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A gust of wind stirred my blonde hair. I stood on top of Troll Wall, Europe’s highest cliff, and stared at the gorgeous view of mountains and hills. The view was breathtaking, and it never got old. I stepped closer to the cliff and spread my arms. The wingsuit was the most precious thing in my life. Ever since I was a child, I’d always dreamt of flying. I loved birds, eagles, and airplanes. I often indulged in reading about angels and unicorns. I didn’t know what it was with these mythical species and animals that could fly, but I’d always loved them deeply.

A part of me suspected it was an escape from reality. I’d never liked it here on earth, running on the never-ending treadmill. Everyone’s goal was to stand on the peak of mount social status. It wasn’t a space for everyone at the top. It just resulted in people tearing each other down and looking up in envy. The sky was bountiful; in fact, it was eternal to my eyes. It was a spot for everyone. I could let go and be myself. I didn’t have to show off. I didn’t have to lose my virginity before the age of eighteen or make six figures by the age of twenty-one.

The sky was my home.

I forgot everything about life and just lived.  I spread my arms and launched myself into the air, gliding down in freedom.

I pointed my head down and increased the speed. Every single thought in my mind vanished into thin air. I flew farther to the right and then to the left. I went wherever the winds would take me. This was the closest feeling to being an actual bird. It was the greatest feeling I’d ever known.

I flew closer to the steep mountain wall, skimming the surface. I was about to change course but hit my arm on the craggy surface. My arm split in two and flew away. I cried out in pain. I desperately tried to reach the parachute, but it was near impossible with only one arm. The wingsuit was also damaged, making it hard to navigate. I was seconds away from crashing into the mountain.  Goodbye, cruel world. I’m leaving you today. I felt a big bang, and then I was gone.  




I woke up to the sound of flapping wings. I immediately tried to figure out what the hell had just happened. I couldn’t think nor see clearly enough. I could hear the flap of the wings, and I then felt the sensation of skin against skin. Someone was holding me, holding me tightly. I lowered my gaze and saw the sweet female hands wrapped around my waist. I was naked, but the air was nice and warm.

I blinked a couple of times, and my blurry vision cleared up. I was in the sky. The discovery almost made my heart leap out of my chest. The world didn’t have a bottom. We were surrounded by a clear blue color. I tried twisting my neck. Her feminine hair spilled over my back, her locks lush and thick. I wanted to see who was carrying me and not only who but why.

“So, so,” she said, her voice heavenly and deep. “We’re almost there.”

She flew up to a cloud and then dropped me. I was about to panic, afraid I would fall again, but I bounced. The cloud felt similar to a trampoline. The woman landed in front of me in a kneeling position. Or, I thought she was a woman. She was taller than I, with wide wings on her back. The thick blonde hair flowed like golden waves over her shoulder and cascaded over her body. She wore a thin white gown with a plunging V-neck. While studying her further, my eyes stopped at her beautiful teardrop-shaped boobs. I was neither disappointed when I saw the width of her juicy hips. Her golden boots were the final touch of this beauty. “I’m Eir, a Valkyrie.”

I stared at her in awe. “Did … I die?”

“Yes, you are currently in the afterlife.”

Coming from Norway and being a lover of myths about winged creatures, I knew very well what a Valkyrie was. What I didn’t understand was why she’d chosen me. “Why did you choose me, and where will you bring me?” I guessed Valhalla, but sitting here on this bouncy cloud with a view I can’t even dream of, I wasn’t so sure any longer.

“In the World of Heaven, a big threat looms over all of its races but especially the angels. I’ve had my eyes on you since you were born. It wasn’t so difficult to spot you when you always looked up to the sky. Despite being in a miserable place, you have persisted and fought on. You might not know your strength and potential now, but you will if you accept my offer.”

Strength and potential … that was two foreign words to me. I also believed I’d seen Eir before, but that was supposed to be in my dreams and not reality. “What’s your offer?”

“I will take you to the World of Heaven, and you will protect the angels from their rapid decline and ward off the threat of their known world.”

An offer … It was more like a dream of mine, but so many questions were swarming in my mind, making me nauseous. “What type of threat?”

“You will see when you get to know it.”

“In what way are they declining?”

“The same answer as to your other question.”

“What will happen if I reject the offer?”

“Then you die.”

Well, this sure will be a no-brainer. “I accept your offer.”

“Close your eyes and sweet dreams for now,” she said and walked over to me and picked me up in her arms.




I woke up in a patch of softly swaying grass. Warm air blew upon me, a fresh, novel scent I’d never felt in my life. The straws tickled my neck as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. I remembered everything so clearly now. How I broke my arm and crash-landed. How a Valkyrie had rescued me and gave me an offer. The World of Heaven. Protecting angels and warding off the threat from their world. I rose to my feet.

It was currently dusk. The sky was dotted with colorful stars but with different shapes. I looked around, and it felt like I was standing at a high altitude. It was hard to explain. I recognized this feeling, a heightened awareness, and the fresh air. But when I looked around, I was in a clearing surrounded by trees with thick leaves rustling gently. This couldn’t be on a mountaintop. It just confused me even more.

“Hello?” I asked. My call disappeared into nothingness. I didn’t have another choice but to explore this strange land. I padded bare-footed deeper into the woods. I didn’t know where I was heading, but I knew it got colder and colder. I wanted to see the view of this land to get a greater picture of where I actually was. Right ahead of me was a cliff, and I carefully neared the edge, holding onto the tree as I gazed out over the world – this wasn’t a cliff. I wasn’t standing on land but on a floating island. I raised my hand over my mouth. “What in the world?” Below me was an endless blue. “Where the hell is the sun then?” It was dark, and hard to figure out what was below me. I stood here for a few minutes, letting the fresh breeze wash over me.

“Hello!” I shouted, my voice echoing and disappearing somewhere in this vast world. I was speechless and stood there frozen for a few minutes, just gazing.

Eventually, I dragged my eyes away. The vastness sparked my curiosity. I continued along the edge of this floating island, trying to see if I could find something more interesting. I began hearing the sound of running water, a stream. I followed the lulling sound of running water and spotted the stream. I stiffened. It looked like the water was flowing from below and up, like a reverse waterfall. I hurried to the stream, excited by the discovery. I went on my knees by the edge of this island. The water flowed up and continued to meander deeper into the land. I’d never seen anything like this. I leaned over the stream, cupping my hands in the crystal-clear water glimmering by the stars in the sky. I drank the freshest water I’d ever tasted. I was quickly back on my feet and followed the meandering stream. The path sloped upward as I stepped on a rockier surface. I heard chatter, female sounds, and playful games.

Finally, I could meet someone, and hopefully, they won’t be as mysterious as the Valkyrie who had transported me here. I came to the top of a waterfall. Below me was a glimmering lake and by the shore was a tribe of angels. They’d lit a fire surrounded by wood logs. One of them played the harp, and a couple of others were singing. Some of them practiced archery and some other swordsmanship. The angels were all tall, with hair of every color imaginable. They were clothed in thin gowns embellished with golden and blue ribbons. They looked similar to Eir, but their wings were a bit smaller.

I was mesmerized by them. Their exotic beauty, the sounds of their voices, and just this heavenly place. A floating island in the middle of the sky. I couldn’t see any males around, which was more than strange. Males were also supposed to be angels according to our myths and folklore.

An angel covered her mouth with her hands. When one of them was startled, it spread to all of them. I had been blinded by their beauty. Within the blink of an eye, one of them already had an arrow nocked on the bowstring. She pointed it straight at me without mercy.

“Layla, wait!” The tallest of the angels shouted. The rest were also about to reach for their weapons but halted. I had no intention of spreading fear among them. It seemed like they were prepared for anything.

I raised my hands in the air, hoping this was also a peace gesture over here. “I come in peace.”

The tallest angel narrowed her eyes. “How did you get here? Our Island is always under surveillance.”

She wasn’t fearful. She was just suspicious and wanted to get to the bottom of my sudden appearance. “A Valkyrie brought me here.”

The angels gasped, now loosening their grips on their weapons, except for Layla. She was still suspicious for some reason. “The Demon can take other forms.”

“True,” the tall angel said. “But I don’t sense it, and neither do I see it in him. My sister, lower your weapon. Finally, they have heard our prayer. You can come and join us by the fire.”

“Uhm, what’s the best way down?”

“You fly …” She blinked at me more suspiciously. “What race are you?”

“I’m a human.”

The fact I wasn’t an angel just made them study me longer. We all loved something exotic. “Strange why they chose you … just jump into the lake and meet us by the fire.”

It was a twenty feet drop, but I couldn’t see the depth. I didn’t mind and dove right into the water and rose above the surface, and gasped for air. I waded up to the shore, soaked to the bone. Suddenly, I saw more angels landing by us. There must have been at least hundreds of them. I scanned my eyes across them. Their shapes and curves made it hard to conceal what I actually thought of them. My cock rose inch after inch, and some were grinning, inches wider and wider as well.

They stepped aside in two lines, making room for the tallest one. She had rosy, sun-kissed cheeks and wispy beach-blonde hair. Her hips were wide enough to get stuck in a door, and the only thing wider was her white wings. Her boobs swelled to such proportions; they were the perfect cleavage to be titty-fucked. She was the same height as me, and I found it hard to stay focused when I looked into her eyes, like looking into the depths of the sky. “I’m Gabriella, the mother of all angels.”

I gave her hand a squeeze. “I’m Raphael … I’m a human from another world.”

“The Valkyrie brought you here at the right time. Did she tell you anything about our world? They tend to be mysterious.”

I shook my head. “I tried to ask but just got cryptic answers in return.”

Her lips curled up to a smile. “Yes, you certainly met one and not the Demon. Come and sit with us, and I will explain our situation and why we are in desperate need of a male.”

She escorted me to the fire encircled by wood logs. I felt how the angels watched my every movement, studying every inch of my flesh. But one thing was certain; they gave my manhood more attention than anything else. I wanted to ask for clothes. I didn’t think it was fair that I was the only one naked. I settled down. Gabriella gravely looked into the flames while the angels gathered around us. “For the past years, we’ve been declining rapidly. We’d been unfortunate with our last main male. His seeds had been weakened after being cursed with an addiction. He eventually died, leaving us malnourished for seeds and vulnerable to attacks. It has made us stronger, trying to protect ourselves as well as possible. But we cannot live without a male. We cannot grow strong without his presence. For the last couple of months, we’ve prayed every night to the goddesses, and now you’ve arrived.”

I scratched the back of my neck. That sure was a lot to think over when I’ve just landed here. “By goddess, do you mean a Valkyrie?”

“No, a Valkyrie is a daughter of a goddess. Three goddesses created this world, and they can only use their daughters to interfere, but their powers are limited, and they can only act indirectly, like how she brought you to us.”

“I still don’t understand,” I said. “You only had one male? Shouldn’t it be a male for every female?”

That suggestion made them shift uncomfortably in their seats. Gabriella gave me a look filled with horror. “I will try not to judge you too much by that suggestion, but that’s not how we live here. In fact, that was one of the primary goals of the Demon.”

I raised my hands in the air. “I didn’t mean to say something controversial, but I’m a foreigner; you have to explain how you live here.”

“Yes,” Gabriella said. “I understand you have come from another world, but you belong to a race that lives here. In the World of Heaven, we have five main races: Dragons, Angels, Humans, The Winged Elves, and the Fairies. The Dragons are the biggest in size; they inhabit the High Roost Islands. The Angels, well, we live here, on Angel Island. Humans live in Heaven’s Kingdom. The Winged Elves inhabit the Elven Forest, and the Fairies once had a home in the Northern Lights but are now spread out across the World of Heaven in cryptic places filled with riddles. They are hiding from evil who want to sap their powers for their own greed. We also have many subraces, widewings, crowmen, unicorns, winged sheep, and many others. The bottom of the world is covered by an endless mysterious ocean that we believed was created by accident by the goddesses. And lastly, as you may have imagined by now, the skies are covered with floating islands.”

My skin prickled with goosebumps as she explained the epic fantasy world they lived in. “Where I come from, the islands are floating on the ocean. I’ve never heard of floating islands in the sky.”

She wrinkled her nose. “It must be a strange world.”

“Are all of you winged species? You mentioned something about human, like I.”

“All of the five heavenly races have wings except for humans. They ride on widewings, or they use a cloud puff for short-distance travel. We also use those methods of travel since it’s tiresome to travel long distances with just your wings.”

“But it’s possible for you to get wings,” a red-headed angel added demurely.

I arched an eyebrow. “Really?”

“She is right,” Gabriella answered. “But you have to gain that power from a fairy.”

Growing wings must have been one of my greatest dreams. It sounded too good to be true. I found it hard to remember everything she said. All these heavenly races and the Demon threatening their world peace. “Are the five heavenly races on friendly terms?”

“We were before, but there are visible cracks that keep growing deeper. I believe it’s the work of the Demon, trying to weaken us so he can further take over the sky with his twisted perversion.”

“You keep mentioning this Demon; who is he, and where did he come from?”

“The origin of the Demon is unknown. It’s the part of his mystery that can be so frightening. It’s hard to say who he is. He can possess many forms that can only be revealed by light arrows. His intentions are evil, and his tricks are numerous and sophisticated. Recently, the dragons got cursed by a frightening illness – making the male-to-female ratio even. He does everything he can to split and weaken us. This is in order to pursue his goal of supremacy over the World of Heaven and ending up as the sole ruler.”

That brought shivers down the angels’ spine. It made me dazed and confused. An even male-to-female ratio was the only life I knew of. “Why is having an even male-to-female ratio a work of evil?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Have you ever lived in such a place?”

“That’s the norm where I’m from. There is a male for every female.”

The angels were covering their mouths with trembling hands. I hoped they didn’t suspect I wanted to bring it over here. I was just curious. “And how peaceful and joyful is this world of yours?”

I nodded slowly as it dawned on me. She had a point. “Not the brightest place to tell the truth.”

“War and jealousy, spilled blood and poverty?” Gabriella guessed. “A male is the most powerful gender, and to have more than necessary will result in feuds that have the potential to bring the entire world to ruins.”

“So why hasn’t this Demon put any males here?”

“He’s cunning and doesn’t use the same tricks everywhere, but we believe that’s his primary goal. By using different tricks, he will make us ill-prepared. Our former male was strong at first but then fell for a wicked addiction, spilling his seeds, not by the help of females, but by his potent imagination. He kept growing weaker and weaker, and then he eventually died. Ever since then, angels have just disappeared without a trace from our island. And crowmen keep attacking us, leaving us more and more vulnerable. That’s what has happened to us. Then you have the dragons. Their male-to-female ratio suddenly changed. It led to a blazing feud where they were almost about to kill themselves in a war. Luckily Doragon, the main male of the dragons, woke up and had to kill more than ninety percent of his own kind to get rid of the curse. But the damage has been long-lasting. They don’t trust anyone any longer, and that has resulted in a feud with the humans and us and the Winged Elves.”

“I’m scared,” a dark-haired angel sniffled. The angel sitting next to her reached for her hand and held her tightly. It sure was a lot to digest.

“So, we have many angels that have reached the age of ovulation—eighteen, but since we’ve been without a male, they haven’t had a chance to be bred with. I think you can figure out what I’m about to ask you next,” Gabriella said and boldly winked at me.

Funny how the age of mating was eighteen here as well. It seemed to be a universal rule across the universe for some reason. Maybe so the gods of the worlds don’t end up in trouble by their lawmakers. It sounded surreal that she wanted to give me the job to mate with these gorgeous angels. The only issue there was that I was a virgin. It was embarrassing at the age of twenty-six, but they didn’t seem to care so much for that, making me more comfortable. “You want me to breed now? I thought you were under a threat.”

“We are,” she said firmly. “You won’t breed with all of us. It will leave you exhausted and us greatly handicapped. Ten of our angels are way past ovulation and need to be bred quickly before it’s too late. Although, before we’ll let you breed with us, we need you to marry our race and swear to be our protector.”

I looked around at all the gorgeous and heavenly faces I had in front of me. Some were fierce, and some blushed demurely, lowering their eyes. This felt a bit too good to be true. “I will,” I said firmly, never wanting such an opportunity to slip.

Gabriella smiled, and her dimples deepened. “Tomorrow morning, you will have to climb the highest point of this island and swear an oath by the Angel of Fertility. Then you will bring ten angels by your own choosing and spend an entire day to breed with them by the river of fertility. It will leave you exhausted for the next day, but we’ll take care of you. After that, there is a long quest that awaits you.”

My mouth was already watering, and my cock was stiffening to the point of no return. The angels already whispered, displaying the same gossipy characteristics as the females where I came from. They pointed between my legs and tried not to giggle too loudly. This was going to be a painful night as I knew very well what waited for me tomorrow. “Where do you sleep?” I questioned.

“On cloud puffs, but you will have to share a cloud puff with another angel for tonight.”

The red-headed angel who’d blushed earlier tugged at Gabriella’s arm. “He can share my cloud puff.”

“He is the male, and he makes the choices here,” Gabriella reminded her wisely.

I studied the red-headed angel further, whose hair curled at the bottom. The width of her hips was almost as impressive as Gabriella’s. Her nose was snubbed, and her light-pink eyes were an eye color I’d never seen before. I came to the conclusion, she was a hundred-percent cute. “I will sleep with her,” I said, and never in my life had it felt so good to say such a thing.

Her smile unfolded quickly. To my surprise, I didn’t see any jealousy around. It was almost like they were used to living like this with one male around. “I say it’s time to rest. It’s been a long night, and the coming days will be hectic. I hope you will rest well during your first night here.”

“I have no doubts about that,” I said. I approached the red-headed angel as the rest of them spread their wings. “What’s your name?”

“Ariella,” she said and pawed the ground bare-footed. “I can be a bit chatty sometimes. I hope you don’t mind.”

How could a man mind being in the presence of such a rare beauty like her? “Not at all, but keep in mind, I’m not the most social person.”

“I will warm you up for it. I dislike nights. Sometimes you just want the days to continue in all eternity, especially when you have fun. But unfortunately, it hasn’t been much fun lately, as you heard.”

She wasn’t kidding about being chatty. “I understand.”

Her eyes strayed down, and she covered her mouth and giggled. “Don’t get too excited now.”

As a cool breeze winnowed by me, I was yet reminded I was naked. “Do you have any clothes I can borrow?”

“No, only clothes you will claim after marrying us. But don’t worry, we’ll sleep tight, keeping you warm.” She summoned a cloud from the sky, floating right in front of my eyes.  She jumped right on top of it and patted the spot behind her. “Hop on board.”

I jumped on top of the cloud puff. It was warm like a blanket. I didn’t pay so much attention to the soft cloud I was lying on. Ariella had caught my full attention. I now noticed that it was easy to see through the fabric of the white gown, and there was little clothing beneath. She twisted and raised an eyebrow. “What are you doing? Come closer.”

“I was just thinking of something.” If truth be told, I was checking her out. I pulled her closer, making her back her ass against my crotch, which was boiling hot at the moment. Her wings tickled my back but added another layer of warmth. I was about to drift into one of my deepest slumbers.

“How does this work?” I asked and felt a thrill I’d never felt before. “I mean, this is a cloud after all; won’t it just drift away?”

“No,” she said, propping her head with her sweet hand. “A cloud puff is different from a cloud. A cloud puff is controlled by your mind.”

That sounded ridiculous. “Prove it and fly to the stream.”

She closed her light-pink eyes and flew so quickly that my hair and hers fluttered wildly. We skimmed another cloud above us. She just giggled naughtily. “Ariella!” an angel complained from her cloud puff. “We are trying to sleep here!”

Ariella rolled her eyes. “She can be such a bore sometimes.”

My heart was about to jump out of my chest. “I didn’t mean that quickly.”

“Did I scare you?” she giggled. “When I was younger, I always loved to sneak up on someone and then scare them. Not much has changed since then.”

“I can imagine,” I said. I was astonished. What an amazing thing to possess. Fly everywhere with just the power of your mind. “This must be one of the coolest things I’ve ever seen.”

“It gets boring quickly, though. We just sleep on them because they can be a bit slow. I would rather use my wings, but for long-distance travel, we all prefer widewings.”

She flew closer to the reverse waterfall. More questions cluttered my mind. “How does the water stream upward?”

“A good question,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “Do I look like a goddess to you?”

I rolled my eyes. “I just thought you knew since you grew up here. Where does the water go? Does it continue to flow upward?”

“I’ll show you; hold on tight!” she said eagerly as if sleep was the farthest thing from her mind. She took me on a nightly guide and followed the stream, skimming the water. She meandered across the forest. This island was a lot bigger than I guessed. When we reached the other end, the water continued to flow in a river made of clouds, snaking its way to the horizon. “That’s beautiful,” I said in awe.

“It’s the Endless River,” Ariella explained. “The river that connects the five heavenly races.”

There sure was a lot to know about this world. “I’m speechless.”

“You haven’t seen much of our world then. You will marry us, right?”

“Yeah, what makes you think I won’t?”

“I don’t know; you sound a bit quiet, a bit mysterious. I hope I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“No, not at all,” I said, caressing her thigh while her wings tickled my chest. “What exactly does marrying a race mean?”

“That you’ll be a dedicated male to us angels,” she said. “In order to fulfill the wedding, you will also swear to protect us and breed with us to show that you have strong and healthy seeds.”

To already have hundreds of angels to mate and protect with was already a dream come true. I started getting greedy as I thought of the winged elves and humans and fairies, wondering what types of other exotic beauties were out there. “So, does that mean I can’t mate with anyone else?”

She stifled a laugh with a hand over her mouth. “No, that’s silly. As soon as you are prepared, you will travel a lot across our world, and you cannot just let your seeds rot inside you. What it means is that you will be loyal to us and never abandon us. Just as you can mate with whomever you want, you can also marry more races. Then you will get the title of Alpha Male, but such a male is rare and hasn’t been seen in more than thousands of years.”

Being an Alpha Male sure sounded attractive, but I didn’t want to become too ambitious since I’d just gotten here. “You have my word. I will marry you tomorrow.”

“I wish you could choose to breed with me. Gabriella will not allow it, though.”

That disappointed me a little. I drank in every curve of her, and my thirst was far from quenched. “How come?”

“She wants the strongest of us to remain unbred. We need to fight in case of danger. Some of us that don’t wield swords and archery that well will be the most reasonable pick, but as a male, you will always have the final say.”

“Well, she’s right, strategic wise it will be a bad idea. I just didn’t imagine you were good with weapons.”

She turned around, giving me a look. “What makes you say that?”

“Uhm, I don’t know, just a gut feeling.”

“Just wait till you see me in action. Wielding a sword is one of my favorite activities, and I’ve won every single dual among us. The only angel better with weapons is Layla, but she prefers archery.”

“I honestly cannot wait for that, but it will be a shame I cannot mate with you. It’s already painful having you this close, knowing I cannot enjoy you.”

“But you will be able to enjoy me. Us angels, and most of the other heavenly races, have two holes, one leading to the womb and the other leading to the core of our strength or magic. According to our former male, they are both equally as pleasurable. But he never enjoyed me, so I don’t know.”

“Two holes?” All I could think of was anal, but that didn’t seem right.

She grinned. “You will see tomorrow. Hopefully, the day after tomorrow, you will let me teach you the fundamentals of the cloud puff.”

I still hadn’t processed the fact we were floating on a warm cloud. “So, you just control it with your mind?”

“Yes,” she said. “The thoughts and clouds are synonyms. Too many clouds and you can’t see. Too many thoughts, and you cannot think. A sky without clouds is a mind without thoughts. They go hand in hand.”

“I’ve never thought of it in that way.”

“Because you came from another world. I’ve always found it hard to think of growing up in another place. This is my home, and despite the growing dangers, I cannot imagine living elsewhere. I hope life will continue like it always has.”

“So do I,” I admitted and prayed I would never end up in a place called earth again.

“I cannot imagine how it would be to grow up in a home I don’t want to be in … am I boring you with my talk?”

“No, not at all. It’s fascinating to listen to.”

“Your manhood certainly isn’t bored,” she giggled and boldly reached toward it. “Is it always this hot? We females usually get wet and sticky.”

“I mean, I’m not used to being naked and especially around so many gorgeous females, so that’s why I’m a bit stiffer than usual.”

“I see. Do you want to sleep now?”

Wow, that angel was fickle. “Sure.”

“On a cloud puff, it’s always easy; you just put your mind to it and then slowly drift wherever your dream will take you.”

It was as easy as she said it. I closed my eyes and drifted on top of this cloud to one of my deepest slumbers in life.











  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  







I woke up with drool trickling out of the corner of my lips. My raging erection had poked a hole through Ariella’s garment and was currently nestled deep into the crack of her ass. I wiped sweat from my brow. This must have been one of the hardest morning woods I’d ever had.

We were drifting aimlessly on top of this cloud, or cloud puff as they called it. We weren’t far off from the lake. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. It wasn’t a cloud in the sky. I could finally study the island in greater detail. It was a lot bigger and densely forested. The northern part sloped upward, and at the peak towered an angel statue. Another small stream ran from between her legs and gushed out at the edge of the island. It was hard to see from this distance, but it looked like the river was pink. 

I flinched when I felt Ariella’s hand on my back. “Sorry,” she giggled. “I didn’t think you would be so easily scared.”

“I was just lost in the moment.”

She ran her hand along my skin. “You have goosebumps. Do you like what you see?”

“It’s gorgeous. No words can describe the beauty of living up here in the sky.” I peeked down and saw the vast endless blue color. The ocean was slightly darker than the sky but blended into the background.

“I wished we could talk some more. I also wished I could show you my sword skills, but Gabriella is an early riser, and I’m sure she’s waiting for you by the lake. And yes … there she stands waving at us.”

I rose. The wind blew steadily, reminding me that I was still butt naked. I waved back at Gabriella. “I hope she has some clothes for me.”

“Unfortunately,” she said, tittering at my shaft, “she does after the marriage …. Why do I feel air blowing at my bottom?”

“Uhm, I think I accidentally poked a hole through your gown.” It was hard for me to say that without blushing.

“Accidentally, quote-unquote,” she said and waved her hand dismissively. “Don’t worry about it. But there sure will be someone who will poke some fun at me today.”

She steered us back to the lake. As soon as the rest of the angels woke up, they gathered there too. They were more than curious to see me again and especially whether I will become their main male or not. I felt more than fully rested and faced Gabriella with confidence. “Raphael, good to see you again,” she said and bowed.

“Good to see you too. I would like to marry the angel race and swear to be your protector as soon as possible.”

Her lips curled up in a smile. “I’m glad to hear. As the mother of all angels, I will be your witness at Angel of Fertility. You will also choose ten angels to breed with. I won’t interfere with your choice but choose wisely. After they’ve been bred, they will be burdened for three seasons.”

It was exactly what Ariella told me yesterday. I badly wanted her, but when I looked around and saw all the heavenly faces, I knew there were plenty of backups. “Line up, those of you who don’t wield weapons that well.”

Thirty full-grown angels lined up. I went straight for the dark-haired angel who’d been scared yesterday and picked the nine that stood to the right of her. “You will come with me.”

Just by those words and the blush spread like wildfire from cheek to cheek. They came in different heights and shapes, and they were all equally attractive in their own way. Ariella patted my shoulder. “It was nice sleeping and talking with you. I hope we can spend time together the day after tomorrow.”

She looked at my lips, hinting she wanted a kiss. Her full upper lip was so alluring that it was impossible to resist. I gave it to her. The first kiss of my life. The touch was powerful enough to knock me out. “We will,” I said and licked her taste from my lips. She waved her hand and padded away into the forest. I turned to Gabriella with the ten virgin angels waiting to be bred. “Show me the way to the Angel of Fertility.”

We went up a long slope. Some angels chatted behind me, excited and nervous about the upcoming moment. I followed behind Gabriella as she led our way. There was an overgrowth of vegetation, and it was hard to navigate. “When was the last time someone was here?” I asked, having to lift my feet over the roots and be wary of twigs slapping my face.

“Twenty years ago.” Her golden hair spilled out over her wings. She had to have the thickest and lushest locks I’d ever seen, hanging to her wide bottom.

Gabriella was a mysterious angel to me. I’d mistaken them all to be like Ariella, full of chatter and life. Yet it was something else with Gabriella. She was more mature and showed signs of great intelligence and motherly care. “When you say mother of all angels, did you give birth to everyone?”

“Oh no,” she said and chuckled. “I have taken on the motherly role since our main male died. I’m the oldest and have some abilities they don’t have.”

“What kinds of abilities?”

“Psychic abilities,” she revealed, which just made her more mysterious to me.

We finally got out of the forest. The wind stirred my hair as I gazed up to the Angel of Fertility. She sat at the edge of a connecting island with her legs spread and without a gown. Her hands were planted behind her as if basking in the sun. She was gorgeous, made of marble or gold or some kind of mix. I couldn’t quite put my finger on what type of material it was, but it was irrelevant since she was beautiful nevertheless.

It was a narrow path winding up to the connecting island. Between the legs of the Angel of Fertility ran a pink stream that gushed out at the edge of the island. I stared in awe. “A pink stream.”

“After you’ve sworn to protect us, the wedding will be fulfilled, and the river widens. Inside, it’s completely silent, leaving you all in privacy. There you can enjoy them however you want,” Gabriella said, holding her hand over her heart, showing respect to the Angel of fertility. “Follow me; we are almost there.”

The winding path was tiled with tufts of grass growing between the tiles. It was hardly wide enough for both of my feet, and I felt a bit nervous as one clumsy step, and I would plummet to the ocean. “It’s best to keep your eyes up,” Gabriella reminded me as I trailed behind her.

I reached the top, and the Angel of Fertility loomed over us. I was curious about the pink river and went closer to the bank. Most of the bank was dry, only a third of the river was filled. I inhaled the musky flavors of the pink stickiness. It awakened something inside me. A lust I hadn’t felt in a while. To protect. To breed. To survive. “It’s powerful, isn’t it?” Gabriella said, noticing how I reacted to it.

“It is,” I said, clenching my fists, seeing the veins bulge across my arms. My cock rose even harder than when I had slept. I wanted to mate and that badly. I followed Gabriella to the source of the river. “The cave is one of the warmest and heavenly parts you can step into. It can be dazzlingly bright. But before you enter the cave with your angels, we have to climb on top of her womanhood. You will have to recite a passage and then lick the pink pearl. It will stimulate the Angel of Fertility, and the river will grow to its full strength.”

“Bring it,” I said, and couldn’t wait to experience something legendary like this.

“Angels, wait here,” Gabriella said. She led me closer to Angel of Fertility’s right thigh. Not far off from her thigh was a steep staircase leading up to the pink pearl. We ascended the stairs and came up to something resembling a balcony. The pink pearl was buried under the folds of her labia. It was the size of my own head and shiny like a rare gem. I didn’t bother with the beautiful view I had behind me. I studied the feminine art and was mesmerized by its beauty and symmetry. “What do you think?” Gabriella asked.

“It looks heavenly.”

“It sure does.” She walked over to me and stroked the pearl. I swore; I felt the entire angel shudder.

“What was that?” I asked.

“The Angel of Fertility. It will be important to arouse her. It will bring good luck and strong, healthy descendants. Only a male can pleasure her fully.”

“I see.”

“Look behind you.”

Behind me stood a podium made out of marble.  “On the table is a marriage vow you must recite,” Gabriella said. “And then you will have to lick the pearl till the river returns to its full glory.”

I nodded. I went behind the podium and brushed the dust from the letters engraved in this slab of marble. “So long as I breathe and my spirit isn’t blowing in the wind, on blood and soul, do I swear that I will be the main male of the angels.” The ground shuddered. “What was that?”

A smile unfolded on her lips. “You aroused the Angel of Fertility with the vow and your manly voice. You must prove you have what it takes by licking the pearl. Brace yourself; she can be noisy.”

I cautiously went over to the pink pearl. The scent made my mouth water. I kissed it first, showing my respect for its natural beauty. I then licked it, grazing every curve of that colorful pearl. My touches brought her to life, making the ground shudder even more. The farther and more passionate my tongue went, the harder it was to stand here. I held onto her labia before I would tumble over and worked my tongue all over her pearl.

Gabriella eventually laid her hand on my shoulder. “It’s enough.”

“What?” I asked, eyeing the sweetness I wanted to stimulate even more.

“I tried to call for you, but you were lost at the moment. Come and look behind you. The river has grown, and the wedding has taken place. You have now become our main male.”

I placed my hand on the railing of the balcony. My eyes widened at the river, gushing its liquid out of the edge of the island. The musky scent just grew stronger, making me want to mate even more.

“I’m more than honored to live and see this. I have a feeling the Valkyrie made the wisest choice to bring you to us, but not only to us but our world,” Gabriella said. Her eyes were watery and emotional. I had been so caught up in the moment I didn’t notice. She lowered her voice to a whisper. “I’m sensing another Alpha Male among us.”

“Are you alright?”

“I’m,” she said and suppressed her tears. “It’s been some rough years, but hopefully, the tide has turned. I will spread my wings and join my angels. Enjoy your day with my darlings; plow their soils with your powerful seeds. We’ll meet again in a couple of days when you have regained your strength and senses.”

I nodded. Gabriella spread her wide white wings. She jumped into the air and flew her way down to the center of the island. I descended the stairs. The angels pawed the ground with their hands clasped behind their backs. I motioned them to follow me. “Come.”

My libido had reached a point where it was painfully hard. The night with Ariella, the licking of the pink pearl, and now having ten angles that needed to be bred. I’d never imagined losing my virginity like this, but I couldn’t think of any better way either.

I had to narrow my eyes as I entered her cave. The pink color was so bright, and the musky scent was so strong that it heightened my awareness. When I got used to the dazzling bright light, I opened my eyes. The liquid was oozing from the walls and formed a warm pool in the middle. I went for the dark-haired angel and boldly planted my hands on her hips, sliding them up and down her curves. She looked so innocent yet thankful this moment had finally arrived. I felt the same. I grinned as my cock rose to full mast and was about to poke another hole through her garment. “Take off your clothes and join me in the pool. I will start with you.”

“Okay.”

While she was undressing, I plunged into the lake. It felt like swimming through sweetened water. I swam up for a breath and closed my eyes for a moment. It was peacefully silent. The only noticeable sound was the running water and the angel padding to the edge. “Should I jump in?” The angel asked, twirling her hair on her finger.

“I’m waiting for you,” I said. I wanted to take her innocence straight away and shoot my seeds right into her womb. I just thought being covered in this sweetened water to be the icing on the cake. She plunged into the pool, and gravity pulled me toward her. I cupped her boobs and ran my finger over her pink nipples. My cock throbbed even more painfully. We were both soaked to the bone, and I knew we would end up even dirtier.

I swam up with her on the shore and laid her on her back. I was already breathing heavily. All that previous stimulation had reached a boiling point. I fingered her pussy and slipped my fingers in two holes. She had one close to her butthole and one right under her clit. “Which one is the womb of fertility?”

She shyly pointed to the hole closest to her butthole. I lay on top of her and guided my cock past her hairy bush and right into her lowest cave. Her eyes widened, and she held onto me as I plunged my erection inside her.

I felt a novel sensation. Something savage got a hold of me. It was the same when I stood by the pink pearl. To breed. To protect. To survive. The pleasure of sliding in and out of her reminded me what I would lose if the angels or I died. It couldn’t happen. It will not happen.

