm’s body! Imagine being put into the body of a worm for the rest of your life. Or worse, into the body of a doe! Coyotes eat deer alive, slowly. Imagine being eaten alive.”

“That’s such nonsense,” said Syren, waving the guard off again. “I’m telling you; I cross this mountain every time I make this trip. It takes me three days—and the third day is short. We’ll be in Goleah by lunchtime on Thursday.”

“It’s up to you, Sabas,” said one of the guards. “You’re in charge.”

They all stopped. Sabas looked at the large mountain. It was tempting; he didn’t want to spend half the month hiking around that forest. The weather was going to turn soon, and the thought of being stuck in the cold rain, so far from home, was terrible. “We will cross the mountain,” said Sabas, pointing up at the clouded mountain’s top.

There were a couple of groans, but nobody fought Sabas on the decision. They walked for another hour before reaching a fork in the road. One direction was warm and open and inviting. The other was overgrown, looking more like a game trail than an actual path. “This is it,” said Syren. “This is the road I always take.” Though even he looked a bit nervous as he stared down the dark path.

“Then this is where we go,” said Sabas. “And we’ll all be home in six days.” And off they trekked into the dark forest, slipping off the main path. The forest became more and more dense as the path narrowed out. Sabas began to worry that he was putting too much faith into Syren: a Golean. Goleah was technically an enemy, and Syren was under no obligation to be honest with Sabas and the other guards. “You’re sure about this?” asked Sabas. The path looked like it hadn’t been walked on in years, but Syren claimed he had been down that path earlier that day.

“This is right,” said Syren, still looking a bit nervous.

They walked for another few hours. Sabas looked at the map and thought about turning back—but he didn’t want to look scared. He took a deep breath and decided they were beyond the point of no return.

It was dark when they stopped. One guard worked to make a fire while the other two put up a shelter for everyone to sleep under. Sabas sat off to the side, closely inspecting the map, trying to figure out how far they’d gone up that mountain. The air was already thinner, but it was impossible to know where they were because the trees were so dense. He couldn’t see down the mountain or up it, but he could see that they had a steep morning ahead of them.

They cooked lots of food—probably too much food, eating into their six-day supply. Sabas looked into the bags and saw that they definitely didn’t have enough food to make it eleven days, so they were committed to that sketch mountain path.

The guards were all tired and crashed quickly. Sabas was starting to fall asleep when he noticed Syren slipping out from their shelter. Syren tiptoed away from the guards before grabbing a stick, wrapping the end with flammable cloth, and dipping it into the fire. Where was he going that he needed a torch?

Sabas sat up quietly, not wanting to wake the guards. He didn’t want to make a big fuss if Syren was just going to take a pee in the woods. He carefully followed Syren until they were far from the camp. Syren looked like he was searching for something—or someone. Was he up to something?

Sabas got closer as Syren approached a ridge. While Syren was looking down, Sabas whispered, “What are you doing?”

Syren jumped and nearly let out a scream before covering his mouth. “You nearly scared me to death!” he said.

“Why are you over here?” Sabas asked. “What are you doing?”

“I had to use the bathroom,” said Syren, smiling confidently.

“Bullshit,” said Sabas, shaking his head. “You’re up to something. Tell me now or I’m taking you back to Queen Kali and she can do with you as she pleases.”

“Don’t do that,” said Syren.

“Then speak up, girly boy,” said Sabas. “And don’t feed me more bullshit.”

“Fine, fine,” said Syren. He took a deep breath. “The Skinwalkers your friend mentioned…”

“What about them?” asked Sabas.

“I’m looking for them,” Syren said.

“Excuse me? You told me that was all crap!”

“Well it is—I mean, I’ve always thought that it was. But I don’t know; tons of people believe in them. I’ve heard crazy stories. And—And I could use them right now.”

“Wait,” said Sabas, shaking his head. “You’ve been down this path before, right?”

Now, Syren was smiling, showing his teeth, and looking guilty.

