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THE THRONE OF THE GODS PART 3

The battle for dominance of Aluria and Goleah comes to a thrilling and unexpected conclusion. Sabas is forced to make some difficult decisions: who he will save, who he will love, who needs to be killed, and who will be imprisoned for eternity.


CHAPTER I

Sabas had to work a long fourteen-hour shift, standing guard in Queen Kali’s private chambers. Once his shift was over, Queen Kali made him stick around to help her relax. She had the other guards bring a special massage table into the room, but she told them not to send the masseuse. Then she had Sabas rub her back for the next hour while she growled and grumbled about her situation.

She was embarrassed. The Erians were making her look weak. She was convinced that they were hovering their floating city over Aluria just to flaunt their technological superiority. All day, Kali had been meeting with generals, asking them if they had any weapons that could bring the floating disc-shaped city down. One general suggested using a trebuchet, though they were worried that if it didn’t work, the floating Erian city would descend and crush the temple as an act of self-defense. And then, of course, there was the worry that the trebuchet would successfully bring the floating city down, crashing into the temple and all of the surrounding buildings.

By the end of the day, the consensus was that there was nothing they could do but wait and hope for the best.

Queen Kali, naked, rolled onto her back on that massage table. “Massage my breasts, Sabas,” she said. So Sabas gently rubbed her large boobs. Within minutes, Kali had an erection, which she asked him ‘massage’ next. “Help me to relax. Massage it until it needs no more,” she said with her eyes closed. So Sabas gripped it. With his palm coated with warm massage oil, he gently pumped it until she was coming on her own chest: squirming and moaning and biting her bottom lip.

Sabas was happy to see her having a moment of pleasure, even though it was short-lived. After the massage, she went right back to being stressed out, pacing around her chambers and grumbling softly.

Sabas had a private matter to attend to and was desperately waiting for Queen Kali to dismiss him. But every time the general came up to bring a new guard, Kali threw up her hands and said, “Sabas isn’t tired! He can stay a while longer.” Sabas was thrilled that he had formed such a close relationship with his queen. He loved that she could trust him.

But Victorine had asked him to find Syria and to bring her back to the forest. Now, the undead Syria was out wandering the streets, possibly confused, possibly angry. Sabas had no idea what he was supposed to do with her, and he had no idea what she was going to do if Victorine couldn’t set her straight. While he stood by Kali’s balcony, he saw her: meandering up to the temple wall, looking up towards Kali’s chambers. When she saw Sabas, she lurked back between the tall stone buildings, and then Sabas didn’t see her again.

She was plotting something. She was the only person in the town that didn’t seem at all intrigued by the floating metal city. She was more interested in the temple.

Sabas had to find her before it was too late. “My queen,” he said to Kali.

She looked over at him, looking surprised that he had opened his mouth without prompt. “What is it, Sabas?” she asked cautiously.

“I actually am feeling rather tired. I’m happy to stay awake with you, though I would really appreciate the chance to get some sleep, so I can be at my best.” He felt a nervous chill creep down his spine. He didn’t want to anger Kali. He knew what she was capable of.

Kali stared at Sabas for a long while, looking right into his eyes. She looked as though she suspected something—though that’s how she always looked. She was always anxious and always on edge. It had been especially bad since the drama with her sister, Oria. Kali had hardly slept since the failed coup.

And speaking of Kali’s sisters, Sabas had still been meaning to track down Medea when he had some down time. He would have loved to track her down that evening, but the Syria business seemed more pressing.

Medea had been in his dreams. Well, she had been in the dreams of most Alurian men. She was stunningly beautiful. Sabas could still recall the feeling of her perky breasts in his hands, and her tight hole around his thick cock. He had one particularly blessed dream, in which he was sitting with her by a calm lake. They were holding hands and talking. The dream was nothing more than that, yet it still seemed so pleasant and so attractive. Maybe that would be his life one day: simple and calm and relaxing.

Though now, with the steaming Queen Kali and that floating metal city, that dream seemed like an impossibility. And not to mention the business to the north: Syren still inhabiting Ilyra’s body, in command of the Golean armies. The drought was over, sure, but that didn’t mean their crops had suddenly spurted out from the ground. They were still starving and Aluria had food. Any day, the Goleans could show up at the Alurian walls. And for them, it would be a matter of win the conquest or die of hunger.

Sabas had to shake his head to keep his mind on target. There were too many girls and too much uncertainty. It seemed like Sabas was being forced to pick a horse in a race he knew little about… So many choices… But Sabas pledged his loyalty to Queen Kali, so that’s where he was going to stay.

Though he did have to tie up loose ends with Victorine, so after Kali dismissed him, he took a shower and then he snuck out of the temple. There was a guard at that little-known side entrance. He stopped Sabas and Sabas told him that he was going out to run a special errand for Queen Kali. The guard didn’t put up any resistance. Now, it was well-known that Sabas was Kali’s favorite guard. Sabas still had no idea how it really happened, or why Kali was sticking so closely with Sabas—but he knew he would be remiss to not use his privilege to his advantage.

“This is somewhat of a secret matter,” Sabas said, looking into the guard’s eyes. “I hope that you understand.”

The guard tensed up. He nodded his head quickly and didn’t say a word. Because Sabas was powerful now in a strange way. Queen Kali seemingly believed everything Sabas said, and if Sabas decided to say that the guard by the side door was a Golean agent, his head would be on a platter within the hour. So the guard, of course, looked the other way as Sabas strolled into town.

Finding Syria was a difficult task. The city was large and dense, and Syria was actively trying to stay hidden as she went about her little plot—assuming there was a plot. Sabas started his search where he had seen her last, spying around outside of the temple walls. He went down the alley where she retreated. There were no signs of her. He went down a number of streets, getting further and further from the temple.

He didn’t think tracking her down would be too difficult. But with each passing minute, it seemed more and more impossible. After an hour of looking around, he started to feel dumb for even thinking he would be able to simply go out and find her.

Then, he came upon a poorer end of town: a piece of the city that was destroyed decades earlier in a war. Now, residents lived in the ruined houses, using tarps as roofs and old pieces of rubble as doors. Heads poked out to watch Sabas as he walked down the road. Sabas kept his hood up, but he stood out regardless. He tried not to make eye-contact with the locals—especially the ones with rotting diseases: coughing and groaning as their bulging eyes followed him through the streets.

It was an area of town he’d been to only once before: five years earlier, when Queen Kali wanted to see a fortune teller who lived in the area. Sabas wasn’t a member of the Royal Guard back then; he was sent out with a crew the night before, to set up in the area and prepare for the queen’s arrival. They were tasked with entering all of those grimy, ruined homes: checking for weapons and querying the more suspicious tenants, ensuring that there were no threats.

It almost seemed like the people remembered Sabas from that night, which got a bit rough. Sabas and the other guards had to remove certain people, who whispered death threats in the forms of occult spells. They were a superstitious lot. Back then, Sabas didn’t buy into any of that. But now, he’d seen things. He knew that certain things were possible that previously seemed completely outrageous. Now, Sabas truly feared those poor, hard-done-by people.

It was dark and the rain was still drizzling. The puddles made navigating those streets difficult. Some puddles were simple puddles, while others were entire pot holes filled with grungy water. Sabas put his foot down in one puddle and sunk to high thigh, gasping as his boot filled with stale water. “Damnit!” he shouted. And then he heard a witch-like cackle coming from one of the dark alleyways.

He wasn’t sure what he was doing there; it was more of a risk than anything.

Then, emerging from one of the huts was a hooded woman. She turned to look left and right and then she froze as her gaze spied Sabas. Her familiar, beautiful eyes became wide. Sabas was looking at Medea.

She blushed before looking around once more. Then she rushed up to Sabas and whispered, “What on earth are you doing here, Sabas?”

Sabas stood silently for a moment. During his search, he had gone through a number of alibis in his head. Now, he could think of none of them. He stuttered for a moment.

“It’s okay,” she said. “It must be important business—too important for me to know.” She smiled.

“Of course not,” Sabas said. But even with a hood on her head and a box, unflattering cloak over her body, she was still stunningly beautiful—too beautiful to lie to. Sabas cleared his throat and bit hard on his tongue. “Why are you here?” he asked.

“Well, I suppose I have no choice but to tell you,” she said with a smile. “I know how close you are with my sister, Kali. I would hate for her to think that I’ve been sneaking around in areas where I’m not supposed to be.”

“I won’t tell her I saw you,” Sabas said.

“I want to believe you. But it’s fine. I’m not up to anything nefarious.” Then she giggled. “Or am I?” She bit her lip and shook her head. “I’m just doing some research. There is a fortune teller here: a young woman who moved here from the eastern lands. It came to my attention that she knows some things about the mark of the gods—things that aren’t widely known. I came to see if I could gain some insight. That’s all. Like I said, I’m just here for research.”

“And did you figure it out?” Sabas asked. “I mean—did she have anything interesting to say?”

Medea looked into Sabas’s eyes. She grinned and pressed her lips thin. “You know that I still suspect you have the mark, Sabas,” she said.

“I know you think that,” Sabas said.

“And the giant thing floating over the temple now—are they the gods? I heard a rumor that you went inside with my sister.”

“I don’t know if I’m at liberty to say,” Sabas said. But he was a complete sucker for those stunning eyes. He wanted to tell her everything, so badly. Maybe it could have helped with her research.

“Well, if you did have the mark of the gods, Sabas, then you could find out if those were indeed the gods.”

“How so?”

“If my fortune teller was honest with me—and if she truly knew what she was saying—then you should simply be able to close your eyes, clear your mind, and speak directly to the gods. You could simply ask the gods: are you floating above the temple right now?” Then, Medea giggled. “I don’t know. I suppose there are many ifs in that little test, but maybe it’s worth doing regardless.”

“So you’re saying that if I have the mark of the gods—meaning I have the blood of gods in my body, from some relative in my distant past—I should be able to close my eyes and speak to the gods.”

“I suppose it would be a matter of telepathy,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “My source tells me that the gods can speak to one another without using words, and across great distances. Anyone with even a slight amount of godly blood in them should be able to make the same connection. But, of course, how could anyone know? It’s a silly conundrum.”

“Well, I can certainly try it for you,” Sabas said. “When I get home, I will give it my best shot. So just to be clear: I just close my eyes and then… what do I do exactly?”

“You have to clear your mind of all thoughts and leave it clear for many minutes. It sounds easy, though it’s really not.” She giggled. “The fortune teller insisted that I try it, even though I don’t have the physical mark of the gods. I wasn’t able to keep my mind clear for more than ten seconds before a catchy song started playing in my head. I’ll keep trying for the sake of my own entertainment, though I really am not expecting anything.”

“Well,” said Sabas. “If your sisters have the blood of the gods, then why wouldn’t you?”

Medea smiled and blushed. “Let’s just say that we may well have different mothers—though that’s a family secret that I probably shouldn’t be sharing—and I hope that you won’t share it.”

“Your secret is safe with me,” Sabas said with his chin turned up high.

“I’m sorry,” Medea said, looking around. “But I really am curious, and I know I shouldn’t be asking, but why are you here right now, Sabas? What are you doing in such a dangerous part of the city at such a late hour? You’re alone and without a weapon. I can promise that people will recognize you, even with that hood on your head. You are somewhat of a celebrity right now.”

Sabas blushed again before his heart skipped a beat. “If you must know,” he started. “I believe Kali’s first sacrifice, the healer girl, may have risen from the dead. I saw her twice while on guard.”

Now, Medea wasn’t smiling. Her face turned slightly pale and her lips parted enough to let a small whimper out. “Back from the dead?” she said. “Is that possible?”

“I don’t know,” said Sabas. “It’s something I’d like to deal with before it comes to Kali’s attention.” Sabas thought for a moment about telling her the whole truth: his meeting with the spirit, Victorine. But he didn’t want to implicate himself. He still barely knew Medea, though he felt like he could trust her.

“I won’t lie, Sabas,” she said. “It’s a scary prospect, like something from a horror story. I hope that you’re just kidding around with me.”

“I’m afraid not, though it’s possible my tired eyes have been playing tricks on me.”

Then, Medea’s eyes lit up. She smiled.

“What is it?” Sabas asked.

“You could ask the gods!” she said. “Perhaps this is your chance to put my theory to the test. Go find a quiet place to clear your mind. Then, ask the gods if the sacrificed healer is alive. They’re gods, after all. They should know everything.” She giggled.

“I suppose it’s worth a shot, though I really don’t think that I’m a special person in that way. My father was a soldier and my mother fixed shoes. They were both killed by very common diseases, and that doesn’t exactly seem like a godly life to me.”

“Yes, but I’ve seen your cock, Sabas,” she blushed. “And it’s pretty big for a regular human.”

And her little comment made Sabas blush as well. She looked around once more before leaning in and giving Sabas a cute peck on the lips, making Sabas tense up as if he was a teenager getting his first kiss. He turned red all over. “Be safe out here, Sabas,” she said. “And don’t linger around here any longer than you really have to.”

She smiled and then she took off, back towards the temple, leaving Sabas in the rain, feeling awkward and nervous. It took him a moment to remember why he was out there in the first place. And it was another short moment before that overwhelming feeling of defeat washed over him again. There was no way he was going to find Syria in those streets at that hour.

He went down an alleyway, hoping to connect back onto the main street, away from that poor inner-city slum. Then, feeling alone, he stopped for a moment under the cover of a protruding balcony. He took a breath and looked around. He thought for a long moment about where to look next, and then he thought about what Medea told him. Maybe he could ask the gods for some help. The gods helped him out when he asked for rain. Sure, he had to ask for help through the nymphs, but he received the help regardless. Maybe he could cut out the middle man. Maybe he could make a request directly. It was, ultimately, for peace, after all.

So he sat down on a crate by the wall, where he was dry from the rain. He closed his eyes and took a series of deep breaths. He sat there for a long time, working to clear his mind, which was a lot harder than he thought it would be (Medea was correct). He kept breathing in and out, trying to simply focus on his breath, until finally, there was quietness. The whole world seemed silent and he managed to keep all of his thoughts away.

He wasn’t sure how to open up communication with the gods. He remained still for a long moment, worried he was wasting his time. Then suddenly, he heard a voice. “What do you need?” It was a female voice and it sounded like it was inside of his head.

He wasn’t sure how to answer, so he tried to just think of the phrase, ‘I’m trying to find a girl.’

And to his shock, he received an answer. “What girl?”

He was baffled and frightened. For a moment, he thought that he was inventing the responses. Maybe he was just entertaining himself in an optimistic sort of way. Then, while he tried to think of a response, he heard her say, “Can you just open your eyes already?”

So he did. And standing in front of him was a girl. She had tanned skin, which was painted with strange blue markings. Those markings seemed to glow: even the ones on her face: chevron symbols and dots. Her hair looked black at first, but upon closer inspection, Sabas realized it was a cobalt blue color. “W—Who are you?” Sabas asked, almost falling back off of his crate.

“You summoned me,” she said with a narrowed gaze. “What do you mean?”

“I did?” he asked. Then, he felt the color draining from his face. Did he really summon her? Was she a god? Did that mean that Sabas had the blood of the gods inside of him?

“I don’t have all night for this,” she said. “You literally called me, dude. What is it that you want?” Now, the tanned girl was starting to seem frustrated.

“Who are you?” he asked. “I’m sorry—I know that I, uh, summoned you. But I’ve never done this before.”

She stared for a long time at Sabas. “You were on our ship the other day, right?”

“Was I?” he said. Then he realized that she was talking about the floating disc. “I was! So you are the gods then.”

She rolled her eyes. “We get that a lot. We’re Erian. We’re from a planet called Eris.”

“Does that mean that I’m part g—I mean, part Erian?”

“Dude, everyone on this planet is at least a small part Erian,” she said. Then she paused for a moment. “Okay, maybe not everyone. But we passed bred with humans thousands of years ago, so that DNA is pretty much everywhere now. But thanks for calling me down. If that’s all, I’m going to be heading back up to the ship now.”

“Wait!” Sabas said. “Did I really call you down here by… clearing my mind and calling for you with my thoughts?”

“Yes. Okay? Bye now,” she said.

“Wait!” snapped Sabas again. But he wasn’t sure what else to say. He was too amazed with his own powers, even though she was telling him that just about anyone could do it. “Um,” he said as he thought, and then he remembered his original intentions. “A girl! I’m looking for a girl.”

“You figured out how to call me down from my ship because you want a booty call?” she said.

“Booty call?” Sabas said, unsure of what the term could mean. “No—I mean, I don’t think so. There’s a girl who… came up from the dead. She’s been moving around the city. I think… I think she’s plotting to kill the queen, or possibly plotting to raise the queen’s sister from the dead.”

“Raising bodies from the dead?” the girl said with narrowed eyes. “Damn, son. I heard that there was some wacky shit going down on Earth, but I didn’t realize it was this crazy.”

“Can you help me find the woman?” Sabas asked.