A couple of more strokes, and I gushed out my cum right into the depths of her womb. She arched her back for a moment and gasped out in pleasure. I descended to the ground with her, and my virginity was finally gone.

I understood now why the Angel of Fertility was at the peak of the island. To breed led us to the peak of the world. The greatest sensation there was in life. I wanted more, though, way more. My eyes flicked from angel to angel. They were looking at me in reverence after I had fulfilled my natural obligation. I cuddled up with the dark-haired one, but I was already lusting for more. “You with auburn hair,” I said as if I were a king. “You are next.” I patted the spot next to her as I prepared to bed her.
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I woke up to something soft and warm. It reminded me of the cloud puff. “Angels, he is waking up now.”

I turned to the right and saw the dark-haired angel I’d bedded first. She smiled brightly. She had a cloth in her hand and wiped it across my forehead. It cooled me down. I wanted to speak, but I couldn’t find any words. I felt ten years younger as if I had been born again. “Where and what?”

“You mated with us yesterday,” she said. “You’ve slept for an entire day.”

An entire day? How is that even possible? The angels kept cleaning me with the cloth. They were more than heavenly. “It felt so good,” I mumbled.

“We know,” the auburn-haired angel giggled.

“Where am I?” I asked, finally finding the strength to rise.

“You are at the pinnacle of the Angel of Fertility. At her head, to be more precise. If you go to the edge, you will see a gorgeous view.”

It sounded alluring. I rose and made my way to the railing. I leaned over and stared out across the world. I still hadn’t gotten used to the vast view of the World of Heaven. It was equally as breathtaking as when I first saw it. What better way could one possibly wake up after having had sex with ten gorgeous angels than this view?

I let out a sigh of relief and felt the chilly winds biting my skin. “Are there any clothes for me now?”

“Sister, he asks for his tunic.”

Two of the angels opened a treasure chest and picked up the garment. They didn’t walk but flew over to me. I loved hearing the lulling sounds of their wings flapping. They kneeled for me and held up my tunic and loincloth with both hands as if I were a king. I lifted the white tunic adorned with golden and blue ribbons. “Please, in order to protect your manhood, you should wear a loincloth beneath.”

“Of course,” I said and donned the loincloth first. I then got on the tunic. It was sleeveless, and reached to my knees. It was flexible and mobile, not a stiff pair of jeans or an uncomfortable suit.

“We think it suits you perfectly.”

“So do I,” I said while flexing my arms and muscles. I touched the scabbard hanging on my right side. “What’s this for?”

“The Angel’s Blade waits for you by the Angel’s Temple and also your cloud puff.”

That excited me. When I stood there, I felt I was just wasting my time, as if lying in bed. I felt an urge to get moving, especially after sleeping for an entire day. I looked around and couldn’t spot any staircases. “How did I even get here?”

“We flew with you after you passed out. To sleep here at the peak of the Angel of Fertility deepened your rest. Let us know when you want to be returned to the lake. Gabriella will then show you the way to the Angel’s Temple.”

“I’m ready,” I said and felt an urge to face the world and protect their way of living more than anything else. Two of the angels got a hold of my arms. They spread their wings, took off into the sky, and flew with me to the lake.

The angels were already gathered there, waiting for me as we descended. Gabriella greeted me with a proud nod. I stood there fully clothed in a tunic and had just bred ten of our angels. Before Gabriella could open her mouth, someone was already behind me, poking me with something sharp. That someone happened to be Ariella, grinning from ear to ear. She was holding a sword, the glinting tip pointing at my heart. “Are you still underestimating me?”

I returned her grin. “No, not at all.”

“I’m definitely not underestimating you,” she said and sheathed her sword. “We expected you to rest there for another day. Please, I beg you, let me teach you to use the cloud puff.”

Gabriella frowned at her. “I’ve told you before; it’s his choice.”

I had a feeling Ariella had nagged at her. She shut her mouth with a snap, not daring to argue with her. Gabriella then turned to me, saying what she wanted to say from the beginning. “The ten angels you chose aren’t so innocent any longer. I’m glad you fulfilled your natural obligation, and I’m more than glad to see how quickly you have returned to us.”

I nodded. The only obstacle now to get a sword and a cloud puff was my hunger. After having had sex for an entire day and slept for another, my stomach growled painfully. “I need something to eat, and after that, lead me to the temple. I would like to start learning to fly on a cloud puff and wield a sword.”

“Yes,” Gabriella said, smiling even brighter. “You sound like a man. Not someone that wants to bask in the sun but head out for heroic adventures. Rest by the eternal fire, and we’ll find some food for you.”

Ariella was already by my side. I sat down and stared at the flames, looking exactly the same as when I arrived here. “Eternal flames?” I questioned.

“Quite cool, isn’t it?” she said. “The magic fairies are behind those flames. They have been flickering for more than twenty years. They will never be reduced to embers; not even in the harshest downpour will quench those flames.”

A short-haired angel with brown hair and honey-toned skin poked Ariella’s back. “Here are your new garments,” she said. She was the smallest angel I had seen and the only one peppered with freckles, but definitely one of the cutest.

“Thank you,” Ariella said, kissing her right on the lips.

She glanced at me for a brief second but then shyly averted. I had never imagined being surrounded by women who revered me so much they wouldn’t even look at me. It just made me feel more powerful. “Have you met Sara?”

“Who, her?” I said while she flew back to the shadows and checked me out behind a bush.

“Yes, she’s the one making our garments here. You will probably breed with her eventually. She is a bit too short for holding a weapon. Although I tried to teach her, she preferred holding a needle and sinew instead.”

“Who makes the weapons here?”

“No one. We are dependent upon the humans, the dragons, and the winged elves. The High Roost Islands are rich in ore, but only the humans have the strength and hands to make the swords. They then sell it to us, but we like to put some finishing touches on ours. If you see the sapphire and gold studded on the pommel.”

She unsheathed her sword and showed me the gems. “That’s beautiful, but it doesn’t sound sustainable how you are all dependent upon them for weapons. Especially if there are cracks in your relations.”

“You are right, but none of us have been strong enough to heal those relations. After the curse hit the dragons, they stopped shipping ore to the humans for a short while. The humans call their main male a King. I think it is a bit silly … Hmm, where was I?  Ah yes, when the curse hit the dragons, they grew suspicious of everyone. It disrupted the trade routes of the Endless River among the five races.”

“That has to change if we are dependent on each other for weapons, or we have to hoard as much as possible.”

“It’s typical of you males to be tactical thinkers. Gabriella is one of our most tactical thinkers. She can also have visions into the future, but even she pales in comparison to what you are telling me.”

I felt flattered. I had been called a daredevil back home. Wingsuit flying was one of the deadliest things you can end up having as a hobby. One of every five hundred jumps is fatal. I had barely even paid attention. I wanted the adrenaline. “What do you trade with the humans?”

“Precious metals, gold, and silver.”

“I can’t see any?”

“It clings to the bottom of this island,” she said and patted the soil. “Do you mind if I change clothes now? I’m getting tired of being made fun of because of the hole right at my bottom.”

“Go for it.”

She slipped off her gown, revealing a red bush covering her private parts and busty boobs with the cutest and tiniest nipples. I didn’t want to be rude and stare too much, but it was difficult not to, and she didn’t seem to mind. “Is it normal to just undress in front of anyone here?”

“Why wouldn’t it?”

“A bit of a cultural shift compared to my world,” I said.

She whirled around in her new gown. “How do I look?”

“No different from a moment ago,” I said. That was a similar characteristic among all females. They all seemed to love clothes for some reason.

“I’m curious, what do you usually eat in your world?” she sat down, patting her tummy, hinting she was also hungry.

“What a question,” I said and wiped my brow. “It’s so different among our people, but the direction of our eating habits is all going in one direction, processed slob and less traditional food items.”

“Processed slob?” she questioned and obviously didn’t understand what I was saying. “That sure doesn’t sound palatable.”

“They make it addictive and pack it in shiny packages to lure suckers in. I don’t know what to say. Gabriella sure was right; having more males than necessary produces evil.”

“Don’t even mention it,” she said and shuddered. “What about your traditional items?”

“Meat, bread, and vegetables mostly,” I said.

“Sounds more familiar. Have you seen the flying sheep?”

“Gabriella mentioned it yesterday, but I haven’t seen any yet.”

“Right above you, silly.”

I turned skyward. It was exactly how she described it. A sheep with wings, flying across the clouds. He landed by the grass, bleating among the rest of the herd, and continued to graze in peace. I was lost for words. “We have an exact similar animal at home, but it doesn’t have any wings.”

“A sheep without wings,” she chuckled. “Sorry, I just find that funny.”

“I can imagine,” I said. “How do you usually eat here? Do you all share similar meals, or do you eat separately.”

“We eat when we are hungry, but never alone. Some of my angels are already preparing for us. They just slaughtered a sheep and have picked the finest wild vegetables in the forest for you.”

“What an honor,” I said, and I could already smell the culinary arts in the air. Two angels came flying with a steaming kettle in their hands. They placed it in front of us. Two other angels handed us wooden bowls and spoons. I poured my bowl full and passed on the ladle to Ariella. A couple of more angels joined us. I recognized the archer that had pointed the arrow at me. “Good luck making fun of me now,” Ariella said, blowing at her bowl to make it cool down. “I got a new gown.”

“We’ll figure something out,” Layla chuckled.

I sank my teeth into the tender meat. It melted in my mouth. It was the only thing that I was completely familiar with. The vegetables were a bit different. They were yellow to orange, looking like some diced tuber. They tasted like sweet celeriac roots and strong parsnips. It was well-salted, and I made sure to pour another bowl and another. I’d completely missed the conversation among the angels. “You certainly are hungry,” Ariella eventually pointed out when I had the fourth bowl in front of me.

“I haven’t eaten in days, and this sure as hell tastes good.”

“Anything compared to slob will be better.”

“Slob?” Layla, the archer asked, arching an eyebrow. I noticed her violet eye color. Layla was a bit slimmer than the rest of the angels. Her chestnut hair fell straight down to her waist, veiling the swell of her breasts.

“I guess it’s what he ate in his home world. Don’t ask me about it. It apparently is a world run by demons. Sorry, I didn’t mean to say that while we were eating.”

I could tell Layla wanted to chime in. She was a bit smaller than Ariella, but something with her suspicion struck me as someone intelligent. “What kind of weapons can you wield?” she eventually asked.

“I’ve never held a weapon in my life, but I’m more than dedicated to learn how to wield one.”

That answer made me earn their respect. “I see; I was just wondering if you are more into swords than archery. The two main weapons of us angels.”

“Why not both?”

“Typical male talk to want to have it all,” Ariella giggled. “I have already booked him to be his sword teacher, but the archer is still left.”

I looked over at Layla. She had the quiver slung over her shoulder along with her bow, looking as tall as I almost. I started to figure out that only Ariella was chatty here. It didn’t seem to be the cultural norm to claim spots. “You are more than welcome to teach me.”

“It will be an honor,” she said and bowed down.

After we’d finished eating, we rested for a while, basking in the sun. It was easy to grow comfortable and fat on such a beautiful island. The angels were all filled with jokes and games as well. “We usually spend most of our time practicing with our weapons,” Ariella chuckled and wiped tears from her eyes. “We aren’t always this flirty.”

“Nothing wrong with having fun, but if you don’t want me to poke another hole in your gown, I need my own cloud puff, and you better be a good teacher.”

“Are you underestimating me again?”

“We all are,” Layla added.

Ariella gave her a look with her hand planted on her hip. “Not this again.”

I hoped these types of play fighting wouldn’t actually lead to fighting. So far, they’d kept their heads cool, but a household without fights was none existent as far as I knew. Unless they had some special ability to ward such things off. “Where is Gabriella?” I asked. “I would like to be led to this temple.”

“The Angel’s Temple,” she reminded me. “Wait here; I’ll look for her. I believe she’s doing some drills with our angels.”

Ariella spread her wings and flew away. Layla smiled, and that was when I noticed her lips were purple and heavier than usual, similar to her violet eyes. “She has the biggest tongue of us all.”

“I’ve already figured that out,” I said and smiled. “But we should be thankful to have her.”

“We,” she emphasized. “You’ve integrated well. Some of us were suspicious whether Gabriella’s prayer had been actually heard. It isn’t usual to have a male from another race marrying another.”

I couldn’t tell whether she was being passive-aggressive or not. “I take that as a compliment, but you have no reason to be suspicious of me. I’m married to you now.”

“It’s hard not to be after everything that has happened. It used to be so much more pleasant to live here.”

“Many of you are still enjoying yourself,” I pointed out.

“Many of us are, but many of us are also brooding over the future. Many of our angels have disappeared. We don’t sleep as deeply as we should have.”

“I certainly have after he arrived,” an angel chimed in, making seductive eye contact.

Layla waved her hand dissmisevely. “It’s because you are horny.”

I heard the flap of wings behind my back.  Gabriella and Ariella landed behind me. “How was your first meal?” Gabriella asked, tossing her beach blonde hair over her shoulder. I’d missed her sonorous voice and flaring hips. Our mother sure was a beauty.

“It was delicious,” I said.

“Ariella told me you ate quite a bit. Are you ready to stand, or do you want to rest some more?”

I rose. “Bring me to the Angel’s Temple. The more I’m being told about your situation, the more things I see that have to be fixed.”

“You are right,” Gabriella said gravely. “Come, I will walk you there.”

I didn’t have to remind Ariella to follow me. I already knew she would. “Come meet us later this evening,” I told Layla. “You will teach me the way you hold that bow.”

She dipped her head. “With pleasure.”

I followed Gabriella. My eyes strayed over her bottom. The sight of those two buns never got old. “If you only knew how excited I’m,” Ariella said, pulling me back to reality. “I love teaching. If you see anyone over at our playground that wields the sword, then you know they were taught by me. And now I get the honor to teach our main male.”

“I can imagine the thrill,” I said.

“Oh, the temple is absolutely beautiful. When entering it, you have two doors that only the power of a male can push open. And then you have to pull the sword from the pedestal. It’s stuff out of legends. I’ve just read about it, but I’ve never been there. No females are allowed. A naughty part of me has wanted to sneak in there, but alas, I haven’t been naughty enough.”

Gabriella glanced over her shoulder, smiling at her fellow angel. “There is a reason why the doors are sealed so tightly.”

“I know,” she said, disappointed. “I think the sword will be the final touch on you. You already look handsome, but with a sword in your hand, you will look delicious.”

“Delicious?” I questioned and laughed. “Are you going to take a bit out of me or what?”

“Sorry, my tongue can run on for a bit. What do you think of this forest?”

She finally gave me a break to study the scenery. It glowed like emeralds. The leaves were as wide as my waist and thick as my thumb. I inhaled the fresh scent, like inhaling a handful of mint. “It clears up your nostrils,” I said and breathed out. “It’s refreshing.”

“For the mind too. I love nature. The humans at Heaven’s Kingdom are all into noisy towns and such. They have more males, so that might explain it.”

“What’s their male-to-female ratio?” I asked.

“I believe it’s ten to one.”

“It’s correct,” Gabriella said. “There have been times when us angels also had more males, and it certainly will come again when the time of birth will arrive. But so long the seeds of males are healthy and strong; it will never be more than ten females per male.”

“Nothing I can complain over.” However, just the thought of having another male preying around here did make me uneasy. But it would still leave me with an abundance of angels. “You mentioned books. Do you also read?”

“Yes, of course,” Ariella said. “But not everyone knows how to read, unfortunately. Some of us are more into listening. I love both. Do you read?”

“Yes, of course, so I assume you have libraries here?”

“Yes, you are right.”

We arrived at the clearing. It was teeming with angels and butterflies. They swung their swords in an arc and parried the upcoming blow. They danced to the side, dodging incoming sword strikes. I certainly had a long way to go if I were about to compete with them. The arrows whistled over us. They balanced on top of their cloud puffs and aimed at targets on the treetops. “You definitely have some skilled angels.”

“They practice from morning to dusk,” Gabriella said proudly. “They are spending more and more time wielding weapons, especially since we have been in a state of decline.”

Ariella stabbed herself with her thumb. “I’m the one who has taught most of them.”

I wanted to ruffle her red hair so badly. Gabriella motioned Ariella to wait here. “I will bring him to our temple. Wish him good luck, and he will be yours for the rest of the day.”

“Good luck,” she said, unsheathing her sword and chopped the air so swiftly I heard it whistle. “You will need it.”

I followed Gabriella farther into the clearing. I found it odd that the sun was still so low on the horizon. “How long are the days here?”

Gabriella didn’t understand my question. “They are as long as they should be.”

“The days seem way longer than what I’m used to. Do you have seasons … like does it get colder and then warmer?”

She nodded slowly. “We do, but the climates aren’t that much different. But certain parts of our world have different climates. Farther north, you will find colder climates, and farther south, warmer and dustier climates.”

It sort of sounded like Earth. I could already see the Angel’s Temple, looking like the Pantheon. “Have Ariella told you about the cloud puff?”

“She did when we slept together,” I said. “She told me it is controlled by the mind and mentioned a beautiful analogy with clouds and thoughts.”

“Yes,” she said. “It can be a struggle first to grasp the truth of the clouds and thoughts, but when it’s understood, it will be as easy as breathing.” She led me close to the temple. The columns were shaped like angels with their wings spread. The patch of grass in front of the entrance was neatly trimmed in the shape of a feather. As I stood there, I looked at my fingertips and felt a sensation I hadn’t felt before. It was like an increase in my blood flow, flushing through my veins. “What is that?”

“This is the spot where you will claim a cloud puff. Certain spots across the World of Heaven will contain this magic; there, your thinking deepens. The spots will always be exposed to nature. Even in Heaven’s Kingdom, which has a lot of noise, they still need to preserve nature. Without it, you can’t reach deep into the mind and claim a cloud puff from the sky.”

“What do I do exactly?” I asked. This deep peace washed me over, my mind decluttering. I could only focus on one task at hand.

“I will show you,” she went to the opposite side of me and then went down on her knees. She rested her hands on her lap.

I followed her lead. I had always felt stiff when sitting on my knees, but as the blood kept flowing, it felt more natural. “This is the difficult part. You have to watch your breath till your mind is completely at peace. When you’ve reached the peace, you will bring your awareness up in the sky and claim an untouched cloud as your cloud puff. I will sit here with you, but I wouldn’t ask any more questions. Questions will disturb your peace, and without tranquility, you won’t reach the sky with your awareness.”

I nodded and understood what she was hinting at. “I’m ready,” I said and gently closed my eyes. I didn’t do anything else besides follow my breath. I had never entered such a meditative state before. It felt as if the world had turned to slow motion. My breathing deepened considerably, and I noticed the distinct scents of nature: the sensation of the grass tickling my feet, the touch of the fabric against my skin. It was magical in its own way.

I started guiding my awareness above my head, reaching higher and higher till I reached the sky. I searched around while being aware of every color and sensation. I didn’t have to search long. I claimed the first cloud I spotted, being content to have one. I then brought my awareness back down, and when I opened my eyes, the cloud was right in front of my eyes. “Wow,” I mouthed. I rubbed my eyes. It was almost like I’d slept for a moment and had the most vivid dream.

I lowered the cloud puff with my mind so I could see Gabriella. She smiled proudly. “You are definitely a man. I’ve been sitting here for weeks with younger angels. Their minds can chatter a lot and jump from place to place. I’ve never seen someone as quickly as you claim a cloud puff like that.”

“But … I barely had to do anything.”

“Yes, and barely doing anything can be a challenge for some.”

It wagged back and forth, and I then circled it around Gabriella. I brought the cloud puff wherever I wanted to, by just the power of my mind. “This is the coolest thing ever,” I said like a little child. It never got old to fly around with that thing.

“I’m glad you are enjoying it.”

“Where do I store it?”

“You don’t store it anywhere. You can let it flow wherever you want among the other clouds. When you put your mind to it, you will make it return.”

“I understand.” And I let it flow back up to the air with the other clouds, watching it as it disappeared among its friends.

“Are you ready to enter the Angel’s Temple?”

“I’m.”

She rose to her feet, her boobs jiggling beneath her gown. I followed her up the staircase, and then we entered the temple. It was a bit chilly here. Although being from Norway, I couldn’t complain. The walls were painted like the sky with puffy clouds spread out. Angels were everywhere, wielding weapons and holding onto their children. Some of them were nude, and some of them were clothed. It was like a painting out of the renaissance. In the middle stood a statue looking like David Michelangelo with wings. “The chamber is hidden behind these two doors. I’m not allowed to enter with you. You will have to push those doors open and pull the sword out of the pedestal.”

“Okay,” I said in awe. She left me alone. Goosebumps pricked my skin as I approached the doors. I gently pushed them open, the hinges squeaking. The chamber was lit up by wide stained-glass windows. The light streamed toward the dais and the pedestal and the sword buried on top. No one had been here for years. It was evident when I inhaled the cool and mysterious air. I walked up the dais to the pedestal and fixed my eyes upon the intimidating hilt. This wasn’t just some wooden toy, but a second manhood. A proof that I was the main male of the angels and their sworn protector. I wrapped my hands around the hilt and pulled the sword from the pedestal.

It was heavy but felt light in my hand. The blue guard, silver blade, and golden hilt were a trio of heavenly colors that easily blended into one: The World of Heaven. I lifted the tip to the light, making it glimmer. I swung it in a whistling arc, and the blade flashed through the air like a shooting star. It was my first time holding a sword, but for some reason, it felt natural. It was almost like I’d been born with it in my hands, but we’d been separated. The Valkyrie and the goddess knew a lot about us mortals.

I sheathed the sword and exited the chamber. The doors closed after me, and I went back out to the sunshine. Gabriella eyed my weapon. “I already feel more at ease. I’m sensing you will not only bring peace to us but the entire World of Heaven.”

She’d mouthed something similar the other day when she mentioned the Alpha Male. “I’m sensing the same,” I said as the wind stirred my loose blonde air, “But the path there isn’t straight, but I will never abandon it. This is a world worth fighting for.”

“It is,” she agreed. I felt at ease being with Gabriella, despite her mysterious nature. She was like a breath of fresh air. A wise mother instead of a stressed-out wreck. “Ariella is waiting for you.”

“I know she is. After we’ve practiced, I would like some counsel from you. Ariella told me about a few things that I know must change.”

“It’s a lot that has to change, but it will take time.” She shielded her eyes and turned skyward, facing the goddesses. “I prayed for years for a miracle, and my prayer was heard a week ago. But we have to take one step at a time. Train well now, and make sure to enjoy yourself too. Good health is vital.”

She spread her wings and flew into the air, her blonde hair fluttering behind her. Ariella landed right where Gabriella had stood, her eyes wide open. “Can I see it?”

I unsheathed my sword, and her eyes just grew wider. “Wow,” she mouthed. “It’s exactly how the books out of the legends describe it.”

“Now it’s your turn to teach me how a legend is supposed to wield it.”

She unsheathed hers and pointed the tip to my throat. “Don’t get too ahead of yourself now.” She was about to say something more but fooled me. Instead, she swung her sword toward my leg. I defended myself. The clang was loud, and I felt it in my wrist. Just when I was about to clench the hilt, she pointed the tip right over my beating heart. “Gotcha!”

I jumped and waved my sword against hers, moving it away from my heart. She then jumped to the side, and I felt the cold steel right on my abdomen. “You really should think twice about getting ahead of yourself.”

“And so should you,” I said, kicking her sword away from my abdomen and jumping back. I stubbornly persisted. I didn’t know what got a hold of me, but as a man, this felt natural. I let my reflexes take control and parried blow after blow. Ariella sure was a good swordswoman, but she was the first one who broke a sweat between us.

My grin just got wider. As this duel went on, more of the angels stopped to look at us. Ariella went all in and continued to fight fiercely. The only thing she was better than me at was the way she moved. She danced side to side and tried to find an opening. It was hard to keep track of her feet, especially as the first drop of sweat stung my eye. Our swords met, kissing along each other’s length. I kept her there, knowing this was all about power and not tactics. Ariella desperately tried to get away, but I kept pushing on. She eventually tripped and fell. I was about to lower the tip right under her throat, but she rolled to the side, locked her foot onto mine, and then made me fall onto the ground. I rolled away from her and quickly sprang up to my feet. We were both caked in dirt and covered in grass, but none of us had relinquished the grip on the hilt. She narrowed her eyes. “Let’s call that a draw, shall we?”

I wondered if she had any more tricks up her sleeves. “For now,” I said, returning her grin.

“You must be lying,” she said. “There is no way this was the first time in your life you’ve held a sword.”

“I’m not lying. There’s something with this sword that’s familiar. I can’t explain, but I feel it flowing through the hilt.”

“I must have skipped a chapter about the sword,” she said. “What about a cloud puff? I don’t believe you will fight so well without your balance.”

Well, there she might win a point. I hadn’t tried to stand on one yet. “Let’s give it a try,” I said. I fetched my cloud puff simultaneously as she did. With the help of her wings, she jumped on top of hers. I had to lower mine to the ground and then step on it. “Yeah, this feels awkward,” I admitted. “How will I focus on flying around with this cloud puff while facing you at the same time?”

“It’s a skill that you will have to master,” she said, more than glad she had something to offer. “But it all comes down to letting your subconscious mind do the work. You shouldn’t think. It’s a bit like reflexes.” She kept moving side to side like Ping-Pong, demonstrating her ability to let her reflexes do most of the work. “I believe it will click in your mind by letting your cloud puff be your feet.”

“You are right,” I said, and it did indeed click. I started hovering around her, getting dangerously closer. “Are you ready?”

She tossed her hair behind her shoulder. “You don’t ask me if I’m ready with a sword.” I must have offended her since she charged right at me. I flew back and upward, afraid I would crash into someone. She was drumming her fingers on the hilt. “Coward, get back here.”

I faced her, and yet again, our swords rang loudly above everyone else’s. Our duel continued long into the evening. I ignored my aching wrist as her blows kept raining down on my sword. She was full of energy, and when I started trailing behind, she kept pushing on. “Are you getting tired?” she scorned me and waggled her eyebrows.

“No, I’m getting bored by your lousy fighting techniques.”

A raging fire ignited in her eyes, and she charged at me, swinging and ramming her sword. I defended myself for now, but eventually, she just started chasing me. I was still in the beginning stages of flying with this cloud puff, so she had a clear advantage. Then, in the end, I thought the only way to put an end to this was to let her win. The tip of her sword briefly touched my Adam’s Apple. “Yield!”

I had never heard her so excited. “I yield,” I said and could finally wipe my forehead.

“Not so big in your mouth, now, are you?”

“Nope, yours is bigger.”

Her lips tightened into a flat line. “Sore loser.”

“Come on now,” I said, wondering whether I’d stepped too far. “This is practice; we aren’t trying to kill or wound each other.”

She rolled her eyes. We descended back to the clearing. All of the angels had been watching us. I certainly hoped they’d learned something. I spotted Layla in the middle, having an extra bow in her hand. “She’s taught you well,” she said, looking impressed.

My veins were bulging, and I hoped Layla would take me to a calmer environment than what Ariella had recently brought me to. “She wasn’t kidding about being a good teacher,” I flattered her.

Ariella didn’t look so satisfied, though. “He’s already skilled enough – but not better than me.”

I rolled my eyes and could finally slide my sword back into the scabbard. “Where did you get that bow from?”

“I made it while you were gone,” she said and threw it at me. “A gift.”

I caught the bow with my left hand and ran my finger along the smooth surface. “You sure are skilled,” I said and then looked at her. “Thanks, I appreciate it more than anything.” It was nothing I loved more than homemade gifts. They are all unique and couldn’t be copied. It just made it so much more valuable, and then you had the value of a personal deed on top of it. I pulled the taut bowstring, sounding like a guitar. It sure would require a lot of power to be pulled.  I looked over at Ariella, giving her a moment to cool down. “How well do you wield a beast like this?”

“I’m alright, but I would rather wield a shaft, if you know what I mean.” She gave me a kinky smile at the end, and I sure knew what she meant. “I have to go get something to drink.”

Ariella eventually left us alone. I hoped I hadn’t exhausted her too much, but I figured it was something she would never admit. “Show me how it’s done,” I said.

“With pleasure,” Layla said. She reached behind her back, fetching the fletch between her pointy and middle finger. She nocked the arrow against the string and fired. It was just one swift motion, looking artistic. Unlike sword fighting, it looked foreign to me. The arrow split a twig in two and scared the birds away from the tree.

I nodded, impressed. “Don’t keep your hopes high,” I said. “That’s not something I will master in a day.”

“I will be gentle on you, don’t worry.”

I reached behind my back and fumbled around. I finally got an arrow and then struggled nocking it. My arm was almost twice as big as hers, but I struggled pulling the string and made sure no angels were within distance. I fired. I had no idea at what, but luckily, I struck the same tree trunk as she’d hit. “How did you pull the arrow so far?”

“It’s easy when you understand the technique,” she said and had an arrow in her hand in the blink of an eye. “Never use the muscles in your arm. You pull with your back.” She demonstrated again and boldly aimed. She struck right on top of my arrow, making it split in a similar fashion like she split the twig.

I raised my eyebrows and wanted to clap my hands. “You must have been practicing for years.”

“Most of my life, actually,” she said. She pushed her thick chestnut hair behind her ears. “I love archery. It’s the opposite of sword fighting. You can take your time, aim rationally and then make a wound deeper with less strength and power. And then the only sound is the scream of your enemies.”

I loved the sound of that. We continued practicing, standing side by side as I followed her lead. It didn’t take long for me to understand the use of the back muscles. When it clicked, I fired my arrows with five times the strength. The arrows pierced through the tree trunk. “Nice,” Layla said. I could tell she was proud of her student.

“How many of you know archery as well as swordsmanship –“ The sound of a loud horn interrupted my speech.

“That you will soon find out.”

“They are coming!” someone shouted from the forest.

I looked around me. The angels stopped practicing and flew up in the air, facing the western part of the island in fear. “Who is coming?” I asked Layla, who stuffed her quiver with as many arrows as possible.

“Crowmen, this is your opportunity to show us what you go for.”

I flew up among the other angels and unsheathed my sword on the way. I shielded my eyes and saw them on the horizon. They were a lot shorter than me but a lot bigger than regular crows. I saw only evil intent as they were about to invade us. They were armed with something resembling a crossbow. Their black and white feathers were one of the most disgusting blends. I cringed when I heard their hoarse caw, sounding even worse than the crows I knew about back home.

Gabriella was hurriedly hiding some of the angels who didn’t use weapons so well, whisking them away to the lake and highlands. She then joined us up in the sky with a sword in her hand. “It’s time to get this bloody again,” she said. “I hope my angels have taught you well.”

“More than well,” I said and narrowed my eyes. I could already taste their blood on my tongue. I immediately noticed something was off. They were coming at us in one clumsy formation. We could easily encircle them and attack them from all sides. They were equal to us in number, so clashing with them would mean a lot of casualties. Although, we hadn’t had any time to practice such things. I had barely even found time to learn archery.

“Yuck,” Ariella said. “Do you hear those voices? The most disgusting thing I know of and to think that they kidnap some of our angels.”

“Do they want to kill or kidnap us?”

“Both,” Gabriella said. “They only have malintent. Last time they were quite successful, so that’s why they have returned at such short notice.”

They came within shooting distance, and we fired a volley of arrows. Some of them cawed and fell to their doom. Some others ripped the arrows from their shoulders and could handle pain better. They raised their crossbows and aimed, firing away. It whistled above our heads but luckily, I didn’t hear any cries of pain. I loaded my bow again and aimed at a wounded crowman. He cawed at the top of his lungs, making me cringe at the nasty sound. Even how quickly we defended ourselves with bows and arrows, they were catching up on us. Their nasty claws were about to reach our beautiful island.

“Ariella,” I said, “fly to the side and attack them from there. We can easily surround them.”

“But that will leave us vulnerable here.”

“No, it won’t.”

I jumped on my cloud puff and flew to their flank as their second volley of arrows hit the island. They couldn’t be the smartest of the bunch who had painted their arrows black. If painted blue, they would easily blend with the sky and not be so easily dodged.

The crowmen pushed farther toward the island, their caws just getting louder. I charged right toward their side. Few of them had bothered to look in this direction. I stabbed the first crowman I could see and then pulled out a spray of blood with me. He fell into the ocean. I immediately went for the second, gutting him and sending a wave of blood splashing on his friend. I felt danger behind me and ducked. A sword swung right above me. I whirled around. The ugly crowman cawed at the top of his lungs. I boldly nocked an arrow on the bow and fired away, piercing his ugly lungs so he could finally keep his mouth shut. I severed his wings, sending him down to his own doom.

Ariella was on the other side, successfully pressing onto their flank. She was an artist with the male weapon, parrying blow after blow and dodging incoming thrusts. We made a disarray in their formation. It was almost as if they were panicking. They scattered around. I noticed that I got most of their attention somehow, but they still tried to slip past or avoid me.

“Gabriella!” I shouted. She wielded the sword even more skillfully than Ariella. She was the mother of all angels and certainly the one with the most experience among us. “They are dispersing. Don’t let anyone escape!”

I wasn’t going to let them think they would get away with this. I flew after them, plunging my sword right into their backs. Blood gushed out on their dark feathers and spilled out on their cloud puffs. I took out my bow and had my eyes on one who tried to escape, cawing like an idiot on his way. He got hit by an arrow, gasped in pain, and slumped down to his death. I glanced over my shoulder. Layla winked at me. Her heart was thumping, but she had not a drop of blood spilled on her.

Ariella continued to charge into the remaining crowmen. She was more than brave as she faced three of them at the same time. The swords clashed, and eventually, she reached their bones and flesh. She killed one, and then the two retreated, but they didn’t get far as flying arrows were right on their heels. Gabriella looked around, sighing a breath of relief as another one of their rotten attacks had been warded off. “I think that was every one of them,” she said, spitting, praying it would land on one of their bodies.

I stared down in contempt while sheathing my sword. “I would never call idiots like that a threat.”

“They have been,” Gabriella said. Even after having just been covered in fear and gore, she cooled down quickly. “They have been a thorn in our back for the past years. The only reason why their attack faltered so quickly was because of you. Now that they know we have gotten a male to lead us, they will hardly attack us like that again.”

“That’s why it was important not to let any of them escape,” I said. There was more I wanted to discuss about this situation. The lack of formations in an incoming attack and the fact that half of the angels couldn’t wield weapons. It was a great handicap. Even a pregnant angel could fit an arrow to the bowstring. “Did we have any casualties?”

“Alas, we did,” Gabriella said wistfully. “There will never be a confrontation without casualties. Their bodies have been saved and brought to the eternal flames. We always honor the dead well.”

“You were a quick thinker out there,” Ariella said, her voice worn down from the battle. I turned around and saw how she already would need another gown. None of them had spilled so much blood as her. She slid her sword into her scabbard and cast an eye skyward. “I have never seen them fly away like chickens.”

“It’s because we surprised them. It’s vital in any battle, but that’s a discussion for later. Let’s make sure everyone is alright and those that died this evening will receive the respect they deserve.”

I wasn’t scared. It would take a lot more than that, but I saw clear vulnerabilities. Especially if any invader could just show up like that on such short notice. They would have to be on guard every hour of the day.