“You bastard,” said Sabas. “You’re lucky I don’t kill you right here, right now.” He pulled out his sword and put the tip of the blade to Syren’s throat.

“Don’t do that!” said Syren. “I just need to tend to a personal matter. I’m still going to take you back to Goleah.”

“What do you want to speak to these monsters about?” asked Sabas, still holding his blade.

“I need help. It’s none of your business. Just don’t worry about it.”

“I’m making it my business,” said Sabas through clenched teeth. “Speak now, messenger, or I’ll cut your pretty boy head off.”

“You’re meaner than I thought you would be,” said Syren. He rolled his eyes and took a deep breath. “Queen Ilyra is going to have me killed. And believe it or not, I don’t want to die. But I heard that the Skinwalkers can… well—take my soul out from this body. Ilyra is going to have me killed and I don’t want to be in this body when it happens.”

“You’re talking nonsense,” said Sabas, shaking his head.

“I don’t care what you think. You’re not days away from being dead.”

“Why would your queen want you dead?”

“It’s none of your business,” said Syren, now starting to turn red in the cheeks.

“Speak, messenger—or die.”

“Fine. She caught me in her…”

“Her what?” said Sabas, again through clenched teeth.

“Her closet!” said Syren. “She caught me dressing up in her casual attire. I was wearing one of her summer dresses when she came into the room. She was furious, of course. That sort of thing is frowned upon on Goleah, you know. And I wasn’t just wearing her dress. I was wearing her shoes and her stockings and her panties—and a wig that I made myself. It didn’t help that the wig was very Alurian—with bangs.”

“Why were you wearing her clothes?” Sabas asked. Now he wasn’t angry—he was just confused.

“Because I like the way they feel. I’d done it a thousand times before, and I suppose it was just a matter of time before I was caught. And she caught me and told me to come to Aluria—to demand food, and to be convincing. My life literally depended on Queen Kali sending fifty tons of food supplies to Goleah. And—well—you know how that ended. So now I’m trying to escape death, I suppose. I will get out of this body and then I’m going to run away. It’s my only hope.”

“Just admit it,” Sabas said. “You’re trying to run away now. I caught you sneaking off.”

“No,” said Syren with his head up high. “I have nowhere to run to and I would never survive in the woods. I’m smart enough to know that. So I’m just looking for the Skinwalkers. I know they’re out here somewhere.”

“Get back to the camp and go to sleep,” said Sabas. “There will be no cavorting with monsters tonight.”

“It’s a shame, because I really thought you were a sympathetic person,” said Syren, rolling his eyes.

Sabas escorted Syren back to the camp. He didn’t end up sleeping that night. Instead, he sat next to the group and watched, all night, making sure Syren didn’t make another attempt at escaping.

He had no idea whether or not to believe the messenger. The story seemed crazy, but Syren seemed genuine—and why would he make up such an embarrassing, outrageous lie?

It was around 4:00 AM when Sabas started dozing. But he stopped himself from falling asleep. The group woke up at 6:000 AM. When they started their trek, Syren looked different. He looked lost and afraid. He no longer had that grinning confidence that he had before. He walked slowly and his gaze was lost and far away. Maybe he was telling the truth. Maybe his life really did depend on convincing Kali to send food to Aluria.

Around noon, Sabas let the guards get far enough ahead that they were out of earshot. Then, Sabas got close to Syren and said, “All that stuff about military action at the northern border—was that true?”

“I guess you will find out,” Syren said, forcing a sad smile.

“Tell me.”

“You can threaten to kill me all you want—I’m already on my way to my death.”

Sabas thought about it for a moment, and Syren was right: he really didn’t have any good reason to fess up. “Okay, well maybe I can help you. But tell me the truth.”

“How can you help me?” Syren asked, perking up, looking slightly hopeful—but not enough.

“I don’t know. Maybe I can let you sneak away in the night, before we get to Goleah tomorrow.”

“There’s no point,” said Syren. “I told you: I have nowhere to go and I won’t survive in the woods.”

“Well maybe I can help you somehow—I don’t know. Just tell me if that was true.”