“Maybe,” said the strange otherworldly girl. “Not from down here. And I’ll need some sort of description to work off of. I’ve used the locator a couple of times before, but not for anything this specific.”

“I’d be honored if you would help me,” said Sabas.

“Fine. But we’ll do it from my ship. Come here. Put your arm around me and just stand still. I don’t usually bring primates onto my ship, but I guess I can make this exception, since you went through the trouble of reaching out to me… And I’m still not entirely sure how you managed to do it. Maybe it was a fluke—I don’t know. Whatever. Just put your arm around me already. Why are you being so shy?”

Sabas did feel a bit awkward putting his arm around her. She wasn’t wearing much: just that light blue bodysuit, which was hardly covering her at all: strappy and revealing. Her whole ass was out, and he could see the bulge of her godly cock, making him know that he was indeed talking to a ‘god’. Though he was quickly realizing that there were no ‘gods’ as the Alurians believed. These strange Erians seemed to be the gods that they’d been worshipping for so long, and they weren’t so different from regular humans. They were certainly more advanced and they lived somewhere in the sky. They were apparently always watching, like gods, though they didn’t exist on any spiritual realm.

“Close your eyes,” said the girl. So Sabas closed his eyes. There was a light buzzing and then there was a long silence. She pried herself away from his arms before saying, “You can open your eyes now.” He opened his eyes and then he let out a gasp. Now, he was in a strange room: metallic all around, and smooth, with no corners. Even the floor rounded up to the walls.

Some of the walls were see-through and others had large black panels. “What is this place?” Sabas asked, walking over to a long board covered in glowing protrusions.

“Don’t touch those,” the girl said, slapping Sabas’s hand away. Sabas looked into her eyes. It was a lot like the last strange Erian palace he was inside, but this space was smaller and there were more magical gadgets around. “Just don’t touch anything. We’re going to find this girl for you, and then I have to get back to work.”

“Are you a genie?” he asked suddenly.

Then the Erian stared at him with a perplexed look. “I don’t know what that means, but it sounds strangely offensive.”

“I made a wish, and now you have to grant it,” Sabas said. “Is that what this is?”

She laughed and slapped her knee, shaking her head. “No. In fact, I don’t know why I’m doing this. It’s a waste of time. I got your call and I went down to satisfy a curiosity, more than anything. I will admit that you are kind of my type, so I’m throwing you a bone. And maybe I’m a little bit bored and this hilarious Earth drama entertains me more than I’m willing to admit. My name is Vega, by the way. What’s your name?”

“Vega?” Sabas said. “I’m Sabas. I’m the queen’s personal guard.”

“Wow, that’s really cool,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Why do you keep looking down at my crotch?”

“I—I’m sorry,” said Sabas, pulling his gaze up to her eyes.

Then she grinned. “Are you into it, Sabby?” she asked. He didn’t love the nickname, but he decided not to comment on it.

“Into what?” he asked. “I was, uh, just seeing if you really have the mark of the gods.”

“I don’t know what that means. I’m assuming it’s some crazy Earth superstition. But just admit it, Sabby. You were looking at my cock.”

“I wasn’t!” he snapped.

“I don’t care if you want to look at it,” she said. “I’m actually flattered. It got bigger recently. I woke up and I swear it was twice the size. I know it sounds crazy, but I’m only eighteen and they say you can keep having growth spurts until you turn twenty-five, in some rare cases. Any my titties. Look at these things.” She held up her breasts, which were plump. She giggled as she dropped them, letting them bounce in place. “I swear these weren’t this big last week. I need to get all new clothes. Sabby! Are you looking at my cock again? You just can’t help yourself, can you? Is it true that Earth women don’t have cocks? What do they have instead? How do they get pregnant? I’m not going to lie to you: I was supposed to read the big memo that was sent out, but I just skimmed it. There’s a lot of stuff that I should probably know about you humans that I just don’t. Don’t hate me for it, I’m an easily distracted girl. And you—Sabby! You’re an easily distracted boy. I get it! My cock is practically falling out of this little thing. I bought this bodysuit two weeks ago and was in love with it. Then, like I said, I woke up and my cock had grown and now it’s just a nuisance. If I let you look at it for a minute, will you be able to focus afterwards?”

“I wasn’t looking at it. It’s just… you’re talking about it, and I… I’m sorry. It’s unprofessional of me. I—I’m here for a business matter, and…”

“Just look at it, dude. Get it out of your system,” she said, rolling her eyes. She pulled her outfit slightly to the side and that was enough for the long snake to fall out. She pulled a second time to make her heavy ball sack fall down. Then she grabbed her shaft with her hand and gently squeezed it. “I have heard that humans are weird about sex. Is it true? Is that why you’re acting all funny right now? Erians aren’t weird about sex. Sex is just nature, Sabby, and you have to accept nature. You can’t just deny an intrinsic part of your existence. Maybe that’s why you’re all still throwing rocks at each other like gorillas.” Then she laughed. “Look at you! You really can’t look away from it. Oh brother. Okay, Sabby. Turn around, pull down your pants, and bend over for me. We’ll get this properly out of your system so that you can focus. Like I said, you are sort of my type, though I hate to admit it because you’re also a bit of a gorilla. Just bend over for me and let’s work on getting this out of your system.”

Sabas stood still, silent, unable to believe what Vega was suggesting. Was she really going to fuck him, just like that? He shouldn’t have been surprised. Somehow, it didn’t seem like the weirdest thing to happen to him in the past few weeks. He felt awkward and embarrassed—but he really did want it. He couldn’t decide whether to turn her offer down for the sake of professionalism, or to accept it, to indulge in a little romp. Maybe he would have picked the more professional option had his mind been the way it should have been. But Sabas was tired from working. He hadn’t gotten much sleep in weeks, and that tiredness was catching up with him. Now, he found himself turning around and pulling his pants down.

“Look at you!” she said. “It didn’t take much convincing, did it? Okay—good. I’m glad we’re on the same page at least. Maybe answering your call wasn’t such a big waste of time. Good, bend over, just like that.” She came up behind him and put her hands on his hips. She slid her long snake up between his legs. She was throbbing: getting bigger. She let a small whimper slip when her cock touched his cock. “I haven’t actually used it since the growth spurt,” she said. “So bear with me while I get used to the new size. It really is much bigger than it was. I feel like you don’t believe me.”

“I believe you,” Sabas said softly. Then he felt her tip pushing far between his legs. He looked down and saw it, and he became nervous about having it inside of him. Though it wasn’t any bigger than Kali’s cock. He could handle it. Though he was a bit nervous about moaning and coming with a complete stranger.

“Hard enough,” she laughed, and then she spat in her hand, rubbed her tip, and mashed her semi-erect cock into his butthole. He gasped. It felt a bit strange. He’d never had a soft cock inside of him before. He could feel it throbbing: getting harder. Apparently, she just couldn’t wait. Apparently, there was no time for foreplay—or maybe just no interest. She mashed her semi-erect cock deep inside of him. She gently pumped, making her foreskin pull back and forth. She giggled. “Don’t you like that?” she asked.

“Like what?” Sabas asked nervously. Her throbbing was making him tingle all over.

“The feeling of me getting hard, inside of you,” she said. “Doesn’t it feel nice? You can feel every inch of me. You can feel my big tip and my veins. You can even feel my balls pressed against your muscular ass. Don’t you like that? I feel like I would like it if I were a bottom. Though I’m not really interested in being penetrated. It honestly sounds painful. Am I talking too much? Are you even listening? Oh—I see.” She giggled. “So you do like it? It’s getting hard fast. I can feel you stretching. You really do like that feeling!” She gently rubbed his sides and gave him a few more pumps while she stiffened inside of his body. “Okay, Sabby. Hold on tight. Let’s take my newly lengthened dick for a spin, shall we?” She giggled one more time before starting to thrust.

“Oh,” Sabas moaned, leaning forward over the panel he was grabbing. Her cock was longer than he realized, pushing deep into his body, stretching him wide. She bent over him like a rabbit fucking another rabbit. He felt her big breasts pressing against his back. He felt her thighs hugging his thighs. He heard her grunting with each deep penetration.

“I don’t think I’ll last long,” she said. Then she reached around and found his erect cock with her hand. She giggled. “I don’t think you will last long either.” She squeezed his shaft and felt his long length. She let a whimper out from her lips and then she went right back to thrusting. She held his hips in place and pumped: harder and harder, grunting louder and louder.

“Don’t stop,” Sabas moaned.

“Do you want me to come in your or on you, human?” she asked.

Sabas thought about the options. He loved the feeling of being filled, but he wanted to feel her warm Erian product being spilled onto his skin. “On me,” he said.

She giggled. “You’re a naughty human, and I like that,” she said. She pumped fast now, pounding her pelvis against his bum. She kept caressing his body, feeling his sweaty skin and hard muscles. She was rock hard now: harder than a stone pillar. She rammed hard with her long length, and then she began to pulse aggressively. She squirmed and squealed, and then she pulled out a moment later than she probably would have liked. Her first blast ended up in his ass, but the rest made a mess of his butt cheeks and thighs.

As soon as she was finished coming, she leaned over and looked at his cock. Her face turned red and she let out a small huff. “You didn’t come?” she said. She shook her head. “Are you saying that there was something wrong with me? Did I not last long enough for you?”

“What?” Sabas said, tensing up all over. “No. It felt fine. It felt nice.” He stood up awkwardly and forced a smile. “There was nothing wrong with it at all.

“Just admit it, human: I came too soon for you. It’s fine. I’m still young. I’m younger than you. If you just give me ten minutes, I will go again, and this time I will make you come—I promise.”

“I’m really fine,” said Sabas awkwardly.

“You will take it again and you will like it!” she snapped suddenly, and Sabas realized she wasn’t kidding around.

“O—Okay,” he said. “I look forward to it then.”

“Good,” she said, suddenly collected and calm. “Then let’s do our business. What are we here for again? Right—you want to find a girl. Tell me a description and I’ll see what we can do.”

“Okay,” said Sabas. He cleared his throat and pulled up his pants. He thought for a moment, trying hard to remember what Syria looked like. He only caught a few glimpses of her, so it was a tough mental image to summon. “She, uh, had black hair—and dark eyes.”

Then, Vega said something in an unfamiliar language. She was speaking to the wall, as if the wall could hear her. Maybe it was a magic wall. “Go on,” she said to Sabas with wide, expectant eyes.

“Okay,” he said, thinking hard. He’d seen her in a green dress, both times he saw her. “She was wearing green. She had smaller breasts—her dress was cut low, so I could see.”

“Of course you were looking at her breasts. And what about a cock, Sabby? You love looking at girls’ crotches. Did she have a cock?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“That’s fine. What else do you know about her?”

“She was young—no older than twenty-two. And… that’s it, I’m afraid. Her name is Syria. She’s a healer—or was, until she was put to death.”

Vega spoke to the wall again and then turned back to Sabas. “I’m sure we’re going to get many results.”

Suddenly, the whole wall became a glass window, exposing the whole town below. Sabas gasped, and then it became even more mind-blowing. The walls of the buildings in the city below suddenly became clear, revealing the Alurian residents—but they were glowing.

“One-hundred and twelve people match the description we put into the computer,” said Vega. Sabas had no idea what that meant. He stared at the glowing people. Then, Vega pointed to one of them. Suddenly, the building and the person zoomed in to the window, making Sabas yell and fall back. Vega broke into a fit of laughter. “You primitives make me laugh,” she said. “It’s just a screen, Sabby. Do you know what a screen is?”

“For bugs?” he said.

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, you don’t. I don’t feel like explaining it. Um… What you’re seeing is a magical, uh, portal.” She giggled, covering her lips with her hand. “We’re looking through a big, uh, crystal ball!” She laughed again, and Sabas knew that she was messing around with him, but her little joke seemed to make more sense. What he was seeing was just a projection of reality below.

“So who is this woman?” Sabas asked.

“Not the girl you’re looking for, apparently.” Then, the ‘screen’ zoomed back out, showing the whole town again, and all those glowing people. Vega pointed to another and the screen zoomed back in. “This her?”

“No,” said Sabas.

The next girl was naked and taking a bath. Sabas stared for a moment while Vega snickered. “Is it her, or are you just enjoying the show?”

“It’s not her,” he blushed.

So they went to the next girl, and then the next. “This is going to take forever,” Vega sighed.

They zoomed back out, and that’s when Sabas noticed that one of the girls was on the move, outside on the street even though it was the middle of the night. “There,” he said. “Who is that?”

Vega pointed at the screen and it zoomed in on the girl: Syria, in her green dress, walking suspiciously through the city streets. “That’s her!” he said.

“Well look at that! We found her!” said Vega. “So that’s that. There she is. She looks like she’s up to something… Maybe some more fun Earth drama. I’ll let you figure that out. But now, I’m ready again, just like I said I would be. And this time I promise I will make you come. I’m not finishing until you’ve finished. So bend over. Take off your pants. Spread ‘em wide for me.” She was already holding her cock, stroking it, making it harder and harder.

Sabas hesitated for a moment. He didn’t want to offend the woman who answered his telepathic call and then helped him to find Syria. He owed her, and this wasn’t a bad deal. He liked the feeling of her inside of him, after all. So, facing that big ‘screen’, he bent over. He planted his hands down on that board with all those glowing protrusions. Then she came up behind him.

She pressed her tip into his stretched hole, making him groan. She grabbed his sides, caressed his hips, and then slapped him hard on the ass, making him gasp. She giggled. “Made you clench,” she said. Sabas thought the girl was weird: a bit of a spitfire, but he didn’t mind that.

She slid her rod deep and waited for a moment while she got harder inside of him. He liked that little trick. He liked the feeling of her throbbing meat inside of his body. But he liked the feeling of her thrusting even more, so when she started thrusting, he caught himself grinning.

She picked up where she left off, hitting him hard as if she never stopped before. This time, she was determined to make him come. She reached around and gripped his cock firmly with her fist. She moaned loudly and she started pumping him. “C’mon, Sabby. Come for me, baby.” She slammed hard into his body while jerking him fiercely.

“Oh, God!” Sabas groaned. Her long, smooth shaft felt so nice, sliding back and forth, back and forth. He could feel her bulging tip massaging his anal passageway. His eyes were slowly rolling into the back of his head. And Vega was gripping him perfectly around the tip, jerking fast, making his legs tremble.

And she got what she wanted: she made him come before she groaned loudly and unloaded deep inside of his asshole. She bent over him, pressing her breasts against his back. Now, her breasts had fallen out of her tight bodysuit. They felt nice against his back: warm, sweaty, and soft. She remained folded over for a minute or two before she had the energy to peel herself off.

She cleared her throat. She pulled out from his asshole. Cum fell to the ground with a splat. “Now I have to clean my ship,” she said, rolling her eyes.

Sabas didn’t know what to say. He pulled up his pants and then he stared into her eyes.

“Well?” she said. “Did you get what you needed? Can I send you back down now?”

“Yes,” he said. “Thank you kindly.” He looked back at the screen and saw Syria, now slipping into an old home on the edge of town. There, she had a little set up with a bed, a bathroom, and a lot of strange occult figures and trinkets. That must have been where she was hiding out. Sabas knew the area—it wasn’t far from the slum he was looking in before being swept away by Vega.

“Okay, Sabby. See you later now. And, uh, sorry for the next few weeks. Try not to take it personally.”

Sabas had no idea what she was talking about, and he didn’t get a chance to ask. Suddenly, he was standing back down in that alleyway, as if the whole thing had never happened. And had it happened? Was he actually brought to a real place with Vega, or was it just a vision? He’d heard of profits having visions before: speaking to gods in otherworldly realms… Maybe that’s exactly what had just happened to him.

But he was tired now. He wanted to go track Syria down, but it was so late that the sun was starting to come up. He needed to get some rest before his next shift at work, and he didn’t have time to find Syria and take her to Victorine. That would all have to wait another day.

So he made his way back to the temple. He went by the guard who let him out and then he went up to his room to sleep. He only slept for two hours before the general woke him up and said, “You’re expected at your post in fifteen minutes.”

So Sabas dragged himself out from his bed. He put on some fresh clothes and groaned as he made his way down the temple hallways. The lack of sleep was really starting to wear on him.

He reached Kali’s chambers. He did his best to widen his eyes and to look properly awake. Though it didn’t make much difference. Kali was too distracted by the giant ‘ship’ lingering in the sky, above that temple. It was still there, unmoved, floating silently. Now, many Alurians were ignoring it, going about their day as if the floating city was no longer relevant in their lives. But not Kali. Now, that thing was making more infuriated than ever before.

“I want it gone,” she groaned. Sabas was the only one in the room to hear her.

“Do we know why they’re here?” Sabas asked. “I mean—they seem to think that you summoned them.”