We flew down to the lake. I walked past a groaning angel. Her shoulder was stained in blood. It was a deep cut that could take days to heal. She already had two angels tending to her. I recognized one of them since I had bred her the other day. Two angels lay flat on the grass with their faces facing the sky. I didn’t have to ask. They were both dead. “Last time, it was ten of us,” Gabriella said gravely, looking down at her dead angels. “I’m more than thankful for your presence, Raphael.”

I stood next to her and watched the fallen angels. They were wounded and scarred. I was certain they’d fought valiantly and faced the threats with honor. “Two are still too many,” I said. “We have ten angels who are pregnant, and then it will take many years for them to reach maturity. None of us should die in such a small attack.”

“You are right,” Gabriella said, not taking her eyes off her angels. “Ariella and Layla, can you help me summon the rest of the angels.”

They both nodded. They flew and spread the word of a sky burial. “We’ll have to bring the corpses to one of the highest points of the nearby islands. We’ll then let widewings eat their flesh in the night, so the spirits will forever remain free in the sky.”

“A widewing?” I questioned and remembered how she’d mentioned the subrace the first night I got here.

“Yes,” Gabriella said. She reached into her pocket and brought out what looked like a grass straw flute. She raised the mouthpiece to her lips and blew a melody. The song traveled through the sky, and shortly after, I heard powerful wings flapping. From the dark evening sky descended a giant bird. She cried out and then saw the sadness shortly after, grieving with us as she lowered her head.

I studied the great bird in detail. Her wings were golden and shimmering, her breasts turquoise. Gabriella extended her hand to her, and she licked till it was dripping. “Widewings will usually lick to get to know you.”

I extended my hand to the bird looming above me. I was a bit fearful at first. I couldn’t call her a beast because of her beauty, but calling her a bird felt a bit far-fetched. I extended my hand to her, and her sopping tongue snaked and squirmed all over my hand. It tickled to the point I giggled. “An angel’s best friend,” Gabriella said, a deep dimple-induced smile unfolding on her face. But sadly, it didn’t last long as we had a sky burial ahead of us.

I helped Gabriella lay the bodies over her back. She looked behind her and made sure all her angels were there. “Let’s fly to the craggy hilltop.”

It was only a couple of minutes to the adjacent island. Green pasture and grazing winged sheep covered the bottom and hillsides. We landed at the very peak of the island. The hilltop was formed into a perfect circle. I spotted blood stains and dry bones rattling in the wind. They must have been past victims.

I helped Gabriella lift the bodies off the widewing’s back. We laid them neatly in the middle. Gabriella undressed them, leaving them nude. She placed both their hands over their chests and made sure their faces were pointing directly at the sky. She then spread their wings as wide as they were. She didn’t do so much with the blood spills, letting them be there to show the world how brave they’d been. “To the fallen, may your spirits fly in all eternity through the blue sky and the streams of sunshine. To the fallen, may your spirits fly in all eternity through the night sky and the glimmering stars. To the fallen, we’ll never forget you. Our blood and spirits will be passed on for the generations to come. To the fallen, may you fly in all eternity through the peace of our sky.”

We held a couple of minutes of silence. Gabriella beckoned her widewing and pointed to the bodies. “Sky burial,” she said. Her widewing nodded and soared back to the sky. She circled the island with her wings while emitting this sharp cry. The cry thundered through the sky.

Shortly after, more widewings joined her circle, concentrating over this island. Gabriella motioned me to step back to the uttermost edge of the hill. Most angels were flying around it, watching as the widewings slowly descended. They stood in a circle, craning their necks over the angels. They dug in, tearing the flesh apart with their beaks and gorging on their meat. We stood there and watched. I got this tribal feeling I’d never felt before. It was more spiritual as I understood what the sky burial meant for them. I didn’t have to ask. I understood. It would have been an insult to bury someone. Instead, the widewings will bring their spirits across the open sky. Just the thought of being buried under the soil made me disgusted.

The eerie feeling still hung in the air. There was nothing that could remove it. I couldn’t imagine how it would have felt with ten dead angels or even more, but that sure was a possibility. “A lot has to change,” I said. “Every angel here should be armed. And we shouldn’t let any invaders reach here in the first place.”

“There is an issue with arming every angel,” Gabriella said. “We don’t have enough weapons.”

I should have guessed. “If this island is rich in precious metals, then we should trade that for more weapons.”

“That’s what we did before when we were stronger,” she said. “But what I told you earlier, the trade routes among all five heavenly races have been disrupted. King Skyfar doesn’t trust anyone any longer, and so doesn’t Doragon, the main male of the dragons.”

“Well, we have to act quickly. Do you have the resources to make any kind of weapons?”

“Bows and arrows, but in limited amounts. We don’t want to further deforest our island. You will find the strongest saplings best suited for archery at the Elven Forest.”

“You truly are dependent on each other,” I said and didn’t get the best gut feeling. “Are the relations with the winged elves also strained?”

“It’s equally as bad as the rest.”

“Who controls most of these trade routes?”

“King Skyfar and Heaven’s Kingdom,” Gabriella said. ”The Endless River from the Northern Lights, The Angel Islands, The Elven Forest, and the High Roost Islands all pass the Heaven’s Kingdom.”

I pondered over this as the sky kept darkening above us. “It seems like King Skyfar is a problem. Especially if it is him blocking the trade routes. By the way, what are these trade routes exactly?”

“It’s the Endless River. The Endless River connects the islands of the five main races. But Heaven’s Kingdom is in the middle. If Skyfar wants to block it, then we can’t ship saplings from the Elven Forest to us or the High Roost Islands to us, or vice versa. We have to rely on the widewings, but it’s burdensome, and you can only ship with a limited amount.”

“I don’t understand why he has to block the river leading to our islands.”

“Well, King Skyfar is obsessed with strength. He is a bit on the shorter side and suffers from some form of a complex. He accused us of being too weak to be a part of the five heavenly races. Such an insult is not something we’ve taken lightly, especially after everything we’ve endured. And then I suspect some form of paranoia that came after the curse hit the dragons.”

Anger boiled inside me when I thought of a fat king accusing us of being weak. “We should have saved a few heads of the crowmen and thrown them at his majesty when accusing us of being weak. I would like to have a word with him, but I don’t feel comfortable leaving you here by yourself in case of another attack.”

“If you want to go, you should do so now. It’s usually more than hundreds of sunsets before crowmen attack again. And after inflicting so much losses, it’s unlikely they will come back for a long time.”

“I will leave as soon as possible.” I had already made up my mind. If I had a chance to restore back the trust while it would be somewhat safe here, then I had to do so quickly.

“You are quick to act,” Gabriella said, tossing her hair over her shoulder and her nipples poking against her gown. “I’ve never seen nor heard of a man acting so swiftly.”

“Well, there you might have your answer why you’ve been run over lately,” I said, giving them my brutal honesty. “Don’t get me wrong, you, Ariella, and Layla fight valiantly and more than well, but that won’t be enough to ward off the threats. Otherwise, they wouldn’t have come here, to begin with.”

That silenced them. I hadn’t noticed, but almost every single angel was around us and listened intently. I could tell Gabriella wasn’t so keen on this. I’d just arrived here, and she’d been thankful for my presence. “How long will it take to get to Heaven’s Kingdom?” I asked after a long, painful silence.

“You will have to first go to one of our neighboring islands. A ranch where you can trade gold for a widewing. It’s a couple of hours from here to the ranch. With a widewing, it will take two days till you have reached Heaven’s Kingdom.”

Ariella poked my abdomen. “I want to come with you.”

I sternly shook my head. “In case of an attack, we need someone who can defend us.”

“Layla and Gabriella can,” she said, planting her hands firmly on her hips.

Gabriella chimed in before Ariella was about to argue further. “You’ve never been to Heaven’s Kingdom before. I would advise you to bring someone you know the way there in case of storms. They have been more frequent, especially after the rise of the Demon.”

Ariella poked me again and gave me one of her clever looks. “You can’t escape me.”

“Fine, you will come with me,” I said. “We’ll leave tomorrow as early as possible.”
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It wasn’t difficult getting used to sleeping on a cloud puff. I just easily drifted into sleep. Ariella had bugged me a little yesterday evening. She was excited for our journey together, and so was I.

“Are you awake?” I heard Ariella’s voice under me.

I lowered the cloud puffy. I hadn’t even had a chance to rub the sleep from my eyes, and she was already wide awake. “I’m.”

“They are already preparing food for us. It will be a long way to the ranch where you will mount your first widewing. I’m excited for you.”

I had so many thoughts in my mind. I hadn’t paid so much attention to the stomach-churning. We jumped out of our cloud puffs and joined the other angels. It was a similar stew as we ate last time. It was rich in taste, and the meat melted in my mouth. I loved the food they had to offer. Gabriella also came over to join us. She’d washed yesterday’s blood off her gown. The white fabric made her delicious curves visible, making it hard to stay focused. “Something tells me you have to prove something great in order to win his respect,” Gabriella said after having closed her eyes for a few seconds.

“Are you talking about Skyfar?” I asked. I hadn’t met him but already got a foul taste when thinking about him.

“Indeed,” she said, scooping up a spoonful, and got all of it in her mouth.

I had no idea what prove something great meant. I had a feeling if I asked, I would get an equally cryptic answer in return. I ate the last chunks of meat from the bottom of the bowl and pushed it aside. “How do you navigate across this vast world?”

“You follow the Endless River,” she said. “But islands not connected with the river will be difficult to find. You can only find them with the help of the sun and moon.”

Some of the angels were more eager to practice again with their weapons. Many were still mourning, pressing their palms together and whispering a prayer for the two fallen angels.

“I have forgotten to tell you about how well you fought,” Ariella said. “It’s hard to admit this, but I think I have gotten a competitor.”

“You think?” I said and gave her a look. “You will end up as my student soon.”

“You wish.”

Ariella seemed to be the only angel here not affected by the attack. She didn’t show much fear. I’d seen her yesterday, charging furiously at the crowmen. I would rather she stayed here and teach the other angels her art. Gabriella turned to me, having a serious discussion to speak about before we would part toward the ranch and then Heaven’s Kingdom. “I will give you eight days; if you haven’t returned by then, we will come and look after you. Don’t try to rush things; if you do manage to restore our relations, then send us a letter as soon as possible.”

“Sending letters?” I asked. I knew very well what that meant in my world, but not so much here.

“Yes, if they stop the blockade of the Endless River. Then you should be able to send a letter.”

“I will keep you updated as soon as possible.”

“I will have to remind you again to be careful with that man,” Gabriella said. “He has low impulses, and they just keep getting lower as the years go by. And then you have the paranoia on top of it.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said. We eventually rose from the wood logs. They gave us a bag of rations and skins filled with water. Some of the angels had a hard time looking me in the eyes. They had so from the beginning, but they’d turned shyer after yesterday. I stopped one who didn’t make any eye contact at all. She was the same height as I, a bit slimmer and thin-haired. “While I’m gone, promise me to practice swordsmanship as much as possible.”

She looked up at me; her eyes light blue and warm. “I will try if our male wants to.”

“I do; make sure whatever you happen to learn, spread the skill among all of us. When I return, we’ll have weapons so we can practice more.”

It lifted her mood. She gladly flapped her wings and flew off into the distance. “So, do we have everything we need?” I asked Gabriella.

“Except for a widewing, but it’s only half a day’s journey there. Fare well now. We are all counting on you.”

“Thank you.” I looked over to Layla. I didn’t know why, but I sensed she also wanted to join us. “We’ll be back soon.”

She dipped her head with her hands clasped in front of her. “Take care and fly safe.”

“I’m so excited to show you the widewing,” Ariella said and spread her wings. It was a bit challenging following her since she flew so fast. With the help of my cloud puff, I flew away from Angel Island. I glanced over my shoulder and cast a glance at the Angel of fertility, the Playground, Library, and the lake. It sure was a heavenly place. An island easy to grow soft on. I didn’t accuse the angels, but we couldn’t live like an isolated race.

I tried to catch up with Ariella. It was beyond me how she could fly so quickly with her wings. “Tired yet?” I asked over the whistling winds. The world opened up for us as we penetrated deeper into the mysterious horizon.

“Not a chance. I can fly all the way to Heaven’s Kingdom if I wished,” she said, raising her voice back. “I’m just not in the mood for it.”

I rolled my eyes. It was typical of her to be such a show-off. I didn’t mind. Her confidence was incredibly sexy. I hoped we would get a chance to get filthy under the bed sheet at the ranch. I was regaining my seeds after having bedded the ten angels. I needed to breed with more when I returned, but one thing at a time. “Did you dream something sweet tonight?” she asked.

“I did,” I said. “But I have had such dreams before.”

She gave me a look. “You have to be a bit more explicit than that. How would I know what you are dreaming of?”

“Right,” I said and chuckled. “I had wings, and I flew like you … in fact, even better.”

“Bah,” she said and waved her hand at me. “In your dreams.”

“How come you show so little remorse after what happened yesterday?”

“Don’t mistake me for a cold-blooded angel,” she said, not liking to be accused of anything. “I mourned with you, but dwelling on problems will never solve anything.”

“I agree. Females in my world can spend more than a year crying for someone.”

“A year you could have spent doing something that would prevent something like that from happening again.”

“You are right, but most of them get sick because of the over-stimulation and overindulgence in addictive food.”

“I’ve never heard of anything so silly. How can something being called slob be addictive?”

“It’s a long depressing story.”

“We also have our depressive stories,” she said. “But I would rather think of something else.”

“Like the long journey, we have in front of us.”

We exchanged smiles and then flew on.




“We are almost there now,” she said, shielding her eyes. Her long red hair fluttered behind her like a red flag. I started seeing the shadow on the horizon. It wasn’t the only thing I noticed but also these huge-looking things flying around.

“What’s teeming around it,” I asked her. “A flock of birds?”

She laughed. “Those are widewings, similar to the ones you saw during our sky burial. But here, there are as many of them as birds.”

One of them left his flock and came flying toward us. She twittered louder and prettier than a regular bird. She was a bit smaller than the one Gabriella had summoned. She’d fiery-red wings and yellow breasts. Her eyes were like two rubies and blended well with the rest of her colors. She flapped her massive wings, causing my hair to flutter. She followed us in midair, being very curious, while her gaze never left us. Ariella followed her and stroked her neck. She twittered even more. “I think we have found our bird.”

She then spread her wings and flew away with the other birds. I had to agree with Ariella. There was something special with that widewing.

We landed by the ranch. The island was the size of a farm. There were plenty of winged sheep grazing around along with the widewings. The trees situated along the edge of the island soared up to the sky. The boughs were hanging down like a bow. They were weighed down by the thick leaves and giant nests. I found it odd that it wasn’t breaking.

A shepherd stood at the end of the farm. He looked at us curiously and approached us. He was the first human and male I’d seen so far. “Have you met him before?” I asked Ariella. He looked like a ragged old beggar the way he plodded. I wondered why he didn’t have a walking stick to support him. His clothes were patched up and baggy. He also wore a sun hat.

“Yes, he knows me very well. He is one of the few humans that still trades with us. Whenever we want to trade with him, Gabriella usually sends me here. His name is Jack, and he lives with his seven wives and a couple of his daughters. The rest are probably at Heaven’s Kingdom, bathing in their wealth.” She snorted. “Don’t you rather want to inhale the scent of manure rather than dust?”

“You are right,” I said and did, in fact, enjoy the scent of manure. “I have never been a fan of polluting nature.”

“Ariella,” he said and rubbed his bony hands together. “How’s everything going?”

They bowed. “Well, except for a crowmen attack yesterday.”

He folded his arms over his chest. His face darkened. “There’s been more of those lately. I’m sad to hear. If it hadn’t been for my widewings, I would have been robbed long ago.”

“If it hadn’t been for our male, we would have also suffered tremendous casualties.”

“Your male?” he questioned, then flicked his old eyes over to me. He had long, tousled gray hair, and his eyebrows were silvery and so long and bushy they almost veiled his eyes. “But … you’re a human.”

“I’m,” I said firmly. “But from another world. A Valkyrie brought me here.”

“Interesting, I’m Jack.” He bowed again.

I bowed back, already enjoying this more than the awkward handshake. “I’m Raphael.”

“I see,” he said and rubbed his chin. His eyes then strayed down to the sword, seeing for himself that it wasn’t a ruse. “It’s strange; I’ve rarely heard of something like that. But I’m an old man and not in a position to question the will of the goddesses. Now, what brings you two over here? Do you perhaps need any widewings?”

“We are on our way to Heaven’s Kingdom to restore our relations,” I said. Even though he asked Ariella, I wanted him to know that I was the man here. “We stopped over to get a widewing.”

“I see, I see,” he said and rubbed his chin some more. “That’s quite some ambition you have. There have been cracks for a long time. I’m not so sure how Skyfar will react to that rather than scorn, but I’m just an old farmer. Let’s get down to business instead of talking about boring politics.”

Ariella and I exchanged glances. “I don’t know so much about widewings,” I told her. “So, this will be your call.”

“We’ll go for the red one.”

“Felicia, eh?” Jack said. “She’s one of my favorite girls, so you have to hand over some extra coins for her.”

Ariella put her hand firmly on her hip. “You seem to have a lot of favorites, don’t you?”

“I sure do, but Felicia is a special one. A playful one, and when you have gained her trust, she will be loyal to you forever. Not the fastest of the bunch, but surely the one with the greatest heart, and that sometimes can be more valuable in times of danger.”

Ariella shot me a glance. “He was a poet before he entered trade and settled here as a farmer.”

“I can hear that,” I said. The old man sounded a bit slyer than I thought from the start. I should have guessed from the beginning. He didn’t end up as the owner of this island from being Mr. Nice guy.

“How many extra coins do you have in mind?” Ariella said, flicking her eyes back to him.

“Let’s say four ounces,” he attempted, his sly grin just widening.

Ariella’s smile turned quickly into a frown. “We can supply bows and arrows to every single angel for that amount. Be reasonable.”

“I’m reasonable,” he said, not backing off. “Felicia is a special bird.”

“Gabriella got hers for two ounces,” she said and placed her hand firmly on her hip. “And hers was also special.”

“She was also a bit wild, to begin with, and not fully domesticated.”

“That’s something I have no recollection of,” she said. “Gabriella knows the price well and only gave us four ounces in total for this journey.” Ariella got up the gold from her pocket. “Two is the maximum. Otherwise, it isn’t worth it. We’ll fly by cloud puffs and rather be late.”

“You could easily be hiding more gold somewhere,” he said and rubbed his bony chin.

“I could, but I don’t. You’ll have to take my word for it,” Ariella said. “Let’s say two, and plus, we get to stay and eat here.”

He watched her closely, wondering if he would take this any further. “Alright, let’s call it a deal then,” he said and extended his hand to her. She shook it, so I guessed they did use the handshake but only for striking deals. “I will get the whistle for her.”

He shuffled into his farmhouse. “Did he rip us off?”

“He tried,” Ariella said, narrowing her eyes. “I’m not going to let anyone step over me.”

“Hard to tell if you don’t know anything.”

“You are right. I would rather be sleeping outside, beds can be a bit uncomfortable, but it’s hard to be outside from our island.”

“Why exactly?”

“Because of rain. Outside of our island, rain and winds are more common.”

“So, how do you sleep when it’s raining?”

“We sleep together, silly,” she pointed out as if it were obvious. “We share one cloud puff as we did on our first night, and then the other is above us.”

“I don’t mind sleeping in his guesthouse. It’s, after all, what I’m used to.”

“Bah,” she said, grimacing as if she’d tasted spoiled milk. “You are supposed to sleep out in the open.”

He came back out with a necklace and something green shaped like a tiger tooth. He slipped it over my head. I picked it up and rubbed my thumb along its smooth surface. It looked like a frozen grass straw, similar to the one Gabriella had. “Try it out,” Jack encouraged me.

I got it up to my lips and blew. It emitted a melody, and shortly after, I heard Felicia cry. The shadow fell over us. I turned behind me, and the great bird covered the sinking sun. She lowered her face and regarded me carefully. Despite her curiosity when we arrived here, she didn’t blindly trust a stranger. I knew already it would become a challenge to mount her.  

“My women need help with some stuff,” Jack said. “I will leave you two here for a little.”

“No worries,” I said while he strode back to the barn. Felicia was still hovering in the air, watching me closely. “Do you know how to mount her?” I asked Ariella.

She walked up to Felicia and held out her hand. “Do you remember Gabriella, how she let her widewing lick her?”

“I do.”

“Watch,” she said. Ariella drew Felicia closer to her hand, sniffing it and then licking it. Her tongue was sopping, and the pearly saliva trickled down to her gown. Felicia then sat down on her two legs and kept her wings close to her breasts. “So, so, nice widewing,” she whispered as she walked to the side and swung her feet over her back, stroking her mane. Felicia spread her wings and took off into the air. As I could have guessed, the first thing Ariella did was fly in a loop and laugh hysterically. She was just as big of a daredevil as I was.  I was mesmerized by her flight. I felt a strong déjà vu. I was certain I must have daydreamed of riding a giant bird before in my life.

She landed with her red hair spilled all over her. “Did you see my loop?”

“A bit hard not to,” I said.

She vaulted off Felicia and patted the seat. “Now it’s your turn.”

I hesitated. “What, are you planning to leave me with that animal by myself?”

“You don’t have widewings where you are from?”

“I should perhaps call them small wings or regular-sized birds.”

“We’ll ride together then,” she said, equally as excited. She mounted the bird and inched herself back, leaving space for me. “Come on and sit,” she said, patting the spot in front of her. Felicia was also getting excited, hopping around and flapping her wings.  I struggled to mount her. There were no stirrups, and I didn’t have wings to help me up. I jumped with my waist over her back and clumsily dragged my feet over her body.

“Sorry about that,” I said.

“Don’t worry about it,” Ariella said. “She usually lowers herself whenever someone mounts her. So, are you ready to fly?”

“Go for it,” I said and wrapped my hands around her waist.

“It’s simple. Do you see this necklace around her neck?” She tugged it lightly, and suddenly she sprang up in the air.

“Not so quickly,” I said with my heart jumping off my chest.

“And when you want to lower her,” she said eagerly, pushing down on her neck. “You push down.”

She pushed hard, and we plunged, making it feel like my stomach was dropping. “Easy there,” I said.

She slowed down and just giggled. “Sorry, but I hope you noticed what I was doing.”

I finally got a chance to breathe. I pushed my hair behind my ears. “Is it really that simple?”

“It’s,” she said. “But a lot of the skill has to do with feelings and knowing your bird.”

“And what if I want to go quicker?”

“Let me show you – “

I put my hand on her shoulder and had to interrupt her. “Let’s start with one thing at a time.”

I lightly touched the necklace, which was just a coiled rope hanging on her neck. “Don’t be timid now,” she teased me.

I tugged it carefully, and it was enough to have her springing back up in the air. I held onto her flanks, squeezing my thighs onto her back. She stretched out her wings and flew quicker. My hair flowed behind me like never before. “How do I make her slow down?” I shouted above the whistling winds as we sped through the clouds.

“You can’t be squeezing your hips into her flanks like that,” she shouted back but sounding joyful.

I let go and stopped putting pressure on her sides. She started flapping her wings and slowed down on her racing speed. I felt more at ease. Felicia cried and flew around freely. It felt good to be flying, better than the cloud puff. I started laughing for no reason at all. “It feels good, doesn’t it?” Ariella added. It was more than that. The sensation of flying on a big bird while having a gorgeous angel holding onto me. I spilled out my laughter everywhere as I felt a joy I’d never felt but had sought after since I could dream. I didn’t ask her any more questions. I noticed when I pushed with my right thigh without putting pressure on the left; she turned westward. “You are always figuring stuff out by yourself.”

“With things related to the sky,” I agreed, “I’m not bold enough to for a loop, though.”

“You’ll get there,” she said as we continued to fly freely.




When the sun started sinking on the horizon, we set course back to the farm. We landed not too far away from the farmhouse and jumped off Felicia. She turned to me and started hopping around, hinting she wanted another trip.

“Not now,” I said. “Later.”

“I’m hungry,” Ariella said, keeping her hand over her rumbling tummy.

“You got here back in time,” Jack said. “My wives just got the food ready.”

The scent of lamb and cabbage wafted out the windows. It reminded me of Norway. I was glad they had similar eating habits here. Jack led us inside his spacious and furnished barn. The wall was mounted with heads of widewings, and the floor was carpeted with sheepskin. He welcomed us to have a seat by his table. I spotted a couple of his women in the background, preparing the food for us. They seemed to come in different ages and sizes. What a luxury. I didn’t peek too much, believing it was a rude gesture.

I, too, was getting hungry after all that flying. I watched as one of the voluptuous women in a blue summer dress carried the stew to our table. She was on the shyer side and didn’t make any eye contact. Ariella was craning her face over the stew, and Jack passed the ladle onto her. “Guests first,” he welcomed.

Ariella filled her bowl and then passed it on to me. It was exactly what it had smelled like, lamb and cabbage and a fistful of salt. It was delicious. Many bowls later, I pushed the bowl aside. I was stuffed. Even if it was the same ingredients, the food here sure tasted healthier and way better than what I was used to.

“How do you plan on getting a word with our king Skyfar?” Jack asked curiously. We’d been silent while stuffing ourselves with the delicious food. He belched and also pushed his bowl aside. For some reason, he didn’t seem to have much faith in us. “He scorned and humiliated you angels years ago for being too weak.”

“We got a male now,” Ariella said and nudged me with her elbow. “And Raphael is not some weakling.”

“You are tall and broad-shouldered, with nice light blonde hair with a gaunt face. You certainly are brave for suggesting such a thing when you are a novice to the World of Heaven. But Skyfar only values strength at the moment and combine that with his paranoia, and I’m not sure you will get anything.”

From what I’ve heard of this Skyfar, I was far from impressed but had to wait to see him before I could judge him. “I’m not afraid of him. If he wants strength, I will give it to him.”

“He sure wants strength, and you will see he is willing to go to great lengths to come in touch with it.” Jack then looked at me intently. “But that’s one part of him. The paranoia one is the worst. Since it has gotten worse recently.”

“Gabriella has told me something similar,” Ariella said. “That he had gotten ill lately.”

“You can never isolate anyone,” Jack said. “Rumors spread like winds in the sky.”

“How bad is his paranoia?” I asked. I had to prepare myself somewhat to meet this king Skyfar.

“Hard to tell,” Jack said and leaned back on the cushions. “He is silencing anyone that questions his health. Not only does the king want strength, but his subjects also want a strong main male to rule them. It wasn’t all that long ago even your former main male succumbed to a vicious addiction.”

Ariella shuddered. “There’s no reason to bring that up.”

“My bad,” Jack said and tipped his sun-hated over his eyes.

I didn’t want to delve into a topic Ariella wasn’t comfortable with. But I was getting suspicious about how every main male here got sick for some reason. “Any tips on how to greet Skyfar?”

“Be prepared for anything,” Jack said, and a cryptic smile unfolded on his face.

His wives took the dishes, and Jack told one of them to show us the guesthouse. “Sleep well,” he said in the hall and bowed. “Always a pleasure to have guests coming by and especially from your fellow angels. I will get my nightly massage and then also go to sleep.”

“You too,” I said and yawned. The delicious dinner of fatty lamb and cabbage and the earlier flight made me tired. One of his wives escorted us to the guest house. I didn’t know whether it was generous of him or not. According to Ariella, we’d paid a bit too much for Felicia, but at the end of the day, it was worth it. He was right that there was something special with that bird.

“Ceiling,” Ariella said and looked up in horror. “What if it collapses?”

“I think there is a bigger risk if a sleeping angel rolls off her cloud puff and collapses on you.”

“That has never happened to no one I know of,” she said with her arms crossed.

“I have never heard of a collapsing roof either,” I said.

It had been a long day, and I was more than glad I could finally rest. I undressed, and Ariella gave me a funny look. “What are you doing?”

I had to remind myself that the angels sleep with their gowns on. This guesthouse reminded me too much of home and my own customs. “I … will sleep in my loincloth for this evening.”

Ariella stood and regarded the king-sized bed for a few moments before jumping on top. “Maybe I should do the same, so you won’t poke a hole through my garment again.”

Her wings were already tickling me. “The possibility is there,” I admitted.

“I still think it feels odd to sleep with a roof over your head,” Ariella said with her eyes still fixed on the ceiling. “I can’t stop thinking if it will fall on us.”

“Skyfar isn’t the only one being paranoid,” I said. I was yawning, and my body ached for sleep, but I was still open for some pillow talk if she wanted to.

“If you will put any angel inside here, with the exception of Gabriella,” she said, twisting to me and looking at me seriously. “They would have flown away from here all the way back to Angel Island.”

I had definitely hit a nerve. “And how did you end up becoming so fearless?”

“Oh, I haven’t always been like this,” she said. I noticed how her tongue slowed down for the first time. I suspected the conversation entered emotional territory. “It’s a long story.”

“We have all night. I will be with you for the next few days, so I figured we could get to know each other more.”

“Yeah,” she said, fidgeting her finger. “I was very shy and timid growing up, to the point I was even bullied.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Hard to imagine.”

“I understand, it’s like when you see a sapling, and then a couple of years later, it’s a full-grown tree. It’s hard to imagine, but we all grow, and I know I haven’t finished growing either.”

It was enlightening words. It was relaxing to see she was able to cool down and speak wisely. “How did you turn your life around?”

“Well, I faced my fears, and I faced my bullies. It was one of the greatest things I’d ever done. It taught me more than you can imagine. How most of the fears are mental and how most of the bullies are cowards and will retreat at any signs of strength.”

“I agree with bullies being cowards. But anyone out there will retreat at any signs of strength, not just bullies. So, the reason they picked on you was that you were shy?”

She nodded. “Pretty much.”

“I’m not picking on your scab, am I?”

“Uh, uh,” she said, shaking her head. “I have overcome those times.”

She’d earned my respect more than once by now. It wasn’t often you heard of a girl recovering from being bullied. “What were your fears?”

“Weapons, believe it or not. I didn’t dare to touch a sword nor a bow. The angels always believed that I was destined to be bred with and not end up as a fierce fighter. I just … wanted to prove them wrong. I went all in. I picked up the sword and started stabbing the air and striking the trees. I practiced every single day. I then challenged the bullies and won duel after duel. Even though they were friendly duels, the victories were the sweetest thing ever.”

“I can imagine. It truly is one of the greatest sensations out there. When no one believes you can, then you rise past them all. They are the ones looking up to you now and not the opposite.”

“That’s how I feel too.”

“I find it hard to imagine you angels picking on each other,” I noted. “From what I’ve seen, you all live in unison.”

She raised her hand over her mouth and tittered. “Those were the good old days when there was peace and order in our world. Peace breeds boredom, and boredom leads to bullying, unfortunately. It’s the recent dangerous years that have pulled us all closer.”

I recognized what she was saying. Dangers always forced individuals to cooperate. “Even your enemies will be your friends in perilous times.”

“Yes … you know what, I’m just lying here and have talked and talked and talked. Why don’t you tell me more about you? You’ve given me some hints that you wanted to fly, and it must be a good reason why the Valkyrie chose you.”

I stiffened for a brief moment. I’d never really opened up to anyone before. “I have something similar to tell. I was once incredibly fearful of heights. I even had difficulties going out on hiking trips. I gradually faced the fears and eventually became a lover of the sky and high elevations. I was also timid when I grew up, but that changed.”

She snuggled up, nestling herself closer to my chest. “I’m not picking on your scab, am I?”

I ruffled her red hair. “Not at all. It’s just there as a memory that even in difficult times if you have perseverance and strength, a turnaround is possible.”

“I understand now why the Valkyries chose you and why Gabriella is satisfied. She’s the most caring angel of us all, but she lacks direct actions. Most females do.”

“I know Gabriella is special, a bit mysterious.”

“Mysterious?” Ariella questioned. “Not a bit; she’s just quiet. It’s her personality.”

“I see,” I said and mulled it over. “She sure knew how to fight. She was even about to take an arrow for her angels.”

“She’s done that before. A couple of years ago, she got shot three times. When you bed her, you will see the scars on her shoulder and thigh. She’s a heroine.”

“When,” I emphasized. “And what makes you so sure I will?”

She gave me a look and my cock a squeeze at the same time. “Come on, the angel with the widest hips of them all, and you don’t want to have them backed against your crotch?”

“I sure do,” I admitted. “But there are a lot of other angels that will need to be bred as well.”

“You are thinking with your brain and not your sex … for now.”

I pulled her warm flesh closer to mine, watching her billowing cleavage and her snow-white wings. We had more in common than what I’d thought.
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We flew past another shepherd with his flying herd of sheep. He was one of the few men I’d seen riding a cloud puff. “Why aren’t there more who fly on a cloud puff?”

“Humans prefer widewings, but you will see more soon. We aren’t that far away.”

Ariella had her hands wrapped around my waist. Her sweet breath kept flowing down my neck. We’d flown for hours straight and passed many women along the way. I easily caught their attention. “Are the women of Heaven’s Kingdom also warriors, or are they separated in similar fashion like us angels?”

“They are separated similar to us, but they have more male warriors, but they tend to be a lot dumber but more powerful.”

A woman sat mounted on a widewing. I watched her prominent curves as her purple hair fluttered behind her, longer than herself. “Look at that hair,” I said and didn’t think I’d seen anything so beautiful.

“Some of the women can grow their hair really long,” Ariella said, and I believed I heard hints of envy. “Mine doesn’t grow past this length, unfortunately.”

“It’s beautiful enough,” I told her.

She had a bow slung over her shoulder and a swollen quiver filled with arrows on her back. She increased her pace and darted ahead of us. I didn’t know, but I had a feeling she wanted something from us. “How come everyone is staring at us?” I asked Ariella. That was another thing. When we started passing the archipelago of the Heaven’s Kingdom, we got the attention wherever we flew.

“It’s been a long time since an angel has visited them,” Ariella said. “It will get worse when we arrive there. That place is packed with women and some men.”

“You mean, some men, unfortunately,” I said.

She tightened her grip around my waist. “You got me.”

It had been easy to follow the way to the Cloud Kingdom. All we had to do was to fly above the Endless River. I started seeing the first bobbing boats. They were mostly fishermen. Some merchant ships passed along with a full mast. The river was wide, almost like the Amazon River. “Where is it blocked exactly?”

“Further south,” she said. “You must have missed it since we passed it already. They built this funny-looking bridge guarded by warriors. It’s a bit overkill. The bridge is enough to make us understand we aren’t welcome.”

We flew ahead, and it didn’t take long till I saw a large silhouette on the horizon. I narrowed my eyes. It certainly was a lot bigger than Angel Island. On the very end, at the highest point of the island, rose a castle looking like it had been derived from medieval times. On the western side was a Colosseum as if from ancient Rome. In the heart, at the plateau, was a bustling bazaar teeming with people, and then at the east, a big village. Luckily, the south was still forested. They hadn’t forgotten their natural roots, although it must be impossible to get a taste of nature when I could even hear the bustling noises from here. “It’s big,” I said in awe.

“If you think that’s big, wait till you see the High Roost Islands. They will make your jaw drop.”

“My jaw already is dropping,” I told her.