“I’m not saying anything. I need every bargaining chip I can get right now,” said Syren, refusing to look Sabas in the eye.

Sabas sighed and shook his head. “And do you really think the Skinwalkers are real?”

Syren just shrugged his shoulders. At lunch, Syren refused to eat. At dinner, he refused to eat again. He wouldn’t even drink any water. He was prepared to take his secrets to the grave with him—and he probably had many secrets. Until recently, it was Syren’s job to deliver messages on behalf of the Golean Queen, Ilyra—not just to Aluria, but to all of the kingdoms. Sabas saw an opportunity. If he could find a way to help save Syren’s life, he could gain that knowledge for Aluria.

He thought about convincing him to return to Aluria, maybe Kali could make him an Alurian citizen. But how could Sabas be sure that Syren was telling Kali the truth? Maybe Syren was lying now. Maybe this was all a big act? But for what?

They set up camp and made their beds. Sabas was exhausted but he knew he couldn’t sleep that night. He knew he had to stay on guard to make sure Syren didn’t try to run away. So he stayed awake as they camped out on the edge of that massive mountain. His eyes were heavy and his vision was starting to blur. It was hard to keep track of the time, especially since the stars were being obscured by the dense treetops.

Sabas started to doze, then he heard something. It was faint: the sound of music. He perked up and looked around, feeling a bit dizzy from the exhaustion.

It was flute music, coming from deep in the forest. Sabas looked down at his fellow campers. They were still fast asleep. So Sabas was careful as he stood up. He listened for a moment before walking towards the sound. He took slow steps and listened as the music became louder and louder. He didn’t take a torch with him. Instead, he just trusted his instincts, carefully stepping over logs and roots. The music was clear now: and it sounded real. This wasn’t a dream or an exhausted hallucination.

He pushed aside the branch of a tree and then he saw a naked young woman, sitting in the light of a moonbeam. She had pale skin that glowed in the pale moonlight, and he fingers were deep in her tight pussy. She was fingering herself, moaning, and the music seemed to come from nowhere: magic. She looked into Sabas’s eyes and smiled. She kept fingering herself.

Sabas was frozen: in shock. The girl wasn’t totally normal. Her ears weren’t human: they were like the ears of a doe. And her feet were like the hooves of a doe, with fur replacing skin around her ankles. “You’re impossible—just a dream,” said Sabas from a distance.

She pulled her fingers out from her wet pussy and gently began to rub her clit. “Come and fuck me, Sabas,” she said with a soft, playful voice.

“How do you know my name?” he asked.

She just giggled. She used both of her hands to pull her pussy lips apart, showing Sabas her tight hole. “Come and fuck me.”

Sabas stared at her pussy for a moment before his eyes were drawn to her chest: her perfect, perky tits. And then he was about to look into her eyes when he remembered the stories of the Skinwalkers, which the guards had been sharing for the past two days. One of the guards said that the creatures appeared like beautiful women before stealing the souls of men. Was this girl a Skinwalker? Sabas didn’t want to risk it, so he kept his gaze away from her eyes.

“Come and fuck me,” she said again.

“I won’t,” he said. “I won’t be seduced.”

“Then why have you come to me?” she said, clutching one of her breasts and squeezing. She moaned again. She kept her legs spread wide.

“I heard your music. I came to see if you were a threat to my fellow guards.”

“I wouldn’t hurt a butterfly,” she said with a giggle.

“Stay away from my men,” Sabas said.

“I don’t want your men. I want you,” she said with a big grin. She bit her bottom lip. “Come closer to me.”

“No,” said Sabas. His skin trembled cold.

“Then I will come to you,” she said. She hopped down from her seat on the stump. She turned to her side to stretch out her back, showing off her little white doe tail. Then she skipped over to Sabas.

Sabas wanted to reach for his sword, but he was frozen, unsure of what he was supposed to do. He stared at the naked woman: her perfect body. Her little tits bounced beautifully. “You aren’t real,” he said.