“I don’t know why they’re still here, nor do I care. Now, I just want them gone. I’m sick of seeing them. I can’t sleep. Even with my curtains closed, I don’t sleep. I just know that horrible thing is floating there, above our city. At this point, I’m sure they’re just here to taunt me. They’re here to make Alurians think that I’m weak by showing how ‘magical’ they are. I’m not impressed! So their city floats in the air—I don’t give a damn if they can float! My shit floats in the toilet.” She grumbled something that Sabas couldn’t hear, but he was pretty sure it was just some more swear words. “I’m going to see that they leave, one way or another.”

“How are you going to do that, your majesty? If you don’t mind my asking…”

“I do mind,” she said with a narrow-eyed glare. Then she cleared her throat and pulled her chin up. “But I’ll tell you anyway. I’m going to attack their floating city. I’m going to bring it down to the ground—even if it means destroying much of our own town. It’s a loss I’m willing to accept. But, of course, I don’t want people to die. I’m not cruel—not as cruel as people seem to think these days. I want to make sure our people have a chance to get out, and that’s where you come in, my sweet Sabas. I need you to quietly go into town and spread the word that the Erians—as they call themselves—are about to attack. Try to silently evacuate as many people as you can. We’ll be launching the attack tomorrow. I already have the army sneaking in every trebuchet and catapult that we have. We’re going to keep them covered until the last minute. Then we’re going to attack from every side. We’re going to throw all of our Alurian might at them at once: one hundred projectiles—and every archer, flaming arrows, the works! We will take that damned city down and make the Erians realize who they’re dealing with. Then, we can work on rebuilding whatever they destroy when they come crashing to the ground, even if that means rebuilding the temple.”

Sabas was awestruck by the plan. It sounded insane and dangerous. He didn’t like it one little bit, but he knew Queen Kali well enough to know that the plan was going ahead whether he liked it or not. And whether he liked it or not, he needed to evacuate as many people as possible. “Shall I get started right away then?” he asked with a fluttering heart.

“Go,” she said. Get it done with. Save our people, so they can watch from afar as we embarrass these wannabe-gods.” She had a big smirk on her face. And now, Sabas wanted to tell her about the previous night. He wanted to warn her that they could see through walls—and they could probably hear through walls as well. Maybe they were listening to that very conversation.

But how could he tell Queen Kali that he’d been on their ship without her? How could he admit that he was doing business behind her back? He had to keep his mouth shut. He had to simply go forth and do his job. “Okay, my queen,” he said. “I hope very much that this works.”

“It will work,” she said with a precious smile. “Don’t worry about that. Alurians are the most powerful race there is. We’ve always been the best and we will continue to be the best.”

Sabas nodded his head. Then, after hesitating for one moment, he ran off to do his duty.

His directives weren’t specific, and he was put in charge of a team of five men. He was told not to tell the men about the plan to attack the floating ship—just to evacuate every Alurian within one mile of that strange disc.

Sabas assigned his men different areas. He decided to take that poor end of town himself, knowing it was the most dangerous area; he didn’t want to put his men at risk, and he knew he could handle himself.

And he thought it would be a relatively easy job, until he walked up to his very first target. “Good morning, sir,” said Sabas, and the man just stared blankly into Sabas’s eyes. The poor class had never been very fond of authority figures—the Royal Guard in particular. “Um… I’m going to kindly ask you to, uh, pack up your most important personal belongings, and, uh, evacuate this part of the city.”

“Why?” the man asked.

“It’s a matter of safety,” said Sabas. “I’m not at liberty to discuss particulars.”

“This is my home,” the man said, pointing behind him at the tattered shack that was his house. “This is all I have.”

“Well take what’s important to you and kindly leave, just for a couple of days.”

“And go where?” he asked, already becoming frustrated. “Will you arrest me if I don’t?”

“No,” said Sabas, biting down on the edge of his tongue. “It’s just… it’s a matter of security.”

“Is it concerning the disc of the gods?” he asked, pointing up at the floating disc over their heads. “Is that what this is about? What do you know?”

“I don’t know anything, sir,” said Sabas. And then he noticed heads poking out of nearby homes, listening in on their conversation. This wasn’t going to be an easy task. “Please, sir. I—I don’t know the particulars myself; I’m just following orders. I know that it’s a matter of security.”

“I have a family and we can’t live on the streets. My wife is still breastfeeding.”

Sabas groaned. He tried to be clear with the man, without telling him that he would certainly die if he chose to stay. The townspeople around began whispering.

“Thieves will come and steal everything if I go,” the man said, now with his arms crossed. “I’m not leaving. I refuse to go. You will have to arrest me.”

Sabas groaned again. “Sir, I can only ask that you leave. This isn’t an order—it’s a strong recommendation. Please do it for your baby’s sake.”

“Don’t make this about my baby!” the man snapped, and then he slammed his tattered door in Sabas’s face.

“Damn peasant!” Sabas snapped. Then he looked at the next house. An old woman was already staring at him. So Sabas tried again. “Ma’am, it’s important that you go.”

“You’re lying!” she said. “You’re just trying to make me leave so you can steal my jewelry.”

“Take your jewelry with you!” Sabas said.

“Make me!” she cawed.

“Oh my God,” Sabas said, shaking his head. So with the next peasant, he tried a new tactic. “The floating city above us is showing signs that it may fall down.”

“It is?” the man said. “I’ve been watching it and it hasn’t moved an inch! What signs have you seen?”

“Our experts have been studying it,” Sabas lied. “It will fall and crush you and your home. It’s important that you go.”

“It’s the gods!” he said. “They won’t hurt us. They’re all-powerful.”

And Sabas realized he was in for a very frustrating day. He was close, many times, to telling people the truth: that there would be catapults and trebuchets and flaming arrows and crossbow bolts, all pounding the bottom of that floating city. Even if the strange ship didn’t come down, the projectiles would. Stones would fall and demolish entire homes. Flaming arrows would start terrible fires. “Why are you all so resistant!?” Sabas finally snapped at one old lady who crossed her arms and said, “You don’t control me!”

Sabas was ready to strangle the old woman, then a young woman—possibly her granddaughter—stepped up and put her hands on her shoulders. “You really should listen to him,” she said.

“I’m not leaving my home and my belongings,” the old lady said stubbornly.

“This is all just stuff. Our health is more important than anything,” said the young woman with a gentle smile. “I can help you pack your things. We will seek shelter in the mountains for a few nights.”

“Why?” the old woman said, still crossing her arms.

“Because you matter more to me than any of the stuff in the house.” And she looked into her grandmother’s eyes with a warm smile. She was impressively convincing. She managed to break through to the old woman. The old woman squirmed and groaned and then she said, “Fine. Let’s leave for a few days.”

“Thank you,” Sabas said, letting out a sigh of relief. It was the first small victory of the day.

The old woman went to gather her most important belongings. Then, the young woman looked into Sabas’s eyes. She had a soft smile and smooth, dark hair. A cute band of freckles adorned her nose and cheeks. “You’re going to have a tough time convincing these people to go,” she said.

“I got that,” Sabas said. “I guess you all just really like your stuff.”

“It has nothing to do with that,” she smiled. “They just don’t like you.”

“Me?” Sabas said.

She let out a small giggle. “Well, it’s your uniform. They don’t know you.”

“I’m just trying to protect them,” Sabas said.

“They don’t care. These people have a long history of being taken advantage of—by other people, by the government—they only trust their friends and family members.”

“Well then tell me what I can say to them to take me seriously,” said Sabas.

“Honestly,” she said. “There isn’t anything you can say. They won’t believe a word you say, even if you see that their house is on fire and try to tell them, they will probably call you a liar.”

“I can’t understand such stubbornness,” said Sabas, shaking his head.

“Try living with them,” the girl giggled. “I’m Orla, by the way.”

“Sabas,” said Sabas.

“I recognize you,” she said. “I saw you with the queen during her last speech. Someone told me that the queen went up into the god’s disc. Is it true? Did she take you with her?” Her eyes lit up and she made a big smile.

“I’m not at liberty to comment on any of that,” said Sabas.

“Oh, please tell me!” she said, suddenly throwing herself at Sabas, wrapping her arms around him like a child. Sabas was so caught off guard that he nearly reached for his sword. Then, he looked down into her eyes as she peered into his.

“I—I’m sorry. I can’t say,” Sabas said. Though her cute embrace made him consider slipping.

“If you tell me, I will help you,” she said, still peering into Sabas’s eyes.

Sabas was about to turn down the offer, and then he looked down the long stretch of houses that he still had to approach—just on that street. He really needed help. He needed to figure out a way to create some buzz, to get the people talking to one another. There was no way five men could evacuate an entire city core. They needed to create some word-of-mouth. “Fine,” Sabas said. “But you can’t tell people what I tell you now.” And for some reason, he knew he could trust the young woman. There was something about her face: a certain innocence that just seemed so genuine.

He told her about the Erians. He told her what the ship looked like. He told her that there was some uncertainty about what was going to happen. He bit his tongue before spilling info on the upcoming attack, and he didn’t tell her the strange thing that Vega said to him—he kept all of that to himself, but Orla seemed pleased with the info she got. She beamed and gasped like a child hearing a thrilling bedtime story. Then she clasped her hands together and bounced in a cute way.

“Visitors from another world!” she said. “That sounds so… unbelievable. Yet it’s true. This just has my head spinning with theories. How exciting. Okay—you’ve held up your promise, now I will hold up mine. I’ll go down the road and I will try to make people take this seriously. And don’t worry! I won’t tell them anything you told me. I’m sure I can get them to move. And once we get a few of them moving, they will all go. I’m sure of it.”

And sure enough, it worked. The people listened to her. Maybe it was that certain innocence: that face that just did not look capable of telling a lie. She only spent a minute at each house, and within the hour, the peasants were packed up and on their way out of the district. Sabas couldn’t believe his eyes. After just three hours, the place was desolate and it was time to move onto the next area.

“I can’t thank you enough,” Sabas said to Orla.

“Don’t mention it. I’m just happy we’re all going to be safe.”

Sabas smiled, and then he blushed. He kept looking into her eyes and finding himself flustered, though he wasn’t sure why. So he nodded his head, cleared his throat, and said, “I’m off to the next district. Maybe I’ll see you around.”

“Can I come!?” she suddenly asked, lighting up and bouncing with excitement.

“Um,” Sabas said. He thought her enthusiasm was peculiar. It wasn’t exactly a fun job. “People are going to yell at you.”

“I don’t mind,” she said. “I just want to help.”

“That’s fine. I, uh, guess you can come and help then.” She beamed and giggled. Her childish energy was infectious, making Sabas let a small chuckle of his own slip out. So together they went, to get the middle of that city evacuated, so that Queen Kali could attack that Erian ship with everything she had.


CHAPTER II

Sabas worked his way down to the next neighborhood, and then the next. Orla was a tremendous help, doing most of the work herself. Sabas felt a bit embarrassed. He stopped to take a break, to drink some water, while Orla kept going to houses. Without him, she managed to get the job done twice as quickly, as if the town’s poor residents were more receptive without him there. Now, he was starting to feel somewhat useless.

Quickly, the town was starting to feel like a ghost town. The air was silent as if it was the dead of night—but it was only 2:00 PM.

Orla was now down the road, speaking to an old couple. Sabas thought about walking up to make it seem more ‘official’, but he knew that Orla was better off without him, so he kept his distance and watched from the other end of the road. Then he heard something to his right. He looked down the alleyway and saw a figure moving in the wrong direction, towards the temple instead of moving towards the edge of town like everyone else.

So Sabas went down the alleyway. Sheets on clotheslines obscured his view. He thought about calling out, but there was a dread churning in his gut. He followed quickly and quietly, sticking close to the wall, trying to catch up with the fast-moving character. Around the bend, he got a better view of the culprit: a woman wearing a long, flowing robe with a hood over her head. Her body was tense and she was moving with resolve. Sabas knew how to spot someone with bad intent—it was his job after all—and this particular person fit the bill. So he reached for his sword and rushed towards the girl.

He got closer and closer, and he was just about to reach out for her when she turned around to look into his eyes.

Her eyes weren’t right: burning red against her pale skin. She looked dead, because she was dead. Sabas was now looking at Syria.

He gasped. His lips parted and she let out a strange growl. Sabas pulled out his sword and pointed the tip at her throat. “Stop right there!” he said. Then she took a step towards him. Sabas jumped back. He didn’t want her to touch him. She smelled awful, like rotting meat. There were bluish-green spots on her body: areas where her flesh had rotted away. Sabas could even see her bones in some places. “My God!” he gasped. “Don’t come any closer! Stay right there.”

“She tried to speak, but her tongue was covered in bugs and there was a hole in her throat. Sabas wanted to kill her to put her out of her misery. She looked angry—and what was she on her way to do? Sabas bit down on his tongue and approached the undead woman carefully. “You need to come with me,” he said. Then she lunged at him. He yelled and dropped his sword. He didn’t want to hurt her, though he probably would have been better off slicing her head off of her shoulders… though maybe that wouldn’t have even killed her.

Instead, he grabbed her, hugging her to keep her arms pinned at her sides. He groaned and winced his face away. She was weak, with a petite frame and deteriorated muscles. She was easy to hold physically, but the smell was unbearable, and he could feel fluids gushing out of her wounds.

“My God, you poor creature!” he said. Now, she was trying to bite him, so he wrestled her to the ground, pushing her face against the alleyway. He felt horrible. It was his fault that she was in that state. He pulled out his handcuffs and strapped them around her wrists. Then, he pulled her up to her feet and kept her turned away from him. “I’m going to get you help,” he said, looking around. He had no idea what to do with her. He could only think of Victorine, who was twelve long hours of hiking away. What other choice did he have? His only other real option was to kill her, hide her body, and be back to Kali by the end of his shift.

But somehow, he knew that dealing with Syria and Victorine was more important than being back to Kali to end his shift. He could always come up with some excuse or another to tell his general. “Come with me,” he hushed to the undead healer. She growled and coughed, then he started pushing her down the alley, towards the edge of town.

Thankfully, the town was deserted now, so sneaking out unseen wasn’t so hard. “I’m sorry I did this to you,” he said to her, though he wasn’t really sure it was something he did. When he saw her from the temple, she didn’t look so horrible. She didn’t look so rotten—though he could only see her from a distance.

But from the Erian ship, she looked more-or-less normal. What happened? He tried asking her, but she just growled and moaned like a monster.

That long hike was terrible, smelling that rotting woman the whole way. And the smell kept getting worse. Bits of her body kept falling off and more bugs kept creeping out from under her skin. She kept stumbling, and at one point, Sabas heard her bone breaking when she fell over a tree root. He pulled her to her feet and forced her to walk on. “We will get you help,” he said without much certainty. Now, she was limping.

The last six hours of the hike were in darkness. It was a moonless night. Sabas’s body was sore, but he hardly noticed. His will was beaten down. He wasn’t sure he could keep this game up, constantly trying to fix everything for everyone. It was all too much. And what would happen if he stopped trying? Would someone else slip in to fill the void? Or would everything collapse?

He still had a bit of fight left in him: a few days until he would be completely exhausted mentally.

And to make matters worse, he was lost now. He’d deviated off of the main pathway, and now the night shadows made everything look different. How far off the path was he? He could hear slithering creatures moving in the foliage under his feet. He just wasn’t sure how much more he could take.

“Where are you!?” he called out to the earth spirit who brought that poor creature back from the dead. “I have your apprentice! I’ve brought her to you!” He was calling out to the wind, getting no answer. Now, he was feeling truly defeated. He didn’t know what to do with the girl. He couldn’t drag her back to the town, but he couldn’t just leave her out in the woods to rot. “Aren’t you going to help me!?” he called out.

And then a strong wind made him wince. He groaned and felt a coldness that didn’t seem natural. Sheltering his eyes, he managed to look towards the breeze, and there he saw a light. The light took the form of a woman, and then it faded, leaving a faint glow around the body of that earth spirit. Now, Sabas was in awe, though he found himself wondering if he could have simply summoned her from the alleyway where he caught Syria. “I’ve waited an eternity for you,” she said softly—so softly that Sabas had to strain to hear her.

“Many things came up,” Sabas said. “I tried my best, and now I’m here, with the girl. Here she is. She’s sick. Her body is decomposing. She needs help.”

“You were supposed to bring her to me right away,” said the spirit, starting to sound angry.

“But I really did try my best. I had to find her. I had to work. There is a strange race of men hovering above our city. I did my best.”

“Well your best wasn’t good enough. Look at this creature. She’s beyond saving. You’ve done this to her.” Her voice was getting progressively more aggressive, now as though she was speaking through clenched teeth.

“I can’t be blamed for this. She’s here, now. Now, you can help her with your magic. Please—just do it.”

“I can’t,” she said. “When she was a part of the earth, I could help her. Now, she’s between here and there. She is beyond my help. She needs to be put out of her misery. So take your blade and end her suffering. It’s all we can do for her now. And remember that you did this.”

“No,” Sabas said, shaking his head. “You can’t blame me for this! You brought her back.”

“I simply lifted her from the earth. I could have helped her while she was well, and I told you to bring her to me. Now she’s rotting flesh. Do it, Sabas! End her misery!”