We landed by the forest. It felt good to finally be able to stretch my arms and legs. Felicia dug her beak straight into the soil, threw a viper into the air, and let it fall down her throat. She licked her beak. “Do we just leave her?”

“Pretty much; she’s an adult, not a little child.” Ariella spread her wings and flailed her arms, gesturing to Felicia that she could fly. Felicia spread her wings and jumped into the air. “Always use hand signs when communicating with them. But enough of that, come let’s have a word with Skyfar, and let’s see where his fickle mind will take us.”

We descended into the forest. We didn’t have to venture far till we saw the first children playing. As soon as they saw us, they stiffened and started pointing. Luckily, they didn’t bug us. I believed it might have been our swords that made them stay away. The ratio seemed to fit perfectly with what they’d described. It was a boy playing with eight other girls. Lucky bastard was all I wanted to tell him. If only I had a chance to grow up here.

We got out of the forest, and I heard the sound of running water. A stream snaked from the top of the island, through the bazaar, and then all the way here. I could see the streambed. It was equally as bright as any other river. It didn’t interest me that much. When we crossed over the bridge, I shielded my eyes toward what looked like a copy of the Colosseum. “What is that?” I asked.

“The Colosseum,” Ariella said. Her skin prickled with fear. “They host a tournament called gladiators. It’s basically kill or be killed among prisoners or simple men Skyfar despises. The winners are always honored and released.”

I watched her closer. She found it hard to even look at it. “How come you don’t like it?”

She wrinkled her nose. “I had nightmares of being thrown into that thing. You know how I told you yesterday how I had overcome the most?” She shivered. “Well, that place is what’s left.”

“You weren’t afraid to be thrown in there when coming with me?” The risk obviously was there, depending on how much Skyfar hated us.

She aimed her light pink eyes at me and gently laid her hand over my chest. “I wanted to impress you.”

I pulled her closer in for a kiss, tasting her plump lips. I had to remind myself they weren’t two cherries I could bite into but her beautiful skin. “You’ve impressed me since the first day I saw you.”

Her cheeks turned scarlet. “Thank you; I thought you were handsome from the beginning. But I think you already know that by now.”

“I sure do,” I said and let go of her. “I would have imagined games like that to be hosted in the sky.”

“But they are,” Ariella said. “During tournaments, the Colosseum rises in the air; not only that, it splits up in four pieces, and they are separated in order to make more room.”

“Do they use widewings?”

“No, the use of animals is forbidden, only cloud puffs or wings.”

I thought that was funny. Slaughtering humans was okay, but the usage of animals and it was a big no-no. We went up to the bazaar. I could barely see any men at all. Women of all ages and sizes bustled along the tiled streets. Sausages hung on a cord, and the next stand sold apples covered in sticky honey. “Do you like sweets?” she asked. Saliva was pumping into her mouth as she eyed the sticky apples.

“I don’t have the sweetest tooth, to tell the truth.” I already felt a wave of nausea sweeping over me as I inhaled the sweet fragrance.

“You must try this. We can share if you are nervous. Even spit it back in my mouth if you don’t want to be rude,” her lips curled up in one of her kinky smiles.

“Sure,” I said and already knew my bite would end up in her mouth.

She bought the apple and took a bite. The sticky juices dribbled down her chin as she passed the apple to me. I took a bite not too far from hers. The honey was definitely rich in taste; luckily, the apple was sourer than usual. “Not so bad,” I said, wiping the juice from my lips.

“It’s like a luxury to be able to have all this delicious food just standing here,” she said, her eyes flicking from treat to treat.

It reminded me a lot of home without the males, of course. It was difficult to navigate through the narrow streets without bumping into the wide hips. I smelled at least ten different perfumes at once. They weren’t shy about applying makeup. I could hardly spot anyone without a drop of added color to their faces. They were equally as fond of jewelry. Their necklaces glimmered around their necks, studded with rare precious stones. “It must be your wings drawing all that attention,” I said. Whenever someone noticed us, their eyes widened, and they turned around just to stare for a minute or so. Their children were even worse. They were frozen, either in awe or shock. I couldn’t tell.

“My wings?” Ariella said, looking at me funnily. “You are a male; that’s why they are looking. There aren’t many males around, and any woman would do anything to spend a night with you.”

“I could have never imagined,” I said. I passed a young woman who twirled her brown hair on her finger. She wore leggings and a cropped blouse. Her flat waist was toned, and seeing that porcelain skin made my cock rise. It was hard to forget we were on a serious mission. “Maybe it will be better to go somewhere where there aren’t so many females.”

“Good luck with that,” Ariella said and dismissed the idea straight away. “You won’t find any. Most of the men are either having sex at home or building stuff or hunting.”

“Hunting and fucking, what a life,” I said to myself. The suckers over at planet earth are really missing out on something.

“The quickest way to the castle is through the marketplace. I believe we have arrived here during the rush hour, so prepare to bump into more titties.”

“I don’t mind,” I said, accidentally brushing my shoulder against a billowing cleavage. I expected the woman to get offended, perhaps bitch slap me. Instead, she blushed as if honored. I wasn’t surprised if I groped her, she would probably beg for more.

We got out of the narrow street and ended up in the center. A statue of some man, with his organ looking fictionally big, stood in a pond. He towered high above the market and sure was the center of attention. “Who is that?”

“I believe the grandfather of king Skyfar. He was known to be a well-endowed man, or that’s what they are saying.”

I wouldn’t be surprised if that were just some fabricated myth. As we continued farther north, we got out of the bazaar and could finally breathe the fresh air again. I spotted some males standing by some building looking like an academy. One of them was teaching his students how to throw a spear.

Before the hill that led up to the castle, we came to a plain with a podium at the other end. They’d built a fence around the plain, so we had to walk around it. “What’s this?”

“This is where the royal family hold speeches and announcements,” Ariella said. “Behind the podium, you can see a giant bell. They ring it whenever they have something to announce.”

I thought it was interesting and didn’t mind the detour. We started ascending a hill, and the castle loomed over us at the edge of this island. Built out of gray stones, the four towers soared up to the sky. They were linked with high walls where several cannons were lined up with women holding guard. I gazed up to the dizzying heights. It was still strange to my eyes to see so many armed women. The keep was the greatest point. Built out of marble, it rose like a spear kissing the sky. The royal flag flowed in the wind. A blue color with a golden circle in the middle. It reminded me of Argentina’s flag. I almost lost my balance when studying the sheer size of the castle we had in front of us. “How long did it take to build that?”

“I have no idea,” Ariella said. “But why waste time on such a thing when you can sleep outside?”

I was about to say because it was epic. My eyes strayed back down to the fortified gate and the bridge arcing over the moat. Out of nowhere, two armed women stepped in front of us with spears pointing directly at Ariella’s heart. “Stop right there,” they said without a trace of friendliness.

We did as they told us, but none of them gave me a second of attention. They narrowed their eyes on Ariella, who looked equally as puzzled as I. “What now?” she asked.

“You have a minute to explain what you are doing here before we deport you. Angels aren’t welcome.”

Ariella stiffened. “Since when … I know our relations haven’t been the best, but we would like to discuss that with king Skyfar.”

“Since Gabriella humiliated us. What makes you think we would want to restore relations with such a weak race as you?”

“We aren’t weak any longer,” Ariella spat back at her.

“That’s enough of your humiliation,” they said. “You leave now before we make you leave.”

I stepped in. It wasn’t fair that Ariella was the one doing the talking. I didn’t know why but it seemed they’d missed how she’d said we and not I. “We came here for a very important discussion with king Skyfar. We would like to talk to him in person.”

The guards spat and frowned at me. “Step aside, man, don’t pretend to be a white knight saving this despised angel. You have plenty of women in the market that need to be bred.”

“I might be a man, but I stand by the angel’s side. I have married them.”

They exchanged glances and then roared out in laughter. “What kind of joke is this?”

They got under my skin. “It’s not a joke, don’t make me draw my sword and spill friendly blood.”

“Raphael, this isn’t a good idea,” Ariella warned me. She was a female and didn’t understand we couldn’t let the king step on us if we wanted to show him our strength.

“We’ll only throw out the angel,” the guards fumed. “We’ll take you as a prisoner later on for your empty threats.”

That’s it. I pulled my sword out and slashed in a horizontal arc, causing an even cut along their waists. They staggered back and fell. I stooped over them, my heart still thumping in my chest and my blood boiling hot from their lack of respect. “I come with no empty threats.”

Ariella gasped. “Raphael, look around.”

Within the blink of an eye, we were already surrounded. The arrows were already nocked, and the glinting arrowhead pointed right at us. “Unsheathe your sword immediately.”

If they’d showed up so quickly, they could definitely fire just as swiftly. I unsheathed my sword. They got behind our backs and tied up our hands, tightening the knot, so I grunted, and Ariella gasped in pain. They then rammed something hard against the back of my head. All I saw were stars, and then I was knocked out.




I was woken by the worst headache of my life. I wanted to throw up. I noticed I was in a cell, and I didn’t want the stench to rot here. “Ah,” I groaned and felt the bloody bump on the back of my head.

“Raphael?” Ariella said. She clung to my arm and lay beside me against the brick wall.

“Yeah?” I said. I had to squeeze my eyes shut because of the throbbing headache.

“I was afraid you wouldn’t wake up,” she sniffled. “Are you alright? I believed I saw your eyes roll to the back of your skull. I’ve heard that’s a sign of death, and I got so worried.”

I brushed her neck. “It’s alright; my head just hurts.”

“It’s more than that. I believe they will execute us or something else. Skyfar is not going to let this go unnoticed; I will promise you that. A crime committed against one of his servicewomen will be dealt with ruthlessly. I know this. Gabriella has told me everything there is to know about humans.”

“Hush, hush,” I told her gently and stroked her neck again. “It’s alright … I know men too. If we would have let them step on us, then we would have never gotten a word from him.”

“I don’t know about that,” she sighed.

I rubbed my eyes and tried to open them again. Ariella had tear tracks on her cheeks. I could see them even though the cell was dimly lit. “I know you don’t understand this because if you would, he wouldn’t have looked at us angels as weak.”

“I still don’t know, but it’s a bit of a gamble you’ve taken,” she said and started biting her nails.

“I’ve gambled all my life,” I said. It was nothing more I hated than being jailed. The fact that I wasn’t free tormented me more than whatever they’d rammed against my head.

Boots clacked against the tiles. Four guards came clothed in scaled armor and armed with spears. They had shoulder-length hair and displayed femininity and masculinity, but they were undoubtedly women. “King Skyfar would like a word with you,” the tallest one of them said. “Let me see your hands, so we can tie them up. Blood will be spilled if any of you dare to do any resistance.”

We did as they told us. I didn’t bother to do any resistance. I took it as a success that we’ll be seeing the king. When our hands were bound up, they opened the cell and escorted us out. They led us up a flight of stairs and then through a spacious corridor. Torches were mounted on the walls with armored knights in the niches.

We entered a spacious room with the widest glass on the opposite end. A staircase led up to a throne, and there I saw king Skyfar. He was wearing golden shoes that I could already tell were high heels even though the design tried to hide it. He wore a blue and purple surcoat with a golden belt. His silver beard hung to his chest, and his long thin hair was combed and hanging behind his back. He sat with his hands on the arms of the throne, drumming his pointy finger. Next to him stood a woman with long purple hair, almost reaching her ankles. She was scantily clad in scaled armor; her thighs and waist showed all the skin necessary to deem her more than beautiful. But she looked at us fiercely. I’d seen her before on our way here. I wondered if she was one of his wives. Although I hoped not.

Skyfar’s brow was wrinkled in stress but now turned to anger. “Step closer,” he demanded. There wasn’t much power in his voice. He had to raise it, but it still sounded weak. I guessed he wasn’t well endowed with masculine strength, or perhaps the stress was wearing him down.

We did as he demanded. I held his gaze, refusing to blink or look away. I got under his skin as we held the gaze for more than a minute. “Explain yourself.”

Ariella looked at me, but I still held the king’s gaze. “We wanted a word with you in order to restore relations with you and your kingdom. Your guards refused us entry and acted with hostility.”

“We,” he said and arched an eyebrow. He found something very strange in what I was telling him. “What do you mean we? You are a man, not an angel.”

“I’m a man who has married and sworn to protect the angels.”

“You are just spewing out a bunch of words, don’t mistake me for a fool and prove that you’ve married the angels.”

“If you untie my hands, I can draw my sword. It’s the Angel’s Blade.”

“Untie your hands,” he mocked me. “Julia, bring his sword to me.”

The long, purple-haired woman strode seductively toward me.  I couldn’t tell whether she hated me or not. She looked equally as cold as the king or just surprised to see me. She unsheathed my sword as if it were second nature, running her finger along the blade and eyeing the jewelry at the pommel. She walked back up to the king and handed it to him. I didn’t mind the female touching it, but seeing another man holding my weapon was repulsive.

He didn’t have to study it long before he gave it back to the purple-haired woman. His lips slid up to a smile, and then he chuckled. “Gabriella must have been desperate to accept such a male like you. What makes you think I will restore the relations with you angels?”

“In the fight for the larger threat,” I said firmly. “Us five races should be united and not divided.”

“I only support strong races and not pathetic ones like angels. If you were so desperate to mate with someone and choose the race that has been declining the most, then there is hardly anything of value in you.”

“Your wounded guards will say something else.”

He had a vein on his forehead that was about to pop. “You are stepping on thin ice if you continue talking to me like that.”

“I will continue to talk like this till my conditions have been met.”

“So far, you have just opened your fat, nasty mouth. As a criminal, I will sentence you to the gladiators. There you can prove your strength. Your little angel friend will also join you,” he said and sniggered.

Ariella gasped. “No.”

I held my hand over her mouth. “I will be there, and I will kill every single one that will stand in my way.”

He snorted. “Throw them back in the cell. Tomorrow, that big-mouthed cuck won’t last a second up there.”

I bristled in anger at the insult, but I knew I would return it tomorrow. They tied our hands up and led us out of there.

We were thrown back into the cell. The claustrophobia tormented me as I paced back and forth and just wanted the day to pass as soon as possible. Ariella sat with her back against the prison wall. She pulled her knees close to her chin and hid her eyes. I glanced at her and raised an eyebrow. “Are you … crying?”

“No, I’m just; the emotions are just sweeping me over. I have a lifelong fear of the gladiators, and now they are throwing us up there, and this can go so horribly wrong. I don’t know what Gabriella must be thinking of us.”

I knew she told me about the fear when we got here. I saw down next to her. “It won’t go horribly wrong, and you know that.”

“They don’t only throw in prisoners, but also the fiercest warriors out there. Outlaws and those born into poverty will do anything to seize such glory, even if it means life or death. We are talking about the best of the best. It’s the last two standing. If you have thirty elite men out there, only two will survive. You are a good swordsman, no doubt, but so are they.”

“In difficult times, there is no room for cowardice and weakness. If this is what it will take to make that dumb king open his eyes, then so be it. I’m not afraid.”

She dragged her eyes from her knees to mine. I didn’t blink and was more than prepared to spill more blood. “He just scorned us,” she said.

I shook my head. “He is just testing us, and we’ll pass that test.”

“I’m afraid.”

“And it was your fears that made you stronger – don’t forget that.”

“I haven’t, but I didn’t expect to be thrown into it like this.” She reclined her head on my shoulder, her wings tickling my back.

“You’ve already overcome a lot and will overcome more.”

She pulled me closer against her. I held her hand and tried to ease her heart rate. It proved difficult. She still brooded over tomorrow. “I don’t know.”

“Don’t say that,” I told her. “You need to be confident. It was so you gained strength from the beginning and overcame the obstacles and bullying.”

“I need the confidence of man,” she said, trailing her hands on my thighs. Not even when we slept in the same bed had we felt this close to each other. Tomorrow is a life-and-death situation, and being this near made us feel like one. I didn’t figure out what she meant at first, but when her fingers got closer to my manhood, I understood what she wanted. Adrenaline was pumping through my blood as I knew in a day, I would face a blood bath like never before.

“Do you mind being more explicit?” I asked and combed her beautiful hair.

“I want you,” she said, seizing my tunic with her left hand. “I want a piece of your confidence inside of me.”

She spoke in a husky voice. It was impossible not to understand what she was hinting after. “You want me to breed with you, here and now?”

“Not in the womb of fertility, but the womb of strength.”

I fell again for her light pink eyes. They were incredibly seductive, and I was surprised at myself how I’d gone so long without enjoying her. From sleeping with her to having her boobs mashed against my back when we traveled. She was one of the most exotic-looking angels out there, and I felt something savage inside of me as I knew a battle of my life awaited tomorrow. She wasn’t so shy any longer when she laid her hand over my throbbing bulge. “Please, I beg you, give it to me now. The rest of us angels and I are malnourished of male seeds. I need it now more than any other moment.”

“I will give it to you,” I said and eyed her plump lips. I pressed my lips to hers and sucked all her sweet flavors. “I will give it to you harder than ever before.”

“I need some of that strength; show me some of that confidence,” she said. “Show me how to properly fuck a female.”

She lured me in with her wishes. I pulled her gown up and over her head. When I pulled it completely free, her tits dropped and jiggled as they found equilibrium. They were the most perfect, oversized teardrops I’d ever seen, soft and round at the bottom and not sagging too much. I cupped them and absorbed her heavenly warmth. The warm sensation of touching a female spread like a wildfire across my body. We rolled onto the tiles, not so cold any longer as the heat spread evenly between us. I interrupted our kiss of bliss as I pulled the tunic over me. She was then equally as quick pulling down my loincloth. My cock snapped back up, striking her hand. She seized it with both hands, massaging the head as we continued our deep kiss. I explored her curves, roaming freely along the virgin angel skin. As I inhaled, I already felt the strong musky scents. The foreplay made her leak rivers as she started spilling her lubricants all over me. It didn’t stop there, but she wrapped her wings around me, pushing me closer against her body. “Enter me, please,” she begged, spreading her legs and opening the gates of heaven. I rolled her over and mounted her in a missionary position. I brushed her red bush aside and saw a beautiful pussy with two holes like the other angels I had bedded. I just wanted to make sure, even if I had bedded ten angels before. “Which one is it?”

“The hole of fertility is always the lowest,” she said quickly. She pushed two of her fingers inside the hole of strength. “This one right there.”

I held onto her wide thighs as I guided my cock into her upper hole, right above the hole of fertility. I broke through her virgin gates and pushed deeper into her walls. Her hole of strength tightened as I bottomed out. She leaned back and moaned. “More,” she pleaded.

She was desperate to get a taste of my manhood and a sip of my strong seed. I gave it to her, stabbing her over and over again till her juices splashed all over us.  Her wings were about to strangle me, and her entire body quivered as every inch of my fat cock pleasured her.

“Do you like that?” I asked in a husky voice. I was curling my toes to the point of no return. I rammed my cock even harder as I imagined spraying my scarce and rich male seeds in her womb. I fucked her with such force she struggled to answer.

“I love it … I need it.”

“I’m here to give it to you.” I arched my back and pushed all the way in. I jolted as I spurted my rich molten cum right inside her womb of strength. I stayed there for a moment, making sure to milk every single drop right inside her tight little hole. She squirmed as I kept my cock stuffed inside her, shivering at the pleasure and relief of finally being fucked by a male.

She let out a final gasp and then let go of me. I already missed her warm wings squeezing me against her. She breathed heavily, watching intently as I pulled my swaying cock out of her. “I feel it,” she said in awe. “I feel your strength inside me.”

I stroked her beautiful hair, now slick with her fluids mingled with sweat. Her nectar had splashed all over us. I didn’t mind. I had bathed in similar juices. She wasn’t the only one who felt something. I felt relieved but not at ease. When I had pumped my seeds into the womb of fertility, I had felt a little death. That little feeling was important since it made room for a new life. Now I felt even stronger and more confident as if the womb of strength had mutual benefits. “I feel it too, different than when I bred with those other angels.”

She interlaced her fingers with mine. “We are supposed to. The little strength I have to offer will also benefit you. That’s what I’ve read, but this feels so much stronger.”

“I’m glad.” We cuddled up. Now that I had planted my strong seeds inside her, she was prepared to face one of her greatest fears tomorrow. I felt how her blood flow increased, flowing with confidence. I kissed her goodnight as we slept together.
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We didn’t get much rest after we’d woken up. They tied us up and led us out to the fresh air. I inhaled as much of the air of freedom. I had been deprived of it for so many hours I was more than relieved. The sky was clear blue and could easily be mistaken for a peaceful day. The ground, however, shuddered, and a stream of humans extended from the bazaar all the way to the Colosseum. I had no idea how many spectators it could be filled with, but it seemed like every human would be there to watch. I even saw many more widewings in the air, coming with their families from neighboring islands. “How do you feel?” I asked Ariella. She’d been surprisingly quiet. She just regarded the Colosseum coldly.

“Exactly how we left off yesterday,” she said without a trace of fear in her voice. “I’m not afraid any longer. You were right. I’ve overcome a lot, and I know I can overcome even more.”

“I’m proud of you,” I said, and I truly meant it.

We were led on a narrow path that went behind the Colosseum. The sky was also teeming with widewings, flying with banners attached to their legs and making petals rain. They cluttered the sky but wanted to make it look as spectacular as possible. They were exactly like humans on the earth, without the threat of many males around.

We were led into a line. I started recognizing the folks standing here were quite different. Most of them were females, but some were men. Some of them were so muscular I could see the veins crisscrossing their leaf-thin skin. Each step, they moved their heavy armor-plating clank together. Some were on the smaller side, sandwiched between the warriors and clothed in scaled armor. I noticed a male who was exceptionally thin, only armed with two swords and scaled armor. He was being sniggered at, but I was careful of underestimating anyone.

They had a diverse set of weapons, everything from rusty axes to bloody clubs to lethal crossbows. Ariella and I only had our swords with us, but we had something else as well – mutual strength.

All of us who stood in the line were being escorted by royal guards. They looked to be in rough shape, similar to how a criminal would look, and some of them were even taller than I. It didn’t intimidate me, not even a bit.

When it was our turn, they finally tied our hands free. I flexed my arms. We all took for granted the feeling of freedom. It was one of the best sensations in the world and one that had to be protected at all costs. They wrapped a red ribbon around our wrists and motioned us down a staircase. “Any blood feud before the start of the event will lead to instant death penalty,” they warned us. He sounded bored when he said that. It was probably because he’d repeated that a thousand times. “Down with you.”

Ariella kept close to me as we descended the staircase leading to a plateau carved with some artwork. It depicted heroic battles. It was tense standing here among the other warriors. We all knew it was kill or be killed. Only two of us will survive. They dusted off their weapons and picked the dried blood off the steel. Ariella and I unsheathed our swords, the tip glinting.

The entire plateau shuddered. It felt like an earthquake. I raised my eyebrow but understood what was happening as the entire Colosseum lifted and rose in the air. The doors that kept us closed in opened. The sunlight streamed right at us, making me protect my own eyes from the powerful glare. The humans cheered at us. The tribunes were stuffed. They were waving flags, and the children waved wooden swords and whistled on top of all that noise.

On the northern part of the Colosseum was a square turret where king Skyfar sat on his royal throne. The purple-haired woman sat next to him along with some of his other relatives.

The Colosseum shook again, separating into four parts and spread wide to let room for our bloody fighting.

King Skyfar’s turret hovered higher than the rest of the Colosseum and provided ample view over the coming spectacular. He drummed his finger on a horn and then lifted it to his lips and blew. The mighty sound traveled through the sky and everyone shut their mouths with a snap. “Silence!” he ordered. No one made a sound. If you would drop a needle on the other side, you would even hear it clatter. “Contesters, you may claim your cloud puff.”

I fetched it with my mind and brought it before me. I jumped on top and took my stance. “You may fly to the middle and wait for the starting call.”

We all flew to the middle. Our hair fluttered in the wind. “Any final advice?” Ariella asked me, her nerves tightened.

“Stay away from the middle,” I told her. “And fly as closely to the Colosseum. It will be a natural protection.”

King Skyfar began his speech. “It’s good to have us all united under another day of the gladiators. Here we have the most brutal criminals gathered, and they are allowed one last chance to be pardoned in our world. If they have the strength to battle through this bloody day and even be the last ones standing, they shall live, honored and respected. If male or female, we’ll all pray they will breed and pass on their valuable blood, strengthening our hold on this ever-increasing fragile world of ours. Two will rise, and many will fall. I wish good luck to all of you.” He blew the horn, and the next second, all of us spread out as the battle began.

Ariella did as I’d told her. She flew far away from the other contesters with me in order to get a better view. The first clash already unfolded in front of us. One bulky woman, holding an ax, swung it against another woman’s chest, spraying blood all over her. “I’m hungry for a fight,” Ariella said, preying upon the opponents with her eyes narrowed.

“So am I,” I said, and didn’t want to win with just the help of tactics. I will show that Skyfar I was far from weak and make him open the trade routes whether he wanted it or not. “Just be careful when flying in the middle. You can’t have your eyes in two places at the same time.”

“I have a secret talent you don’t know about.”

I rolled my eyes. All women do. She plunged right into the sky of slaughter. She was probably the least muscular and shortest of them all, but she displayed her sword skills; they weren’t so cocky any longer. She faced a dark-haired woman with an ax. She mistook Ariella for an easy kill and hurled it at her. She ducked. The ax skimmed over her hair and flew between her wings. She rose and swung her sword right at her abdomen. The dark-haired woman quickly unsheathed her sword. Their swords clashed with clangs that rang like church bells. The woman gritted her teeth when the idea of an easy kill went up in smoke. Instead, she went all in and didn’t want to be seen as someone weak. Ariella successfully wounded her thigh with a swift thrust. She drew first blood and promised more. The dark-skinned woman fumed, ignoring the pain. But it wasn’t only her thigh that had been damaged; her pride was also severely wounded. They flew toward each other at full speed, their swords tight in their hands. Another sound of metal striking metal rang through the air, but that would be the last one since the dark-haired woman’s sword went plunging to the depths of the sea. She had lost the grip when Ariella fiercely struck it.

Ariella turned quickly around with the help of her wings; she reached her swiftly. While she stared at her own hand, bewildered and confused over how she’d lost grip of her precious weapon, Ariella stabbed the sword deep into her abdomen. She drew her last breath and tumbled first to her knees and then down to the ocean. Her cloud puff ascended back to the sky as the mind was no longer alive.

I was proud of her. I flew away from my comfort zone. An arrow whistled right past me. I turned toward the direction it had flown from. A man pointed a loaded crossbow toward my chest, his quiver swollen with arrows. I flew toward him, catching him by surprise as I didn’t retreat. He shot. The arrow whistled past me. He grunted and retreated. He relied on long-range weapons, but he also had a sword prepared. I was going to hunt him down whether he liked it or not. I wasn’t far away from him now, smelling the stench of his nerve-wracking sweat.

He desperately loaded his crossbow again and fired, but yet again, he was nowhere close to striking me. I was now within sword’s range, and he tossed the quiver over his shoulder. He unsheathed his blade and dared to face me after the humiliating misses. I accepted the so-called challenge of his. Our swords clashed above our heads. We both aimed for the neck. I wanted to see his ugly head toppled so badly. He wasn’t as lousy with the sword as he was with the crossbow. Adrenaline saved him, but the sweat did not. It trickled down to his eyes and blinded him for a short moment. I swung my sword right at his neck, making his sweaty head tumble free off his body and then plunging like a stone toward the sea.

His blood ran down my blade. And I promised myself the sword will be bathed in much more blood than this. Shortly after my first kill, two women came charging at Ariella. Her sword had also swum in blood. It seemed as if they’d teamed up in order to finish a greater threat. I flew over to her to give her a helping hand. The women emptied their quivers, firing arrow after arrow. Ariella dodged them skillfully. They then chased after her, gnashing their teeth. They tossed the empty quiver over their shoulders and reached for a sword of great size. She held the hundred-pound steel and wielded it deftly. They went between her and swung their swords simultaneously. Ariella found little room to dodge the attacks. I hurried toward them, flying as fast as I could. I got behind one of them and stabbed her. My sword just hit the armor. She was completely covered. She turned around cumbersomely, giving Ariella some room to breathe. The only part of that woman that wasn’t covered was her knees. I ducked as she swung her burdensome sword. I stabbed her knee, making her grunt and stagger back. Her other knee was equally as exposed. I stabbed her other, drawing more blood, but it wasn’t enough. She still stood there and held her sword firmly.  She fumed in rage and charged right at me, crashing into me with her armor. I saw stars for a short moment.

“Raphael!” Ariella shouted after me. She was stuck with the other woman who refused to let her go. Ariella clenched her teeth and delivered blow after blow till she couldn’t hold onto her sword any longer. She dropped it, and Ariella buried her sword deep into her heart and was about to come to me. But I regained my consciousness. I was falling and that rapidly. I quickly fetched my cloud puff, landing a soft landing.

“Are you alright?” Ariella asked.

“Watch out!” I threw myself at her, knocking her off her cloud puff. The armored woman had attempted to throw down her armor at us. Ariella flew with her wings and held onto me. She took us back to our cloud puffs and glanced up. “Let’s get her,” she said.

We soared up toward her and penetrated her at the same time with our swords. We kicked her off the cloud puff, and another warrior fell to her doom. Ariella wiped the sweat from her brow. “It wasn’t fun being squeezed between those two.”

“I can imagine,” I said. There were only ten warriors left and barely any clashes. They caught their breaths and looked around for the next kill. I noticed a man standing by the sideline. I couldn’t see a drop of spilled blood on her. He was smart not to waste his energy and save it for the last one standing. “Do you see that man over there?” I said and pointed.

“He’s been having a comfortable time while we have been on the verge of dying,” she said and had noted a similar thing as I. “Perhaps he’s getting a bit too bored.”

“Let’s him her some fun.”

“I have a feeling he will try to retreat. I will fly around and meet you on the other side.”

“Good catch.”

“See you,” she said and pressed her sweet lips against my cheeks. She was quick and didn’t waste much time. Suddenly, cheers erupted from the Colosseum. Another bloody clash had taken place in the middle. It was the thin warrior I’d seen from the beginning who’d been sniggered at. They’d all underestimated him. He hadn’t backed off from anyone as they’d all tried to get a piece of him. He fought valiantly, and it wasn’t difficult to see he was a favorite among us. We’ll deal with him later, as Ariella and I went for the man resting away from the battles.

While Ariella flew around, the crowd threw things and hurled insults at her. Skyfar sure had a lot of cleaning up to do after spreading his poisonous lies about angels. I started flying toward the guy. He was only armed with a sword and was one of the few that held a shield. He shifted uncomfortably as I believed he figured out what Ariella and I were plotting. It wasn’t fair that he stood there and basked in the sun.

He moved and flew toward Ariella. I smelled a coward from even here. Ariella kept him occupied as the sword clashed with the shield. He defended himself mostly from her incoming attacks and wasn’t keen on using his sword.

I caught up with them. He sensed the dangers and tried to flee from us. Ariella tried to stab him but missed. Instead, the crowd threw a piece of wood at her. “I hate that crowd,” she said, rubbing the bump on her head.

“Prove them wrong,” I said, patting her back and motioning her to chase him. We went after him; he realized quickly that he was just pushed against the other warriors and had no choice but to face us. He also got a piece of wood thrown at the back of his skull. And if I wasn’t mistaken, a child had thrown it at him. They pointed and jeered, humiliating him some more. He changed course and charged toward us. We attacked him simultaneously. He held up his shield well, and it was difficult finding vulnerable skin while his shield covered half of his body. He might have had the guts to face us now, but he still relied on the same tactics to exhaust us. We were pounding him with a barrage of blows. My wrist started to ache, and, at that moment, he moved his sword aside and thrust his sword. He wounded my waist, and I had to back off for a moment to get a better grip on my sword. Ariella fumed and continued the assault, hammering her sword at him. I grunted as blood continued to dribble from my wound. It was nothing fatal but a blow to my strength. His defenses were on point, and we couldn’t fight fire with fire against that guy. If Ariella continued like that, she would spill her precious blood as well. And that was exactly what happened; Ariella was close to getting stabbed but dodged the lethal attack at the last second.

She retreated to me. “I wanted to kill that son of a bitch the second he wounded you,” she said. “You’re bleeding.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, wincing from the pain.

“Are you sure? This is why I feared this place. There is no backup. There is no way to retreat to safety for a break or replenish your stamina.”

I held up my hand, motioning her to be calm. “I’m alright, and I mean it. Obviously, the longer we fight, the wound will be more vulnerable to infection. That’s why I would like to hunt them down as quickly as possible.”

“A bit hard to hunt when he flees like a chicken.”

“That’s what he is doing, exhausting us till he finds a vulnerable spot, but I have an idea. Pretend to be exhausted; that’s when he will try to strike. We should then find room to get near his skin.”

A smile unfolded on her face. “You sure are a tactical thinker.”

“I can be rash sometimes too.”

We flew toward him and didn’t pound him with attacks. I pretended to be tired and waited for the attack. He struck back like a snake. He left a tiny room open for his shield, and I severed his hand. He dropped his sword and held onto his handless wrist. He screamed at the top of his lungs and was about to shatter my ear drums. Ariella quickly punctured his lungs and sent him tumbling down to his demise.  “I’ve never heard a man scream like that,” she said and sighed in relief.

“Man,” I scorned and spat.

The crowd cheered, and instead of throwing wood pieces, they threw rose petals at us. I felt flattered but also felt a sharp pain in my abdomen. Luckily, the blood was starting to dry. A loud clang erupted not too far away from us. Two warriors had flown right against each other, knocking them both out. Not too far away was the skinny guy. He fought with confidence and skill. I watched him jump side to side on his cloud puff and managed a backflip that put him a couple of feet away. The more he showed off his skills, the more they loved him. He spun around on his right foot and struck the guy right in the thigh, making him bend over. He kicked him right in the face, so he staggered back and fell, making the crowd erupt in even more cheers.

There were only three of us left. “That is a skilled swordsman,” Ariella noted to herself.

“Be careful of praising your enemies too much. He might be skilled, but he has his weaknesses.”

He bowed elegantly to the crowd and then pointed his sword at us. He beckoned us with his finger and a sleeky grin. I just felt disgusted by his overconfidence, and I would be more than glad to wound and kill him for good.

When he saw us flying toward him, he welcomed us with open arms. He reached for his second scabbard and unsheathed his other sword. He rubbed them together, creating sparks. Our swords clashed once; he then jumped, made a backward flip, and charged at us the next second, fooling us he was about to retreat. I was saved by luck as the incoming wind weakened his blow. We turned around and faced him again. He chuckled and looked even smugger. I understood his joy when everyone had underestimated him, and then he ended up killing them all. We charged at him. He defended himself well as we continued to hack our swords at him. He parried blow after blow, keeping up with us as if it were second nature for him. I couldn’t lie. It was impressive. He then made a forward flip over us. I whirled around quickly and parried his incoming blow. A breath away from my head being chopped off. Ariella snuck behind him. The dancing man just stood sideways, lunging at us back and forth. He must have been a dancer in the past. His footwork was on point. I swung my sword with more power, seeing if he had the stamina to defend himself against harsher attacks. He sure did, and the next moment he performed one of his forward flips again. I acted by reflexes and saw it coming. I stabbed the air, and blood rained on me. Ariella acted quickly, believing him to be wounded to the point of death. But he sprung back up to his feet and cut a wound across her thighs, making her lose balance and fall to her knees. She cried out in pain, making my anger boil over. I quickly flew between them before he would inflict more damage. I pounded him with a barrage of fierce sword attacks. I used every fraction of my strength, pushing him to the brink of his cloud puff. My savage fighting caught him off guard. It reminded me that sometimes tactics could be useless if you didn’t have confidence and testosterone on your side. I severed his hand off and then his other. I spat right at his ugly face and swung my foot right into his abdomen, making him bend over and cough blood. I swung my sword in a perfect horizontal arc, chopping his head off. I let gravity take care of rest. The crowd went ballistic, and flower petals snowed, coloring the sky in gay colors.