“Feel me and then decide,” she said.

Sabas fought the urge to look into her eyes. But he wasn’t able to fight away the urge to touch her. He lifted up his hands slowly and she puffed out her chest, making her tits perfectly within reach. Sabas slowly put his palms onto her soft chest and he squeezed. She really did feel real. “It’s just impossible,” he said. “Are you… Are you a Skinwalker?”

She gasped in horror. “How dare you use such a derogatory term with me!” she snapped, hopping back. Sabas blushed all over and parted his lips to speak, but no words came out. “I’m a nymph,” she said. “I’m not some gross monster.”

“I’m sorry,” Sabas said.

“Is that why you won’t look into my eyes? Are you worried I’ll eat your soul—or whatever it is they say?”

Sabas shrugged his shoulders, but he continued to look down at her body.

“Look into my eyes now, Sabas. Don’t be afraid. I’m not a monster,” she said. Then she put her fingers under his chin and tilted his head up until he was looking into her eyes.

Her eyes were an amazing shade of bright blue. She smiled and giggled. “That’s better,” she said. Then she looked down at his crotch. “Now are you going to fuck me with your big cock, Sabas?”

“No,” he said, fighting away so many different urges.

“Please?” she said, reaching down and clutching his package. “I bet you’re so big—and hard. It would feel so good inside of me. I’m warm and wet and tight, Sabas. Just fuck me. I’ve been a naughty nymph.” She grinned. “I’ve been following you. You should punish me with your hard cock, Sabas.”

“Why have you been following me?” he said.

“Because you’ve been thinking about me,” she said. “I could hear you thinking about me. And tell me: am I as pretty as you were expecting? You won’t fuck me, so I assume I’m not good enough for you.”

“No, no!” said Sabas. “You’re very pretty. You’re just… You aren’t human. I don’t know you. I don’t know what you can do.”

She smiled and perked up. Her boobies bounced and she giggled. “I can do lots of stuff!” she said playfully, almost sounding like a child. “Watch this.”

She waved her hands in the air and closed her eyes. Then, a cloud of swirling pink whirled overhead. The trees around them glowed and warm air pulsed brilliantly in the forest.

She opened her eyes and giggled again. “W—What was that?” Sabas asked, worried she’d just put some sort of spell on him.

“It was just pretty lights, Sabas,” she said. “Didn’t you like it?”

“I guess so,” he said.

“Not impressed?” she said.

“I’m impressed. It’s just—It’s impossible.”

“Don’t believe in magic?” she said.

Sabas was silent. He stared into her eyes, even though he knew it was probably a bad idea.

“That’s interesting,” she said. “But I’ll change your mind. I can do all sorts of cool stuff. I’ll do something for you if you do something for me.”

“What do you want?” Sabas asked.

“I already told you. I want you to fuck me,” she said. Then she took his hand and pulled it between her legs. He felt her wet hole and her warm clit. She pressed his hand firm against her slit and made him rub. She closed her eyes and moaned. Then she pulled his hand up to her lips and she licked off her own pussy juice. “Now fuck me. Please.”

“I—I’m afraid I can’t trust you,” he said.

“Why not?” she gasped.

“I don’t know,” he said. “All those stories I heard… How can I know they aren’t true?”

“I suppose it’s just a matter of faith,” she said. “Am I not tight enough for you? Do you wish that my breasts were bigger? I can make them bigger—I know a spell for that. Or maybe you wish I had a penis, like your royalty. I know a spell for that too. I can make it big: nine inches. I’ve done it before, though it only lasts for about ten minutes. Is that what you want?”

“Yes,” Sabas said. “I mean—no.” He blushed all over. “I just—I don’t know what I want. I’m bringing a messenger back to Goleah. He told me they’re going to kill him. Is he telling the truth?”

She giggled. “I can’t see the future, Sabas. I’m not a diviner.”

“Oh,” said Sabas, blushing again.

Then the nymph reached into Sabas’s pants. She gripped his cock and made him gasp. She clutched it firmly. “Maybe I can help your friend,” she said. “Tell me his name, and tell me the name of the person who wants to kill him.”