“I won’t do it,” Sabas said, shaking his head. “You do it.”

Now, the spirit was glowing red. The features of her face faded and she began to beam. “Kill the girl, Sabas,” she said.

“No!” Sabas shouted. He had no idea what was happening. He looked left and right, feeling wind from both sides. Foliage lifted from the forest floor. The air became cold—frighteningly cold. Sabas stumbled back. He was ready to run, though he had no idea if that would do anything.

Then, the spirit’s body began to dematerialize. She turned to light and then that light was absorbed into the air, pulling away in every direction until she was no more, leaving Sabas with that walking corpse. “Your kingdom is cursed, Sabas Namurot!” The voice came from the air, all around him.

“No!” shouted Sabas.

But Sabas wasn’t quite ready to give up on the decomposing soul. Maybe there was some salvation for her. If Victorine couldn’t help, maybe the forest nymphs could. They’d helped multiple times before, after all.

So Sabas grabbed the corpse by the wrists and pulled her. She groaned and Sabas rushed away from that swirling forest wind. But she seemed to be everywhere: in the ground and in the trees. The earth was angry now. Did Sabas really make her so angry that she cursed the land? Was everything turning bad because of Sabas? Maybe he needed to stop trying. Maybe he needed to simply let nature run her course, even if that meant the destruction of one empire or another…

He ran, tripped, stumbled, and groaned. The smell of that poor dead girl was still getting worse and his nostrils just weren’t getting used to that horrid odour.

He heard something darting through the woods behind him. He gasped, spun around, and fell to the ground. He scrambled up to his feet. “Who’s there!?” he called out. Then he heard something else dash to his right. He grabbed his zombie prisoner and kept running. “C’mon, girl. We need to move!” The dread in his gut was now teetering on nausea.

He reached a cliff. He nearly slipped on the wet rocks, and then he managed to catch Syria before she fell over the edge. “Careful!” he shouted, though he had no idea why he was speaking to her. It didn’t seem like she could hear or understand any word coming out from his mouth.

He kept running, now along that steep ledge, trying to get away from the strange forest storm that seemed to be following him everywhere. He could hear her whispering, “You’ve cursed this kingdom!” Victorine hissed into his ear. He wanted to get far away from her, but she seemed to be everywhere.

Then he slipped. He lost his balance and yelled, trying to grab onto Syria so he wouldn’t fall, but that just took her down with him. They both went over the edge, falling down the steep rocky cliff. He screamed until he hit his head, then everything went black for what felt like a few seconds—but when he came to, it was light out.

The forest was calm now as rays of morning light pierced the heavy treetops.

Four figures looked down at him, staring into his eyes. They were women: gentle and harmless, freckled and young. “He’s awake,” one of them whispered.

“Should we get Faun?”

“Go! Run and get Faun!”

Sabas groaned and tried to sit up, but his back was in a terrible amount of pain. He tried to move his legs but they just wouldn’t move. “A—Am I dead?” he asked, thinking that the girls might be angels or heavenly spirits of some sort.

“On the contrary—you’re quite lucky to be alive!” said one of the young women. She smiled, and Sabas felt a wave of relief, though it was short lived, ending as soon as he tried to sit up again and realized he had no feeling in his legs.

“Am I paralyzed?” he asked, trying not to sound too worried, even though he was sick with horror.

“Possibly,” said the young woman. “Though not all of you.”

Then another girl giggled. Sabas was able to strain his neck to look down his body. He could see that he had a bulge between his legs: an erection. He wanted to cover it with his hands, but his arms were too weak. “I—I’m sorry,” he said. “That’s embarrassing. I—I was asleep.”

“Don’t apologize, human,” said one girl. “We made it that way. We’ve been massaging you.”

“Massaging me?” he asked.

“Faun told us to stimulate your energies,” said a fair redhead with a Celtic smile.

Sabas’s heart skipped a beat, and he realized he was with the nymphs. They must have found his body at the bottom of that cliff. They must have come to his rescue. “W—Where’s the girl?” he asked.

“Oh,” said the blonde nymph. “I’m afraid she didn’t make it. Poor thing was torn to shreds.”

Sabas felt that familiar wave of defeat washing over him. He came all that way, and for what? Syria was dead and now and Victorine was in a curious rage. Queen Kali was probably wondering where Sabas went, his general was probably furious… This impromptu trip was a gigantic mistake.

“I think you will be okay though,” said the nymph with the red hair. “Faun said you would be fine, as long as we keep your energies flowing.”

Then he felt the young fingers of a nymph curling around his bulge. He gasped and the blonde giggled. “Try to relax,” she said softly, and then she started massaging his cock.

“W—Who is Faun?” he asked.

“Our queen,” said the redhead. The other girls giggled, though Sabas wasn’t sure why. He didn’t know the nymphs had a queen. He didn’t know they were really societal creatures.

“Take his erection out from his pants, Edith,” said one doe-girl to another. They giggled.

“He’s so big. It’s a bit intimidating,” said another.

“It’s what Faun told us to do. We have to help him.”

The carefully opened up Sabas’s pants and two of them fished his cock out, pulling it up into the open air. One girl gasped at the sight of it. The other girl reached in to grab it. “We must keep stimulating his energies!” she hushed. Sabas almost didn’t care that his legs were seemingly paralyzed.

He grinned and looked into the blonde’s eyes. “You’re very good at that,” he said.

“Thank you,” she blushed.

“I wouldn’t be mad if you kissed me while you did it,” he said.

“I reckon it’s working then?” giggled the redhead.

The blonde blushed hard and then she crawled up next to Sabas, close, and bent over, pressing her young lips against his. She was a gentle kisser, keeping her hand on his cock, massaging him up and down while the other girls watched.

The redhead giggled and skipped up. She bent down to lick the tip of Sabas’s cock. “Can you feel his energy? It’s strong! I can feel it.”

“Faun will be pleased!” said the third girl, who was on the lookout for their queen. She looked down at Sabas’s cock and bit her bottom lip. Her eyes were tempted. She let out a little whimper and then she budged in. “Let me feel it too,” she said, taking his cock away from the blonde. Then she gasped. “It’s quite hard! I wasn’t expecting it to be so hard!”

“You must stroke it, Kya! Keep his energies flowing! It’s the only way to save him,” said the redhead.

“Do whatever you need to do to save me,” grinned Sabas. Then he put his hand on the breast of the blonde. She gasped and looked down at his big, muscular hand. He squeezed her tit and she moaned. He looked between her legs, at her naked slit. Her little lips quivered before a subtle drop of clear fluid trickled out of her.

“Faun will be very pleased,” said the redhead.

“Tell us what you want most, human,” said the blonde as Sabas squeezed her breasts.

“This is all I want,” he said. And now, he was almost sure that he could feel this energy they were talking about. He could feel a buzzing: a warm vibration that seemed to reverberate through his bones and through the warm forest floor.

“Tell us what you really want,” said the redhead. “Would you like to be inside of me? Would you like us to suck you? I’m afraid to say that your life depends on it, human.”

“Come on top of me,” Sabas said to the redhead. She blushed and gently pushed by her friends. She didn’t hesitate, crawling on top of Sabas, completely naked. Her long red hair tickled his chest. He grasped her small, perky breasts, and he squeezed her large, erect nipples. Then he put his hands on her hips and brought her down onto his tall cock. She moaned as he entered into her warm pussy. He saw her doe tail flutter.

“Make sure he doesn’t come!” said the blonde, putting her hand on the redhead’s shoulders.

“But I can come, right?” she asked.

“You must!” said the other two girls at the same time. So the redhead began to bounce, closing her eyes and moaning as she clenched her vaginal lips around Sabas’s impressive girth.

“It feels good. He’s got a strong energy!”

“Keep going. You must give him your energy. An orgasm would be best. Two would be better—before Faun comes!”

“You’re tight,” Sabas said. “I—I don’t know if I can stop myself from coming.”

“You must, human. You have to save that energy for Faun. Only she can help you. We can just strengthen your energy.”

“I like it when you strengthen my energy,” Sabas said.

“He’s a flirt!” gasped the blonde. “His legs are broken and he flirts. Imagine that!”

Sabas looked down and noticed the blonde had a small erection between her legs. He waved her over. She dropped to her knees next to his face. “Yes, human?” she asked while the redhead slid up and down on his cock.

Sabas reached out and grabbed her small, cute erection. He squeezed it and began to stroke it. She gasped, looking down beyond her small perky breasts.

Then a new woman approached. She was Faun. She didn’t even have to speak for Sabas to be certain. She was naked, not even wearing a crown, but Sabas could tell that she was the queen. There was something about the way that she walked, the way that she held up her head, and the way that she glowed an invisible light. Her presence was powerful and her aura was unmistakable. The girls looked up at her and gasped. “Don’t stop,” said Faun with a commanding tone in her voice. She smiled and looked down at Sabas.

“A—Are you going to help me?” he asked.

“We’re going to try,” she said. “When I found you this morning, I knew that we had to try.”

“I was just trying to get away from a spirit in the woods. It was so angry—and then I fell,” said Sabas.

“We heard the storm last night. We knew someone had angered the spirit here,” she said. “We can’t help you with that, I’m afraid. The Earth has its own agenda, and… Edith! Stop bouncing on him so quickly! He’s not a carnival ride.”

“Sorry, Faun,” said the girl on Sabas’s lap. She bounced slower, clenching his cock with her pussy, moaning softly as she went up and down.

“What was I saying?” said Faun, shaking her head. “Right—we found you. You have a very good energy, human. I can tell that you’re trying to do the right thing. You have a kind soul. But you’ve been terribly misguided.”

“I have?” Sabas asked, though he was only half-listening to her. He was trying hard not to come in the tight nymph pussy that was currently sliding up and down.

“It would seem that way,” she said. “I don’t know the details, and I don’t need to know them. Your journey is your own. All I can do is help you to be on your way. It’s important that you stay true to yourself.”

Sabas let his gaze drift down Faun’s perfect body. She looked like she was made by a master sculptor: her body was thin and fit. Her breasts were the perfect size: not too big, not too small, and perfectly perky. Her curves were unbelievable. And her pussy was amazingly plump: two fat lips sandwiching a tiny hint of meat.

She giggled. “I see you’ve done a good job stimulating his energies… Maybe too good of a job.”

“Sorry, Faun!” gasped the blonde. Sabas was still holding her small cock.

“Don’t apologize. It will make the healing easier. Now move aside and let me tend to him.”

The nymphs moved away from him—and the timing was probably perfect. Ten more seconds of the redhead bouncing and Sabas probably would have burst inside her tight, young body. Now, his cock was throbbing and twitching on his abdomen. His face was dark red and his body was tingling all over.

Faun stood above him. She stared at his body before closing her eyes and taking a deep breath in. “I can feel your energy,” she said. “It’s so strong. It’s so determined.”

“Let me feel your body,” he said softly. He had no idea if it was rude or not, but he really did want to feel her breasts. He was shocked when she dropped to her knees, now stradling him. He reached up to feel those soft, light breasts, squeezing them hard before pinching her nipples and playfully pulling on them. She didn’t seem fazed. She just remained still, with her eyes closed.

Then she opened her eyes and smiled. “Your desires are strong, human,” she said. “And you know what you like.”

“I like you,” he grinned, feeling strangely confident.

“But this is what you really want,” she said. He looked down and gasped. Her pussy was gone. Now, she had a long, thick cock. It was huge—as long as her thigh and as thick as her wrist. “My God!” he muttered.

“It’s what you asked for,” she said. And Sabas didn’t remember asking for a monster cock. He didn’t even remember thinking about it… but it was what he wanted. Maybe she could read his subconscious. Maybe his desires really were floating around with his ‘energies’. He still had no idea what any of that meant, but now, after everything he’d been through, he knew that pretty much everything was possible.

Two nymphs came up behind Faun. They both reached around and clutched her long cock, stroking it for her, imbuing her with their sexual energy. Two other nymphs came to Sabas, sitting by his head, stroking his hair. He was surrounded, and now he could really feel it; he could feel that intense energy: buzzing, warming his body. He felt it in his legs, which had been numb moments earlier. He felt that vibration almost lifting him up, making his body weightless.

Faun pressed her tip into his hole while her friends held up and spread his legs. He moaned and bit down on his tongue. He felt her sliding in. He clenched for a moment, but he wanted her inside of him, so he did his best to relax. He felt her sliding deeper and deeper, until she was fully inside of his asshole, stuffing him deeply. He groaned and looked down and saw her pelvis pressed against his crotch. She really was inside of his body, and he could feel her pushing deep, through his stomach and up to his chest.

She began to pump.

The other girls held Sabas down. They all seemed to be watching his cock with fascinated eyes. “He really likes it!” cried the redhead.

“Give it to him, Faun!” said the blonde.

Sabas looked around at all of their faces. They all looked into his eyes. It should have been intimidating, but instead, it was strangely relaxing. They weren’t giggling now. They weren’t judging him. They were just healing him and enjoying his body, and he was enjoying them.

“I can feel it!” said one of the girls.

“I can feel it too!” said another.

“He’s coming,” said Faun—and they all felt it before him. Suddenly, an intense tingling made him tense up. He bit hard on his tongue and looked down at his stomach. He watched as her tip pressed into his abdomen over and over, making a lump appear and disappear.

“Oh God,” he moaned, and then he watched his own cock as it began to spray his chest. The girls all gasped. They reached in with their hands, smearing it as it poured out. Some of them tasted it, some of them rubbed it on their chests, and others rubbed it on each other in a strange, ritualistic sort of way.

But Sabas knew that it wasn’t just some silly, pointless ritual. There was something to it. He could feel the energy buzzing—and that wasn’t it. Now, he could move his legs. He lifted up his knees and dug his toes into the ground.

The girls giggled. One bent over to suck the last drop of cum out from his cock. Two other girls began to lick his chest. Faun stood up. Now, her cock was gone and she had that perfect, plump pussy. “You can stand now, human,” she said.

And it was true: he could stand. He wanted to scream out with joy. He was elated. But the joy was short-lived. He suddenly remembered Victorine’s curse. He remembered that he was supposed to be back in Aluria for the siege on the floating city. There was no way he could make it back now—he was twelve hours away and the siege was set to begin in just a few hours.

The girls giggled as they pranced back into the forest. They had a wonderful playful energy about them, keeping Sabas’s mind at ease, making him think that there was a chance that everything could be okay… though the dread in his stomach wasn’t going away.

He felt like he was on borrowed time now, and maybe that was true. Maybe all of Aluria was on borrowed time.

Faun was walking away. “How do I get home?” he asked her before she slipped into the forest.

She turned to him with a warm smile. “I don’t know where your home is,” she said.

“Aluria. Which way to Aluria?”

Then Faun pointed. Sabas smiled and thanked her for her help. He really owed her, though he knew there would never be any way for him to pay her back.

Sabas started his journey home, feeling the warm morning sun on his skin. He didn’t feel at all like someone who had fallen off a cliff just a few hours earlier. He didn’t feel at all like someone who had broken both of his legs. In fact, he felt better than ever. He even tested his strength by doing a tall tuck jump, and then he caught himself laughing aloud. Maybe there was a lot of craziness going on in the world, but there was still some good too. There were still pure souls doing their best to make the world into a happy place.

Suddenly, something tugged on the back of Sabas’s collar. He was about to spin around to attack the assailant, and then a blade pressed against his throat. The blade pressed hard, so he froze, feeling the metal just beginning to penetrate his skin. He was too afraid to even take a breath into his lungs, worried that simply flexing his neck would be enough to make the blade cut skin.

“Don’t move,” a deep female voice said. “I’m going to count to five. At five, I want you to slowly drop to your knees.”

Before she counted, she grabbed his sword and tossed it aside. She checked his body for additional blades, and then she counted. “Three… Four… Five,” she said. Sabas followed the command.

She kept that blade on his throat as she came around to face him.

She wasn’t at all what he was expecting. She was a short girl with fair skin and dark hair, braided tightly against her head. She hardly looked eighteen and her muscle mass was almost non-existent—yet somehow, she scared the hell out of Sabas—and it wasn’t just the blade.

“Information or you die,” she said bluntly.

“In—Information?” Sabas said.

“You are an Alurian Royal Guard,” she said. “Tell me why you’re here or I slit your throat.”

Sabas was frozen for a moment, looking up at the girl. She wasn’t wearing a specific uniform that he recognized. She seemed to be alone in those woods—but what was she doing?

“I—I’m just out hiking,” he said, and he thought it was a fine enough lie in the moment, though once the words left his tongue, he realized how fake it sounded. He was almost twelve hours away from the Alurian capitol, and he was still in his uniform.

“Okay, then you die,” she said. And she really was about to slit his throat when he yelled.

“No! Wait!” he said, closing his eyes. Her blade was terrifying: curved like a crescent moon, and pointed into a sharp tip. “I was out to see a spirit,” he said. “I made a deal with her, and—and I came to finish the deal.”

She paused. “If you’re lying to me, guard, I will cut your throat and let you bleed out.”