I flew back to Ariella. She was kneeling with blood all over her thighs. I was more than thankful I took the opportunity to enjoy them yesterday. I didn’t think the wound would hurt her beauty. It will just make her look even hotter. The scars will forever remind us of this glorious moment. “Can you rise?”

“Yeah,” she said, gritting her teeth. “I just need to breathe.”

I reached her with my hand and lifted her to her feet. We were at the center of attention, and we’d gained the respect of everyone at the tribunes. They whistled, clapped their hands, shouting praises, and continued to throw sacks of petals at us. It made me a bit giddy, but I was even more excited to see Skyfar’s expression. I turned toward him. He still sat on his throne. He was far away, but I could tell embarrassment twisted his stomach as he had no choice but to accept that we’d won and he had falsely scorned us. He rose up and reluctantly clapped. It was hard to think of a sweeter moment in my life than this. He let us bask in the glory.

He reached for the horn, and the crowd went silent with the help of the deafening sound. “Many have fallen, and two have risen; come forth so you can be honored.”

We flew toward him and landed on his royal turret. It wasn’t difficult to tell this wasn’t the outcome he’d hoped for. But if he was sincere that he sought strength, then he couldn’t ignore us. He motioned us to stand on a podium. “My daughter will give you a wreath.”

The long-purple-haired woman sat a flower wreath on our heads. Her beauty dragged my attention away from the crowd and to her. It was an even bigger relief to hear that she was not his wife. Her thick purple hair and clear skin were mesmerizing. When she caught me checking her out, she winked. “You fight like a man,” she complimented me.

Her voice sounded so heavenly; I found it difficult to answer. The winning ceremony continued with fireworks and a spectacular widewing show. A group of blue and yellow birds flew by themselves, and in the end, they formed the royal flag. The riders on top then tossed a fistful of petals down, making a colorful rain. Then they dispersed, replacing an orchestra on cloud puffs. The music was magical and even prettier in the sky than anywhere else on the earth. I listened with great enthusiasm. Ariella went nodding her head to the rhythm of the songs, forgetting our fatigue and wounds during this moment of glory. It was then over, and another round of applause erupted from the tribune.

The Colosseum then descended back into the place. I was exhausted, and both Ariella and I were wounded. “One of my best nurses will take care of your wounds,” Skyfar said, still having his lips in a tight line. “After that, you will join me for dinner, and we will discuss the restoration of our relations.”

He turned and descended the stairs first with his guards. I exchanged grins with Ariella. She’d grown both mentally and physically. “I’m proud of you,” I said. I knew it myself. It wasn’t easy conquering fears. Even if I had strengthened her with my seeds, she still had taken action.

“It was because of your seeds,” she said. “I wouldn’t have fought if it hadn’t been for you.”

I shook my head. “Don’t deny yourself the honor. You deserve every drop of it.”

“Every drop of your seeds,” she said and giggled.

I smiled at her and patted her back. We were escorted down and led back to the castle. Two nurses took care of our wounds. “We are more than honored to take care of you two,” they said demurely. They said you two, but they gave me the most attention. I felt a strange arousing sensation as they sewed my wound and washed the crusted blood off my waist. It just felt good to be taken care of by another woman, especially after being surrounded by dangers.

“I would do anything for some rest,” Ariella said and yawned. We stood and watched out the window. I had no idea what type of glass this was, but the windows were at least twenty feet high. We had a beautiful view; cauliflower clouds drifted aimlessly across the sky. A widewing came flying now and then in the background, coloring the already beautiful world.

“So would I, but we have dinner left and then some negotiations.”

She leaned her head against my shoulder, tickling my back with her wings. The guards called on us, and we were led into the dining hall. Another spacious room with a long table in the middle. A white tablecloth clothed the table. Jars of chilled water towered over the dishes of roasted chicken and vegetables. “Have a seat,” Skyfar said, welcoming us in. He was still wearing his blue and purple surcoat. A golden necklace glimmered over his neck, and his hair was freshly combed. His daughter was seated next to him. She wore a purple gown with golden bracelets. The plunging V-neck left ample room for her billowing cleavage. The sight of her made me drool more than the food. He passed us a basket of freshly baked bread along with a cup of gravy. The cutlery was made out of silver, and the plates of porcelain. I missed the simple eating habits of the angels, just a wooden bowl and a spoon. This was a bit too much for my taste. The bread was mild and crispy but tasted heavenly with the chicken gravy. I sliced off two fatty chicken thighs and poured some of the honey-glazed vegetables on the side. It sure was delicious. Ariella had no complaints either as she dug in.

It was awkwardly silent throughout the dinner. King Skyfar had to admit soon that he’d been mistaken. He belched and dabbed his lips clean. Julia frowned at him and tried to dodge the winnowing stench. I wondered how his daughter ended up so tall and gorgeous. Skyfar wasn’t ugly, but I hardly saw the same features. “You’ve earned my respect,” Skyfar said solemnly.

I was stuffed, and my legs went stiff after sitting here for half an hour. “I’m glad to hear,” I said, waiting to see what he would say next.

“Before I give you what you want, I would like to know why Gabriella accused us of being poisoned and embarrassing us with her accusations.”

“I’m not sure what you are talking about. I wasn’t here when it happened.”

Ariella frowned. “She never accused you of being poisoned. She accused you of weakening us by isolating us.”

“That was never my intent, but how could I gain anyone’s trust when the dragons were plagued with a curse that was about to make their race go extinct? I blocked the trade routes first in case whatever made them give birth to so many males would strike us. I then heard how your former main male got ill with a terrible addiction unheard of in our history.”

That part I did know about. Gabriella had told me before how their former main male started spilling his seeds with the help of his hand and own imagination. It must have been a terrible curse. How could you choose your own hand when you had all those beautiful angels at your disposal?

“That’s true, but we don’t know the source of that addiction yet, and after he died, you still refused to unblock the Endless River. How could she not think you were conspiring against her? She was put in a tough spot as a single mother without a male, and you accused us of being weak.”

I felt the heat rising between them. I cleared my throat. “What’s in the past is in the past,” I said before this hall will be turned into an inferno. “There clearly is something out there that is conspiring against us five heavenly races in order to take over the skies. I haven’t been here for long, but anyone understands divide and conquer. If we continue to bicker like this, we give exactly what the Demon wants. Let’s put this quarrel and accusations behind us and move on.”

I silenced them both. They got something to think over. “So long you will be the main male of the angels,” Skyfar said. “I will remove the blockage of the Endless River, and we will restore the relations with you angels. The winged elves will be able to trade bows and arrows with you, and so will us humans.”

At least it was something. Especially after almost having been killed and having to prove to that guy there was more to me than just common blood. I still didn’t know if I could trust him. “And what about the path to the High Roost Islands? Us angels need swords and armor more than anything.”

“That I’m afraid I can’t do,” he said sternly.

“How are we supposed to have access to more weapons … you sure need ore. You can’t live on your inventory forever.”

He cursed under his breath when I pointed out something he obviously didn’t want to hear.

“Why are you so reluctant to open up the trade route to the High Roost Islands?” I tried again when he didn’t answer me.

His face darkened. “Doragon is ill with a temperament that threatens anyone that will come near him. I tried to restore trade with him, but twenty of my handpicked women got devoured in his flames. That’s what I’m saying to make the blow seem less severe. I don’t know if he actually is ill or if he did that on purpose to block the Endless River when the plague struck them. I don’t want to deal with other races that act on such low impulses.”

I didn’t know, but I got the impression that not only Doragon was ill. Makeup couldn’t hide the stress on the king’s face. I didn’t blame either of them. “If we manage to cool his temperament, will you open the Endless River then?” I tested him.

He watched me coldly. “I will, but you will be putting yourself in unnecessary danger.”

“I did that too today, but I’m not afraid. That’s what this Demon wants from us – fears, and I’m not going to give it to him.”

“I should have seen your determination from the beginning of this day,” he complimented me. I got this feeling he wanted to befriend me now that I was about to rise above him. “Whatever path you decide to take after this, you will have my word that the Endless River will be restored, and so will our relations. If you cool down Doragon’s temperament, you will also have my word that we will open the Endless River to the High Roost Islands. My words are iron, and nothing will break them.”

I nodded. Even after a heated dinner, we still got out of here successfully. Skyfar offered us a room to stay in. “I think Gabriella is aching to know how it went,” Ariella said. At the dinner, she’d talked surprisingly little except for the heated moments with Skyfar. “It might be a good idea to write her a letter; we will soon return home.”

“I will let you write it,” I said. We took a stroll across Heaven’s Kingdom. I was surprised from the start from all that attention, but it was even worse now as they stared at us from everywhere. We went toward the Endless River. The fisherwoman was more than glad to offer us ink, quill, and paper. “I’m honored to meet you,” she said.

I just smiled. She looked to be five months pregnant, but her beauty wasn’t distorted at all. I had hardly seen anyone below five on the beauty scale. It sure was peaceful having an abundance of females. I could never imagine going back to earth. And I understood the threat of disturbing the male-to-female ratio. “It was a pleasure to see you cheer for us.”

“I have a beautiful daughter, nineteen years old,” she offered me. “Perhaps if you want a lady to impregnate with your strong seeds …”

“I’m sure your daughter looks like a rose based upon your looks,” I said and didn’t want to make her feel insulted for turning down her offer. “But I’m the sworn protector of the angels, and they are in a more vulnerable position than you humans.”

“It was worth a shot,” she said, taking it well instead of being insulted. “You should be the sworn protector of our world. All of us should be descendants of you.”

I found it hard to grasp what that would actually mean. It sounded similar to being an Alpha Male. The enormity of having all females rely on me to be bred and protected. It was a wet dream, a bit too far-fetched for me. “We’ll see.”

“If our goddesses want to,” she said. “I will remain hopeful and spare my daughter for the coming years.”

“I appreciate it,” I said.

Ariella was still writing the letter. Never-ending sentences flowed out of her mind and stained onto the paper. “I’m soon running out of space,” she said.

“Keep it brief,” I told her. “We can tell more when we get there.”

“Keep it brief …” she questioned. “I have never heard of such a thing.”

She also turned the paper around and cluttered the backside with her thoughts. A minute later, she was running out of space again. “Okay, so, this was difficult.” She licked the glue on the letter and handed it over to the woman.

“Is there anything else I can do for you?” she asked, clasping her hands in front of her.

I exchanged glances with Ariella. “Maybe we could chat a little before going to bed,” Ariella suggested. “I’ve heard the night sky is really beautiful here in the center of the world.”

“Do you know where we can find a peaceful place to be left alone for a moment?” I asked the merchant and then realized that could have easily been misunderstood. “We just want to relax and be outside.”

“I do, in fact. I know the kingdom as well as my own pocket. If you continue north from here, not too far away from the castle, you will have a worn-down staircase leading up to a park with benches separated by berry bushes. There you will find privacy, especially now that most of us will go to bed.”

“How long do you estimate Angel Island will receive wood delivery from the Elven Forest?”

“A week,” she said, more than glad to answer my questions. “We have sent them the news of opening up trade with the angels. I’m sure they will be more than glad since they are very fond of jewelry and sheep.”

“You are lovely,” I said with a smile. “Thank you.”

She dipped her head and boarded her ship. I watched the ship leave the dock as they continued rowing along the river. I was still mesmerized by the Endless River. The meandering path of clouds and water running on top. But it was a vital part of our lives since all five heavenly races were all dependent on each other.

“What are you thinking about?” Ariella asked.

“I wasn’t thinking, just appreciating the beauty of this world.”

I took her with me, and we found the private benches not too far away from the castle. Before sitting down, we picked some berries in our hands and popped them into our mouths. They had the same color as her purple lips but not as sweet. “What do you think?” she asked, spilling purple juice over her chin.

“Not as good as your lips.”

She leaned over and pressed her lips to my forehead, leaving behind a wet patch of juice. “What a relief to finally have some privacy. Now I know how you felt when we first arrived here, with eyes pointing at us from every corner. I hope Gabriella will be able to read my letter. I think I scribbled a bit too quickly.”

“One thing at a time,” I said, stopping her before her tongue would run on.

She picked more berries. “Open,” she said and was already onto another subject.

I opened, and she tossed it perfectly into my mouth. “Skilled hands.”

“I love weapons, manly weapons.”

“All females do.” I stretched my arms and legs. My right arm landed over her neck, fondling her right shoulder. We had the sinking sun right in front of us, a glowing half-disc. The cauliflower clouds drifted silently above, making it look like they were catching fire.

“What a beautiful ending to this day. A day I originally thought would end up as a nightmare,” she said and continued to munch on the berries, her fingers stained purple.

“Yeah, it’s a beautiful and vast world. How do you think your former bullies would react when they find out you won the gladiator?”

“They are all dead. They fell during the ongoing crowmen attacks, but I hardly think they would have said anything. They would have been as quiet and startled as the king.”

I should have guessed. There wasn’t much strength flowing in the veins of bullies. “The king is another subject. I don’t know why, but I don’t feel we can trust him.”

“How come?” she asked, licking her fingers.

“The way he speaks and the bags under his eyes speak for themselves. He isn’t in good health. He is exactly how Gabriella described him, paranoid. A male like that is not fit to protect anyone.”

“Who will protect the humans?”

“One of his sons, perhaps.”

“No male would voluntarily give up the position like that. He would probably get better with the relations restored. We have all been through an awful time lately, especially compared to how it was before.”

“And that’s why it’s more than important to be united. I just find it a bit strange that every male here has some form of illness. Your former main male fell for a wicked addiction. Doragon got cursed by giving birth to many males, and now he has temperament issues that burned down twenty merchants. Skyfar is paranoid. The fairies are hiding and have left their home island. What about the winged elves? I hope they are alright?”

“I hope so too. Haldir is the name of their main male. We haven’t heard any news from them since we have been isolated for so long.”

“We’ll hopefully receive a message soon.”

Ariella laid her head on my shoulder and looked at the stars. They were so bright in this world, free from light pollution. We cuddled up and watched them for a little while.

She began to yawn, and my eyelids felt heavier. “Come,” I said and had to shake her awake. “Let’s go to bed.”

“Uh hu,” she mumbled.

She was so tired she was about to stumble on her own feet. I escorted her to the guest suite in the castle. It was a spacious room, carpeted with fur, and the windows were framed with gold. Ariella slumped down on the king-sized hay bed. “Can you remove my gown?” she mumbled with her eyes closed.

I thought it was odd that she suddenly wanted to sleep without clothes. “With pleasure.” I pulled it over her head and removed her loincloth and chest wrap. I watched her busty boobs and was more than glad they were untouched even after all that danger we’d been exposed to. And then it was her red, fiery bush, protecting the sweetest part of that woman. I felt the urge slowly building. I had the discipline to contain myself for now. I took off my clothes and pulled her warm body closer to mine. I pushed my erection deep into her round buns and rested for now.
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I was woken up by her tickling white wings. “What a soft bed,” I murmured in my groggy morning voice.

“Way too soft for my taste,” she said and stretched her arms. “If it hadn’t been for the fact I was exhausted yesterday, I don’t think I would have slept that well.”

I shook her naked thigh not far from the scar, watching the fat jiggle. “Come, let’s rise and make our way back to Gabriella.”

She eyed my morning wood for a short moment, obviously not liking it when I got on my tunic. “Do you mind helping me with my chest wrap?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

I got behind her beautiful wings. I made sure to watch her busty tits over her shoulder, reluctantly clothing her. “Don’t you want to touch them?”

I hung the chest wrap on her shoulder and gave them a good squeeze. “Happy?”

“That’s better.”

I helped her tie the chest wrap and waited for her to get dressed. We went out to the hall. I spotted Julia, Skyfar’s daughter. She sat on a chair as if she’d waited for us. She rose, her epic purple hair cascading down to her ankles. “My father wanted me to escort you to him. He’s waiting behind the castle.”

“Thank you,” I said, dipping my head.

“I hope our friendly relations will persist,” she said. “I hope you won’t get the wrong idea of my father. He isn’t like he used to be.”

Interesting, something had certainly gone astray if even the daughter knew something wasn’t right. “How come?”

“I don’t know,” Julia said. She was the only woman who didn’t look at me for more than five seconds. She seemed to be more concerned about her future rather than satisfy some quick needs. “It has happened gradually. I will have to go back to my childhood and fast forward to now to see all the differences. Don’t get me wrong, the world is in perpetual flux, but changes can be natural, healthy, and for the better; that’s not the case with my father. I just hope he didn’t leave a bad impression yesterday.”

Ariella kept her mouth shut in a tight line. I was glad she didn’t blurt out something. There was definitely more to Julia than exotic beauty. She must have the best hair I’ve ever seen in my life. She also seemed to care about her dad and family. “I hope this new chapter in this world will make him healthier.”

“I hope so too,” she said, her lips twitching to a smile but only for a brief moment. Her optimism faded quickly. “But I’m not so sure, so long as the Demon is still out there, he will try to break our world order one way or another. We might breathe for now, but I don’t know how long this peaceful air will last.”

She led us outside. Warm winds were blowing. I couldn’t find words to answer her. “He is waiting for you right there. He is always at peace whenever he feeds his widewing.” She looked me in the eyes, winking; her dark purple color hypnotized me, making me lost in her beauty. “Fare safely, and we may see each other again.”

I just dipped my head. Skyfar stood at the edge of the island. He was clothed in soft clothes and a red mantel instead of his surcoat. He had a bag filled with bread in his hands. He tossed it in the air, and the widewing caught it in his mouth. His widewing was bigger than ours, his feathers purple and breast were white. I saw him smile as he threw another bread in the air. He was out here in peace and nature, doing something he loved instead of being wrecked by stress and to display a figure of strength to his people. Beneath all those wrinkles, happiness unfolded. He hadn’t been a paranoid man from the beginning. “Purple hair,” he said and stroked the mane of his widewing. “It’s the most beautiful color.”

“That’s why you chose Julia’s mother?” I asked.

“Indeed, and all my children with purple hair are my favorites.”

Ariella folded her hands across her chest and looked the other way. I had a feeling she felt offended. I raised my hand over her lips before she would break the peace. “Your daughter told me you would like a word with us before parting.”

“That’s correct,” he said. He closed the bread bag by its neck and waved the bird off. She cried and flapped her wings, soaring up into the air. The smile and happiness disappeared, and the wrinkles returned to his forehead. “I would be careful of stepping too far. You might be strong, and I believe we will both benefit from strong relations, but you are still a mortal. I don’t want our friendship to end so abruptly.”

I also felt at that moment the hints of jealousy and paranoia. “I’m not quite sure what you mean.”

“The High Roost Islands,” he said. “I will be careful of going there. Twenty of my merchants got devoured in his flames. Some things are irreversible.”

“I will be careful,” I said and eyed him suspiciously.

He didn’t look me in the eyes when speaking, just gazing blankly at the sky. “That’s all, farewell.”

He turned and closed the gates behind him. Ariella’s eyes were ablaze with anger. “What’s wrong with him? First, insulting the red color by saying purple is prettier, then saying we should be careful and stay away from Doragon, who is cursed. Careful … he just compelled us to fight in the gladiators.”

I was about to blow the whistle but had to lower my hand. “Not so loud,” I told her and pointed with my finger that he still could possibly hear us. She just scowled at the gates. I blew the whistle, and it emitted the beautiful melody. “By the way, you don’t insult a hair color by having your own preferences.”

“And how is purple more beautiful than red hair?” she asked and placed her hands firmly on her hips. She was still heated, and I hoped the flight would cool her down.

“It depends on whom you are asking.”

“And which color is more beautiful to you?” she asked, still sounding hostile.

“They are both rare and beautiful,” I said, hoping my answer would mollify her.

Felicia cried and started her descent from the clouds above. She looked like a flying flame in the sunlight. She landed in front of us and gave both our faces a sloppy lick. We both giggled. “So, so,” Ariella said and stroked her mane. The lick of her tongue made her calm in an instant. Widewings sure were our best friends.  “Are you ready for a little adventure?”

Felicia licked her again and flapped her wings. She was more than eager to see us again. We clambered up to her back and ascended back to the sky, flying back to Angel Island.




Gabriella stood on top of the waterfall. She shielded her eyes. She was expecting us and flapped her great wings and landed by the lake. Our new widewing, Felicia, caught all of their attentions as the angels poured into the clearing.  I jumped off her back and gestured with my hand that she was free. She rested a bit longer among us, especially as the other angels gave her more attention, stroking her mane and asking for her name.

“Felicia,” Ariella answered. “She’s a sweetheart.”

They all giggled as their hands and faces were licked.

“I’m proud of you,” Gabriella said solemnly. “Both of you.”

“Did you read our letter?” Ariella asked.

“Our?” she asked and found something funny with that notion. “Don’t you mean yours?”

“How do you know we didn’t write it together?”

“You speak a bit differently,” she pointed out.

Ariella rolled her eyes.

“Has it been alright while we were gone?” I asked her.

“Yes, but we have all missed having you around.” She opened up her arms, and I gladly embraced her.

“I assume you must be hungry after such a long flight. Let’s have something to eat. I’m sure there is more to tell than that letter … it seemed like one or a couple more pages went missing.”

“No, I just ran out of space so suddenly,” Ariella said. “I wasn’t watching where I was writing.”

“I was worried when I heard the king threw you into the gladiator as punishment,” Layla said. I turned around. She held firmly onto her bow, and her quiver was hoisted on her back like usual. “I hope you didn’t suffer any wounds.”

“We did, but nothing fatal,” I said, pleased to see her again. “Skyfar’s nurses took care of our wounds.”

We settled by the wood logs and rested while the food boiled in the background. Ariella went on a chatting spree, explaining every detail of the gladiators. I hadn’t even noticed, but every single angel sat around us and leaned forward. I recognized the ones I had bedded. Their stomachs had already started to swell, and their boobs grew rounder with fresh milk. “I knew you had a lifelong fear of that event,” Gabriella said proudly. “What made you overcome it?”

Ariella’s eyes flicked to mine. “He encouraged me and gave me confidence. He bedded me and shared his seeds with me.”

“You overcame the fear by yourself,” I said, and I didn’t want her to think it was all because of me. She rolled her eyes and inched her hips closer to mine.

“How was king Skyfar?” Gabriella inquired.

“Well, it’s the first time I’ve met him, and I just got a foul taste in my mouth,” I said gravely.

“So did I,” Ariella said. “Even after we shut his mouth by winning that bloody event, he told us to be careful. Then purple hair is apparently prettier than red. Have you ever heard such nonsense?”

Gabriella raised an eyebrow, most likely of confusion from the direction Ariella was taking this conversation. “He left more than a foul taste the last time I spoke to him. He left a wound on our angels by isolating us – “

“He blamed the isolation upon you,” Ariella interrupted her. “What kind of male would do such a thing?”

Gabriella showed little emotion when Ariella brought that up. “Raphael, when talking to him, what did you learn about him?”

I believed she emphasized my name so Ariella could not interrupt. “Paranoia and stress,” I said. “Something is bothering him. Before leaving, we spoke to his daughter, Julia, who said the same thing that he isn’t himself.”

“I have seen hints of it as well,” Gabriella said gravely.

“It seems like every main male in this world has gotten sick all of a sudden,” I said. “It seems a bit too strange to be a coincidence.”

“I agree, but that’s a topic for another time.”

“Haldir is still healthy for all we know,” Ariella said.

“We haven’t been in contact with them in years,” Gabriella said. “But my feelings point at the same, that they have also faced hardships lately. We’ll wait and see what they will write to us. I expect a delivery to come to us in the upcoming days. We bought some more swords and bows from the humans when they arrived here. It was a bit of an event when we saw the merchant ships.”

“I can imagine.”

“They overcharged us, though,” Layla added. “The price for bows and arrows should be a quarter of what they offered us.”

“It will be cheaper when we receive delivery from the Elven Forest,” Gabriella said. “One thing which still bothers me is the blockade to the High Roost Islands. What justification did he give you?”

“He told us how Doragon is sick with a high temper. He’d sent a ship of merchants after the dragons had recovered from the plague. They all got wiped out in his flames.”

“It’s going to be very difficult to survive without swords,” Gabriella said. “And I think there is more to that story than what he told you.”

“So do I,” I said. “That’s why I’m heading there next.”

Gabriella nodded. “I could have guessed that; please, relax first. Now that we have gotten more weapons and there is some light in the world, it’s a perfect opportunity to breed.”

I nodded. After having spilled my seeds in Ariella’s womb of strength, I was still lusting for more. I already flicked my eyes from one angel to the other. They were all gorgeous. In fact, they looked more toned than before. “Have they been working out?”

“We’ve been training as much as possible while you were gone,” Gabriella said. “I took care of the sword fighting, and Layla taught them archery. Every single one of them is a quick learner.”

The stew was ready. The angels passed the bowls of sheep stew to us who wanted to eat. It was one of the things I had missed during our journey. Ariella caught up with Layla. They spoke about the glory of the gladiators and how much they hated Skyfar.

After we’d eaten, I took a stroll around the island. It felt like home, even if I hadn’t been here for a while. I passed by Ariella, who’d pulled up her gown to show off her scars. When I saw her flesh, I got excited. I had so many stored seeds resting in my testicles, and Gabriella had also given me the green light to breed. I found it hard to sit still or relax. I just kept walking around this island, passing one angel after another, making my situation a lot more torturous.

“I feel this sexual energy about to spill over me,” I told Gabriella.

“It’s time to release it then,” she said, giving me a kinky smile.

“Is the timing right?” I asked her.

She’d predicted many things earlier. I knew by now she had impressive psychic abilities, which she and Ariella had hinted at before. She closed her eyes and searched her heart. “The timing is right. But I would advise not to breed with more than five of them until we have secured the trade routes. The path there isn’t straight but filled with twists and turns, not natural twists and turns but artificial.”

“That was another thing I wanted to talk to you about,” I said and looked over our shoulder. We were somewhat in privacy. Some angels flew above us, playing the harp or the song of swords. Some tended to the winged sheep or widewings, and some bathed naked in the river or lake. “I’ve noticed here that many of the main males have been ill one way or another. I asked you before, but you told me a topic for another time. You didn’t want to disturb the other angels.”

“You have keen eyes,” she flattered me and gave me one of her rare smiles. “But you are mistaken. It’s not the angels I don’t want to disturb – but you.”

It startled me. I didn’t want to jump to any conclusions, but I hope she didn’t call me weak. “What do you mean?”

“I’m not calling you weak,” she said. “You are a male, a strong and brave one. Some truths out there can disturb us as much as swallowing poison. Sometimes evil doesn’t have to be direct.” She picked up a rock and tossed it in the lake. “The effect of that throw ripples on, sweeping innocent water with its plunge. I believe the Demon had a finger in what happened to our former main male and Doragon, but I don’t believe he had a finger in the fairies, humans, nor elves. But the effect made our world turn upside down. Have your eyes open, but don’t think of these complex conspiracies. The stress, anxiety, and paranoia will kill you slowly, just like any other diseases out there.”

“I see what you are getting at,” I said. It was hard to think about something else, though. As their main male, I had to be prepared to protect them. But she was right; focusing on false threats will derail me just as much as a real one.

“Breed now, and get your rest. I will try to rest myself in order to give you hints for your upcoming journey to the High Roost Islands.”

“Yes.”

She strolled off seductively, swaying her hips on her way. I watched her movements till she disappeared. I sighed. I wanted to unclothe her badly and get to the bottom of her mysterious personality.

I didn’t go far to find the angels I wanted to breed with. They were bathing naked in the lake. I believed they did so to lure me in, and it sure worked. “Are any of you skilled with using the sword?” I asked, making sure they weren’t fighters that would be burdened.

“Only the male sword,” the smallest one boldly said and giggled with the rest. All of them were angel blonde except for one with a darker blonde similar to Gabriella. My eyes danced from boob to boob, and then to their blonde heavenly bushes, which were sticky with juices. “Come with me to the Angel of Fertility. I will mate with all five of you.”

They all dipped their heads. Thankful that their time has finally come. They got dressed for now in their gowns, although I didn’t think it was necessary since they would soon come off. We started our ascent up to the Angel of Fertility. We went through the forest that sloped upward. They were giddy and excited, flirting on their way and groping each other. The sexual energy was empowering me. I felt like I could fuck every one of them, one after another. We got out of the forest, and then we had the narrow path that winded up to the connecting island. “Do you smell that?” one of the angels asked me and tittered.

I didn’t know if she was referring to her own juices or the Angel of Fertility’s. “I sure do,” I said, filling my lungs with the musky scent. Like the last time, it reminded me of sex. The power of creating new life. To breed and procreate the only objective meaning of any lifeform.

We carefully ascended the winding path. The river bubbled toward the edge of the island. The pink juices spayed in the air. I didn’t pay much attention to the beautiful statue of the angel. I pulled the tunic over my head. The angels understood and helped each other by pulling their gowns off. Pair of boobies after pair of boobies dropped and jiggled as they found equilibrium. I enjoyed the sight of every single one of them. Their skin tones differed as well. Some of them enjoyed sunshine more than others. I went for the one in the middle. The shortest and the one with the perfect hourglass figure. I groped her bottom and slid my hand through her ass like a credit card. My cock lifted to full mast, pointing right at her navel as I continued to roam my hands across acres of delicious angel flesh. “I’m starting with you,” I said in a husky voice.”

“It’s an honor,” she said demurely, tickling my back with her wings.

“Come,” I said and beckoned the rest of the beauties with me. “Let’s get some privacy. My seeds are dying to find fertile soil.”

We entered the cave. I was so horny. I laid her down on the pink ground. I combed her blonde bush aside and revealed a perfect butterfly with the most beautiful wings. She spread her legs wide open for me. She was curious, touching my shaft and popping the drop of precum. She shoved her finger into her mouth and sucked it dry. “Do you like that?” I asked.

“It’s the greatest thing I’ve ever tasted.”

I rubbed the head of my cock in her glistening nectar a few times. I watched both holes and sought the one closest to her butthole. The womb of fertility. I plunged right in, making her gasp. Not much was needed as my balls were already on torturous fire. Ten strokes were all it took as I spurted my cum into the depths of her womb. She shook from the sensation as my seeds started competing for her eggs. I rubbed my knuckles on her cheeks. “Are you alright?”

She just nodded. “I feel it. I feel it in my womb.”

I breathed out for a moment, but my cock was still throbbing hard. The little hourglass angel still lay there sighing in relief. I scanned my eyes across the angels. I rose, feeling the after wave of the orgasm rippling over my body. I got my hands on two of the tallest ones. They both had similar high cheekbones and bell-shaped boobs. The same dark blue eye color, looking like gems in the night. “Are you ready?”

They both nodded, biting their lips as they were about to be bred. “I will take you both at the same time.”

I needed some rest and thought of having one of them blowing me while I licked the other. “What do you say about taking my weapon into your mouth and sucking on it.”

She dipped her head. “Uhm, if you want.”

She eyed my seeping cock. It glistened from the recent fluids. She looked a bit unsure of herself, a bit timid. “Are you sure you want me to take it in your mouth … I don’t want to bite you.”

“Just use your lips and tongue and bob your head.”

“Will it feel good for you?” she made sure before starting the act.

“It will feel like heaven.”

She went to work, going between my legs and lying on her stomach, her wings spread wide. She reached for the shaft. “It’s harder than a sword hilt,” she giggled and studied the tip, running a finger along the vein and pulling down the foreskin. “It looks amazing.”

She then opened her mouth and sucked long and slow. I breathed out in relief. The twin sat down next to me, getting curious about our act. I reached my finger at her bush, reminding her I hadn’t forgotten her. “Sit on my face with your legs spread. I want to taste your sweet lubricants.”

Her lips curled up to a smile. It seemed like she was familiar with this position and had been dirty in the past. She sank her crisp slit right over my face, and I went on and feasted on her. Her twin got better with the sucking, taking me deeper down and massaging my head with her throat muscles. I parted the angel’s butt cheeks with my hands and ground her ass against my face. My tongue tickled her sweet spots, making more juice flowing out from her hole.

I was blinded by the bright light and felt an incoming orgasm as my balls got hotter. I lifted the angel from my face, displaying my manly strength. I sat her down on all four and beckoned the other angel next to her. I pulled her ass cheeks apart and pushed my throbbing shaft deep into her pink cave. I pumped her furiously, grunting. She stiffened when my dick bottomed out in her pussy. Unlike the delicious sucking, I couldn’t ignore the tightening of her walls around my dick or the gush of fluids that rushed around it as she came. I shot powerful blasts of hot, potent cum deep into her womb. I struggled to contain myself. I had to pull out and plow her twin’s soil as well. I got out while a sweat dribbled down the side of my head. I stabbed her deep before the third blast would be spilled on her ass instead and stuffed my rod deep into her soil, firing away more molten cum.

I got out, pulling out a mixture of my cum and her lubricants. I caressed the curve of their asses, the heat still keeping me hard. The angels exchanged glances. “It’s so rich and thick,” one of them said.

“I know, but it feels so nice.”

My eyes jumped back and forth between the two remaining angels. I beckoned them with my sopping finger and stroked my shaft hard again with my left hand.
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I opened my eyes and was greeted by the sight of fluffy clouds. They veiled the sun for a moment, and then I let my gaze wander till I saw the little hourglass angel. She came over with a wet cloth and wiped my right cheek. “Good morning,” she said. “Drool just kept trickling.”

“That’s sweet of you,” I mumbled. I recognized the soft cloud beneath me and the breeze up here at the higher altitude. It was such a heavenly place to wake up to, especially after having bred five beautiful angels. I didn’t feel equally as depleted as last time.

The dark blonde-haired angel flew behind me with a comb. She combed my blonde hair while hers flowed behind her. The clouds made room for the sun. The light streamed at her and trickled down her hair and gown. “How long have I been sleeping?” I asked and made sure this wasn’t another dream.

“More than a day,” she said, her voice sweet and pleasant.

I closed my eyes for a little while. The twins were at my feet, giving me a delicious foot massage. They untied any knots and made me purr, preparing me for my next endeavor.

I slowly got up to my feet and felt reborn. I went over to the edge of the head and scanned my eyes across Angel Island. “Don’t you want to rest some more?” the angels asked with a flirtish smile.

I knew they enjoyed taking care of me, and I hoped they wouldn’t feel insulted. “I have gotten plenty of rest by now,” I said. “Your foot massage was the best I’ve ever gotten, but I should start my day by now.”

She demurely lowered her eyes. “As you wish. We had a fun and pleasurable evening with you yesterday.”