Sabas stuttered, looking down at the nymph’s hand, which was now massaging his cock, making him erect quickly. She pumped and tugged, twisting gently and squishing softly. Sabas’s eyes nearly rolled into the back of his head as he moaned in pleasure. “Uh, his name is Syren,” he said. “And, uh, her name is Ilyra.”

“Queen Ilyra?” asked the nymph, pausing suddenly.

“Yeah. I guess so. Why?” said Sabas. And he had no idea why he was confiding in a slutty forest nymph. Was he really willing to risk his life for Syren? Syren was a complete stranger.

The nymph shook her head. “Would you like to see my magic trick?” she asked.

“O—Okay,” said Sabas.

Then the nymph waved her hand and a cloud of purple dust flashed before their eyes. Suddenly, she had a cock: a nine-inch erection, standing tall, curved in towards her belly. She giggled and grabbed it. She gently pumped it and moaned. “I’ve always wanted to try this with someone,” she said.

She took Sabas’s hand and brought it to her cock. She made him curl his fingers around it, making him stutter again. Then she giggled as he began to stroke it. “That feels nice, Sabas. Jerk me off. I’ve been a naughty nymph.” She watched his hand as he pumped her cock.

And it wasn’t long before Sabas had to drop to his knees to perform oral on the doe-girl. He couldn’t help himself. Maybe it was magic or maybe it was just her stunning beauty and willing attitude. He wanted to suck her pretty cock. He wanted to feel her throbbing tip in his mouth, pushing against his cheeks and his tongue. He wanted to taste her pre-cum. He planted his knees firmly on the forest floor and bobbed his head back and forth. He put his hands on her calves and felt her soft doe fur.

She began to gently thrust into his mouth. He liked it. He moaned and sucked harder, bobbing faster.

And then she stood him up and made him open his eyes. He looked around and saw that he was surrounded by beautiful women. Some had doe tails, some had the hooves, and some just appeared like regular women: all young and beautiful. They were all naked, all perky and tight. Some had pussies and some had cocks. Strangely, Sabas didn’t feel overwhelmed or frightened. They moved in on him and touched him, caressing him, taking turns feeling his long erection.

Some sucked his cock; some sucked his nipples. He couldn’t be sure how many of them there were. It was his original nymph who spun him around and came up behind him, pressing his long magical cock between his butt cheeks. She giggled and thrusted, teasing him by sliding up and down his crack.

“Fuck him Persephone,” said a girly voice from the group.

“He’s ready for you,” said another.

“I want him inside of me,” said another.

And suddenly, they were crowding him. He felt Persephone’s tip pressing into his hole while a girl bent over in front of him, pressing her pussy against his cock. There was hair around her hole, and he had to lift up her doe tail to see her lips and clit. Was it pubic hair or fur? The pussy sure looked human—but the hair, not so much.

Sabas was too caught up in the moment to think properly. He just allowed her to lean into him, making him penetrate her as Persephone, the original nymph, pushed into his body. He gasped and the girls moaned. Magic clouds of pink dust swirled around them and the thrusting began. Hands were all over his body. One girl floated up into the air as if she was being pulled by invisible ropes. She spread her legs and pressed her cunt against Sabas’s mouth. He licked her hole and she moaned. Another girl was on her knees in front of him, licking his cock each time it pulled out from that tight pussy.

Naturally, Sabas didn’t last long. He was overwhelmed with more pleasure than he knew what to do with. He groaned and trembled, and then he came inside of that nymph cunt as Persephone came inside of him. Then, the girls all pranced off, except for Persephone, who pulled out and walked around, in front of Sabas, who was standing in a state of frozen shock. She looked into his eyes before dropping to her knees. She sucked the cum off of his cock, tasting her friend’s pussy at the same time. Then she came up to kiss him on the lips. Sabas looked around as he heard giggling from the woods, all around him.

“So it’s a deal then,” she said.

“It is?” Sabas said.