“I’m not lying,” said Sabas. Then he bit his tongue and told the stranger everything he could think to tell her, even though he’d been trained not to say a thing if captured by an enemy. Had he been captured the day before, he probably would have kept his mouth shut, and he would have died for it. But now, he felt like a different person. He was living on borrowed time and he wanted to live his life. He wanted to experience new things and he wanted to know love. And if he just died minutes after being saved by the nymphs, then it was all for nothing.

“Your story is absurd,” the girl said, but then she eased the blade off of his throat. “Too absurd to be fake.”

“I’m just trying to stop everyone from killing each other,” Sabas said. “Queen Kali doesn’t know that I’m here and now, she probably thinks that I’ve abandoned her.”

Then, the girl went behind Sabas. She told him to hold his hands together behind his back, so he did. Then she tied his wrists together. “Why are you detaining me?” Sabas asked.

“I’m not,” she said. “I’m killing you.”

“What!?” Sabas said. He tried to pull his wrists apart, then she put the tip of her blade to his throat again.

“Fight and I will slit your throat,” she said. “It will take minutes to bleed out. If I just chop your head off, it will be instant. Now hold still.”

“Why are you killing me?” Sabas asked. He could feel the color leaving his face. His heart throttled hard against his ribcage.

“Because it’s my job. No hard feelings,” she said.

“I don’t understand,” she said.

“Direct orders from the queen,” she said.

“Huh?” Sabas said. And then the woman lifted her blade. She prepared to come down, and then Sabas managed to say, “Which queen?”

“Queen Ilyra,” she said.

“Your queen is an imposter!” Sabas said right before the blade came down. He waited for everything to go black, but nothing happened. The air became silent, and he slowly opened his eyes. Why wasn’t she cutting?

“What did you just say about my queen?” she said.

“She’s an imposter,” Sabas said softly, once again feeling that weird tingling of borrowed time.

“How so?”

“Magic put her soul into the body of a messenger, and the messenger took her body. Now, the real Queen Ilyra is in the temple dungeon, living in a cell.”

“More absurd nonsense from you,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Well it’s true!” snapped Sabas. “And why would I lie? It’s not like I’m assuming it’s knowledge that will stop you from killing me. It’s just a fact—a deathbed confession, if you will.”

“And how would you know this? How could an Alurian guard have information like this?”

So Sabas told her everything, right from the start. He had a feeling he was going to regret it, and sharing the information certainly wasn’t in his own kingdom’s best interest—but he wanted to live, and now, he wasn’t sure that he really cared to see Aluria remain in Queen Kali’s control. She hadn’t been such a stellar leader. And Sabas was really starting to wonder if she cared at all about the average Alurian, or if her fight to stay in power was for personal reasons.

Now, the girl was just staring at Sabas with a look of disbelief. Sabas really wasn’t expecting her to spare him. He was surprised she hadn’t already killed him, though it seemed like she was under the impression she could get more information out of him.

“She has been… different,” said the girl, now teasing the tip of her blade with the tip of her pointer finger. “Something changed in her—and I’ve seen some incredible things out in these woods. I’ve seen what I can only describe as magic. So maybe you aren’t lying.”

“I’m not lying,” said Sabas. “Though to be honest with you—and I have no reason to be honest with you—I don’t know if I believe it all myself. Sometimes I think it’s all been a dream, and the dream is about to come to an end.”

“So right now, Queen Kali is waging an attack against a floating city?” said the girl with blunt expression.

“That’s right,” said Sabas. “Maybe they will destroy it, or maybe the city will destroy Aluria. I have no idea.”

“Goleah is launching an attack on Aluria as we speak,” said the girl. And then Sabas froze. He had to wait a moment for her words to properly process in his brain.

“Excuse me—what?” he said.

And if it was true, why was she telling him?

“Queen Ilyra—or this messenger inside of her body—commanded a full-scale assault on Aluria. The troops are gathering as we speak. I was sent into the woods to hunt down spies and watchmen before the troops begin the three-day journey.”

“Why?” Sabas said. His lips remained parted, then he shook his head. “I mean—why is Goleah attacking Aluria?”

“Because Queen Kali waged war,” said the girl, almost sounding confused.

“She did? When did she do that? I’m not aware of any call to arms.”

Now the two were staring at each other, both feeling like they missed a vital piece of information. “What are you saying, guard?”

“I’m not saying anything,” said Sabas. “Queen Kali hasn’t thought about Goleah in days—maybe weeks. We all assumed that tension ended when the rain came.”

“Three days ago,” said the girl, now with narrowed eyes. “Queen Ilyra announced to the kingdom that Aluria has declared war.”

“It’s nonsense. I’ve been with Queen Kali. Your queen lied to you. Aluria has its own problems. You may even march in to find there’s nothing left to attack.”

“You better not be lying to me, guard,” she hissed.

“You’d better not be lying to me,” said Sabas.

Then she stared at him. She stared at him for a long, long moment while she considered what he was saying.

“So let me be clear: the real Queen Ilyra is trapped in a messenger’s body, down the temple dungeon?” she said.

“That’s right,” Sabas said. “I know it’s hard to believe, but I saw them swap bodies—I was there when it happened.”

“And the messenger is your friend—the woman who is now ruling over Goleah?”

“I don’t know if I would say friend—and technically the messenger is a boy.”

“This is all very confusing,” said the forest assassin.

“I agree,” said Sabas. “But it’s the truth.”

“But if you were to show up at the Golean capitol, and walk into the temple, are you telling me that Queen Ilyra would accept you into her chambers? Would she trust you or would she turn you away?”

“I suppose she would probably let me in. In fact, I believe she’s hoping that I return, as I more-or-less saved her life… Syren—the soul inhabiting Ilyra’s body… I know it’s confusing, but it’s the truth. And if you take me there, I suppose I can prove it.”

“Then I will take you. If Queen Ilyra allows you in, I will believe what you’re saying. If not, I will chop off your head in front of the queen. Understand?”

“O—Okay,” said Sabas. And he couldn’t be too sure that Syren would let him in; it had been a while since he’d been around, and Syren was a curious character. Syren had his own motives, and now, in Ilyra’s body, he was powerful—she was powerful.

The assassin ordered Sabas to stand. “Now walk. It’s a long journey to Goleah from here.”

And it really was a long journey. “What’s your name, guard?” the girl asked.

“Sabas Namurot,” said Sabas.

“I’m Io. You don’t need to know my last name,” she said, without looking at him. And he was surprised she was offering up her first name.

They stopped after six hours, in a clearing with a pleasant view of the mountains between the two kingdoms. Io took out a small sac containing pieces of bread. She handed one to Sabas. “Eat,” she said.

“Thank you,” said Sabas.

“Don’t thank me,” she said. “You’re no use to me if you lose your energy. We’re making it to Goleah tonight.”

When they started walking again, Io went behind Sabas and cut his wrist tie. “Don’t try anything, guard,” she said. “I can kill you with my hands just as easily as I could with the sword.” Then she put her sword away. Maybe she was just tired of holding it, or maybe she was starting to trust Sabas.

Even more surprising was when she asked him personal questions, like, “Are you married?”

“No,” said Sabas.

“Have you always been a guard?” she asked.

“Since school, yes,” said Sabas.

Then they kept walking, in silence for a while, until Io offered up some of her own personal information. “I was a musician,” she said. “I played the harp. I was very good.”

“Really?” said Sabas.

Io nodded her head, still not turning to look at him. “But when I was eleven, I was chosen to kill the princess who was visiting from the eastern lands.”

“Wait—what?”

Io shrugged her shoulders. “The queen at the time wanted the princess dead. She was a controversial princess, and she always had many guards with her. But she was coming to the orphanage where I lived, to do a visit as part of some optics campaign. I don’t know—I hardly remember it; it was so long ago. Her guards checked all of the adults for weapons, but they didn’t check the kids. That morning, before they arrived, one of the queen’s generals gave me a small blade and instructed me to stab the princess when she was near me. ‘Keep it concealed under your sleeve,’ the general told me. So that’s what I did. They told me they would kill my friends if I didn’t do it.”

“That’s horrible,” said Sabas.

“Well I did it. The princess was going around the room, pretending to care about all of us kids. She came up to me—and I hesitated. I didn’t do it, and the general, standing in the corner, looked so angry. But I knew it wasn’t a good moment. Instead, I waited until she was bending down with all of us around her. She was showing us all a story, and I managed to quickly stab up into her throat as she bent over. It happened so fast—too fast for her guards to see which child did it. My friends didn’t rat me out. The general was so impressed that he put me into a program to train me to kill other targets.”

Sabas nodded his head slowly. He had no idea why Io was telling him these details. Maybe she just wanted to talk. Maybe she had a lot to get off of her chest, and she assumed she was eventually going to kill Sabas, so it didn’t matter what he knew.

“I quickly became Goleah’s best assassin. They sent me out for all the big jobs. I was just fifteen and I could kill anyone without being detected. You wouldn’t believe how many people I’ve killed.” She turned to look at Sabas with a curious smile. She now looked so strangely innocent and cute—but she was talking about murdering people in droves.

Sabas returned the smile. Maybe she was insane. “That’s… good,” he said.

“When Ilyra took power, the assassinations more or less stopped,” she said, almost pouting as if it was a bad thing. “Ilyra’s whole thing was peace. To be honest, I was a bit excited when she ordered me out into the woods to kill all Alurian scouts and rangers. This was going to be the first time I killed someone for Queen Ilyra. Of course, I’ve done the odd hit for the generals, behind the queen’s back. Don’t tell her that though! Sometimes there are problems that need to be dealt with quietly. I’m sure you know that; I’m sure you know what it’s like to deal with issues before Queen Kali finds out about them.”

“Definitely,” said Sabas. He related too well.

And then Sabas found himself getting deeper and deeper into his chat with Io. He found himself relating a little bit too much to the accomplished killer. She had many similar frustrations with her rulers, but she swore an oath to serve whoever was in charge. Sabas told her about his frustrations with Kali, adding, “I shouldn’t be telling you this, but for some reason I am.”

Then Io looked at him with a cute grin. “Because you like me, Sabas,” she said. “And that’s fine. You’re allowed to like me. I am pretty cute.” She giggled. Maybe it was the giggle of a serial killer or maybe it was the giggle of a cute, young woman who was just doing her job, like everyone else.

It’s not like she was out murdering for laughs. She only killed people her general and queen commanded her to kill… though it was a bit concerning how she wished her queen would be more bloodthirsty.

“Here we are, crossing onto Golean territory,” she said, stepping down a small slope that didn’t look so much different from the last four hundred slopes they’d crossed. She knew those mountains well. She had a new story every kilometer. “This is where we killed the caravan of Mothians,” she said as they passed an old rotted hunting cabin. “Remember the Mothians? They were trying to set up an outpost here to move troops, but we stopped that. I killed seven guys, right here!” And she said it with a certain bragging tone.

“No way…” Sabas said, now starting to think that she was crazy again.

It was another three hours before the Golean capitol was within sight. The Golean temple rose up in the middle of the glowing city. “Here we are!” said Io. “Now we’re going to find out if you’re a liar or not.”

It was late, past midnight, but Io seemed to think that didn’t matter. They marched through the quiet streets and reached the temple gate. The guard looked at Sabas before looking nervously at Io. “Let us in,” she said.

The guard didn’t hesitate. He nodded his head quickly and moved aside. He seemed to be afraid of Io, and Sabas couldn’t blame him. Io was terrifying. Her kill count was higher than the most accomplished Alurian commanders. She’d been killing since before she was a teenager. And she spoke about killing like a child speaking about puppies or candy.

And somehow, that made her seem… cute.

Sabas followed her down the temple hallways, which were familiar from his last visit. Io approached one of the Golean guards and said, “Go wake Queen Ilyra. This Alurian guard has something important to say to her.”

The guard nodded quickly and ran off to get Ilyra. He didn’t even stop to remind her that it was the middle of the night. The guards there were more afraid of Io than their own queen.

“Okay, Sabas. Last chance to tell me you lied,” she said. “I can make your death quick. Or I can let Ilyra deal with you as she pleases, and that probably means torture in the dungeon. What will it be?”

“Well, I’m not a liar,” said Sabas. “So I suppose I will take my chances with Ilyra.”

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “That’s your preference,” she said. “Have it your way.”

Then we could hear the tapping heels of Ilyra, coming down the hallway with guards scurrying behind her. She came around the corner, her black dress flowing in air like a graceful ghost. She had a confident smile on her face. She looked at Io and then she turned to look at Sabas. Suddenly, she stopped with a small gasp. She lit up and lifted her hands into the air. “If it isn’t my old friend, Sabas!” she said.

Then, Io’s eyes lit up. Her lips parted, shocked that Sabas’s story was adding up. She looked slowly at Sabas before looking back at her queen. “So wait—you know this Alurian?” she said.

“Of course. He’s one of Kali’s guards,” said Ilyra, stopping short of the duo. Her guards remained close to the queen, almost cowering behind her as if they were scared that Io was going to lash out at any moment.

“I found him in the mountains,” she said. “He told me that he knew you personally and I had to see it for myself.”

“He’s one of the good ones, Io,” said Ilyra, who was actually Syren in Ilyra’s body. She looked into Sabas’s eyes and smiled. “I’ve been waiting for you to come back, Sabas. I’m so glad that you’re here.”

“I nearly killed him, your majesty,” said Io. “But he was very convincing when he told me that he knew you.”

“Well I’m glad you brought him to me. In fact, I would love to chat with Sabas in private. Thank you, Io, for bringing him to me.”

“My pleasure, your majesty,” smiled Io. “I’ll be floating around here for a while if you need me.” Io looked at Sabas and winked, giving Sabas a peculiar chill. Now, Sabas was worried that she was going to find a way to release the real Ilyra from prison—or maybe she was going to kill Syren, who was now in Ilyra’s body.

Syren took Sabas by the hand and led him away from Io and the guards. Sabas looked back for a quick moment before slipping off with her. They went down a long hall, up a stairway, and into the queen’s chambers. They really were alone: no guards in sight, or within earshot. Syren spun around and smiled at Sabas. “What took you so long to get back here?” she asked.

“Things have been crazy in Aluria.” For a moment, he considered telling her about what he told Io. He felt he needed to warn her, but he was terrified to admit to her that he gave away her secret to an insane murderer.

“I’ve heard some things,” she said. “I got reports of gods floating over the city… Is that true? It sounds so… unbelievable. But then again, look at me! At this point, I like to believe that anything is possible.”

“The reports are sort of true,” said Sabas. And now he was starting to feel like a double agent. Maybe he really was just stoking the flames of the drama between the kingdoms. “I’ve been on their floating city and they claim they aren’t gods. They claim they live in the stars.”

“Sounds like gods to me,” she said.

“I thought the same thing,” said Sabas.

“Well are they there to help Aluria or not?” Syren asked, turning away and walking over to her large closet. She started taking her dress off, slipping the sheer sheeves off before wriggling it down her curvy body. Sabas could see that long cock, dangling down between her thighs: the biggest piece of meat he’d ever seen in his life.

“We’re not really sure,” said Sabas softly, unable to look away from that swinging meat.

Then Syren looked back. She giggled, covering her lips with her hand. “Distracted, Sabas?” she said.

“Sorry,” he said, looking away, blushing.

“It’s okay,” she said. “You know, it’s strange. I wanted to be a woman so bad. Now, I’m a woman—but now, I have this gigantic cock. Strangely, it makes me feel even more like a woman. Does that make any sense? It doesn’t to me—but that’s how I feel.” She reached down and grabbed it, squeezed it and pulled back her foreskin to expose her tip. “Doesn’t this seem so naughty? It’s like I’m showing you the queen’s privates. I mean—that’s exactly what I’m doing! I can make this horrible woman do anything. I can even let you fuck me in the ass, Sabas—I can let you fuck the queen in the ass. Can you think of anything more degrading than that? The Golean queen being fucked in the ass by an Alurian guard!” She started laughing. “My first night in the body, I put a toy in my ass, just to humiliate the queen, even though she has no idea. I don’t know—maybe I’m crazy. Maybe I’m drunk with power…”

It did seem like she was talking nonsense—and it definitely seemed like she was drunk with power. “I heard a rumor that you might be attacking Aluria. Is that true?” Sabas asked softly.

Then, Syren let go of her long cock. “Maybe,” she said. “I heard a rumor that Aluria is completely vulnerable right now. Is that true?”

She walked towards Sabas, now completely naked. She put her hands on his shoulders and peered into his eyes with a smile on her face.

“Well, Sabas?”

“It might be true,” he said. “There may not even be anything left there now. You may send in your troops and find nothing but ruins and charred bodies.”