“We definitely had,” I said and thought briefly over the sex acts. I didn’t think too much of them. I could see Gabriella from here, along with many other angels. I summoned my cloud puff and flew toward the center of the island with the newly bred angels with me.

We landed by the lake. Gabriella played her harp with a couple of her angels. The melodies eased pressure and relieved any tension. The songs pulled me in, and I slumped down on the wood log. She had her eyes gently closed as she wagged back and forth to the rhythm of the song. She played the last tunes and opened her eyes, not surprised to see me. She’d been waiting for me as usual. “How was the breeding?”

“It took me to Heaven.”

She smiled softly. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. You deserve the pleasure, especially after what you have given to us—”

“Merchants are coming!” An angel cried out. She hovered above us, peeking through a telescope.

“It must be the elves,” Gabriella said. She patted my thigh. “Follow me; they will be glad to meet you.” She laid the harp aside and eagerly soared up into the air. I followed her on my cloud puff and landed by the pier. I shielded my eyes from the sunlight, and the spray of water as the river hit the cloud bank. An incoming ship sailed toward us. It was dark green. I saw several tall female figures onboard. They didn’t look human to me, but neither did they look like angels. “Who are they?”

“The winged elves,” Gabriella said. “Anna, fetch me the gold and silver and Layla. We’ll buy as much as they have.“

Layla landed next to me. “Slept well?”

“Haven’t slept so well in years,” I said. “You know the quality of bows and arrows?”

“Better than I know this island,” she said. It was the first time I had heard her answer with so much confidence. It was a good sign since I was still unsure about archery.

They threw the rope toward the pier. The Angels tied it up to a cleat. The winged elves were a bit taller than the angels. They had pointy ears, exactly as I expected them to have. Their hair was straight, bright, and long. They were all dressed in cloaks with quivers slung to their back. “Gabriella,” the blonde elf said with a nod.

“Forgon,” Gabriella greeted him back with a nod. “We aren’t flying by ourselves any longer. We’ve got a male who has married us and sworn to protect us now.”

“Rumors have already spread far and wide that he even won the gladiators, and that’s why the Endless River has been opened again.”

“That’s true,” Gabriella said proudly. She stepped aside and introduced me to the elf. “This is Raphael, our main male.”

He had long and thin hair, falling straight down to his waist. I met his emerald green eyes when I bowed for him. His wings were a bit smaller and thinner than the angels. “Winged elf?”

“Yes,” he said. “Also known by our ancient name avariel. I’m Forgon, a merchant and a good friend of Haldir, our main male.”

His crew was all females, and they were all drop-dead gorgeous. I found it difficult showing my respect to Forgon, but it was hard not to peek at those tall winged elves with their pointy ears and forest-looking clothes. “I’m Raphael. You must have traveled far. You and your crew are more than welcome to eat with us.”

“It will be a pleasure. Haldir has written you a letter.”

“I would love to read it by the eternal flame. We also have to buy some supplies. I will let Layla take care of the negotiations while we settle down for a bit.”

Forgon beckoned one of his females. “I’ve also come prepared and cherry-picked a good negotiator.”

Layla gave her a look that told me she wasn’t impressed. I patted her back. “Make me proud now.”

“Don’t even worry about it.”

We walked around for a moment. I had Gabriella with me in case she needed to explain something further. “I haven’t been here for many, many years, but it’s still as beautiful as I remembered it.” His eyes followed a herd of winged sheep. The sight made his stomach groan. “A delicacy.”

“It will be a pleasure to invite you for some,” I said.

“It’s an honor to serve guests meat,” he said and patted his tummy, soft from all the years on the river. “I can’t guarantee the same hospitality whenever you decide to visit the Elven Forest.”

“It’s the thought that counts,” I reassured him. “I’m grateful for anything.”

After we’d walked around the island, we settled by the flames. I already saw the angels hauling sacks of quivers swollen with arrows. The recurve bows looked ten times more powerful than the ones the angels had made.

“I can’t imagine Skyfar’s face when you made him change his mind,” Forgon said. “I’ve never met such a stubborn male in my life.”

“Neither have I,” I said. “But I fear something deep is troubling him. Even if he’s softened a bit, for now, I don’t know how long it will last.”

As soon as I said that, Gabriella patted me gently on the thigh. I recognized the look on her face. It was when she’d told me not to think about the dangers. To let go and focus on the real threats instead of making up ones in my head. I gave her a curt nod.

“That’s what Haldir has written in his letter about the past years … they have been rough to keep it brief.”

“It’s been rough for all of us,” Gabriella added. “We’ve been isolated till a couple of days ago without a male to care for us. Without Raphael, I’m sure we would have been driven to extinction.”

“It has indeed,” Forgon agreed. He reached inside his cloak and brought out a letter. “It’s for both you and Gabriella.”

I reached for it first. It was laced with an emerald green ribbon and signature on top. I passed it on to Gabriella. “Read it for us.”

“Will do,” she said, pulling off the ribbon and opening the letter.

I laced my fingers across my belly and listened intently. “Hello, Gabriella, the mother of all angels; it’s a pleasure to finally get in touch with you. We received news that a daughter of the goddesses, a valkyrie, brought you a male who has proven to be more than capable. If he is there listening, then it’s a pleasure to get in touch with him as well. Because of the isolation, we haven’t gotten so much news from you. As a fellow heavenly race, we hope you are thriving in these difficult times. Hearing about the angel and Raphael, who won the gladiators, makes me think that the tide has turned for the better. I will give you an update from the Elven Forest. We have gone through rough times lately. Not paranoia like Skyfar or an even male-to-female ratio curse, but we have suffered attacks from vultures, orcs, and crowmen. They aren’t behaving as they used to. I’m suspecting they are being groomed for a higher and more evil purpose. So far, we’ve had the strength to ward off their attacks, and the casualties have been replenished from a night of breeding, but we are afraid that if this continues, we won’t be as successful as we’ve been. Fordon, one of our best sailors, will bring you supplies I hope you will need. I can’t wait to get my hands on your gold and sheep. I haven’t tasted that delicious meat in ages. Maybe we will meet again; best regards, Haldir, the main male of the avariel.” Gabriella smiled, but it didn’t last for that long. “It certainly is a joy to hear from him again, but how severe have the attacks been lately?”

“It’s been bad,” Forgon admitted gravely. “They appear at random with no way to predict the time. They attempt to burn down our forest, but we’ve been successful putting out the flames with magic spells. They have also started appearing in greater numbers, and their attacks have become way more sophisticated.”

“I’ve noticed the same with the crowmen,” Gabriella said, her face darkening. “Someone must be leading them. Orcs, crowmen, and vultures aren’t known for their brain capacity.”

“And they are easy to manipulate.”

“I’ve heard little about this swamp they inhabit,” I said. “But have you fared there to retaliate their attacks?”

“We haven’t, but Haldir has talked about it,” Forgon said. “I believe he’s already preparing for an assault. These wicked beings are stepping a bit too far.”

I didn’t see why they hadn’t done so earlier. If they kept on attacking and they didn’t retaliate, why would they stop? I didn’t say so. Forgon and Haldir sounded way more respectable than Skyfar. I saw no point in wounding their honor.

Eventually, we finished buying supplies. The crew joined us by the fire. We put the grieving news behind us and tried to enjoy the evening, telling stories and playing instruments. They were fond of playing the flute. I closed my eyes. It was magical listening to the sounds of authentic instruments. It spread joy and unity among all of us.

As the day wore on, it was time for the winged elves to leave. Gabriella and I had written Haldir a letter. We handed the letter with a golden ribbon to Fordon. “It’s been a pleasure,” she said. “You are always welcome to our island.”

“The sheep was delicious,” he said. “I’m sure Haldir will find great joy among the precious metals and your words.”

I bowed to him. “And we’ve been needing weapons for a long time.”

“I hope they will come for great use,” he said, pleased to have helped and also pleased at the chunks of gold. He boarded his merchant ship with his crew. I untied the rope and threw it back to them.

“They will,” I promised him. “We’ll practice every day from now on.”

They started rowing away from our island, standing on board and waving at us. I was surrounded by angels who waved at them back. They were intrigued since there hadn’t been visitors here in years. The music and company had been lovely, and I wished they would return as soon as possible.

Even though it was evening, I heard the twang of snapping bowstrings, followed shortly by the dull thud of flint snapping against the targets. The angels enjoyed the weapons over at the playground, spilling sweat as they went through the drills. Layla wiped her brow. “So many numbers to keep track of it made me exhausted.”

“You sure made a good bargain with them,” Gabriella flattered her. “I hope you will get some rest.”

She shook her head. “I will have to try out these bows first. They also gave us a couple of saplings as a bonus. I always love putting my own touches on weapons.”

Gabriella and I moved away from the playground. We’d checked the weapons and made sure they were of high quality. None of us were disappointed. We settled by the eternal flame. I inched my hips closer to Gabriella; something was bothering her. “Are you alright?”

“For the moment, since you are here, but the news with the orcs, vultures, and crowmen was not what I’d hoped for.”

“It could have been worse,” I said. “At least Haldir and the rest of them seem to be in good health compared to the other males.”

“You are right,” she said and nodded. “I had another vision after you mentioned the High Roost Islands.”

“What was it?” I asked, more than happy to steer the conversation away from doom and gloom.

“I had a vision earlier of seeing you with wings.”

“I’ve had similar dreams before,” I told her. “Many times, from childhood to now.”

“You were almost meant to be here with us,” she said. “But I believe it’s a sign to help you. What’s your plans for the upcoming days?”

“I must get to Doragon and sort out what’s wrong with his temper. We need ore and unity just as much as we needed wood from the elves.”

“That’s what I suspected after what you told me yesterday. I have some visions involving the inside of a mountain. You cannot use your cloud puff. It’s an enclosed space, and you must have wings in order to get by.”

“How do I get wings?” I asked. It sounded too good to be true. Having wings on my back has been one of my greatest dreams. I knew, though, that Ariella had mentioned something similar during my first day here.

“You have to find a fairy and mate with her. The issue here is that they have been scattered from their original homes and are hiding. They are a vulnerable race and one without a male as well.”

“They sound like they are more vulnerable than us.”

“Not really; they can live up to five times our age and are much smaller. Their magic abilities make them good at hiding from dangers.”

“In your vision, did you see where?”

“I did; I heard a loud cry, not too far away from here … farther west. A fairy is in danger; by helping her, she will be grateful to part her legs for you and share the pleasure of the womb of magic. That’s what I have picked up so far, and also that she is incredibly flirty and teasing, but almost all fairies are like that.”

The womb of magic. It made my mouth drool and my shaft harden. It left little to the imagination what had to be done in order to enter this magical womb. “I think I might leave now. Even if it is evening, I have almost slept for an entire day. I’m not so tired.”

“You do what you have to do,” she said and stroked my back with her wings. Her lips turned up in a flirtish smile. “You look handsome already. It will be fun seeing you return with wings.”

“How can you know I will find her and be successful already?”

“I have no reason to doubt you after what you accomplished earlier. And I sense danger, not a catastrophe.”

Something told me she would miss my naked back the way she stroked me like that.  “I don’t know how long I will be gone,” I told her. “But when I return, I will try to make my way to Doragon.”

“Don’t you want to rest?” I whirled around. Ariella stood there, her eyes twinkling. I was certain she meant spending time here with her instead of actually getting some rest.

“I have rested enough. I slept for more than a day.”

“I know, the twins you bred with are the ones usually preparing food here. They could fight sometimes, but I have never seen them smile so brightly. I’m still smiling after you entered me. It’s one of my most precious memories.”

I agreed. When I had pumped my seeds into her womb of strength, the danger had pulled us closer. It just made the sexual experience more intense. “I enjoyed it too. But we’ll soon go out again.”

“I wonder what Skyfar will say when we successfully get to the High Roost Islands.” She folded her arms across her chest, pushing them up ever so slightly. “Who does he think he is, making fun of us?”

“Something bothers him as well,” I told her. “It’s what Julia told us. When he fed the widewing, he was himself. I saw a happy man, not one riddled with fear and anxiety.”

“Meh,” she said and shrugged. “Are you going somewhere special? Can I come with you? I don’t feel like sleeping after the winged elves came here. Did you hear the flute?”

“I did, and they played it beautifully, but Gabriella saw me with wings in one of her visions, and she also told me about a fairy to the west in danger. I will go by myself.”

She gasped. “Are you getting wings? That would make you look even better.”

“I’m; Gabriella told me it was needed. She suspected we had to venture inside a volcano to find the source of Doragon’s pain.”

“I see … a kiss?”

I pressed my lips tightly against hers. Her eager and vivid tongue darted out, twisting and twining. I was startled as usual whenever she would wield that vibrant tongue of hers. Surprise gave way to a heady, hot sensation. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and brought her in closer. We then broke apart. A teasing smile stretched light and easy across both of our faces. “That was a good kiss,” she said, swiping her tongue on her lips, side to side, to catch every drop of my taste.

“It sure was.” I lifted the whistle to my lips and blew the mouthpiece. The heavenly melody spread through the air. Felicia cried and landed happily next to me. I turned to Gabriella, her eyelids growing heavy with sleep. “Any advice on where to fly?”

“Follow the winds,” she said. She looked at my lips. I got a feeling she felt some sort of jealousy for the kiss. I approached her and kissed her lips as well. “Sweet dreams.”

She smiled. “You too.”

I mounted Felicia while Ariella stroked her mane and let her greasily lick her face.

“She’s the cutest,” she said, wiping the pearly saliva from her face. “When do you think you’ll return?”

“I don’t know, probably by tomorrow.”

“Fly safe,” Ariella said.

I took off, leaving Ariella and Gabriella waving at me.




My hands were planted at her neck as we flew quickly. A sheet of clouds covered the sky. With the lack of sunlight, it got slightly cooler. I did as Gabriella told me, letting the winds guide my way. It didn’t take more than a day till I saw an island on the horizon. The clouds were darker and thicker. Felicia cried. I had a gut feeling that something over there wasn’t as it should have been.

I circled over the island and stared down at the dark green treetops. The leaves rustled in the wind, and the branches kept swaying. A clearing was in the middle of the forest, making it look like an eye from here above. I saw a weird-looking light moving under the canopy of trees. It was like an oversized firefly buzzing back and forth.

“It must be the fairy,” I said to myself. I patted Felicia’s neck, and she gladly lowered me to the ground. I vaulted off her. The grass reached my knees, and I could hardly see any hints from anyone here except for the bright light. “Hello?” I shouted. My eyes followed the light deep in the forest. It suddenly stood still and flew toward me in this meandering path till she came flying out to the clearing. She was a lot smaller than an angel but definitely more voluptuous, shorter than five feet. The size of her boobs made my jaw drop. Measuring with my eye, it looked like a triple D-cup. She was scantily dressed, with silky chest wrap that glistened and a whirling skirt made of the same fabric. She held a wand as tightly as if it were her sword. It emitted stars which evaporated into the air. She flew back and forth, studying me. I could see through her crystal-clear wings, equally as magical as herself.  She giggled cutely. I took that as a sign I was welcome. “So, I have a friendly visit for once. One that doesn’t carry malintent.”

I smiled even if it wasn’t the usual way I’d been greeted before. “I’m Raphael, and I’m seeking a fairy.”

“And mister handsome has found one. What do you want from me? To squeeze my boobs or my butt?” She spun around in the air, making her skirt whirl. She flashed her bottom, a heart-shaped ass that begged to be penetrated. Her coquettish behavior caught me off guard. I didn’t know fairies were this erotic.

“Not quite,” I struggled to say. I sure did want to squeeze her flesh, but I also had another errand. “I came here to be endowed with magic.”

“Endowed with magic?” she propped her little face up with her hands and lay down in the air, folding her legs behind her. She hovered toward me and looked at me with greater interest. “You want me to share my magic with you, a random human traveler?”

“I’m the main male of the angels and not some random human traveler,” I said firmly. I couldn’t tell whether it was an insult or not, but it didn’t sound right to me.

Her eyes strayed down my body, stopping between my legs and then flicking to my sword. “You sure are … and a strong male wants something from a vulnerable fairy-like I. I find that enticing and erotic at the same time.” She flew closer toward me, our noses almost touching. “Do you mind pulling my chest wrap away from me? I’m getting warm and giddy just by flying around here.”

I stiffened. I should have been used to females just serving themselves to males on a silver platter by now. I reached my greedy fingers to her chest wrap and slipped them off her shoulders. Her boobs fell and bounced. I was mistaken; it must have been a quadruple D-Cup. Her boobs weren’t the only thing that fell, and so did my Jaw. They were round like a watermelon at the bottom, and her nipples were tiny, like the point of a pen. “They are getting cold. Do you mind cupping them?” she said and twirled her hair on her finger. She blushed innocently as she pulled me in.

“Oh gosh,” I sighed in relief as I squeezed them. They were the softest and warmest pair of breasts I had ever gotten my hands on.

“Are they perhaps a bit too big for you?” she teased. “I know a male loves some novelties. I can perhaps shrink them a couple of sizes.”

Right before me, her boobs shrank. Instead of bell-shaped melons, they looked like round gravity, defying balloons. I had only seen such boobs back at home enhanced with silicone, never in their natural shape. “How did you do that?” I asked and immediately attacked them with my hungry hands. I giggled like a horny teenager. To see such a rapid change turned me on.

“I’m a fairy, come on,” she said. “If you taste my nipples. I can make them turn into any color or taste you want.”

They were currently light brown. I rubbed her erect nipples, springing back up, threatening to cut a wound on my hand. “Make them light pink and tasty like strawberries.”

She closed her eyes. The areola faded into pink along with her pointy nipples. I planted my mouth on one of them and tasted sweet strawberries at the peak of the summer. I grazed her boobs and sucked the wonderful taste. She giggled and had to push my head away before her laugh would spill all over us. “You are definitely a male. No female would suck titties like that; first test is passed; now I want to know how well you pleasure me.”

A string of salvia stretched from my lower lip to her nipple. “What?” I asked, bewildered. I just wanted to return to her breasts, squeezing my face into her cleavage.

“Yes,” she said and spread her legs in midair. “Remove my nether clothes. I want to make sure you can please me as a male. But only tongue and lips first.” She covered her naughty little mouth and giggled.

Those cute laughing sounds were enchanting. I slipped off her nether garments, revealing a crisp pink slit without any hair. “I made it the color pink since you wanted my boobs to have that color; let me know if you want me to change it.”

“You can change the color of your pussy?”

“Dah,” she said and rolled her coquettish eyes.

“Try strawberry pink.”

She closed her eyes and waved her wand. The glittering stars blinded me, and then her slit changed color to a ripe strawberry. “Do you want it to taste like a strawberry as well?”

“Do I?”

She closed her eyes, and pink juice flowed from her sex. “Now, have a taste and tell me what needs to be changed for your heavenly desert.”

While she was still hovering in the air, I went between her parted legs. I buried my face into her pussy, slipping my sopping tongue over her delicious wings. I got hungry for more. “Can you make it look more like a butterfly?”

She changed the form of the slit to a perfect butterfly. The wings were already soaked, begging to be grazed. “You must be one of the most heavenly races out there.”

“Too bad someone wanted us to be gone,” she said. She bit her lower lips as I continued to work my tongue on her delicate and sensitive parts. She started wagging back and forth; her teeth continued to sink into her lips. “Hmm, you sure know how to pleasure a female. I haven’t had a male in many years. Try to stick your finger in there. It will surprise you.”

My finger slid right in. “Go a bit further,” she beckoned me.

I did as she wished. I couldn’t find any depth. “How is that even possible?” I should have reached her womb by now. That the petite little fairy had a pussy extending far into her body was mind-boggling. Her walls then tightened to the point she strangled my finger. I aborted and pulled myself out from her walls. I stared wide-eyed. If it only was my cock that penetrated that thing. Her lips slid up to a grin. “So, you want to do the real thing? Correct me if I’m wrong.”

“Yeah,” I said, my cock already piping hot from all the torturous teasing.

“When you have entered my womb of magic, what type of body part do you want … Please don’t tell me about a larger penis.”

“No, I want wings. I need it in order to pursue my quest.”

She propped her head on her hands, her boobs still defying gravity and her hair magically flowing without the wind blowing. “I think wings will look fabulous on you. The icing over the cake.”

“It’s been a lifelong dream of mine.”

“Do you know what has been a lifelong dream of mine?”

I shook my head slowly, emphasizing I didn’t have a clue. She was a magical fairy, after all, so what more could she possibly ask for?

“I want to be able to live peacefully with my children … Too bad I can’t,” she sniffled.

I looked around. I had been so caught up by her erotic tease. I completely forgot about our surroundings. I couldn’t spot any hostilities and dangers around here. The clouds were a bit dark and depressive, but her magical wand and vivid imagination turned this into a colorful fairytale. “How come?”

“We are being hunted toward extinction by vultures and orcs. One has been preying on us for a long time. I don’t dare to let my darlings go out in the sunshine.”

“Where are they? I don’t see anyone here?”

“Follow me,” she said, whirling around. Her hair flowed as she flew toward a boulder. I found it difficult to watch where I was walking. Her heart-shaped ass faced me with all her heavenly flavors scenting the air. She stopped in front of the boulder and moved her wand, spreading small twinkling stars. The ground shook as she moved the boulder to the right. A hole, looking more like a cylinder-shaped tube, plunged right down the soil. She flew down, and I foolishly jumped. It was a lot longer than I expected. I barrel rolled at the bottom and grunted in pain. “Sorry,” she teased. “I should have warned you.”

“It’s alright,” I said, dusting the dirt from my knees. The floor was tiled, and the path led to a bright fountain.

“Mommy!” The fairies cried. I saw at least twenty of them. They were no bigger than a child and clothed in silky nightgowns.

“My little darlings,” she said and opened her arms, snuggling with them all.

“Can we see mister sunshine now?”

“Not yet, but soon, we have found a male that will make our hideout safer.”

They looked at me shyly. I’ve always felt awkward around youngsters. Some of them fluttered behind their mother, hiding unsurely. “He’s here to help us,” the fairy said, holding onto her children. “Don’t worry about it; they are shy around strangers.”

“I’m equally as shy around children,” I said and felt even more awkward as they kept looking at me.

“I will leave you, little darlings, alone for a moment, okay?”

They all nodded. “And then we’ll see mister sunshine?”

“That’s up to our hero,” she said and smiled at me.

“What’s your name, by the way?” I asked.

“Cleya … I’m hoping your name is as handsome as yourself.”

“Raphael,” I said.

“I like that name a lot,” she said. “Reminds me of someone strong.”

She fluttered away from them, and I followed her to the hole leading up to the island. “I will help you up.” She slid her hands under my arms, mashing her gravity, defying magical breasts onto my back, and flew with me right back up. “I only let them out during the daytime and when my gut feeling tells me it’s safe. It breaks my heart to hide them like that, especially now that they are young, but I cannot let them flutter around freely.”

The signs of danger lowered my libido. I wanted to badly kill the vulture and the nasty orc. “Where are they?”

“They are hiding, waiting to strike when we are vulnerable.”

I gazed around the skies, having a feeling they were nearby. Felicia was in the background, scavenging for squirrels in the trees. I blew the whistle, and she came scuttering toward me. She gave my face the traditional lick. I could tell she was hungry when I heard her stomach growl. “Let’s fly,” I said and mounted her. “An adult vulture and an orc are somewhere close by.”

She cried, flailing her wings wilder than before. We ascended to the sky. She spread her wings as we glided across the air. She cried and pointed with her beak in one direction. I stroked her mane and leaned over to watch closer. I noticed a dark flying object. “Good catch,” I told her. “Are you ready for your first battle?”

She nodded eagerly while crying at them. I unsheathed my sword. They must have been circling that spot for a couple of hours, probably waiting for me to leave. The vulture was the same size as the widewing. His wings were dark as if dipped in ink. His breasts were gray, and his nasty-looking neck tall and narrow. It looked identical to the vultures I knew from earth, only ten times bigger. The ugly-looking orc had green skin. He was dressed in a fur vest and what looked like a loincloth. He held onto a club and a shield in his other hand. He pointed at us and uttered something in his incomprehensible language.

We showed no fear as we charged toward them. Felicia dove right under in the last second before clashing. I swung my sword in a vertical arc, drawing first blood. The Vulture cried out. We glided in a half circle and faced them again, but to my dismay, they were charging back to the island. I kicked Felicia’s flank. “Hurry!”

Felicia stretched her neck out and pointed her beak slightly downward. I held onto her neck as the speed threatened to make me fly off her. The vulture and the orc were reaching the island. They flew over the canopy of trees and darted her neck right at the light. I heard Cleya shriek, “Help!”

Felicia cried even louder and darted toward them. I tightened my grip on the sword. I roared as I swung my sword in a downward arc, slashing her left wing off. Both of them fell with a loud thump onto the island. Felicia made a turn and landed. I vaulted off her. “Take the adult vulture. The ugly orc is mine.”

The orc ran out from the forest with his club in his hand. He fumed, not liking that I had dealt with his precious animal. If he only understood, he won’t live much longer himself. The vulture shrieked and ran around like a headless chicken, flailing her right wing as streams of blood poured out on the other side. Felicia flew like an arrow right at the vulture, piercing her chest with her beak, creating a bigger wound than her wing. The Vulture cried out at the top of her lungs. The deafening shriek was loud and painful. She then slumped to her death.

The orc roared at the top of his ugly lungs and charged right at me. I jumped to the side and spun around on my right foot. I stuck the sharp end of my sword at his back. He arched his back in pain. He turned around and squealed. He came charging at me like a wild boar. The club clashed with my sword. It was too heavy and cumbersome for him to use. As soon as I exposed his bulky flesh, I stabbed him right in the chest, twisting my sword to make sure I killed him for good. I removed the blade from his vital organs. My blade was streaked with what I thought was his blood, but it was dark-looking like poisonous tar. I raised an eyebrow at the mess staining the beautiful grass. But I had to check on Cleya first. I sheathed my blade and ran into the forest. She sat on one of the tallest branches. “You can come down,” I told her. “They are both dead.”

She flew carefully down, chewing her nails. “Where are they?”

Felicia pushed the vulture closer to the orc. We surrounded the two invaders. Cleya looked relieved. No longer does she have to worry about those two. And her children could finally see mister sunshine. “You’ve no idea how much pain they have inflicted upon us.”

“I can only imagine,” I said and watched the corpses in contempt. “Is it normal for orcs to have black blood?”

“It isn’t, and neither is it for vultures,” Cleya said. “I believe they have been sent out here by a higher order in order to hunt us fairies to extinction. But luckily, you have come and cleared the skies.” I turned to her; she was already so close that I felt her breath on my neck. “Strawberry or cherries?

My heart thumped warmly. “How about raspberries?”

Her lips turned to the color of raspberries. She pressed them onto mine and slipped in her tongue. She kept pushing the raspberry-tasting saliva into my mouth, treating me like a king. She parted from my lips. She held onto something she wanted to share. “Thank you from the bottom of my heart. I can finally let my darlings play and grow freely instead of locked up underground.”

“You are welcome.”

“I’m not going to leave you here hanging for too long. My doors are open for you, and I will let you enter my womb of magic to fulfill one of your wishes. But first, I must ask you and your beautiful bird for a favor. Please, get those nasty corpses away from this island.”

“Will do,” I said with a curt nod. I motioned Felicia to help me push the vulture of the island. I pushed the orc away by myself. I had to ask Gabriella about the black blood. I wasn’t so comfortable to have minions of the Demon all the way out here preying upon weak races. Felicia pushed the vulture off the island. I patted her back and pointed at the forest. “Have yourself a treat, and so will I.” She scurried away and scavenged for more squirrels.

“Finally, I can move this boulder for good,” she said and swung her magical wand in the shape of a rainbow. The boulder tumbled aside with a loud thump, sending a cloud of dust up into the air. “Hopefully, it will remain there for good.”

“Will you carry me down now?” I asked, standing on the edge of the hole.

“It’s always a pleasure to get near your skin,” she said and slid her little arms under my arms. “But on our way up, it will be time for you to fly.”

She pulled me against her round boobs, her nipples erect. I knew what waited for me at the fountain. Her womb of magic was followed by a lifelong dream of growing wings. She sat me on the tiles and fluttered to her fairies.

“Mom is here!” they shouted in joy and swarmed around her, fighting for a spot to hug her.

“My beautiful fairies,” she said and kissed every single one of them. “The temporary darkness has vanished from our island. You are free to enjoy the evening.”

“Will we enjoy an evening outside?” they gasped as if it were too good to be true.

“Yes, it’s safe to be up there now,” she said and tried to encourage them to fly up.

“Will you also come?”

“I will, Little darlings, but you have to leave mommy alone for a little moment. A male will take care of me now.” She winked at me and then whisked them up to the sunlight.

“They are a bit too young for the naughty stuff,” she said, descending back to me by herself.

“I see,” I said, and my eyes fell right on her.

She reached me with her hand. “There is a bed of warm clouds at the end of the fountain; come with me.”

I followed her. She naughtily splashed water at me on her way. I splashed water on her back. She was in a flirtish mood and kept making her skirt whirl, so she flashed her sexy fairy slit. I picked up the scent of her nectar and already drooled for more. I floundered to the other side while she was fluttering. It didn’t look like a proper bed but more like a heap of clouds thrown against the walls. She landed on the clouds. “I haven’t been taken by a male in so many years. If you only knew how wet I am for you.”

We were both soaked from all the water splashing. Her wet clothes made it easy to see through her clothes. “If you only knew how hard I’m from all that teasing.”

“You teased me yourself the way you fought.” She extended her finger to my nose. “Do you smell it? I had my fingers buried in my slit while you took care of those ugly beasts.”

I inhaled deeply, filling my lungs with her sweet aroma. “That’s heaven right there.”

“How about we ascend there together?”

“Yeah,” I said in a husky voice.

She tugged at her chest wrap, beckoning me to remove it. I slipped it off her and revealed her round gravity-defying boobs with the jaw-dropping cleavage. “How do you want them?”

“Make them a bit tear-droppy, but definitely round at the bottom and not sagging too much.”

She fulfilled my wish. The boobs turned into the shape I desired right in front of my eyes. “That’s beautiful.”

My cock threatened to break a hole through my tunic. “I will pull these down before you ruin your heroic clothes,” she said. She started fumbling around my clothes and then pulled them down. When she pulled my loincloth free, my cock snapped back up and almost struck her little hand. She got a hold of the shaft. Her hands were so tiny she had to use both of them to get my cock under control. I pulled the tunic above my head and jumped into bed with her. I went straight for her breasts. She had formed them into the shape of my dreams.

My hands started to trail lower, reaching her skirt. I carefully slipped it off her and drooled at her voluptuous petite little figure. “Any changes?” she asked, her eyes fluttering.

“Make your slit strawberry pink and your hips, perhaps a few inches wider.”

I planted my hands on her hips, and they widened in my grip, making her even more voluptuous from the start. “Wow,” I said and started feeling sweaty already. I traced my eyes to her slit. It was strawberry pink, and the aroma had blended with her musky flavors. “I just have to taste you again.”

“I want to taste you too,” she begged with blushing cheeks.

“Swing around.”

She did as I wished. Her sexy slit on my face, and her mouth fell right on my cock. I gasped as we gave each other mutual pleasure. Her slippery tongue work made my balls ache, and all the while having her delicate hands stroking me. I was about to explode into her little mouth.

“You have to stop,” I said, panting.

“Did I perhaps make it feel … a bit too good?”

“For the moment,” I said and scooped up another stringy drop of her lubricants.

She turned around and lay on her back. She parted her legs for me. I fingered both of her holes, making her moan. “Which one is the magical one?”

“The one that fits your dick,” she said with a giggle.

I knew which one she meant. It was the one where I had fingered her without depth. I rubbed my cock on her glistening juices, washing it before entering her. I then aimed my cock in the hole all the way to the top. “Before you spill your seeds into my magical womb, what do you truly desire?”

“To grow wings like a male angel.”

She nodded curtly, biting her lips. “What are you waiting for? Spill your seeds inside me, and I will fulfill your wish.”

I slipped right into her cave of magic. I found no depth as I bottomed out. I pulled out so the head of my cock kissed her butterfly and went back in with long, quick strokes. I planted my fists right over her enhanced hips. My heart went racing as I continued to plow her. She pushed her little legs toward my hips, locking me in her grip. The pleasure overwhelmed her. I increased my pace. I felt the magic radiating from her womb. It seized and blinded me. All I knew was that I had to keep fucking her, making the magic grow more intense. I heard her sing louder and louder. The stars spiraled around us, taking us to a cold colorful land filled with magical colors snaking through the sky. The colors then plunged into my heart, making me tremble. I pushed all the way into her womb of magic and spurted out my cum. The final ingredient in the recipe of magic. The final key that would open up the treasure chest. I roared as the orgasm made us reach the peak, and at the same time, this intense feeling gripped my back. It got so intense I kept roaring. Then I saw only stars and blacked out.




I opened my eyes to a couple of butterflies fluttering above me. It was a strange morning. One of the rare times when I had slept deeply but couldn’t recall any dreams. I looked around and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. I recognized the island and also the young fairies playing around. It was sunny for a change. The sheet of depressive clouds had dispersed and fled.

I went back to itching my neck. When I withdrew my hand, a feather was caught between my middle and index finger. My eyes widened. Could it be? Has she fulfilled my wish? I felt behind my back again, running my finger from the top of my wing all the way to the bottom. I reached back with my left hand, starting from the top and running it all the way to the bottom.

“Is this for real?” I asked myself and sprang up to my feet. I felt a new sensation in my body. A new body part. I pinched my wing and felt the pain. It was a part of me, but I didn’t know how to move them yet. They were just there.

“Mommy, he is awake!” the little fairies shouted.

Cleya fluttered to me. “Look how handsome you look.”

“Do you have a mirror?” I asked her with the widest smile I’d ever had.

She waved with her wand, and a mirror appeared right in front of my eyes. I gasped. Wide white wings were right at my back, as real and clear as myself. “I can’t believe it.”

“But you have to,” Cleya said and stroked my feathers. “They are as real as the weapon you let me play with yesterday.”

“How do I move them?” I asked, dumbfounded.

“As if you were moving your hands.”

With those words, it just clicked. I flapped them once and then twice. I lifted off the ground and started laughing like a madman. I flew around the island, skimming the treetops, flying under the island, and coming back to the other side. It was so much more powerful than the cloud puff. I flew quicker, and the sensation was so much greater. It reminded me of the wingsuit, but this time I didn’t have to fly down. I could fly up and wherever I wanted.

I descended back to the island, happier than I’d ever been. Cleya shared my enthusiasm and happiness. “What you are feeling right now is the same I’m after you’ve cleared out the dangers. I’m more than elated that my fairies can play around here freely again.”

“It was my pleasure,” I said. “What happened yesterday?”

“I gave you a taste of my magic,” she said and tittered. “I know it can be overwhelming if you’ve never dealt with magic before.”

“It felt like you took me north. The neon colors … they were mind-boggling.”

“Yes, it was our home before we dispersed, but the magic is still there for anyone to see. They are called the Northern Lights. I hope one day I can show you. It’s been an honor to have gotten your seeds.”