Persephone nodded her head. “Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“I—I don’t know,” said Sabas.

“Well the gods are allowing it, so it must be the right decision,” she said with a smile. And that’s when Sabas noticed that her cock was gone. Her pussy was back and the magical spell was over. She giggled and did a little spin before skipping off into the forest, making Sabas wonder if the insane encounter had actually happened—or if it was just some wild dream.

He stumbled back to the camp and everyone was still fast asleep: Syren and the guards. Sabas settled in quietly. He was planning to stay awake, to make sure Syren didn’t run away in the night, but he wasn’t able to keep his heavy eyes open. He groaned and fought the urge to sleep, but sleep won out in the end. And that night, he dreamed of horny forest nymphs. Persephone was the star of his dreams, sucking his cock and spreading her tight pussy for Sabas’s large, thick cock. She gushed and moaned and her little doe tail fluttered…

And then Syren was nudged awake. “Get up already!” said the deep voice of one of his fellow guards. Sabas opened his eyes slowly and saw the men looking down at him. Syren was behind them, all packed up and ready to go. He had a forlorn look on his face, knowing that he had just completed his last ever sleep.

“O—Okay. Did I sleep in?” Sabas asked.

“We’ve been trying to wake you up for an hour,” the guard said. “You’ve slept enough now. Let’s go.”

Sabas groaned as he sat up. His body ached and he groaned again when he thought about the long journey they still had to make—another six hours of hiking to the Golean capital, and then three long days to get back to Aluria. He stood up slowly, wobbled, and then he composed himself.

They all followed Syren, putting far too much faith in the dead-man-walking. Syren moved slowly, but nobody seemed to mind. The forest was still dense, but now it seemed strangely inviting and lust and magical. There was a serenity in those woods, but that serenity went away as the temperature started to rise and the men reached the bottom of the mountain. “How hot is it right now?” Sabas asked, wiping the sweat from his forehead.

“It’s been like this for months,” said Syren. “No rain, no humidity. The ponds have all dried up. Our lakes are just sludge right now. Half of the animals in these woods are dead.”

Sabas knew that Goleah was experiencing a drought, but he had no idea it was this bad. The heat was unbearable. Sabas tried to use a large leaf to block the sun from his forehead, but the leaf quickly dried up in the sun.

“It’ll be winter soon,” said Syren. “Then we’re really screwed. The cold will come and we will have nothing here.”

“That ain’t our problem,” said one of the guards.

Sabas was unsettled. Goleans weren’t so different from Alurians. They were supposedly created by the same gods, according to Alurian and Golean mythology—and now, Sabas was starting to believe in that mythology. Maybe it wasn’t all real or historically accurate, but now, Sabas had seen things that just couldn’t be explained by anything else.

They left the forest and entered a desert. Syren explained that it used to be a lush field where they grew most of their vegetables. The desert went on for miles and miles, and then they reached a violently hot city, made mostly of rock. Thin, exhausted guards perked up and saw the approaching group. They rushed over with excitement. “Are they sending food?” one of the guards asked, but Syren didn’t answer.

“Take me to Ilyra,” he said.

“Okay, okay,” said the guard. “But tell us: are they sending food? My kids are so hungry. We’re running so low on rations.”

“Just take me to Ilyra,” said Syren, unable to look the man in the eyes.

They were brought to a large temple, made entirely of black stone. Sabas and Syren went into a large, empty room. The other guards stood outside the door as if the temple was their own. “Ilyra will be here shortly,” said one of the Golean guards, who left Sabas and Syren alone in the room.

There was a long, awkward silence. Syren wiped a tear from his eye. “Are they really going to kill you?” asked Sabas, keeping his distance.

Syren just shrugged his shoulders.

“I’m sorry,” said Sabas, not sure what else to say. He remembered the nymphs from the previous night—and now he was certain it was just a dream. Nothing was different now.

“It’s not your fault,” said Syren. He looked up with a sad smile. Now, he looked more like a girl than ever. He had that feminine fragility, looking petite and vulnerable. Even his voice sounded remarkably feminine. “You’re just doing your job.”