“And maybe that’s what they deserve,” she said, almost growling through her clenched teeth. Sabas’s heart skipped a beat. He felt the warmth leaving his face and hands. “Touch me, Sabas. Feel my body. Ever since I took over this body, all I’ve wanted to do is fuck. It’s a real problem, Sabas. It sounds silly, but I wake up with an erection that won’t go away until I deal with it. Sometimes I just can’t get myself off alone. I need to bring men to their knees. I need to dominate them. And when I don’t get that frustration out, I get all sorts of crazy ideas. My God, Ilyra must have been fucking ten guards a day—destroying them with this giant weapon of a cock—just so she could stay sane. I can’t even begin to understand how she was so ‘peaceful’. It really makes no sense. All of these hormones—these emotions… I want to fuck you senseless, Sabas—but I also want to humiliate this whore’s body. I want you to permanently stretch out this slutty asshole, even if it means using your fist.”

She reached down and grabbed Sabas’s crotch. She squeezed tightly and moaned. “Oh God, Sabas. I can’t decide what I want. You need to decide, but you must pick something. You can’t leave me with these feelings or I might just do something really crazy.” She grinned. “Why do you look so nervous? You don’t regret saving me, do you? Are you worried that you put a psychopath into the body of the queen?”

Sabas looked down at her cock, which was now erect. She really was insanely aroused: rock hard and throbbing. Her cock nearly touched the bottom of her breasts, which were large and round and so, so soft. Sabas cupped her breasts and squeezed, moaning softly before biting his lip. He looked back at her cock. “I don’t like any of this,” he said.

“Excuse me?” said Syren as she pushed back her raven hair.

“Everyone is angry. Everyone wants everyone else dead. And I feel like it’s all my fault. I feel like things would have just been normal by now had I not been meddling.”

“Don’t think you’re so important, Sabas,” she said, waving her hand. Then she grabbed his wrist and pulled his hand down, making him grab her heavy shaft. “Stroke me. Hold me tight and stroke my slutty cock, Sabas. And don’t be offended—I think you’re a lovely man. I would love for you to stay here with me forever, though it would give my people the wrong impression, so I’m afraid this may be our last rendezvous. But Goleah was inevitably going to attack Aluria, with Ilyra in power or not. The generals were already scheming behind Ilyra’s back, and now they’re happily scheming in the open, now that I’m on the same page as them. It was inevitable. Don’t think this has anything to do with you. And the gods floating over your city—do you really think you had anything to do with that? You must have quite the ego to think that the gods would come on your behalf!”

“I suppose you may be right,” said Sabas. “Though I would appreciate peace between our kingdoms. I would do anything to make that happen.”

“Well there’s nothing you can do. You’re just a guard. You could kill me right here, with your hands, and that would be only a slight delay. Maybe if you killed me and all of my generals—then you would buy yourself a year or two while us Goleans figured everything out… But let’s face it, you aren’t a godlike war hero. You’re just a guard. But here’s a deal for you: make me come harder than I’ve ever come in my life, and I’ll try to spare as many civilians as possible. I’ll try to keep the action between the armies. I will be the peaceful Queen Ilyra that every Golean knows and loves, and I will ensure that know innocent lives are taken… Well maybe a few will be taken. It’s war, after all. It’s inevitable. How’s that for a deal? But only if you make me come harder than I’ve ever come.”

“So be it,” said Sabas, now hoping Io would come in and stick her blade through Syren’s back.

So Sabas went to his knees. He clutched that giant erection with both of his hands, and then he sucked. It was hard to fit her massive girth in through his lips, but he managed. He pumped her while he sucked, listening to her moan. His heart raced and his head filled with all of the nightmarish scenarios: Golean soldiers murdering innocent Alurians in the streets… Surely, there was something he could do about it… He just had to think.

But he couldn’t let himself get distracted! He had to make her pleasure perfect. He had to make her come. He had to satisfy her. So he sucked like he really wanted her sperm in his mouth. He sucked hard and bobbed his head fast. He pumped her veiny cock and made her whimper.

Then he stood up and kissed her on her raven lips. He let her tongue into his mouth. He caressed her soft body with his hands. He let her gently thrust her giant third arm against his abdomen. “It wouldn’t be much fun if I came before penetrating your bum, would it?” she whispered in his ear.

Then she spun him around and pressed his face against the cool stone wall. She dragged her tip up his butt crack until it was pressed against his puckering hole. Thankfully, he’d been stretched out earlier by Faun, so he was ready for Syren’s enormous girth. She pushed into him. He gasped. His fingers curled against the stone wall and he moaned.

She pushed deeper—and deeper. She moaned, stroking his hair. “By now, my concubines are usually screaming for mercy,” she whispered.

“I can take it,” Sabas said with strain in his voice. He tried not to clench. He knew her cock was too powerful to stop with a mere clench, so he stood still and managed to remain relaxed while she pressed deep into his body.

“Good for you,” she said, caressing his sides. Then she used both of her hands to spread his butt cheeks apart, so she could see the final few inches of her enormous cock sliding into his rectum. “My God,” she said.

He could feel her throbbing. He could feel her tip twitching with the beat of her heart. Then, she started pumping. She pulled out and pushed in slowly, but fully. It felt like an anaconda was exploring his body mercilessly.

He moaned and pressed his cheek into the wall.

“It’s so tight,” she purred. Her thrusting became faster and faster. Her pelvis slapped his butt cheeks, making him gasp with each penetration. Then she pushed hard against his back, pinning his muscular body against the wall. Now, she was thrusting hard, picking up speed with each insertion. Sabas was drooling. His cock was hard, and leaking.

“Don’t stop!” he cried.

She pounded him half to death. She grunted loudly. She dug her nails into his skin. Then she screamed out and tilted her head back as he felt the heavy gushing: thick cum blasting into his deep rectal cavity, somewhere up near his lungs, though it hardly seemed possible.

He fell to his knees as soon as she pulled out. But she wasn’t finished. “Get up,” she said. “I need you to humiliate this body. Pulverize this asshole. Make me unable to sit for the next week!” She stepped up and pressed her hands against the wall as her cock slumped and dripped cum.

Sabas stumbled getting back onto his feet. He was slow getting behind her. He had to catch his breath before he was able to put his hands on her supple body.

“Use my cum as lubricant—make it as humiliating as possible,” she said. Her cum was falling down his legs, so he used some of it, gushing it around his shaft before plunging himself into her body. He wasn’t as large as her, but he had to do his best. He held her still and fucked her hard, rattling her body against the wall, pumping her ass until he couldn’t hold back any longer.

She reached back with both hands, sticking fingers into her ass around Sabas’s cock. She pulled her hole open, stretching herself as if she wasn’t satisfied with the girth of Sabas’s cock. The feeling of her knuckles against his cock was just too arousing.

He came deep in her body and left her hole stretched wide—surely the humiliation she was looking for. She wasn’t able to clench back the oozing cum.

“Good,” she said, still moaning softly. “You did just fine, Sabas.”

“Would you consider holding back your attack?” Sabas asked, stumbling over until he found a couch to sit on.

“Of course not,” she said. “Those wheels are already in motion. But I will have mercy on the innocent. I suppose it’s the least I could do.” She smiled and walked over to get a rag to clean herself up. “I appreciate your visit. I hope to see you again one day, but for the sake of optics, it’s probably not a great idea. I’m sure you understand.”

“I understand,” Sabas said. He was happy to be leaving with his life.

Then, there was a knock at the door. “Your majesty?” a deep voice called out.

“What is it?” Syren asked with a caught-off-guard look upon her face.

“I—I think you should come and see this,” he said.

She groaned and grabbed her sheer dress, slipping it back onto her curvy body. “What is it now?” she grunted. Sabas decided to follow her out into the hallway, now with his pants back up and his belt cinched tight. Nobody stopped him and he was curious to know what happened.

They went down to the dungeon, following three nervous guards. Down in the dungeon was the mangled corpse of Syren: the messenger boy’s body that had been housing Ilyra.

Syren stopped and her face turned pale. Her lips parted.

“We just found him here like this,” said the guard. “It must have happened within the hour.”

“My—My body,” she whispered—not quite loud enough for the guards to hear, but Sabas heard. “Who did this?”

“We—We don’t know,” the guards said. But the nervous look on their faces suggested that they knew exactly who committed the crime. And it was obvious: it was Io. Though Sabas had no idea why she did it; by the sounds of it, she didn’t have much respect for the old queen, and liked Syren in Ilyra’s body better. Or maybe there was another reason—maybe she was making sure some crucial information didn’t get out.

“Clean the body up. Give the messenger a proper burial,” said Syren softly, staring at her dead body. “And don’t speak of this to anyone until the investigation is over. I want whoever did this alive. I want to deal with them personally.”

The guards were white now, not thrilled about the idea of investigating the kingdom’s most notorious assassin. “Y—Yes, your majesty,” said one guard, then they went about cleaning the sliced-and-diced body up.

Syren turned around and stormed off, starting to tear up. She left Sabas alone with the Golean guards. They gave him a look and paused. “I suppose one of you should show me out,” said Sabas softly.

“Don’t you dare tell anyone about any of this,” said one of the Golean guards.

Sabas just grinned, knowing their queen would probably save him over any of them. “Just show me out and worry about getting the blood out from between the stones.”

The guard’s face turned red. Though maybe Sabas shouldn’t have been so cocky. Soon, the Goleans would be in Aluria, trying to conquer the whole kingdom. And Aluria was so vulnerable; it would probably fall. Sabas didn’t need to be giving Goleans any excuses to murder innocent people.

Or maybe Aluria wasn’t even there anymore. Maybe that floating star-people city had roasted the whole kingdom with some magical heat beam… Or maybe Kali’s plan worked and the ship crashed and exploded on the Alurian capitol.

It didn’t seem like there were too many positive possibilities.


CHAPTER III

It was dark and the rain was starting to pick up. The wind blew hard, sending hard sheets of cool water against the side of Sabas’s face. He tried his best to endure the poor conditions, but he didn’t even make it to the edge of that Golean town before he was already shivering, drenched, and frustrated. Luckily, there was a small inn before the town’s border, so Sabas checked himself into a room.

The room was only a little bit better than sleeping outside in the woods, as Sabas planned to do. It was small and cold. The window was thin and broken, letting a sharp draft into the space, and water was dripping from multiple spots on the ceiling, so the sheets on the bed were damp. Luckily the room didn’t cost him more than a single coin.

He closed his eyes and yawned, hoping to get at least a few hours of sleep—hoping to get a bit of energy before the storm broke and he was able to hike safely through the mountains. He was even considering taking the proper road back to Aluria, even though it would add a few days onto his journey. He knew he was already going to be in trouble for disappearing, so it didn’t seem to be a big difference; Kali was going to be furious either way—and then she would get over it… at least Sabas was hoping she would get over it.

But the thought of cutting through the forest was panic-inducing. Victorine was still out there: angry for reasons that Sabas couldn’t fully grasp. And there were other things in those woods: those slithering voices he heard in that cave, and apparently Golean warriors, looking to assassinate Alurian troops and scouts. But maybe there would be roadside assassins as well. Maybe there was no good choice—and maybe the best choice was to cut through the forest, take the risk, and alert Kali and the Alurian generals that war was coming to their doorstep.

Sabas started drifting off to sleep, but the peaceful moment didn’t last long.

He heard the door creaking open. He hesitated, and that hesitation was a big mistake. Suddenly, a warrior pounced on top of him. He could feel the attacker’s heavy armor, so he started to fight back, flipping himself over and grabbing the assailant. Then, the attacker began laughing, making Sabas pause, freezing all over while his brain processed that familiar laugh.

Io was on top of him, now pinning his arms down at his sides. “You aren’t so strong for a Royal Guard,” she snickered.

“Get off of me,” Sabas said. She was impressively strong for a small woman. How was she able to pin him like that? “Please, I’m just trying to sleep before my long trek home.”

“You’re going to go back to Aluria to tell the queen Goleah is coming—is that right?” she asked, still with his fingers firmly pressed around Sabas’s wrists.

“N—No,” Sabas said. His heart fluttered, and then Io started laughing.

“You are a bad liar, guard,” she said. “I’m going to slit your throat. I hope you understand. It’s not murder—it’s just war. I can’t let Aluria have the edge—and being prepared for war is quite an edge, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Then do it,” Sabas said, still trying to free his arms. Sabas wasn’t suicidal by any means, but he was about ready to give in. The drama and fighting had been non-stop for so long now. He couldn’t take much more. There didn’t seem to be an end in sight. Maybe there would never be an end. Maybe this was life: a constant fight for survival. Now, Sabas just wanted out. A part of him just wanted to go in a whole different direction: west, instead of south to Aluria. He could walk west for days, through the desert and on to whatever was beyond. That area wasn’t even sketched onto Alurian maps. It was just known as a land filled with barbaric tribes and nothingness. Maybe that was better…

“I will do it,” Io said, but she wasn’t doing it.

“Do it then!” Sabas shouted.

“It just seems like such a shame,” she said, rolling her eyes. “You don’t really deserve it the way my other victims have deserved it.”

“Did your queen deserve it? You killed her in that temple dungeon. I know it was you!” Sabas said.

“Yes, she deserved it,” Io smiled shamelessly. “For years, she acted against the will of the Golean people. Our new queen is much better.”

“She’s a war-hungry tyrant,” Sabas said through clenched teeth.

“Yes,” Io said, nodding her head. “That’s what we like around here.”

Sabas stared into her eyes, groaned, and then he said, “Just do what you came to do. Quit wasting time.”

“Oh, but I don’t know if I can do it,” she said, suddenly releasing his wrists. “You know, I brought a toy. Maybe I can make a deal with you: satisfy me, and you get to live. Fail to satisfy me, and I’ll kill you.”

Sabas didn’t reply. He just stared into her eyes while his heart throbbed against his ribcage.

“Deal?” she asked.

“Fine,” Sabas said reluctantly, though he was tempted to tell her to simply kill him. He didn’t want to satisfy her. He didn’t think she deserved it. She was an evil girl who had a thirst for blood.

But if Sabas could survive, maybe he could do something. Maybe he could make it back to Aluria in time to warn Kali. Maybe he could find that sweet girl, Orla, and get her out before hordes of Goleans came in and murdered everyone. Maybe he could tip off Medea so that Medea could find safety before the war started.

“Do you worst,” Sabas said, shaking his head.

“Oh, I will,” Io smiled. Then she hopped to her feet. She threw her bag down on the ground and giggled as she dropped down to fish something out of it. Maybe this was Sabas’s chance to kill her. She wasn’t looking at him or holding a weapon… But Sabas knew better. He knew that she was a born killer. He knew he couldn’t just pounce on her and expect to win the fight. She wasn’t quite that stupid.

She pulled a long toy cock out from her bag and giggled as it wobbled in the air. “Ready for this?” she asked.

Sabas felt himself turning pale. It wasn’t what he was expecting when she said toy. And he wasn’t expecting the rest of it either: the leather straps, the gag ball, and the small whip.

“Try to fight and I’ll kill you,” she said, taking off her armor and her clothes. She let everything fall to the ground, once again leaving herself exposed to an attack—but she seemed to trust Sabas, and Sabas was too afraid to attack her, even once she was naked. She was frighteningly strong, and her body was fit. Now, he could see her abs and her biceps. Her perky tits were wonderful, and her little pussy was cute before it was covered by the strappy device that she slipped on to hold that long fake cock.

Sabas’s heart skipped a beat, but he wasn’t afraid. He knew he could take it. He’d taken much bigger—including the Golean queen’s massive throbber.

Io reached her arms into the air to stretch, making her hard muscles flex. Then she pounced on Sabas, making him gasp. She had the leather straps in her hands. “Tell me if it hurts,” she said. Then she tied up his wrists and pulled the straps through the bars of the headboard. She kept pulling tighter and tighter. It hurt. Sabas groaned. But she kept pulling until Sabas couldn’t take any more. “It hurts!” he said.

She giggled. “Finally!” she said. Then she didn’t loosen the straps. She pulled down his pants. She grabbed his flaccid cock and played with it, slapping it gently back and forth while giggling, like a cat playing with a dead mouse. Sabas wasn’t impressed. “At least you’re big, guard,” she said.

She took another pair of straps to tie Sabas’s ankles. She pulled them hard until he told her to stop, then she giggled.

Then she took her whip and started snapping it against his skin, making him tempted to cry out, but he managed to bite his tongue. Each snap hurt, but the acting of hurting him seemed to please her. One snap got him right on the cock, and that finally made him gasp. “Enough of that!” he snapped.

“Fine,” she said, rolling her eyes. Then she climbed up on the bed, stood over him, wagging her long toy cock from side to side with a giggling smile on her face. Sabas couldn’t tell what the toy was made of. It was a bit soft, wobbling slightly, so it couldn’t have been wood or metal. But it was too hard to be some sort of tube filled with liquid.

He was too nervous to ask, too afraid to know what she was about to stuff inside of his body. First, it went into his mouth. She dropped to her knees and pushed it in, holding his jaw open with both of her hands. “Suck it, guard,” she grinned. She made sure all ten inches were in his mouth, pushing down his throat. Then she began to thrust. “Suck it like you love it, guard. Your life depends on it.”