She opened up her arms, and I hugged her in midair. I had to grope her bottom. It was a sad moment to say goodbye to her delicious parts. “If I had a wish, I would keep you here and play with you. But I have a feeling the world needs you more than I do. “

“I don’t live far away, so we might meet again one day.”

“That will be my reasonable wish.” She snuck her hand under my tunic. “I will just say goodbye to your wand.”

She gave it a few more lovely strokes, enough to make me moan. She let go and sought my lips, pressing them softly against mine. They tasted like ripe cherries. We parted. “Good luck wherever you will fare,” she wished me.

I brought the mouthpiece to my lips and blew. “Good luck to you too.” I flapped my wings and flew up to Felicia. Her eyes widened as she recognized me. She flew around me, thrilled for my wings. I stroked her mane. “So, so, I’m still Raphael.” I mounted her and cast a final glance behind me. Cleya played with her children. What a heavenly fairy. I wished we will meet again.
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I flew back with the sun rising in the background. Waves of golden light flooded the world, washing away the stars and moon. We flew past the fluffy clouds, dodging and skimming them. I felt the fresh breeze on my wings, fluttering the feathers. It was a novel but a heavenly sensation. A lifelong dream of mine that had finally been fulfilled and not partial like the wingsuit.

I saw Angel Island on the horizon. The pink river sprayed out from the edge, and the Endless River ran by its side. Most angels were still asleep, drifting on their clouds during this beautiful morning. Gabriella, the early riser, stood by the river and washed her gown. She was still clothed. I wished she only had one gown, so I could watch her naked, but that was for another time. Only because she was the oldest of the angels, I found her equally as attractive as anyone else there.

Gabriella turned to us. We landed right next to her, right at the edge of the island. There the water flowed up and then onward to the Endless River. I didn’t jump down but flapped my wings and descended slowly, showing off the new addition to myself. “You look like one of us,” she said and drank at the sight of me.

“It feels like home,” I said and gave them another glorious flap. She strode over to my side and stroked the feather, brushing her hands against them.

“They are beautiful. You must have pleased the fairy well for her to give you such a gift.”

“Indeed, I did. It brings me to another subject I’m not so fond of speaking about, especially after having received these wings.”

“I had a feeling you would return with bad tidings,” she said, her smile retreating, and so did her fingers from my wings. “Most angels are asleep now and will be for some time. They were wide awake until night, practicing with bows and arrows. They are very fond of manly weapons and found it hard not to touch them anymore.”

I recognized what she was saying. After having bred the angels, they found it impossible to keep their hands behind their backs. They just wanted to touch more and more. “It’s good; they need to learn and practice. Being perfect doesn’t exist; even Layla and Ariella have things that can improve.”

“Typical male talk,” she jokingly said. “Us females don’t always think so far into the future. That’s why we are so dependent upon you.”

“And we need you to live too,” I reminded her.

“I know,” she said and lowered her eyes, a rare gesture from her. “What did you have in your heart? How did it go?”

“It went alright, and you were correct in your vision. There was a fairy named Cleya who was in danger. She was the mother of more than a dozen fairies. She’d hidden them in a fountain underground. I’ve never seen anything like that.”

“I know. She built the fountain. All fairies do, they aren’t so strong, and they rely on survival from their magic.”

“And what you said with them being flirtish was no joke. She teased me in the beginning to the point of torture, then asked me to take care of an orc and vulture.”

Gabriella smiled briefly. It was both humor and grave things in what I told her. “She didn’t know you. Only that you were a male; that’s why she wanted to make sure she had you in some grip. Did she make her boobs appear too big?”

I grinned. “It’s enough to say that she fulfilled all of my wishes.”

“So, you slay the orc and vulture. That part you don’t have to tell me.”

“I sure did, but it was something strange with their blood, or what should have been blood. It was black like melted obsidian.”

She nodded slowly as it dawned on her what it meant. “The Demon has corrupted them. Orc and vulture blood should be like our blood, deep red. It confirms what Forgon told us yesterday.” She stopped short, folding her arms across her chest and turning toward the horizon. She fixed her eyes and sighed gravely. “Even if there were only two of them, I don’t like the sound of that. Especially how they got so close to us without being seen.”

“It was half a day’s journey,” I said.

“It’s still too close,” she said. “It’s typical of them to choose those that are weak and vulnerable.”

“We can’t let this continue,” I said firmly and fixed my eyes on the horizon as well. “We have to unite against them. If this Demon is out there corrupting more races while we are divided, this can be fatal to all of us.”

“Too bad only a few of us see what you do, but you are right.”

We stood there for a little while, gazing while the wind was blowing softly. Even if I had accomplished a lot in the short time I’d been in this world, there was a whole lot more that had to be done. “Do you still sense it will be safe for now? Will this be a good time to venture out to Doragon?”

She nodded slowly and thoughtfully. “Something tells me you won’t find a better time than now. I believe it’s confirmed twice by how handsome you have become with wings.”

“So, I wasn’t handsome before?” I said and playfully arched an eyebrow.

“You were and always have been,” she admitted. “But you have gotten a finishing touch that will make you irresistible.”

She stroked my wings, wishing perhaps it was my shaft instead. It was overwhelming how everyone out here wanted a piece of me. We heard an arrow whistling in the air. Layla sat on the edge of her cloud puff, steadily flying closer toward us. “She’s hungry for adventure,” Gabriella said.

“Wow,” she said, watching me in awe. “You have wings!” She jumped out of her cloud puff and quickly came over to us. She touched and felt all over them. “They are beautiful.”

“They look the same as yours.”

“No, they are even prettier.”

I then suddenly felt another pair of hands on my back. I twisted my neck, and Ariella touched them too.

“So, what did you do to get them?”

“I had to help a fairy.”

She grinned. “You can be more specific than that.”

I rolled my eyes while both of them were stroking my wings. I turned to Gabriella for guidance. “I need guidance on our upcoming journey to the High Roost Islands.”

“Will you bring me with you?” Ariella blurted, still holding onto my wings.

“Let’s sit down first,” I said. “By the eternal fire.”

Gabriella winked. “Let’s see your wings in action and fly there.”

I spread my wings and flew to the eternal flames. We settled by the wood logs. Layla was still with us. I had an inkling she wanted to join me badly. “Is there anything I should know about the dragons before going there?”

“A few things,” Gabriella said. “First of all, they speak another tongue than us … one that Layla happened to be fluent in.”

Layla lowered her eyes. “Maybe not fluent, but I can speak it somewhat.”

I nodded, impressed, and then looked warily over at Ariella. “I’m not so sure of having both of you with me then.”

“Are you discarding me already?” Ariella asked, clearly insulted.

“We need someone to protect the angels,” I reminded her.

“And the angels can protect themselves,” she said. “We have gone through drills and gotten fresh supplies, plus you have warded off any noticeable threats.”

I also wanted Ariella with me. We’d clicked so well over at Heaven’s Kingdom, but I tried to think tactically here. “In case of emergency,” I asked Gabriella. “Will the angels here be able to defend themselves?”

“It obviously depends upon the emergency,” Gabriella said. “But after you ward off the first crowmen attack and now recently having slain an orc and vulture, I hardly think there will be an emergency.”

I nodded thoughtfully. My eyes darted from Ariella to Layla. It sure was tempting to bring both of them with me. I already saw the possibility to get closer to them both. Unity was equally as important on this journey. Ariella nudged me, “So … what do you say?”

“Okay, both of you will come.”

Ariella attacked her in a sudden hug. Layla looked just as pleased. “Tell me a bit more about the dragons,” I asked Gabriella. “How different are they from the other heavenly races?”

“Quite different,” she said. “Their males have the ability to breathe fire, and their females breathe ice. The females are there to quench the fiery lust of the males. They are the biggest and strongest of all of the races in the World of Heaven, but also the kindest after you’ve earned their trust.”

Of course, no Napoleon complex among such a race. “How do we get there, since if we follow the Endless River, we’ll have to go through Heaven’s Kingdom.”

“That’s correct, but there is a shortcut,” she said. “You will need to cross the vast space and let the warmth guide you. Dragons and Widewings are also closely related. Felicia will easily find the destination with the help of her senses.”

I nodded and didn’t think there was more to know for now. “I will rest for a moment. Layla and Ariella, get your equipment ready, and we’ll leave after we’ve eaten.”

They found it difficult to drag their hands off my wings. “We’ll have many intimate nights together; you can touch them then,” I reminded them.

They reluctantly let go and flew to the playground to reach for their equipment. “Do you sense anything that I should be prepared for?”

“A hot-tempered Doragon,” she said after closing her eyes. “It will be a challenge to free him from what plagues him, but possible now that you have wings.”

I brooded a little over leaving them alone, especially after fighting the orc and vulture not far from here. “And you are sure you will be left in peace while we will be gone? I mean, it will take a couple of weeks till we return.”

She nodded carefully. “Don’t think too much about us. You should keep your attention at Doragon.”

I’d no reason to doubt her, but I would certainly miss her wisdom and insight. Based upon our prior adventure with Skyfar, I knew our journey wasn’t straight but would likely contain twists and turns.
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The thunder rolled so loudly I could feel it in my chest. “We should find an island to rest,” I said. I peered through the gloomy weather. Billowing clouds loomed above us, shielding any light from the sky. We’d flown for more than a day so far. The cool breeze told me it was evening and time for some rest.

“I see one,” Ariella said, leaning over my shoulder and peering at the darkness. She had her hands wrapped around my waist and her tits generously pressed against my wings. I felt them just as well as if they’d been on my skin.

Layla had been quiet for some time. I didn’t know whether something bothered her or if she didn’t have anything to say. Forks of lightning came plunging from the sky, lighting up the world for a brief second. As the flash still lingered in the air, I saw the island Ariella was pointing at. I stroked Felicia’s neck. “You will get some rest soon, don’t worry.”

She cried out eagerly and flew quicker toward the island.

It was just an abandoned rocky island with a small cave. It was hardly big enough for all three of us. We landed on the craggy surface and stretched our arms and legs. The first drops started splashing right at my head. “Explain again how we sleep in the rain?” I asked them. So far, I had just seen them drifting half-nude on top of their cloud puffs. I wouldn’t mind seeing them soaked to the bone while wearing white gowns.

“That’s when we sleep together,” Ariella said. “One cloud puff above and one that we lay on.”

“I guess it means we’ll have to squeeze ourselves tightly together.”

Ariella’s lips slipped up to a grin. “That’s exactly what it will mean.”

Layla curled her hands into the sleeves of her gown. “I’ve never liked thunderstorms—” Her voice got cut off by another mighty sound, making the ground shudder.

“I’ve always been fascinated by it,” I told her. “We have a saying back in my world, whenever there was thunder, it was because one of our gods named Tor was angry.”

“We believe the same thing,” Layla said. “We also believe the goddesses aren’t satisfied whenever there is storm.”

Felicia had already occupied the cave. She munched on a snake, swallowing it alive and licking her lips. Ariella had already fetched her cloud puff, making it look like an awning. She patted both spots next to her. “Hurry up before it gets wet.”

I was about to sit on the other end, but Ariella refused me entry. “You will sit in the middle.”

I had no idea why it mattered. “As you wish,” I said and settled down.

“I wished we could at least have some dry wood for a fire,” Layla said.

“We just have to huddle up closer,” Ariella said. She sat the bag on her lap and brought out the dried meat. She passed it on to us, and we started eating. Ariella’s cloud puff covered us well from the rain. We heard it patter above us and saw streams running from the island. “You’ve been quiet lately.”

She didn’t have to say her name since it was obvious who Ariella said that to. Both of us turned to Layla, who nibbled on the smoked meat. “This is my first time traveling like this,” she said. “I don’t know. I was excited at first, but now I’m just a bit nervous.”

I found it a bit hard to believe. The first time I saw her, she was the first who’d raised the bow at me, loaded and ready to puncture my lung or pierce through my heart. “We have each other,” Ariella reminded her. “All three of us are skilled with weapons.”

“I know; I just hope nothing happens to the angels while we are gone.”

“I thought the same when we were thrown out to the gladiators against our own will. Raphael helped me cope. He talked about how I’d conquered my fears before, using that as a stepping stone to step on the other obstacles.”

It left her thinking with her hand propping up her chin. “I don’t think I’ve ever faced my fears before.”

“You faced me when I first got there,” I reminded her. “The arrow pointed straight at my heart.”

She smiled at the sweet memory. “I wasn’t really fearful,” she said. “I was surrounded by other angels, and being home just feels comfortable.”

I thought of switching subjects. Maybe it would help her loosen up a bit. “How did you learn the dragon tongue?”

“It was taught to me by a male angel. He took care of most of the trade deals with them. I thought it sounded so cool, so I sat with him whenever he had time.”

“Ugh,” Ariella said. “I’ve never had the patience to learn another language. It has to take ages, and then you have to stay focused and all that. It’s better just to reach for a sword and swing it around.”

Lightning snaked across the sky. I looked at Layla as the flash lingered. I combed her chestnut hair with my fingers. “We’ll get through this. I just wonder what’s wrong with Doragon.”

“It doesn’t sound like him to burn down merchants,” Layla said. “I’ve never met him, but the angel who taught me their tongue knew him well. He has a sonorous voice, and despite being enormous and powerful, he has a nice guy personality.”

“Nice guy,” I said and wanted to laugh. What a strange way to refer to a dragon. However, Gabriella had told me the same.

“There is no reason to show everyone how powerful you are when you are already massive, to begin with,” Ariella said, winking. “I’m obviously referring to Skyfar.”

“You still haven’t gotten over his insults, have you?”

She crossed her arms across her chest. “Nope, and I never will either. Saying purple hair is nicer than red hair, what a bunch of nonsense.”

“He must have gotten on your nerves,” Layla tittered. “All hair colors are pretty.”

I agree. I didn’t know what Ariella was fuming over. We slumped back after we’d eaten, and both of them started showing more interest in my wings, touching the feathers. I flapped them once and made them swish side to side against their face. They both giggled. “How does it feel to have wings?” Ariella asked.

“A dream come true.”

“I can’t imagine how it would be not to have wings,” Ariella said. “I would have gotten exhausted walking around all the time.”

“And to be without a cloud puff,” Layla chimed in. “There is no way for you to access the sky freely.”

“Ugh,” she said and shuddered. “To be stuck in one place for the rest of my life.”

“I don’t think the prospect of that would be so bad so long you have friends and loved ones with you,” Layla said. “Although to have the freedom to fly somewhere else is enticing, but I miss home.”

“Try to think of something you look forward to,” I told her. “You’ve always wanted to see dragons.”

“That’s true, and I do look forward to tomorrow, but the nerves are still there.”

The next thunder rolled softly. The rain still pattered above us and branched out in several streams next to us. The water started reaching our feet. Felicia snored in her little cave. She reminded me a bit of a dog in the way she lay there. It reminded me that we also needed some rest. “What do you say? Let’s get some sleep?”

“Which dream shall we enter?” Ariella asked us.

I didn’t understand what she was referring to. “What do you mean?”

“We must sleep on any one of your cloud puffs. Mine will be the roof.”

I exchanged glances with Layla, and she suddenly pointed at me. “Yours.”

“Alright.” I had no idea why it mattered. I fetched my cloud puff. We jumped onboard before too much rain would soak it like a sponge. Ariella then whisked her cloud puff over us. It was surprisingly comfortable and even more so as I was squeezed between them. Layla lay behind me and snuck her hand between my wings and under my arm. Her constant warm breath kept flowing down my neck. Ariella didn’t back her round ass against my crotch. Instead, she lay facing me, her boobs pressed so slightly against my chest. “I don’t want you to poke a hole through my gown,” she said and squeezed my erection. “We are a bit too far away from home.”

“Right,” I said. I thought it was strange, knowing what I was used to. That two females could hold onto me at once. They didn’t fight nor show any signs of envy. They cared for each other equally as much as they cared for me. Layla held onto me a bit tighter. I reached for her hand, which lay like an anchor on my chest and between Ariella’s busty tits. I laced my fingers with hers and tightened my grip on her hand.




“How far do you think it is?” I asked Ariella. We’d caught up with the eastern part of the Endless River. The climate was more humid, and I felt the first beads of sweat prickling my back.

“We shouldn’t be so far now,” she said. “You notice that on the temperature and the rocky islands.”

The islands we passed were covered in dry grass as if scorched from the sun. Some were just a giant heap of sand dunes that blew wherever the wind blew. They appeared to be more mountainous as we flew farther south.

Despite the storm, we’d all slept well. Felicia still had white stains on her cheeks. When we’d woken up, she’d spilled buckets of drool that we’d tried to clean up as well as possible. Now, she suddenly cried and flapped her wings widely. “What is it?” I asked and stroked her neck.

She pointed with her head and continued to flap her wings. “The way she flaps her wings,” Ariella said. “I believe she’s pointing at something bigger and larger ahead of her.”

“It must be a dragon,” Layla said. She sat all the way back and held onto Ariella. She’d been somewhat more optimistic upon waking up but still held onto her sister tightly.

I squinted as I searched through the horizon. Felicia flew quicker. Several tall silhouettes started popping up on the horizon. They looked like hovering dark spears penetrating the sky. “Do you see that?” I asked and pointed ahead. “I see several spear-shaped islands.”

“It’s the High Roost Islands,” Ariella said in awe. “Wow, I can’t believe I will finally be able to see them.”

There were many of them dotting the sky. Some were stiff and erect like spears, rising several thousand feet in the sky. Some were connected to other islands, and some stood alone. As we got closer, I started seeing more and more dragons flying about, and it didn’t take long till one approached us and that quick.  I narrowed my eyes. “Why do I get the feeling she’s heading toward us with hostilities?”

“I wouldn’t be so sure about that,” Layla said. “She might just be cautious. Remember, they haven’t had visitors for a long time.”

I nodded and agreed with her. “Right.”

She came flying toward us quickly. I slowed down, Felicia. The dragon was four times the size of us. The blue and white scales clothed her massive body. Her eyes were light gray like snow. She had what looked like a jagged ball attached to her tail, swinging around as she flew in the sky. She regarded us for a moment and then opened her mouth, her breath cold with hints of ice down her throat.  “Angels …” she said, her voice deep and sonorous with only a slight hint of femininity. “I’m Hydra, a female dragon doing everything I can to protect what remains of us.”

I bowed my head. She spoke our tongue surprisingly well. Layla looked slightly disappointed; she couldn’t show off her foreign language skills. “I’m Raphael, the main male of the angels. It’s a pleasure to see you.”

She watched me closer. “The last thing I heard about angels was that you were close to extinction. Where may you have come from? Did Gabriella hide the last males that your former main male gave birth to?”

“No,” I answered. “I was brought here by a Valkyrie from another world. I’m originally human but was gifted these wings by a fairy after protecting her.”

“It’s rare a fairy brings in another male from another race to her womb of magic. Well, what brings you all the way here? I thought you knew about our ill situation.”

I was glad I brought up the part with the fairy. It seemed I gained her respect for a moment. “We have come in order to restore the trade routes, opening up the Endless River. We are seeking Doragon, your main male.”

“We have tried to restore the trade routes for a long time,” she said. “If it would have been possible, we would have done so a long time ago. And also, if it is ore you are after, I don’t see how you will get past Heaven’s Kingdom. Skyfar is equally ill if even more than Doragon.”

I thought it was strange how everyone referred to him as the illest. He’d somewhat managed to conduct himself in a proper manner even if the hints were there. I had a feeling they knew more than I did. “Skyfar has opened the routes for us. We received new supplies from the winged elves a couple of days ago. Skyfar told us for him to open up the Endless River with you, we had to get in touch with Doragon.” I trod carefully and didn’t use the same words as Skyfar had used.

“What did you do to make Skyfar open up the blockage?” she said, stunned by the discovery. “I would have never imagined he would do such a thing.”

“We had to prove we weren’t as weak as he thought us to be.”

“I see,” she said and watched me with reverence. She whirled around; her massive tail made this whooshing sound in the air. She aimed her eyes toward the tallest peak. It was quite far, but I saw something moving at the pinnacle. “After we were cursed by an even male-to-female birth ratio, we were engulfed in a civil war where Doragon had to kill more than half of us in order to get rid of the poison. The misfortune didn’t stop there; after he settled down, his male organ got stuck in the volcano along with his two boulders of seeds. We believe something is crawling and creeping inside the mountain. He hasn’t moved out from there in years, and his boulders are now dark blue of pain. His temperament is hot at the moment; only a few of us are allowed to bring him food and cool breath.”

It dawned on me what type of temper we were dealing with. “So, he has been sitting there for many years, with his male organ stuck in the volcano … and no one has relieved him?”

She nodded gravely. “That’s the case.”

Layla raised her hand over her mouth. “Oh gosh.”

I swallowed hard and knew I was up for a challenge.  “How did this even happen? I mean, he couldn’t have gotten stuck there from nowhere, then it should have happened before.”

“I’m not quite sure,” Hydra said, still watching her main male, the dragon who had once been in superb health. “It happened shortly after he wiped out the disease of the even male-to-female ratio. In the beginning, we could speak to him. He complained about being stuck and something plaguing him from inside the volcano.”

That’s what Gabriella had seen in her vision. I knew we had to go there. “Are you one of the dragons that can approach him without him being angry at you?”

She nodded slowly but not so surely. “I’m … but what are you planning?”

“You have to take me to him.”

“The second he sees you, he might erupt in rage. Especially the widewing you are riding on. He really isn’t fond of birds.”

“We can fly there from here.” I flapped my wings and motioned the angels with me. They took off and hovered in front of Felicia. I could tell she wasn’t a fan of this hot weather. “You are free now.”

Hydra nodded, a bit hesitant. “As you wish, stay behind my back all the time. That will make the rest of the dragons understand you come with me, but Doragon might show his anger, so you have to stay a breath away from him.”

I nodded, and we flew closer toward Doragon. “What a nightmare to be stuck there for all these years,” Ariella said, grieving for Doragon.

“I find it strange that Skyfar hasn’t shown any sympathy if that’s the case,” Layla said.

“He might not have told us the entire story,” I said and was more than sure of it. It couldn’t be a coincidence that everyone across the sky had something against him and said that he was severely ill. We flew past the soaring mountains and volcanoes, rising all the way to the clouds. I felt the boiling heat as we passed them. I tugged my tunic, which clung to my sweaty skin. I knew it was going to be warmer as Gabriella’s vision hinted at an adventure in his volcano in order to reach the summit. We passed many other dragons on our way, looking at us curiously. Many of them looked on the older side with their fertility window shrinking. Ariella gazed around in awe. “They are huge,” she said. “And beautiful.”

“Wait till you see them breathe ice or fire,” Layla said, her eyes also following the dragons wherever they flew.

We reached closer to the mightiest mountain of them all. Doragon was a lot greater than the other dragons. His scales were deep red, and his chest massive and silvery. I saw flames in both of his eyes. He didn’t sit still but rattled as if something brewed from beneath. I recognized the tension straight away. The sexual energy when you haven’t been relieved for a while. It was torture for a few weeks, and he had sat there stuck for years. It was beyond me. Hydra slowed down and motioned us to be careful. “Closer, and he may reach you with his flaming breath,” she warned us. She made eye contact with him and then spoke in the dragon tongue. It was incomprehensible with different syllables. I glanced over to Layla, wondering if her memory was strong enough. “She asked whether he was hungry or not.”

Doragon rammed his fists onto the mountainside, making rocks tumble down. He then roared at the top of his lungs, followed by a deadly breath of fire spewing out from his throat. I backed off immediately, even if it wasn’t close to reaching us. I still felt the heat winnowing. “Holy shit,” I murmured, my mouth still open.

Ariella waved away the following smoke and coughed. “I hope he didn’t mean to burn us down.”

Hydra shook her head. “He’s never had evil intentions. He is just filled with tension, and the only way he can release it is by banging his fists against the rim of the mountain or breathing out his flames. Come, I will try to bring you closer when I feed him. You will have to be on my back for the entire time. One wrong move or word, and he will roar out his fire breath again.”

We mounted her back and held onto her scales. She twisted her neck to look back at Layla. “How did you understand what I told him?”

Layla answered in the dragon tongue, making Hydra laugh. “Impressive,” she told her. “I also struggled with learning your tongue.”

“Is it common for the dragons to speak our tongue?” I asked.

“Not so much,” she said. “I’m one of the few, and the others probably have forgotten a lot.”

She plunged toward another island. Our hair flowed back as the pressure threatened to make us fly off her. She was incredibly quick, reaching the bottom of an island that glittered with heaps of ore. There was an abundance of the shiny chunks, more than what we had gold and sheep. Hydra got two massive chunks in her claws and then flew back up.

She was quick to reach Doragon again. She spoke in his tongue. He roared something in return, but no fire was emitted. She carefully approached him from above and then dropped the ore onto the rim of the pinnacle. Doragon snatched it so fiercely that he made it crumble to pieces. He tossed what was left in his mouth and scooped up the rest of the pieces. He shoveled it in his mouth, making his temper cool for a moment. Hydra spoke to him again. But then came the banging at the mountainside, so loudly my ears buzzed. She quickly descended. Another breath of fire flowed out from his hot throat, skimming our wings. We ducked and covered our heads. “What … did you ask him?”

She didn’t only have to fly down but also away as rocks came tumbling down. “I told him about how angels wanted to see him. He didn’t respond but just got mad. We can’t really talk to him about anything. Either we have to give him food or don’t do anything. I thought maybe of presenting you and talking about your miracles, maybe he would greet you, but I was mistaken.”

It was a typical female trait to believe that everything could be solved with dialogue. She landed at one of the neighboring islands. We flew up from her back and landed next to her. She turned toward the dizzying height of the pinnacle of Doragon’s mountain. “If we can’t reach him from above, we’ll have to reach him from the inside of the mountain.”

“That’s an extremely deadly path up there, filled with nasty beings that have occupied there since he got stuck. You also have to deal with bad air. Plus, we don’t even know if there is a way up from there.”

As soon as she told us it was filled with nasty beings, I understood they were the root cause of his misery. “It must be,” I pointed out. “Something made his manhood stuck from inside and not from outside.”

“One of my friends believed the same,” Hydra said. “She told me during the war how demonized creatures entered the mountain when they realized they would lose. Some others believe there have always been wicked creatures inside.”

“There will only be one way to find out,” I said firmly. “What will the best way to enter it be?”

“There’s only one path in there I know of,” Hydra said. “But it has been blocked.”

“Show it to us.”

She didn’t like the look of us throwing ourselves into danger, but she complied with us eventually and showed us at the very foot of Doragon’s mountain. A boulder sat tightly against the mountain wall. Hydra filled her lungs with air and blew out a cold breath of winter. The boulder tumbled aside, revealing a dark cave.  I exchanged glances with the angels. They both nodded.

We felt smaller than ever as the large mountain loomed over us. “Promise me to be careful in there,” Hydra said, filled with concern. “The angels will not fare safely without you.”

“None of us will fly safely without Doragon,” I reminded her. “He’s been suffering enough by now.”

Hydra dipped her head. “As you say. I will have to block the entrance to the cave again. We can’t risk having wicked creatures roam around here freely, especially without our main male.”

“We’ll proceed upward. There’s no going back,” I told her firmly. She nodded in return, and I entered the mountain with Layla and Ariella on my heels.

It felt like entering a dungeon. It was pitch dark except for the studded gems of my sword. The thud of our feet echoed. She’d been right; breathing the air proved to be unpleasant. It felt as if dust particles got stuck in my throat and nostrils. Layla sneezed. “She wasn’t kidding with the air.”

“If we only had a lantern with us,” I said and used the reflection of my sword to get a dim sense of where we were heading.

“Surprisingly silent,” Ariella said. She also had unsheathed her sword. Despite the emptiness, for now, I had a feeling it was teeming with unpleasant lives here, and we were up for a fight similar to when we were thrown into the gladiators.

“Stop!” I said suddenly. I felt a fresher breeze right in front of me. An open space of some sort. I stood on the edge of this tunnel path, and right ahead of us was a dark open space. I gazed up and saw only pitch-black darkness. “It’s an edge here. I believe I see a staircase on the other side. I can’t make out what’s above us.”

“Give me some room,” Layla said and squeezed herself between us. She nocked an arrow on the bowstring and aimed. She let go, and shortly after, we heard the thud of flint against stone. “The ceiling is only about fifteen feet above us, so be careful of flying too high.”

“Good catch,” I told her. “Follow my lead.” I jumped out and flew to the other side. Right when we were halfway through, a swarm of bats spreads their wings from the walls. The loud clicking sounds they made startled us. “Shit, bats!” I shouted. This wasn’t the best position to be in. Pitch darkness and with two friends next to you. “Spread apart; we can’t afford drawing friendly blood.”

They understood and flew to the side. It wasn’t difficult spotting those blood-sucking creatures coming at us in a dark wave. I swung my sword, slicing their bellies open and spilling their intestines. Their red eyes gleamed like fresh blood in the darkness. Their flapping wings sent a shiver down my spine. I let the flow of my reflexes take over, going by instinct as I fought in the darkness. I felt this flow I had never felt before, stabbing one spot and then ramming my elbow in another. There were many of them, and I didn’t have time to deal with them with only my sword. They were coming at us from behind. I sent my sword into another fat bat, making his bones split, so the tip of the sword glinted at the other side. I whirled and used the dead bat to punch an incoming one from my back. The loud smack sent him falling to his doom.

“Ariella, help me!” Layla shouted. She wasn’t as skilled with the sword, and sending arrows in the blind while we were here was not a good idea.

“I got your back!” she shouted after gutting a bat. “These are huge.”

She wasn’t kidding with that one. These bats were the size of eagles.  I whirled around with my sword stuck out, slashing through their skin and puncturing their lungs. One sneaky bastard got on my wings, pulling me down to my own doom. I found it difficult to flap my wings. “You fucker,” I said and flapped my wings together, so they clapped, pushing my feathers into the vulnerable eyes. I then slung him off me and stabbed it in midair. While it was stuck to my sword, I threw it at another bat.

They left me alone. I heard the grunts of the angels and saw the reflection of their swords dancing in the darkness. “Do you need help?” I shouted back at them. I didn’t know how. I could barely even see them. I prayed they hadn’t draw any friendly blood.

“We got this,” Ariella said and gutted another bat.

“Are there any left?” Layla asked. She sounded exhausted, her heart thumping visibly beneath her gown.

“I can’t hear any,” Ariella said, whirling around with her sword tight in her right hand.

“I’m flying toward you,” I warned them. “What a surprise. None of you got hurt?”

“I don’t think so,” they said simultaneously.

“Come, let’s quickly make it to the other side. We have to find light.” We made our way to the staircase. Light streamed from above. We took a moment to breathe. “Ugh,” Layla said and shuddered. “That’s why I hate close combat.”

“You did well,” Ariella complimented, her voice raspy.

She shook her head. “Not at all. If it hadn’t been for your help, they would have sunk their ugly teeth into my neck.”

“We have to be more cautious where we walk from now on. I don’t want to fight blindly in the dark again.” I lifted my sword toward the staircase. It was a dim light flowing from upstairs. The light made it possible for me to have a closer look. It was how I feared, and Hydra’s theory was right. “This is black blood.”

They watched their own swords as well. The discovery sent fearful shivers down their spines. “So, the Demon plotted this after Doragon fought back.”

“Yes,” I said. “They are more cunning than what I previously believed.”

“We have to get rid of them from here,” Ariella said, already hungry for more combat.

“Not only from here, but from the entire world,” I said firmly. I knew it was a bigger task than simply getting them rid of this mountain. A bigger task that might be a bit hard for Ariella and Layla to conceive of. “Come, there are more dangers waiting for us. It’s going to be a long, bloody way up to Doragon.”

They didn’t say much and just followed my lead. The black blood dripping from our swords. The rocky staircase spiraled upward. We ascended it slowly. The light just got brighter. It was a whole lot hotter. My tunic clung to my skin as a bead of sweat snaked down my forehead. “Do you feel the heat?” I asked them.

They both nodded, already feeling weary and fatigued from walking. “I sure do,” Ariella said. “But I would rather be flying.”

We made our way up to the second floor. It was brightly lit from the flowing magma that bubbled below us. A hanging bridge led to the other side but was severed in two. I had never seen anything like it. From nowhere, it spurted upward, making droplets spray. I quickly stepped back, warning the angels with my wings. I had a feeling those droplets could burn through our bones. In the middle was a platform with these full-grown winged lizards hopping around with machetes in their hands. “They must be mad if they have been dancing around there for all these years,” Ariella said, narrowing her eyes.

“Are they guarding this place?” I asked. It seemed strange to think about it in that way, but I had no other understanding of why it was so heavily fortified.

“It seems like it,” Layla said. She was smart enough to keep a distance. She could easily kill two of them with a single arrow, easing the burden of having them teeming about us all at once. “If this is the only way to release Doragon, it must have been planned in case some of us wanted to rescue him.”

“I hate the feeling of having another sophisticated enemy,” I said and spat. “Can you see any other signs of danger? We can deal with those lizards easily, but if they have something else up their sleeves like those hiding bats, then it would be good to know.”

We scanned our eyes across the flaming hot room. Being born and raised in cold Scandinavia, I felt uncomfortable just by standing here. “Except for the heat, I can’t spot anything,” Ariella said, narrowing her eyes at the lizards. “If you can take a couple with your bow, Raphael and I can deal with the rest.”

“Shouldn’t be an issue,” Layla said. “But we’ll have to be quick. Those lizards bounce around like rabbits.”

“We are waiting for you,” I told her.

Layla reached over her neck and caught the fletching. She drew the arrow and fired it away. It whistled through the heat and pierced one of the lizards. He gasped for a moment and then faceplanted right onto the rock. The fletch was buried deep into his back, making blood stream out on his gray scales. The rest of the lizards stopped dancing, watching their dead friend. They were slow to move. Layla hit the second right in the chest, and they snapped awake from the startled moment.

They pointed at us, drawing their swords and rubbing their swords together to sharpen them. They gnashed their tombstone teeth and eyed us with no fear. “Cover us from above,” I told Layla, giving her some rest after what she went through with the bats. Ariella and I spread our wings and flew toward them. From nowhere, the magma spurted upward like a fountain, breathing on my feet. I flew higher and had to remind myself to be careful. Some of the magma fountains gushed up and licked the ceiling. I landed on the platform. The lizards came hopping toward me, flapped their wings, and breathed out their flames at me. I jumped back into the air and hovered as the fire breath went up in smoke. I quickly landed and lunged toward the lizard. Our swords clashed loudly. While the steel was kissing, he tried to stab me with his second sword. I quickly pushed back with just the strength of my right hand. He tumbled back but bounced right back up. “Your back!” Layla warned me.