“I tried,” said Sabas.

“I know,” said Syren.

“No, I tried last night—with the forest girls… Skinwalkers, nymphs, whatever you call them…”

Then Syren perked up. “You saw a nymph?” he asked, suddenly very curious and amazed. It was almost like his dread was wiped out by his excitement.

“I think so… Or maybe it was a dream. I don’t really know. I asked them to help you. I guess it didn’t do much good. Sorry.” Sabas looked away, feeling strangely guilty, as if there was more he could have done. But he had no idea what he could have done.

The silence returned. Syren ended it by saying, “There won’t actually be any military action at the border. I made that up.”

He looked into Sabas’s eyes. “Really?” said Sabas.

Syren nodded. “I guess you can tell Queen Kali that,” he said. “It makes no difference if I’m dead.” He laughed.

“O—Okay,” said Sabas.

“Ilyra just wants peace between the kingdoms. I hope I didn’t fuck all that up by lying. But—But it is true: she is going to have me killed. I was caught wearing her royal garb and there’s no tolerance for that here. She was kind enough to give me a chance. She told me to convince Kali to send food. And I failed, so maybe I deserve death.”

“You don’t,” said Sabas.

“If you caught me in women’s clothing, wouldn’t you want to have me put to death?” said Syren, looking into Sabas’s eyes.

“What? No—of course not,” said Sabas, shaking his head. “I—I don’t care about that. You can wear whatever you want.”

Syren smiled. “I guess Aluria is just better in that way then.” He laughed. “You should see me in a dress. I look amazing. You wouldn’t recognize me when I put on my wig and some makeup.”

“I can picture it,” said Sabas with a warm smile.

“Maybe if I live, I can show you,” said Syren, and then his smile turned into a frown again. “If I live…”

“There’s still hope,” said Sabas.

The door suddenly opened and Ilyra entered with three guards. Her presence was intense. She was tall, with long raven hair and smooth legs. Her dress was short, strappy, and see-thru, exposing her big breasts and long cock. Sabas nearly gasped at the sight of her dangling cock behind her sheer dress. She was making no effort to conceal it, as if she wanted to show it off. And if she truly believed it was a mark of the gods, it was worth showing off. It was the biggest mark of the gods Sabas had ever seen.

Her eyes blazed with intensity. Her smile was subtle but confident. She used both of her hands to push back her jet-black hair before taking a deep breath in. And she was about to say something—something that was surely profound—but something stopped her. A gust of wind came into the room, even though it was a closed temple. The wind grew stronger and stronger, making everyone gasp, looking around frantically. Sabas backed up against the wall. Leaves blew into the room. Then dirt came in. Everyone shielded their eyes. Suddenly, the torches on the wall flickered. A few of them blew out. Two guards rushed over to protect Queen Ilyra, but she pushed them back.

Then, everything settled. “What the hell was that!?” said one of the Golean guards: a thin, older fellow.

“Queen Ilyra, are you alright?” asked one of the guards.

Syren was rubbing his eyes. “I’m fine,” he said.

The guards looked at Syren curiously and then they looked at Ilyra again. “Queen. Please speak. Are you alright?”

And Ilyra just stood with a blank, shocked look on her face. She was staring at Syren, perplexed and astonished.

“I said I’m fine!” said Syren again. Now the guards all looked at Syren, as if he had lost his mind.

“Quiet, messenger. Let the queen speak!” said a guard.

Syren finally finished rubbing his eyes. “Who are you calling a messenger? How dare you speak to your queen in such a way…” Then, Syren saw Ilyra and his face became white and equally shocked. There was a long silence.

“What’s happening right now?” asked Sabas, but nobody answered him.

“My body,” said Syren with intense eyes. “Give me back my body. What kind of witchcraft is this?”

Syren lunged forward and three guards jumped in to grab him. “He’s trying to attack the queen!” shouted one of the guards.

“Stop him! Get him on the ground!”