So Sabas sucked. He gagged and drool ran down his chin and cheeks while she plunged in and out of his throat. Then she slapped him hard on the face with the toy, which actually stung a little bit. The cock was heavy.

Io was seemingly impressed, and almost annoyed that Sabas was able to take the whole thing into his throat. Sabas was even a bit impressed with himself; he’d gotten a lot of practice over the past few weeks and months…

Io groaned and then she slid forward slightly, positioning her bum onto his face. She used both of her hands to spread her butt cheeks before saying, “Eat out my asshole then.” She seemed annoyed. There was a frustration in her voice that Sabas couldn’t quite figure it out. Maybe he wasn’t satisfying her and she really thought that he would. Maybe this was going to be the last sex of his life. And what an embarrassing way to be found! Strapped to a bed, bottomless, and certainly gaping by the time Io was finished with him.

He tongued her tight hole, which she liked. Finally, she moaned, letting out a sound of pleasure.

She unclipped the strap-on for a moment, putting it aside while Sabas explored her back door with his mouth. Then, he felt a gush of warm wetness. He closed his mouth suddenly and winced his face away before realizing she was peeing on him!

“What are you doing?!” he snapped, feeling the rush of warmth down his neck and chest and chin.

“I like what I like, guard. Don’t you scold me!” she said. Then she stood up and finished relieving herself on his body, urinating on his stomach and crotch before sitting back down on his face. “Clean me up, guard,” she said. And he had no choice. If he wanted to live, he had to lick her pee-tinged pussy clean. Though, embarrassingly, the act made him hard. Her little kink was unexpected and not something Sabas had ever wanted or thought about—but maybe it was a bit more fun than he expected.

Once she had enough of his tongue, she sat down on his chest and slid her bum across his wet chest and abdomen. She grabbed her strap-on toy and put it back on, rubbing the tip in the little puddle on her navel. She gently slid her hand down to his crotch to feel his hard erection. “You’re hard,” she giggled. “Maybe you and I are into the same things.”

Sabas didn’t reply. So far, he liked what Io was giving him; it was the excitement he’d learned to crave over the past few weeks, taken to a new level. She suddenly gripped his testicles and squeezed, moaning while Sabas clenched hard all over. She held him for ten painful seconds before letting go—and she only let go so she could slap him across the face and clench his throat with her strong fingers. “I won’t be gentle, Sabas,” she growled.

“Fine,” he replied, not scared of her. He’d simply been through so much more; her ten inch toy couldn’t possibly be the straw to break the camel’s back.

Her gaze narrowed. That frustration suddenly came back. She slapped him again before looking down and spitting on his cock. She used her fist to scrunch that spit down. Then she spread her butt cheeks with both hands and sat down on Sabas’s long, hard shaft, getting the whole thing inside of her. She let another gush of pee squirt out from her downstairs, and then she came back up, letting his cock fall out of her. “Fuck!” she yelled. “No! I won’t let it happen.”

And now, Sabas was frozen with a nervously beating heart. Io seemed to be fighting with herself. She was having some sort of conflict. She stared at his cock with beaming eyes. She wanted to ride him. She wanted to bounce up and down—but she also wanted to be the dominator. Her face turned dark red, then she caved, moaning as she dropped down, grabbing his cock, and put it into her mouth. She moaned and moaned and moaned as she sucked him, gently stroking his veiny member with her fist.

“No!” she snapped again, pulling herself away from him. “I can’t do it. I won’t do it!”

Sabas remained still and calm. Maybe she really was insane. She made a point of slapping him across the face again, as if she needed to regain her dominance. Then she spat on her own cock—her toy cock—and she pressed her tip against his hole. “I won’t go easy!” she exclaimed.

“Fine,” Sabas said again.

And her face turned dark red with annoyance.

She penetrated him. She paused for a moment, and then she began thrusting, hard and deep, grunting with each insertion. She watched his face, seemingly hoping for a painful reaction—but Sabas wasn’t in pain. The thrusting felt good. He’d learned to love being stuffed and submissive. She was just giving him what he liked and wanted.

Io groaned in anger, and then her eyes drifted down to his cock. She whimpered and her body trembled. She reached down and held it with both hands. Sabas remained still, worried she was going to change moods and decide to rip it off. But instead, she gently stroked it. She squeezed it firmly and pumped faster and faster while plunging her cock deep into him bum. She whimpered louder. Then she bent forward and licked his chest, tasting her own urination. She whimpered louder. She pumped him faster.

Then, unable to stand it any longer, she pulled out and ripped the strap-on off. She climbed onto his cock and sat down, stuffing herself with a loud moan. “Oh God, yes!” she yelled. Then she started bouncing with her eyes closed and her head tilted back. She clenched her tight hole and grabbed her tits, squeezing them hard. She bounced faster and faster.

Sabas came, but she didn’t care. She wasn’t finished with him. She just kept bouncing. Now, his cum was gushing out of her hole. She wanted more. She reached down and fingered some of that cum, spreading it up her pelvis and stomach. “Come again, guard!” she moaned. Sabas was in a state of discomfort now as he waited for his arousal to return.

But it did return. He was hard again within a couple of minutes, and her clenching hole squeezed the cum out of him again after another two minutes.

Exhausted and satisfied, she fell forward, pressing her chest on his sticky, wet chest. She locked lips with him and sucked his tongue, caressing his body with her hands. “Fine,” she whispered. “So I won’t kill you. I’ll let you go. I can’t possibly kill you—not after that.”

She extended her arms out, feeling his arms until she found the leather straps and untied them. His shoulders ached as he got his freedom back.

“But if I’m letting you go,” she continued, “we need to be clear on one thing. You aren’t going to warn Queen Kali that we’re coming to Aluria.”

“How can I not warn my people?” Sabas said.

“That’s for you to figure out. Don’t make me regret this. And just look at it this way: if there’s no resistance, there won’t be much death. We will come in, take the throne, and that will be that. Alurians will become Goleans and the world will go on. Life under Golean rule can’t possibly be much worse than life under Queen Kali, can it?”

She stared into Sabas’s eyes for a long moment, then she pulled herself up to her feet. She stretched out her toned arms and let a small giggle slip. “You won’t see me again, Sabas,” she said. “Unless you break our deal.”

She slipped her clothes back on and packed away her sex gear, and then she was gone, as if she was never there at all. A drop of rain water fell from the ceiling onto Sabas’s forehead.

It didn’t seem to matter where he positioned himself on that bed; drops of rain just kept seeping in and landing on his face, keeping him mostly awake until the sun was up and it was time to start his trek back to Aluria…

A long two-day trek, cutting through the forested mountains, despite the angry earth spirit that was stalking in those woods. He had to take his chances. He had to get back to Aluria fast, if there was even anything to return to.

He tried to move fast, though the mud and muck was deep and endless. A mudslide had engulfed an entire mountain side, forcing Sabas to reroute, having to add another four hours onto his already-long trip.

His plan was to move through the night—as much as possible—maybe with just a two-hour nap close to where the nymphs lived. He figured he would be safe resting near the nymphs, though he wasn’t necessarily confident anywhere.

The sun went down. He tried to go for as long as possible, with the woods lit by a half-moon and a spattering of stars that occasionally slipped out from between massive black clouds. He was able to add another few kilometers onto his trek, but then it just seemed like more of a hassle than it was worth, so Sabas decided to take a rest in the woods, under the cover of a large pine tree.

And, of course, that rest didn’t last long. He was only asleep for twenty or maybe thirty minutes when he heard footsteps: lots of footsteps. This time, he didn’t hesitate. He didn’t wait around to try to identify the sounds he was hearing. He knew the difference between life and death was but a second, if not less. He grabbed his sword and jumped to his feet, ready to lunge at the mysterious gang.

“We should stop soon,” a male voice said.

“We can’t stop here! There are Skinwalkers in these mountains!” said another male voice.

“But we have to stop. The children can’t go on in the dark like this.”

Sabas suddenly let his guard down. He didn’t recognize the voices, but he could tell that they weren’t soldiers. They sounded scared and out of place. They sounded lost and innocent. And the talk of Skinwalkers reminded him of his first day journeying through those mountains. He remembered those legends of scary monsters, which were actually twisted legends of the nymphs.

So Sabas stepped out from under the tree. A large band of men and women gasped. A few of them grabbed weapons. Others jumped back. Some screamed. But Sabas just held up his hands. “I’m not going to hurt you!” he said.

“He’s Alurian!” someone shouted over the crowd. “He’s dressed as a Royal Guard!”

“Wait!” said another. “I know him! He’s the queen’s guard!”

The armed men slowly dropped their weapons, staying guarded and tense as Sabas took a step forward. He looked at the group and could tell that they too were Alurians. “Why are you so deep in the mountains?” he asked them.

“The same reason you are, surely,” said one of the men.

And Sabas was about to reply, and then a familiar voice cut through the group. “Sabas!?” He saw her body pushing through the crowd until she was at the front of the group: Orla, the commoner from the poor end of town, the girl who helped him to evacuate the Alurian capitol before the siege on the floating city.

“Orla!” Sabas said. And he was so happy to see her, so thrilled to see that she was alive and healthy and seemingly happy. She threw herself at him and wrapped her arms around him, even though she hardly knew him. “I assumed you were killed in the siege.”

“What happened?” Sabas asked. His heart fluttered.

Then the group became silence. Orla looked up slowly and her eyes glistened with a sadness on the verge of tears. Her lips parted and it took a moment for noise to come out. “It—It’s all gone,” she said.

“Wait… What?” Sabas said. Now he was sure that he was misunderstanding her. Or perhaps he’d fallen asleep under that tree and this was a dream. “What’s gone?”

“Were you not there?”

“No,” Sabas said. “I had business in Goleah. I—I had to leave without any notice.”

“Well perhaps your business saved your life.”

“What do you mean?” Sabas asked, shaking his head slowly. And she just stared up at him, looking more and more horrified by the second.

“Sabas…” she said. “They destroyed the city. They destroyed… everything.”

Sabas didn’t believe her. It simply wasn’t possible. Aluria had been the most powerful kingdom in the world for hundreds of years. No enemy could stroll in and destroy everything in a matter of days. “You’re certainly mistaken,” he said.

“I’m not lying to you,” she said. “We all watched from the hills. The Alurian catapults showed up. There were a hundred of them, lined up on the streets. They fired at that large disc. They hit it, but the catapults did nothing. The projectiles just… bounced off and crashed into the ground.”

“The catapults destroyed the capitol?” he asked.

“No,” said one of the men next to Orla. He stepped forward with a ghostly paleness on his face. “The catapults took out a few homes, sure. But then the disc opened up—a big hole underneath the thing. A big light glowed, and then a huge ray of hellfire poured out of it and sliced the streets, destroying one hundred catapults in five seconds. Then the people came down from the disc. There weren’t many of them—maybe thirty, maybe forty…”

“The Erians?” asked Sabas.

The Alurians just stared at Sabas. They must not have heard the name before.

“They had these crossbows that fired invisible bolts,” the man continued. “And they could just keep firing. They went through the town firing on everyone in the way, until they were at the temple walls. The Royal Guard tried to attack, but they were all killed instantly by those invisible bolts. Then the space men walked straight into the temple and pulled out Queen Kali. They took her up onto the big disc and then the disc flew away, up into the air.”

“That was two days ago now,” said Orla, with that same pale look on her face. “I saw it Sabas, it’s all true. They just swept the whole town with that hellfire beam and then everything was destroyed. Every piece of wood was aflame. Even the stones were aflame. But they didn’t destroy the temple—probably because they wanted to take Queen Kali.”

“But why did they take her?” Sabas asked, still waiting to wake up from this insane nightmare.

“Nobody knows,” said the man, shaking his head.

Now, Sabas was trying to count the remaining Alurians. There were many—maybe one hundred of them in a large line.

And Sabas remembered that the Goleans were going to be marching into Aluria soon. He knew Io and people like her were out in those woods, hoping to pick off stragglers—and here was a whole flock of easy-to-kill stragglers. “You shouldn’t be here,” he said. “This place is dangerous.”

“Have you seen the Skinwalkers?” asked one of the men, now with parted lips and wide eyes, like those of a child hearing a tall tale for the first time.

“No. There are none of those here, but there are other things—though you mustn’t worry about them. It’s the Goleans. They are coming now to take Aluria.” Sabas paused, remembering that he was told to stay quiet on the subject. But then he remembered the exact orders: don’t tell Kali and don’t tell the generals. They were all gone now. The generals were apparently dead and Kali was up on that flying disc, wherever it was.

“The Goleans?” said one of the men. “They’re coming now?”

“Yes,” said Sabas. “I just left their capitol. I heard it from the queen herself.”

“Well, they won’t find anything there,” said Orla with a broken heart in her voice.

“Well they may find you here,” said Sabas. “But if you follow me, I know these woods quite well now. I know how to get away from here.”

“But where will we go?” said Orla.

“We were going to go to Goleah,” said one of the men. “We were hoping they would accept us as refugees until we could rebuild Aluria.”

Sabas’s heart fell into his stomach. It was a good thing that he ran into them. They were marching towards their death. The Goleans would have certainly killed them on the spot: men, women, and children.

Sabas scanned the faces in the group. That’s when he noticed a familiar hooded figure: the beautiful face of Medea, Queen Kali’s sister. Her eyelashes fluttered and she shied her face away. Maybe she didn’t want the commoners to know that she knew Sabas. But for what reason? Why was she keeping so quiet?

Sabas decided not to make a big deal of it. Surely, there was a reason for her coy silence. “Come with me. You shouldn’t stop—not tonight. It’s a sacrifice you will all have to make, but it’s for the best. Come now.” He packed up his things quickly and led the large group of lost Alurians down the mountain, to a valley that he knew led west, away from Aluria and away from Goleah and away from Victorine’s realm and away from the slithering voices and away from the nymphs.

It was a long, cold, wet night. The children cried and many women wept, but by the morning, they were in the foothills. The rain was behind them and the sun was drying out their clothes. Now, many, many miles from any path between Aluria and Goleah, the caravan stopped. They set up tents and let the elderly rest while the mothers cared for their children. Sabas went to find Orla and found her snoring under a tree. “She’s been working non-stop for days,” said an old man who was boiling a large pot of water. “Since the evacuation, she’s been helping us.”

“She’s a good woman,” said Sabas with a smile.

“Few of us believed her, that there was a need to evacuate. So we all owe her our lives,” the old man smiled.

“And it’s true about Queen Kali?” Sabas asked. “You all saw her boarding that disc before it took off?”

The man nodded his head. “I saw it with my own eyes from the hills outside of town. Of course she was far away, but she was wearing her long black dress and her crown. She was unmistakable. They took her and left. Is it true that they were gods?”

Sabas just smiled. “I don’t know what they were,” he said. But he knew that he could contact them. He’d done it before. And now, he wanted answers. So he slipped away from the resting caravan. He went into the woods on the hillside, where he could see that caravan, but he was alone. He sat down on the ground and remembered what Medea told him about contacting the ‘gods’. He’d done it before. Now, he was going to do it again.

He closed his eyes. He sat for a long time. It wasn’t so easy clearing his mind. It wasn’t so easy to force himself to stop thinking about Kali and all of the people that died. There was so much weighing on his shoulders, but after a good thirty minutes, he managed to start calming his mind. The voice in his head became quieter and quieter, until everything was quiet. He listened carefully to the rustling leaves in the gentle breeze. He focused on the gentle vibrating he was feeling under his skin. He settled into the warm euphoria that came with pushing his troubles away.

Then he felt it: that little window, opening up just slightly, just enough for him to get a message through to whoever was listening. He willed those beings to contact him, to reach out to him, to show him what they’d done—and why they’d done it. He waited and waited, trying to find a balance between keeping his mind calm and communicating with those higher powers—if they indeed were higher powers.

“Well?” a voice said. Sabas jumped up to his feet and reached for his sword before seeing an unarmed and familiar face before him: Vega, the tan-skinned Erian that showed him where Syria was hiding when he last tried contacting the gods through that meditation.

“It worked,” he said.

She rolled her eyes. “We’re not going through this whole thing again, are we?” she said.

Sabas took a moment to collect his thoughts. He was tingling with excitement and a curious nervousness. He had so many questions, but he knew she wouldn’t stick around for a tedious Q&A. So he took a deep breath and looked into her eyes. “Why did you destroy the Alurian capitol?” he asked with a clear, straightforward tone.

“We destroyed all your towns,” she said. “Not just the capitol.” She had a smirk on her face, as if she was telling some sort of joke.

“You probably killed thousands of people,” Sabas said, shaking his head slowly.

“We determined it was necessary,” she said bluntly.

“Why?” he asked.

“You wouldn’t understand, so I won’t waste my time.” Then she turned and saw the caravan of surviving Alurians. Sabas watched her for a moment before realizing he’d just given away their position by summoning her with that strange telepathic technique.

“Don’t hurt them!” Sabas said. “These people are innocent.”

“I didn’t know anyone survived the extermination,” she said. “I don’t think our queen knows either.”