“Let go of me! I’m your queen!” said Syren. “That witch stole my body!” The guards wrestled Syren down. Sabas looked at Ilyra. His heart skipped and fluttered. Ilyra looked at Sabas with big, frightened eyes. They shared a moment, and Sabas knew that it was true: the nymphs swapped out their bodies.

“Alurian,” said one of the Golean guards to Sabas. “Tell us. What did Queen Kali say? Will she send food. Please tell the queen as she’s been dying to know for days now. I’m sorry about our messenger. We will have him taken care of.”

Sabas stuttered. “Queen Kali said she is unable to share food supplies at this time,” said Sabas.

The guards groaned and rolled their heads. “Is that all?”

“I’m afraid so,” said Sabas.

They dragged Syren out of the room. Then the guards all turned to the body of Ilyra, unaware that Syren was inside of her. “Queen Ilyra, what should we do with the crazed messenger? Shall we have her put to death?”

Ilyra blinked a few times before clearing her throat. She took a deep breath in, looked at Sabas, and then she looked back at the guards. “No,” she said. “Just lock her up for now—I mean him. Lock him up.”

“Yes, your majesty,” said the guards.

Two guards went with Syren and two guards remained in the room, which was now dead-silent. “Please give me a moment alone with S—with, uh, the Alurian guard.”

“Alone, your majesty? Is that really such a good idea?”

“Please. I’ll be fine,” said Ilyra.

The guards hesitated. They looked at Sabas. “Should we take his weapon?”

“No. It will be fine. Go,” she said, so they all left slowly, closing the door behind them. Ilyra looked down at her body. She felt her breasts and then she reached down to feel her gigantic cock. She felt her smooth skin and her soft dress. “I—I’ve worn this dress before,” she said. “But now, it feels so much better.”

“I can’t believe it,” Sabas whispered.

“The nymphs did this,” said Syren in the body of Ilyra. “They really did it!”

“I’m happy for you, but I can’t promise you this spell will last. I—I really don’t know how it happened or what will happen now.”

Syren smiled and nearly started jumping up and down. “I’m in charge now,” she said with bright, shining eyes. “Now it’s my turn to fix this mess. I can right this ship.” She took a deep breath. “But first, we need food. You have to convince Queen Kali to help us, Sabas.”

“I’m just a guard,” said Sabas.

“Well you have to try,” said Syren. “I’m not sure how you can do it, but you must try.”

Sabas laughed and shook his head. “I suppose I can try my best.”

“And you can come back. You can be with me, here, once we have this famine under control. We can rule all of this together.”

Sabas suddenly felt uncomfortable. He could see the power getting to Syren already. Her eyes were glowing with all of the possibilities. And Ilyra had been a good queen, at least for Aluria’s sake. She had always pushed for peace. But Syren was a wildcard. She wasn’t afraid to lie to get what she wanted, and now she had a lot of power at her fingertips. Maybe Sabas made a mistake, convincing Persephone to give Syren a new lease.

“Aren’t you excited?” asked Syren with a glowing smile.

“Sure,” said Sabas. “But right now, it’s my job to keep Queen Kali safe, so that’s what I need to go do.”

Sabas picked up his bag from the corner of the room.

“You’re leaving?” asked Syren with wide eyes.

“I must,” he said.

“When will I see you again?” she asked.

“I’m not sure.”

“I’ll send for you,” she said. Sabas’s heart fluttered down into his stomach. He didn’t want to end up as a messenger between Kali and Syren. He didn’t want to have to choose between them, possibly making them upset and angry. He was really starting to miss his simple life as a guard who stood outside the temple walls.

Sabas was shown out by the Golean guards. They looked at him curiously as they set him down the path with the other Alurian guards. Now, they were starting their long three-day hike home.

Sabas looked back at the Golean capital city, which was radiating with intense heat. It was a rundown city. Goleah had a big crime problem and lots of poverty. Could Syren really fix it without invading Aluria? Aluria had resources, but Kali surely wasn’t going to share.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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