“I will die fighting you if I must,” Sabas said, grabbing his sword. But the girl just laughed and shook her head.

“Put your sword down,” she said. “Before I die from laughter.”

Sabas paused. He scanned her body and saw that she didn’t have a weapon of her own. She was an easy target. Maybe he needed to kill her before she could tell her superiors that there was a surviving band of Alurians.

“Relax, human!” she said. “We aren’t going to kill your little tribe.” She rolled her eyes. “Hunting down stragglers isn’t worth our time.”

“Why did you do it?” Sabas asked. “I need to know why. I need to know why you took Queen Kali onto your floating city.”

She started laughing and shaking her head. “Floating city!” Vega howled. “I love it! It’s so… innocent. Let’s go with innocent.” She giggled before pulling a twig off of a nearby tree. She stood and plucked the leaves off, one by one. “Your queen was guilty of some serious crimes. It was determined that executing her wouldn’t be enough of a punishment, so she’s serving a life sentence in an Erian prison.”

“What were her crimes?” Sabas asked, once again looking down at the Erian girl’s strange outfit: blue, tight, and strappy. It was made from a fabric that simply didn’t exist in Aluria, or anywhere that Sabas was aware of.

“Sacrificing innocent people, genocide, conspiring to murder thousands. I mean—it’s clear that our human experiment failed a long time ago, but your queen certainly accelerated the degeneration. Your kingdom—Aluria—was by far the biggest strain on your race, which we determined from days of research… Why am I telling you all of this? Look at me! I said I wouldn’t tell you anything and now I’m telling you everything. Look—all you need to know is that we’re leaving now and won’t be back for a thousand years or so. That will give humans some time to sort their shit out. And if you’re still completely fucked up, we’ll eradicate your towns and imprison your rulers, and try again, until you get it right.”

Sabas stared at her in disbelief.

“Look, fella,” she said, rolling her eyes again. “I can tell that you’re upset. I get it—I really get it. It’s nothing personal. And it’s not like we aren’t taking any culpability. We’ve made some internal changes. Anders, up in the genetics department, was fired yesterday. Juliaz in bioengineering was fined a thousand Krupex for intentionally cutting corners.”

Sabas had no idea what the woman was saying. “So Queen Kali is alive?” he asked.

Vega sighed. “Yes, your queen is alive. I can take you to see her quickly, though you won’t be able to speak to her.”

“I want to see her,” Sabas said.

“Fine.” Vega sighed again. “Let’s be quick though. My shift is over in twenty minutes and I’m not working late again.” She pulled out a small white square from her pocket and tapped it a few times, engaging whatever magic was imbued into it. Suddenly, Sabas’s body vibrated and felt for a moment like it was being pulled apart. The next thing he knew, he was standing in a great white room with smooth surfaces and rounded corners.

Sabas looked down at his hands, which for a moment didn’t feel like they were part of his body. Then he saw Vega ahead of him, marching down a long hallway. She turned to look at him. “Come on!” she said. “I’m doing this as a favor. We don’t have all day to gawk at our hands.”

So Sabas jogged to catch up to her. There was an amazing silence in that magical temple. Even their feet didn’t make any sound on the smooth, white floor. “It looks like this whole temple was carved from a single piece of stone!” he gasped.

Vega giggled again. “Stone. That’s funny,” she said. “Humans are cute. This way now. You get one minute—that’s it. This is me being nice. And don’t forget that I have no obligation to be nice to you.” She turned a corner and then she pressed her hand on a wall, making a doorway appear. “I think this is where they’re storing her.”

Vega and Sabas went into a dark room. Vega waved her hand and magical light filled the space. Then Sabas saw Kali, sitting on the floor in a little nook. “Queen Kali!” he gasped.

She didn’t respond or even look up. She was staring at the floor, seemingly deaf.

“Kali! It’s me!” Sabas said.

“I told you, you can’t speak to her,” Vega said.

Sabas rushed over to her and then hit his head on an invisible wall. He fell back and scrambled up to his feet. “It’s magic!” he gasped.

“No, it’s just a window,” Vega giggled. “She can’t see you and she can’t hear you. But there she is. There’s your queen.”

Sabas put his hands on the magical invisible wall and stared at Kali for a long moment. Her space was small. There was nothing in there, not even a chair. She was just sitting on the floor, staring at the ground with a lost look in her eyes. “Are you torturing her?” Sabas asked softly.

“No,” said Vega. “We will be studying her for a long, long time.”

“And then you’ll kill her?” Sabas asked, almost tempted to cry. Maybe Vega was right: maybe Kali was an evil ruler. Maybe she was misguided or maybe her intentions were just bad… but she had been good to Sabas. She treated him well, with loyalty and love and affection. Now, she was doomed to live the rest of her life in a strange box in a magical temple, like some sort of pet.

“No, no,” Vega said. “We won’t be killing her. Quite the opposite. We will keep her alive for a long time. Maybe a few hundred years. Maybe a thousand years. We can pause her ageing, so that we can study her for many generations. After our initial tests are done, we will transfer her to a cell in the education sector of the ship. Then the students can study her.”

“That seems so cruel,” said Sabas.

“Does it?” Vega asked. “Well, it’s important we understand the mind of a complete sociopath so we can be sure not to engineer more of them. Anyway—your time is up. Let’s get you back down to Earth so I can be done my shift. I said I wasn’t going to work late and now look at me: working late for the tenth night in a row.”

She walked back to the magical doorway. “Come on now! Quit staring at her. Let’s go.”

Sabas had to force himself to look away from Kali. He didn’t understand what they were doing to her, but he knew, deep down, that it was probably for the best that she wasn’t still ruling down on Earth.

Vega took Sabas back to that large open room, and then she pressed a few buttons, making him suddenly teleport back down to his grassy patch on Earth, overlooking the caravan of resting Alurians. Vega was no longer with him. Now, he was alone, tingling all over, with a sick feeling in his gut.

He stood up. In a strange way, he felt relieved. He felt horrible for all of the Alurians who died, and he still couldn’t even begin to wrap his head around why they had to die. Maybe the Erians assumed every Alurian was just as corrupt as Queen Kali. Maybe they were. Sabas had always thought of Goleans as the war-hungry people of the world. But the more he thought about it, the more he realized Aluria was really where warmongers and bloodthirsty rulers loved to congregate.

Sabas turned to leave that clearing, and then he saw her staring at him: Medea, with her hood over her head and a small smile on her face. “Why are you up here, Sabas?” she asked.

“I was just resting,” he said quickly.

“I saw you in meditation,” she said. “You were contacting the gods, weren’t you?” Her eyes sparkled and her lips curled into a smile.

Sabas paused for a moment. It was Medea who told him of the technique to contact the gods. She’d always been so nice to him, so maybe he could be honest with her. “It’s true. I was,” he said, blushing slightly because it seemed to fantastic and surreal. But he knew that if anyone would believe him, it was Medea.

“And it worked, didn’t it? You contacted them, didn’t you?” she said. “I was watching you. I saw your body… vibrating. It was almost glowing.”

“How long have you been here?” he asked.

“About twenty minutes,” she said. “I could tell that you’d left your body.”

Sabas wasn’t sure what she meant. Did she not see Vega? If she’d been there for twenty minutes, did she not see him disappear and return? “Well, I certainly had an experience,” he said.

“I know.” Then her smile grew bigger. “I also had an experience—finally—just a few nights ago. I’ve been trying for years to contact the gods, and I finally did it—just as you did it now.” She walked closer to Sabas. She grabbed his hands and peered into his eyes. “It was truly amazing. I left the Earth and walked in the heavens with them. They showed me their technology and told me about their plans.”

“Really?” Sabas said. “But I thought… I thought you had to have the blood of the gods to contact them.”

“Apparently I have it,” she smiled. “Maybe not quite as strongly as my sisters, but I contacted them. I asked them many questions, and they asked me many questions. It was enlightening. It was exactly what I’ve wanted for so long.”

“You need to be careful with them,” said Sabas. “They killed our people and imprisoned your sister.”

Medea let a small laugh slip. “But you spoke with them, Sabas. You surely understand why they did it. They had good reason to do what they did. They’re the gods, after all. You shouldn’t question the gods.”

Sabas paused. He stared into her eyes and was shocked to see that smile on her face, as if she thought it was a good thing her people were dead. “I suppose that’s true,” he said softly, tentatively siding with her.

“So then you know what we have to do. You will help me,” she said with beaming eyes.

“What’s that?” Sabas asked, looking around to see if there were any others listening in.

“We have to finish the job, Sabas. We have to fulfil the will of the gods,” she said.

Sabas waited a moment before he realized what she was suggesting. And how could she suggest such a thing with a smile on her face? “No,” he said. “I—I just spoke with one of them. They know about the survivors and they don’t want them dead.”

“What?” said Medea. “Did they say that?”

“Well,” Sabas said, thinking for a moment. “No, they didn’t say exactly that. She said that they didn’t know about them, but that they’re fine letting them live.”

“That doesn’t sound quite right, Sabas. That’s not what they told me.”

Sabas stared into her eyes. Now, she was looking at him suspiciously. Her body was tense. Sabas let his gaze wander down to see the dagger attached to her belt. “We are on the same side, aren’t we, Sabas?” she asked.

Sabas stood still. He wasn’t sure how to answer her.

“Sabas?” she said.

“Sure,” he said.

“Good,” she said, no longer smiling. Now, she was watching him carefully, without a tiny bit of trust on her face. There was a long silence between the two. Then, Sabas forced a smile.

“Let’s just talk more about this later. Now, let’s focus on getting some rest,” said Sabas. “It’s been a long month, and we have a long journey ahead of us if we’re going to be crossing the desert.”

“Okay,” said Medea after a short pause. Sabas smiled and started walking. Then he felt her creeping up behind him. She wasn’t running up beside him. She wasn’t walking where he could see her. She was planning something—he could sense it. Maybe it was magical intuition or just a strong common sense. He turned around suddenly as she lunged at him with a dagger in her hand. He took the blade to the arm and screamed before grabbing her wrist to stop her from stabbing.

“You can’t stop the will of the gods, Sabas!” she gasped.

He groaned as he tried to wrestle the blade from her hand. She was surprisingly strong for a petite female.

“I can’t let you stop the will of the gods!” she screamed.

Then Sabas managed to pull the dagger from her hand. He tossed it aside, but now she was attacking him: biting and clawing, kicking and screaming. He tried to throw her off of him, but she held on like a feral rodent trying to kill a snake. Sabas yelled and thrashed as her teeth sunk into his skin. Then he managed to throw her off. Unfortunately, he threw her next to her dagger, and by the time Sabas realized, she had that blade in her hand. She was running at him, prepared to stab him in the heart. So he did what he had to do: he pulled out his sword and slashed. His plan was to remove a few fingers, disarming her. But her slashed a bit too far. His blade cut through her arms at the elbows, and the arms hit the ground with a pair of dull thuds.

She froze suddenly, turning white all over. Blood poured from her new stumps. “You—You cut off my arms!” she gasped before she fell to the ground and cried hysterically.

And her crying was growing louder. Sabas looked down at the caravan of survivors, far in the distance. Soon, they would hear the cries. And they would find Sabas over Medea’s wounded body. It wouldn’t look good. It wouldn’t be easy to explain. And Medea was going to stop at nothing to murder every last surviving Alurian. So Sabas simply had no choice: he had to put her out of her misery.

He did the job with a swift slice at the neck. Then he stood in horror as her body dropped to the ground.

Medea thought she was carrying out the will of the gods, but she was just repeating the actions of her sister, killing pointlessly in the name of beings she assumed were gods. Actions like that would just bring the Erians back. Actions like that would surely provoke another mass extermination in the future.

He didn’t want to kill her, but now, with her dogma dead along with her body, the surviving Alurians could prosper, and maybe they could know true peace like it had never been known before.

Sabas went down to the caravan. He found a spot between two tents, and he went to sleep. He rested his body for a few hours, until he was nudged awake by Orla, who had a smile on her face. “I know you’re tired, but it’s time to continue our journey. We’re only going to hike for six or seven hours today,” she smiled. “And then we’ll get a good rest tonight.”

Sabas returned the smile. “Let’s go,” he said. And he was happy to get away from those foothills before the Alurians found Medea's body. And it wasn't until a few hours later that anybody even noticed that Medea was gone. There was some talk of going back to find her, but the consensus was to carry on without her. The Alurians had limited resources and couldn’t be wasting time finding stragglers, even if they were royal stragglers.

Now, there was no royalty. There were no queens or kings or princes or princesses.

Orla found Sabas again at the next camp. They were in a warm desert, still with the mountains in view to the east. “Alurian maps don’t go much further than this,” she said, looking to the west. “Some people think that there is just desert past here… desert until the world ends at a steep cliff.”

“That could be true,” said Sabas. “But at least there’s no fighting.” He smiled.

“Wouldn’t that be nice?” Orla said. She sat down next to him and leaned her head against his chest. He put his arm around her. He still barely knew her, but he felt amazingly comfortable with her at his side. He held her close and felt her warmth against his skin.

“The people here love you,” Sabas said. “They trust you more than anyone ever trusted Queen Kali. It’s really fascinating to see.”

“I don’t think I could tell you why,” she said. “But don’t give me too much credit. We wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for you.”

They sat together and watched the sun as it set. Then they went together to the bonfire. They shared a meal and then Orla asked Sabas to share a tent with her for the night. “I would love to,” said Sabas. So they retired to one of the tents. They stayed up late talking and truly getting to know one another. “I will own a farm one day,” said Orla. “I just know it. Maybe it will be somewhere out in the desert, or maybe we will find a new land—but I’ve always known that I will own my own farm.”

“What kind of farm?” asked Sabas.

“Not any particular kind,” she smiled. “I will have all sorts of animals: cows, pigs, chickens, goats… But they won’t be for eating. I mean—maybe I will eat the eggs. But I just want to be surrounded by all of the happy animals. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“I’m sure we will make it happen one day,” said Sabas.

Then Orla’s eyes beamed as she stared at him. “And you’ll be there with me?” she said.

Sabas nodded his head. Then they kissed. Their lips locked and they slowly lowered to the cool ground. Sabas rolled on top of the petite commoner. He felt her sides with his hand, and then he felt her small breasts. He squeezed hard and made her moan. He found quickly that it was easy to make her moan. He could fondle her nipples to make her moan. He could suck her neck to make her moan. He could clench her erect cock to make her moan. He could gently finger her anus to make her moan.

He flipped her onto her stomach, and before he did anything else, she was already moaning, as if the mere thought of being fucked aroused her. He used both of his hands to spread her butt cheeks wide, so he could see her small puckering hole. He pressed his tongue deep into that hole, and then he pushed in two fingers. He felt her clenching hard, making hole feel awfully tight. That’s just what he wanted…

He pressed his erection inside of her. She moaned again, this time curving her back and lifting her head into the air. He pushed her back down, pushing her face against the ground as he pushed every inch of his cock into her body. Then he pumped her. He heard giggling outside of the tent: Alurians listening as he railed her tight body. But he didn’t care; he didn’t even feel embarrassment. He just felt pride.

“Come on my cock, Sabas,” she moaned, moments before he came, as if she knew he was on the verge of a climax. So he pulled out and rolled her over fast. He pressed his tip against her throbbing shaft and then he expelled his product onto her. She used her hand to spread the cream up to her tip and around her girth.

Then she patted her lap, telling him to sit down, so he sat, letting her cum-slicked cock into her backside. Now he was the one moaning as she thrusted up into his body, using his own cum as lubricant. She didn’t last long, but she didn’t have to. The moment felt like a blissful eternity, and when they were both finished and dripping, and they were looking into each other’s eyes, they both knew that there would be many more nights like that one. They knew that they had a special connection that wasn’t going to be taken away by any wars or any magic.

And maybe that’s why everything happened in the first place. Maybe all of the drama between Aluria and Goleah and the Erians happened to bring Sabas closer to Orla.

Sabas sunk down and sucked the cum off of Orla’s cock. He played with her for a long, wonderful hour, until she was hard again—and then he kept sucking and teasing her until she unloaded on his tongue. Now it was close to midnight and they still weren’t finished. Orla giggled as she went low and toyed with Sabas’s cock. She sucked it and then she pressed it between the soles of her feet and massaged until her soles were covered in his creamy substance. “We really should get some sleep before the hike tomorrow,” Orla said.

“I know,” said Sabas.

They both giggled and cuddled close.

Sabas wasn’t able to save Aluria. He wasn’t able to smooth things out with Goleah. He wasn’t able to convince the Erians to leave humanity alone. But somehow, none of that seemed to matter. He was able to help Orla and that small band of good, pure people. And maybe that’s all he was ever really supposed to do. Maybe the Erians were right and Aluria as he knew it a few days before wasn’t worth saving.

“We’re going to be okay, right?” Orla asked as they drifted off to sleep.

“We’re going to be just fine,” Sabas said, and somehow, he knew that it was true.

THE END
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