I whirled on my right foot and slashed the lizard across the waist, spilling his poisonous blood. I kicked him right in the chest, making him fall with his back into the lava. He got devoured within seconds. I whirled around, knowing I had a little friend in front of me. He’d cowardly jumped back to breathe a second round of fire at me. I backed off, the fire licking my face as it got dangerously close. Several beads of sweat trickled down my face. It was getting hot in here. I lunged at him, the sharp tip pointing at his chest. He was about to defend himself, but I yanked the sword back and then went for his guts, cutting his intestines. He gave out a loud cry. Ariella was battling three at once. She hopped from foot to foot and danced around their attacks. She was driven out to the edge. She was about to jump, but the magma gushed upward, skimming her wings.  I hurried toward her, driving my sword right into the back of one of the ugly lizards till it reached the ribs. Right when I was about to wipe the lizard off my sword, two were already behind my back. We were double-sandwiched and were about to get squeezed. I fought harder, ramming my sword into theirs and pushing them farther apart. Layla then landed on the other side. She’d wiped the fear off her face and stabbed one of them in the back, leaving the second one startled. I punctured his lungs with one clean thrust, sliding into him like silk. Ariella had fallen on her back. There were only three of them left, and they’d all ganged up on her. She lay on the brink of the rock and defended herself while lying down, rolling side to side as they tried to viciously stab her. I ran toward her and kicked one of the ugly lizards to his doom; his cry got devoured by the magma. One of the lizards jumped away from us and fled. The other got gutted by Layla and then faceplanted right into the magma.

I reached for Ariella and pulled her up. She’d gotten a new cut on her shoulder, the blood seeping in a tiny trickle. I reached for her. “Is it deep?”

“Just an inch,” she said, brushing it off. “Don’t worry about it.” She sounded weary. She’d faced most of them and almost gotten driven out to the brink of death. “I’m glad you came at the right moment,” Ariella said affectionately to Layla.

“I should have helped out earlier,” she said, shame weighing her down.

“It was brave of you,” I said. I then had to wipe my face. The heat was about to derail me. “We should get out of here. I wonder what else they have planned for us, these wicked creatures.” I kicked a dead lizard before Layla pointed behind me. I spun around and was reminded that one of them had survived. He stood by the staircase and hopped from foot to foot to show off his unimpressive dance moves. Layla was about to draw an arrow. His eyes then widened in fear. He pushed some buttons and then bolted up the staircase. An iron portcullis slid rapidly down before him, sealing the exit. Fear started creeping up on me. My lips were parched, and I felt the taste of dried blood at the back of my throat. I turned around to where we’d come from, and the same portcullis slid down, blocking our second exit. “I have a bad feeling about this,” I said.

“I should have shot him when I had the chance,” Layla cursed herself for the mistake.

Ariella looked around, and so did I. The ceiling was high, but I couldn’t spot any other way out of here. “You aren’t the only one who thinks it’s too hot in here,” she said and wiped her brow.

“Let’s check the gate out,” I said. We flew over and landed on the narrow edge. There was barely nothing left of the hanging bridge, so we had to squeeze ourselves tightly together.  I couldn’t find anything that suggested the gate could be open. Ariella sat on her hind legs and tried to lift it open, but it wouldn’t move an inch. She groaned and then gave up. “Unless you are hundred times stronger than me, which I doubt, this gate won’t move anywhere, especially not up.”

I believed she said that just to tease me. I went on my hind legs and got my fingers under them. I tried to push with my legs, but that thing wouldn’t move. “The magma is rising,” Layla said, her voice laced with fear.

That was the last thing we needed. It was rising slowly but steadily. We huddled up closer, my eyes straying all over the room for an escape. “There must be another way out of here,” I said. I tried not to think too much of the bubbling hot semiliquid, threatening to drown us all.

“It can’t rise forever, or can it?” Layla asked, stuttering.

“I would rather avoid finding out,” I said. It was steadily reaching where we stood. We had to jump out from the edge and hover in the dry air. The bridge was slowly getting devoured. The floating platform still bobbed side to side. Time was not on our side. “Search through the walls; there might be a hidden path here somewhere.” We split up. The magma was only fifteen feet away from the ceiling. It wasn’t pleasant breathing in here. The air just got nastier, drying my parched lips even more. I flew across the rocky walls and couldn’t find any hint of a passage. I glanced over my shoulder, and the magma reached the gate. I swallowed hard. If that was the only exit out of here, then we were doomed.

The bridge collapsed. The wood groaned, and then the sounds drowned under the ever-rising magma. We met on the other side. Their faces were streaked of sweat and worry. “What now?” Layla said in despair. “I couldn’t find anything.”

We had searched thoroughly through the walls. The heat was slowly pushing us up toward the ceiling. The lizards knew we had wings. This room must have been made so it would reach all the way up. “We haven’t searched the ceiling,” I said, which now was our only hope. “We have no choice but to fly up.”

We ascended to the ceiling and started touching and feeling around. One rock tumbled down and hit Ariella in the head. She then stopped flapping her wings and was right about to fall. “Ariella!” I cried and darted toward her. She was falling like a stone. I fetched her hand in midair, her foot skimming the bubbly liquid. I grunted as I heaved her up and slid my hands under her armpits.

Layla was quickly behind her, holding onto her back. “Gosh,” she said, terrified of what was just about to unfold. “Do you need help?”

“I can hold her for now,” I said. “She has a nasty bump on her head.”

“What do we do now?” Layla said, panic seizing her.

I thought it couldn’t possibly get any worse. I held onto her as tightly as possible and looked up to where the rock had fallen from. “I believe she accidentally discovered something. The ceiling looks weaker from where she’d tried to tap it.”

“What if the entire thing falls on us?”

“We really don’t have much choice; either the ceiling falls on us, or the magma devours us.” I didn’t want to give her the job of punching holes through the ceiling. “Do you have the strength to hold her?”

“I can try,” she said timidly.

The magma was only six feet below us. I felt the heat on my shoes as they steadily rose. I carefully laid her in Layla’s arms. “Don’t fly near where the rock hit her.”

She backed off in the air, groaning as she held onto her unconscious friend. I got out my sword and kept a distance as I prodded the ceiling further, spilling more rocks. I tried to prod around other places, tapping my sword gently. “For some reason, it’s softer here. It must be our only way out.”

“Can you please hurry,” Layla said, the weight of Ariella weighing her down. I kept probing while keeping my distance, more and more rocks kept tumbling down. I kept digging and digging till my sword reached a vacant space. I waved it around, brushing away any remaining dirt. The magma was getting dangerously close. “Get up first, and I will push up Ariella,” I said, sheathing my sword.

I slid my sweaty hands under Ariella’s arm. Her head nodded ever so slightly. I pressed her to my chest and still felt the beat of her heart. Layla quickly clambered up the hole I’d made. She reached down her hands, and I helped her by pushing Ariella into her arms. “Fuck,” I suddenly cursed as the heat touched my ankles. The air was so shallow and dry that I could hardly breathe. I curled my knees and quickly pushed her up the last bit. I then clambered up, sighing a breath of relief as we’d escaped a trap.

I laid my hand over my heart and breathed in the air, somewhat fresher than what I’d just breathed. I then crawled to the hole and stooped over it. The magma stopped exactly at the ceiling. I shook my head and crawled back, leaning my back against the wall next to Layla. She didn’t speak, just held onto Ariella, brushing her hair with her fingers and caressing her shoulders.

I draped my hand over her shoulder. “Are you alright?” I asked after her long bitter silence.

“Yeah, thankfully, I have never been so close to death before … I thought we were doomed,” she said heavily. “I have no idea how you managed to remain so optimistic throughout the entire time. I mean, I really didn’t see any other way out.”

I remembered seeing her frozen at the moment. The fear really got to her. “Giving up is never the answer,” I told her.

“I’ve never thought about it in that way,” she said. She brushed Ariella’s bump on her head. “I wished we could help her somehow. I have never seen such a big bump before.”

“She’s strong; she will wake up soon,” I said.

“I know,” she said. “She got heavily picked on when we grew up. No one dares to raise a word to her any longer.”

“She told me that before as well,” I said. “Were you her friend?”

“We were, I mean, not like best friends, but I never picked on anyone. I rather went by myself and had a thing for throwing objects.”

“I see where you have gotten your talent from,” I said.

“I didn’t have anything else to do,” she said wistfully. “But I’m glad the time was well spent, at least.”

“I hope you also weren’t picked on.” It was still odd to think about. I’d never seen such a race living so close to unity, but I remembered well what Ariella had told me about the dangers pulling them closer.

“No,” she said and dug deeper into her memories. “I was more of an outcast.”

“An outcast?”

“Yeah,” she said but didn’t seem bothered by it. “I was a loner for a long moment. Gabriella, at one point, was the only one speaking to me. I was a bit too shy speaking to other angels.”

I found it equally as hard to believe that she’d been a loner and Ariella bullied. “Maybe it was for the better that you faced danger, so you all got together again; that’s what Ariella told me.”

“Yes, it’s true, but why not have both?”

“You will,” I said and reached for her hand. “So long I’m here, the Demon will not get close to us.”

She inched her hips closer to me. Her chestnut hair spilled in front of her, hiding her two fruits that I tried to gaze at. She turned to me. Her violet eye color was stunningly pretty. “Now that she is asleep, I can definitely say you have one of the most beautiful eye colors I’ve ever seen.”

She blushed and then giggled. “She would have gotten triggered if she had heard that one. She has a thing for colors, and she is biased toward her own.”

I chuckled. “I have already noticed that.”

“If you only knew how close I was to shooting you when I first saw you on top of the waterfall.”

I played with her hair and watched her closer. “You were the only one who raised a weapon at me.”

“It was for a good reason. We’d just been attacked by crowmen a couple of weeks ago. It devastated us, and Gabriella spent an entire day praying. I prayed with her, but I would never have imagined the sign to end up naked on our waterfall.”

“You thought I was a part of the Demon?”

“How could I not?” she said. “He can take many forms, but they are all shady. After seeing your good looks, I quickly realized it couldn’t be the case.”

She spoke many wise words, but most of what I could think about was her good looks. “I would have kissed you if my lips weren’t so dry.”

She lowered her eyes demurely. “I don’t mind; my lips are also dry…”

I turned her chin gently toward me and pressed my lips to hers. She timidly kept her tongue caged in her mouth. I had to touch and prod around in order to free it. She had such a sweet and little tongue. The brief contact of our tongues was pleasurable and definitely something we both needed in this dire moment. We parted, a string of saliva stretching from both of our lips. “That was my first kiss,” she said and smiled cutely.

“Have you ever experimented with the other angels?”

She shook her head; the blush seemed stuck on her cheeks. “I’ve been a bit too shy for that.”

“Not any longer. It seems like you have broken out of your shell for good,” I said and kept brushing her hair. I held eye contact. I could stare at those violet eyes for the rest of my life.

“You are breaking it for me,” she said. She accidentally laid her hand on my thigh and glanced between my legs briefly. She hinted she wanted something more, but I didn’t see it as a fair thing to do while Ariella lay there unconscious. I also wasn’t even sure where we were. That last thought bugged me, and I reluctantly dragged my eyes off hers. The lava was still one of the only faint lights among us. The ceiling wasn’t so high. “I find it funny I didn’t even think of where we are till now.”

“There’s nothing wrong with having a rest,” she said, obviously missing our little moment together.

“You are right,” I said, seeing Ariella moving her finger. “I think she’s waking up now.”

She pried her eyes open as a wave of dizziness washed her over. “What happened?” she groaned, touching her face. The sweat had dried, but the bump was still there, blue, purple, and swollen.

“One of the rocks tumbled from the ceiling and hit you in the head. You became unconscious and have been resting for a couple of minutes.”

“So, it meant we escaped?” she asked in her groggy voice.

“We did,” I said.

“But we were close not to,” Layla added.

She stretched her arms and legs. “My head hurts,” she said, reaching to her head and rubbing her scalp.

“I can imagine,” I said. “It hit you so hard; it knocked you out.”

She drew lazy circle eights on my thigh. “I’m glad you were there to pick me up.”

“We both were,” I reminded her.

She arched an eyebrow and then touched the thighs that were next to her. She turned around and was greeted by Layla’s smile. “Why are you hiding from me?”

“I wasn’t hiding,” she said, infecting her with her smile. “I was just waiting for you to wake up.”

She smiled, rubbing her throbbing head some more. “I feel sick. My throat is all dry; my skin is all itchy and hot. The lack of light makes everything so depressive. I don’t know anything worse than being stuck in an enclosed space like this. Forgive me for rambling on.”

“No worries,” I said. “We’ll find our way out of here and kill every living thing in our way till we have freed Doragon. I can’t imagine all these torturous years where he has just been sitting there, stuck with rage and fire.”

“Ugh,” Ariella said. “The demon and his pesky minions. Now, where are we? Have you checked out this place?”

“We’ve just been resting,” Layla said. “But Raphael was about to rise.”

“I will if you two are ready.”

“I was born ready. Hopefully, I will be able to walk off my headache.”

I rose to my stiff feet. I sure needed that rest and the kiss. I still felt the damp patch of her sweet lips; even if both of our skins were dry, the sensation was enjoyable and powerful. Ariella jumped up to her feet. She extended her hand to Layla and helped her up. She had an unlimited amount of energy. It caught me by surprise how she’d been unconscious and could then spring back up like that.

We were in some sort of corridor. It was hard to navigate through this darkness. The uneven and rocky mountain walls deceived us for a path out of here. We reached an intersection, below was a staircase, glowing orange with hot magma. “We were supposed to have come from there if everything had gone smoothly,” I told them and recognized the flight of stairs.

“I wonder where that lizard went,” Layla said and eyed the stairs leading up to the darkness.

“Probably bragged to his friends about his great catch. Even if they are dark, nasty creatures, they must be deranged from staying isolated here for so many years.”

“They were probably deranged from the start,” Ariella said and wrinkled her nose.

“Stay behind me while we ascend the stairs,” I told them. I unsheathed my blade. “And keep your weapons ready.”

We kept walking for a long time. I kept a suspicious eye open. “This must be the eternal staircase,” I joked. We must have walked up for several minutes. It definitely started getting cooler as we moved away from the magma chamber or whatever I could call that place.

“It has to be,” Layla said. “Since it’s supposed to reach the peak of the mountain.”

I nodded to myself. “We sure have a long way to go.”

After a couple of more minutes, the angels started trailing behind. The ceiling was too low for flying steadily, so they were forced to walk. It felt tiring, even if I was used to being a human. “This is torturous,” Ariella said, stopping to massage her ankles. She flapped her wings a couple of times. They were restless and begged to be moved instead of her poor legs.

Layla propped her hand against the rocky walls and leaned toward it. She was also tired but far from exhausted. “Being small has its advantages,” I told her, her violet eyes lighting up this darkness.

As we stood there and rested, I believed I heard something drip. I knew I was weary and didn’t want to believe I was hallucinating. “I think … I hear something dripping.”

We held our breaths. Ariella gasped and exchanged glances with Layla. “I hear it too.”

That gave them the energy to follow me farther. At the next curve, there was a niche carved into the outer wall and a head-sized hole that you could peek out from. Water streamed from the ceiling and then trickled down a crack at the edge of the mountain. It was the sweetest sound I’d ever heard at this dry moment. “Layla,” I said and stepped aside. “You may drink first.”

She sighed in relief with her hand over her heart. “Water,” she said. She opened her mouth, drank until satisfied, and washed her face. “Sorry,” she said to Ariella, who was waiting patiently next to her.

“Don’t say that,” she said and patted her shoulder. “I can wait.”

She drank too, but not as much as Layla. It was then my turn, and I had never tasted such delicious water as this. I wiped my mouth and curiously peeked out the hole. We were at dizzying heights but far off from the peak. I spotted the neighboring mountainous islands with some dragons flying about. “Hopefully, the stairs will lead all the way up to Doragon,” I prayed.

“We have at least one more lizard to kill,” Ariella said with renewed energy after the water break. We continued for many more minutes until we finally stepped on the last step. We had a narrow corridor in front of us, but I heard a lot of noise as if something great kept rolling front and back. We carefully approached the room but stepped back as we saw a giant boulder rolling right past us. “What the fuck is this?”

“More obstacles to keep us away,” Ariella said, but she didn’t look impressed at all.

I tried to peek my head into the corridor, listening to make sure no boulders were rolling at us. “It looks to be a labyrinth,” I said.

“A labyrinth with rolling boulders,” said Layla. “Sounds like a labyrinth I definitely don’t want to be stuck at.”

Ariella peeked her head out by my side. “And the ceiling is low as well.”

A boulder came crashing into the wall to our right, then took an abrupt turn, rolling down at us. We quickly stepped back, watching as the thousand-pound rock bumped and jostled down on its way, crashing into the other wall and continuing to roll down.

I studied the ceiling more and saw an edge with a little opening. “There’s an opening up there; let’s fly up and see if it will lead us anywhere.” I spread my wings first and guided them up there. It was a narrow path leading straight ahead. I shuddered. I didn’t want to get squeezed between that thing. “Is there no other way?” Ariella asked.

“It’s not long, only a couple of feet,” I told her.

“You go first.”

I laid down flat on my stomach and crawled farther in. My wings kept skimming the rocky surface above me, and my stomach the damp surface below. “It’s a bit wet.”

They exchanged unsure glances and then crawled after me. We crawled toward the narrow path and poked our heads into the wide opening. We peeked out what looked to be some sophisticated factory. The boulders rolled and crashed into a wall. The lizards were prepared and quickly moved out some sticky stuff in the interior. They then dumped it into some basket that then got hoisted farther up into the mountain. “What is that?” I whispered, wondering if any of them had a clue.

Layla peered and then nodded as she recognized it. “That’s some form of glue. It’s very strong, but it wears down quickly. It can also be eaten, which I think they are doing judging by their dirty mouths.”

“It must be used for something else,” I said. “Could it be that they are using that material to keep Doragon stuck up there?”

“It certainly could be,” Layla said, pondering over it. “It definitely cannot be a pleasant way to be stuck at, especially if it his manhood that has been glued.”

“Anyway, we’ll find out,” I said and reached down for the hilt of my sword. “How many arrows do you have left?”

“More than plenty,” she said. “I see at least thirty of them.”

“It’s going to be a bloodbath,” Ariella said, not being intimidated by the numbers.

“I will make a move to chop up the cord that hoists up the baskets. The longer we sit here and wait, the more painful it will be for Doragon. These devils have kept up with their mischief for enough.”

We crawled out of the tight space and plunged into their little factory. They started shouting in their ugly lizard language, hurrying toward their weapons. I darted toward the cord, swung my sword swiftly, and sliced the rope in two. The baskets dropped like stones, spilling the glue all over the ground, making the lizard stuck. I went to the other and repeated the process. I sliced through the cord like silk, and the baskets came plummeting down. The lizards ran to their weapons. I flew after them and buried my sword into the first I could see. Arrows came flying above me. I questioned if Layla had gotten blind, but I then realized they were also equipped with crossbows, guarding this place well for any intruders. I flew toward the crossbow-wielding lizards. They fired three arrows at me simultaneously. I flew sideways and let the arrows skim across my stomach. My courage caught them by surprise. I pressed on and didn’t drag my eyes away from my prey. They started retreating, scattering like ants. One wasn’t fast enough, and I severed his wings off and sent him face-planting right on the rolling boulder path, mashing him and crunching his bones. I went immediately after the other, but he bumped into Ariella. Before he even had a chance to turn and see what kind of female wall of brick he’d flown into, the sword pierced right through his neck, not even giving him a chance to gasp.

Layla flew above us and had captured a high point. She sent the arrows whistling down, spreading even more panic as the lizards had nowhere to run nor fly to. I felt fire breathing behind me, and I quickly flapped my wings as I smelled burnt feathers behind me. “Ariella, some help!” I shouted.

She wasn’t far off me. She parried blow after blow and stabbed them successfully back, spraying their black blood all over themselves and blinding them. She then aimed the tip right at their eye sockets, pushing the sword deep into their skulls. “Your wings are on fire!”

She quickly flew to me. The lizard behind me got an arrow right in his back, making him fall to the boulder path, his bones crunching softly. Ariella pushed her own gown toward the flames and quickly put it out. I gritted my teeth from the searing pain. “Does it hurt?”

“I can live with it,” I said and motioned her to get back to fighting. She whirled around and made more blood spray. I was surprised by how clumsily they fought. They didn’t see where they were flying, backing into each other, fainting by the clash. They tried to throw their swords at us, creating danger for a brief moment, but then they ran away as they were unarmed. I dove down, spreading my wings, and caught one right in the neck. He fell right onto a basket filled with glue.

I flew close to the hole that led up to Doragon. It sounded as if thunder rolled from above and came crashing down. I didn’t look up, but it gave me a sense of relief that our next stop would be him. Right after, I felt another fire breath coming at me. You won’t get me this time. I contracted my wings and then spread them again. I flew backward. I was so quick that he lost track of me. I swung my sword in a perfect arc right between his legs. He shrieked. Before I could even react, I had another one of them right in my face. I headbutted him, cracking his tiny skull.

My wings were still aching after having caught fire, but it was just some minor pain. Layla reached toward her back, and to her dismay, her quiver was empty. She cursed and reached for her sword. Two lizards surged toward her, mistaking her for an easy prey. I was quick by her side, backstabbing one of them while she dealt with the other, chopping his ugly lizard head off his shoulder and hearing an audible thump shortly after.

I’d missed one of the archers. He fired an arrow right at us. The arrow flew steadily toward Layla. I quickly kicked with my leg high in the air, taking the arrow right in my thigh. I grunted in pain and had to lower myself to the bloody ground. “Fuck,” I cursed.

“Raphael, what are you doing?” Layla complained. I quickly descended. The pain made my face pale and my entire leg bloody. I gritted my teeth and wanted to set a wooden ladle between my teeth so badly. Layla landed next to me. “Pull it out,” I said and rammed my fists into the mountain.

She broke off the fletch and then wrenched out the arrow, pulling a stream of blood with her. Ariella was in the background, hacking her way through the last lizards, making sure they had drawn their last breaths and were all gutted.

“Let me borrow your sword,” she said. She sounded guilty as if it were her fault that I’d been hit. I handed it over to her. The hilt was too big for her tiny hands, but I found something oddly erotic seeing her trying to wield that massive blade. She sliced a piece away from her fabric and then wrapped it around my thigh, stopping the bleeding. “That’s a big wound,” she said. “You didn’t have to take the arrow for me.”

Her eyes were welling up. She was on the point of crying. “Don’t talk nonsense,” I said, feeling a bit better, her heavenly touch soothing the pain. “It would have struck you in the heart otherwise.”

She couldn’t find a rebuttal to that one. Ariella prowled around the ground, spitting over her shoulder. “They are all as good as dead.” She flew over to me and slumped down next to me. My tunic was stained in fresh blood. “Where did all that blood come from?”

“I got hit by an arrow,” I said.

“Doesn’t it hurt?”

“Not really.”

Layla chuckled and wiped her tears. “I know you are tough, but I can see it’s a bit more painful than that.”

I ruffled her hair. “Let’s try not to remain here for too long. Hopefully, it will be a smooth way up to Doragon.”

“Hardly,” Ariella said, who was still full of vigor. “If they hoist the glue up, someone must be up there.”

I ground my teeth at that one. “It’s going to be a long way up.”

“Don’t you want some rest?” Layla asked.

“We will rest when Doragon has been freed. These lizard creeps have kept this charade going for way too long by now.”

We’d butchered them all, but I could tell they were plotting something. It had been awfully quiet ever since I cut the delivery up to Doragon. The mountain suddenly rattled. “Is that Doragon?” Ariella asked, startled by all the noise.

“Didn’t you hear him earlier?” I asked.

She shook her head slowly, revealing the fact she was intimidated by the mighty sounds. “How far up is it?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I flew by it earlier and looked up only for a moment.”

I reluctantly rose. The pain shot through me. Layla was still biting her nails. I reached her with my hands and pulled her up to her feet. “Are you still bleeding?” she asked.

“I still breathe,” I said.

“Can you promise me to find some rest after we’ve freed Doragon?” she asked, lowering her eyes.

I had a feeling she was hinting at something. I couldn’t tell what, though. “Of course we will,” I told her while holding deep intimate eye contact.

We strode toward the hole carefully. I could almost bet there were still lizards, jeering and waiting for us at the top. I strongly suspected they’d prepared themselves to throw things at us. I looked up at the dizzying height. It was difficult to see the peak. I only heard the violent noise coming crashing down. “He must be having his temper fits,” I said. “And by the sound of it, it’s getting worse.”

“Do you smell that?” Ariella asked, standing on her toes to sniff the air. “It smells burnt.”

“They might want to torture him some more,” Layla said. “Now that they realize they’ve lost.”

I patted their backs and motioned them to fly up with my finger. “Let’s fly.”

We spread our wings and surged upward. It was almost as long as the never-ending staircase we’d recently climbed. Doragon had another one of his outbursts. The interior shuddered to the point rocks tumbled down. My eyes widened in fear. “Watch out!” I warned them, dodging the rocks.

If one of us would get smacked in the face by rocks, it would certainly be fatal. We flew at a slower pace, getting ready for the next outburst, which happened shortly after. This wouldn’t do. “Fly under me immediately,” I told them firmly.

They whisked themselves under my feet. It would be better that one of us would get hit instead of all three. I watched upward. Rocks tumbled down, hitting the wall and splashing to the other side. I calculated where it would fall and made my way to the other side, slowly enough so they would follow my lead. The rock plunged right past us, splashing at the bottom.

We continued our steady ascent. I smelled the burnt smell, bugging my lungs as I coughed into my elbow. “They are definitely burning something up there,” I said and coughed again. I started seeing the light clearer and also a few pesky lizard heads craning their necks over the edge. I narrowed my eyes and wondered what the hell they wanted from us. The only thing we would gladly give them would be a sword blow right in their belly. They held onto baskets and dumped them down. They were filled with gravel which rained down on us. “Fucking hell,” I cursed, covering my eyes with my arm while those pebbles hit all over me.

The angels gasped under me as some of the pebbles struck them. “What are they doing now?”

“They are hurling baskets filled with pebbles at us,” I said, covering my eyes while some of them struck me in the head. Their dirty ruses just made my blood boil. I suddenly spread my wings and soared up, not giving them another chance to throw more dirt at us.

I reached the summit. The lizards, for some reason, ignored us as we hovered above the rim. What I thought was Doragon’s tail was actually his enormous cock dangling around in agony. His balls were deep purple and dark blue, throbbing. It looked as if one poke and they would explode. What we suspected earlier was true. They’d used the sticky stuff to glue him stuck there. On top of that, they were lighting the baskets on flame, making him flare up in rage even more. He rammed his fists into the mountainsides. I held for my ears, protecting myself against the deafening noise.

Doragon wasn’t only blue-balled; they’d viciously heated the interior, like pouring gasoline on his already painful testicles. “They are torturing him,” Layla said with a hand over her mouth. “They have the option to kill him at the spot, but they just let him rest there in pain.”

“Let’s kill those fuckers immediately,” I said. My anger boiled over. I unsheathed my dark blood-smeared blade. I dove down and drove my sword into the lizard. He squirmed in pain, and I picked him up and threw him onto the burning baskets. The billowing smoke thickened. I quickly pushed the burning baskets out over the cliff before the smoke would choke us.

They didn’t stop even when they saw us; they ran to his big boulder balls and opened their fire breath at them. Doragon rammed his fists on the mountainside in rage. The entire place rattled like an earthquake, making it impossible for us to move. While it sounded like the entire mountain would collapse, I threw my sword at him. It struck him right in the back, and he faceplanted with the blade buried deep in him. I flew over and pulled my sword out of him. I was about to kill the other lizard, but Ariella stole my kill, stabbing him right in the heart and then pushing him over the edge.

I finally landed. After we put out the flames, we stared at his intimidating manhood. “I’m not going near that one,” I said, pointing at the testicles. “It looks like they are about to explode.”

We can’t just let him stay there now that we have a chance to get him out quicker,” Layla said, panting after the heavy clashes.

They obviously weren’t equally as scared to get near his swollen testicles. I don’t think they truly understood the excruciating pain of being blue-balled, especially when fire was thrown into the mix. He drummed his fists onto the mountainsides. My eardrums were on the verge of exploding. “Quick, let’s scrape it away with our swords.”

We flew closer. I felt the pain and heat radiate toward me as I scraped the glue off with my sword. Ariella and Layla helped on the other side. Not much work was needed; as soon as Doragon noticed some fresh air in his private part, he wriggled his massive body. The sudden movement startled me. I took it as a sign to back off. He broke free from the glue and surged up into the air like a rocket launcher, all the while roaring fire at the top of his lungs. The deafening sound waves threw me down. I landed with a smack against the summit floor. I shaded my eyes against the powerful glare of the sun. We’d been stuck in darkness for so many hours. It was difficult to even watch the sky. But eventually, I managed to open my eyes, and Doragon made an abrupt turn. The sexual energy was overwhelming. He roared out a breath of fire and then came flying back toward us. Layla extended her hand to me. Her heart was thumping visibly under her gown. “That caught me off guard,” she said and pulled me up.

“I told you to be careful.” We flew up to the pinnacle. All the dragons had gathered by their islands, staring in shock as Doragon flew at them at a blistering speed. He aimed his eyes at Hydra, and I was unsure whether he would take his rage out on her or not. She just watched, stiff to the point I couldn’t see her breathe. Doragon snatched her and pinned her to her own island. He inserted his massive erection right into her slit. Five strokes were all it took, and he roared out his mighty groan, gushing out his tortured cum all over her slit. He creamed her to the point it gushed right back out like a pearly white river. While his cock slipped out, blast after blast struck her in the face. She was then covered in a white sheet of dripping seeds. The painful blue color in his balls subsided, but he’d so much loaded up there he went for a round two. Seizing the nearest female dragon, he pounded her till she moaned. He blew his second load in a matter of seconds, creaming her almost equally as much as Hydra. He groaned, and finally, his testicles turned pink again, and he could finally breathe. We just stood there and stared. But deep inside me, I felt relief. I could sympathize with his pain somewhat. I knew what blue balling felt like, but for so many years and at the same time having those lizards running around, I wasn’t so sure if it was comparable. “That sure must have been one hell of a load,” Ariella said, struggling not to giggle.

“No kidding,” I said.

Layla watched me demurely, hinting she also wanted to get taken like that. But Doragon came flying back toward us. We flew further away from his pinnacle, standing on the rim. He lowered himself down and sighed in relief. All the anger and tension he’d held onto had just been released. He looked like himself again, at ease. He had a look of friendship on his face. He watched all three of us but fixed his eyes on me. He opened his mouth. I was fooled for a moment; he would burn us down. Instead, he spoke in his deep sonorous voice. The syllables were too foreign and distant for me to understand anything. But I could tell it came from the bottom of his heart. “I hope you understood,” I told Layla.

Her lips curled up into a smile. “He wanted to thank all three of us from the bottom of his heart.”

“Tell him; he is welcome.”

Layla returned the strange syllables and speech. She earned his respect, telling something to her first and then addressing something to me. “He says it’s impressive of me to know his language. He was about to call for Hydra. He also says those lizards have bugged him for so many years. He’s been in so much pain he forgot how to speak. He apologizes for having tried to burn us earlier. He wants us to know he is a friendly dragon.”

“Tell him as a fellow male; he has my sympathy,” I said. “I do know what blue balling feels like, but never under such magnitude.”

Layla translated my words. Doragon nodded in between and then spoke his message, long and slowly. “He says we’ve been under hardship the past years. First, the curse which led to civil war, they didn’t give up and invaded my mountain, keeping me stuck here for all these years. He says it was more than brave of you to help him out, and he asks where you have come from.”

“Thank him for his compliment and tell him how I was brought here.”

Doragon nodded with great interest as Layla translated what I told him. He then replied as if he had all the time in the world. “He is delighted that you have been brought into your destined world. He believes your dreams of flying are no coincidence. This is your home. Both your heart and mind have their place in World of Heaven. He is also more than glad to hear that Gabriella and us angels are now safe. He was certain we would have been extinct by now because of the grave news the past years. He asks if there is anything he could help us with. He says he is indebted for life after what we did to him.”

“Tell him he is right; this feels more like home than the world I was born in. And yes, there is something he can do for us. We need ore and lots of it. The trade routes must be open. Tell him about the deal we made with Skyfar.”

Layla translated what I said. When she mentioned Skyfar, I saw his smile fade for the first time. When he spoke, his words didn’t sound as optimistic as his others. Even Layla shrank a little. “He says he will do anything to fulfill our wishes and open the trade routes, but Skyfar has not acted in our best interest the last time he tried to come here. I will welcome him for your sake, but I will keep a wary eye on him.”

I sighed in relief at that one. I feared the worst. “Tell him we appreciate it.”

Layla did, and I then noticed Doragon’s eyes fixing intently on me. He spoke a long message, and this one, I was most curious to know what he said; even Layla smiled. “He hints that you are destined to become the Alpha Male of this world. He says you act; you make decisions, you show great discipline and know how to endure hardship, and your seeds have great potency. Not only the angels need you but the entire World of Heaven. From the Eleven Forest to the Northern Lights. On the day of reckoning this, he will be the first to support you. You will forever have his sworn loyalty.”

I nodded as his words hit me right in the heart. I lifted my hand over my chest and bowed deeply toward him. He bowed his massive head in return. We spread our wings and jumped off his summit. I longed after a bath in a chilled river. The sun was steadily climbing behind us. It was a lot warmer here compared to our island, and at the same time, we’d been stuck in a humid mountain for the past day. I raised the whistle to my lips and blew. It didn’t take long till I heard Felicia’s joyful cry. She flew around us like a happy pup and licked all of our faces equally. We mounted her. I turned and was about to wave goodbye for now. But Doragon roared and beckoned Hydra. She was still trying to wipe the seeds from her face, most of it already crusting her scales. She bowed down to her main male, blushing a bit. They spoke, and she nodded. “Before you leave,” Hydra said. “Doragon wants me to show you the finest ore. He will spare it for you when the merchants come to pick it up.”

I nodded. Before we followed Hydra, we waved at Doragon. He waved back, smiling. After all these years of torture, he was finally free. No more blue, purple balls that were tormenting him to oblivion and no more female dragons flying around with their needs unnoticed and ignored.

We followed Hydra to a mountain not too far away. “It was heroic of you. I can’t believe you succeeded.”

“It was one hell of a journey,” I told her. The wound was still painful, and some of my feathers were burnt. We’d escaped death many times there, but we’d also created a valuable friendship that will benefit us in the struggle of our world.

“I can imagine,” Hydra said. “It was overwhelming having his manhood inside me. I haven’t been filled and touched like that in such a long time. I also owe you a big thank you.”

“You are welcome,” I said. “Even if we freed him for now, keep an eye on the mountain’s interior. I would recommend blocking the path there forever.”

“We sure will, but I’m not so sure about the ore delivery,” she said. “Skyfar has been a thorn so far.”

“He won’t be any longer,” I said. “Write a letter, and we will hand it to him. He promised us to open up the Endless River if Doragon’s temper cooled down.”

Hydra nodded unsurely and called for one of her dragons. She explained to her to write a letter to Skyfar, telling him about his release and also to restore our relations. “So, she will write it as quickly as possible, and I will hand it over to you. Follow me, and I will show you the ore.”

We followed here to another island with a heap of glittering ore lying there about. I wasn’t an expert when it came to swords smith, but I could tell this was the finest quality. Even Ariella and Layla stared at the chunks in awe. “That’s beautiful,” they said.

“This island has the finest quality of the archipelagos,” Hydra said. “I will let his merchants know when they arrive that this will be reserved for you, angels.”

“We will let them know as quickly as possible that it’s safe to come here again,” I said.

It didn’t take long for them to write the letter, but it was quite big, barely fitting in my hands. I held onto it and tried not to distort the dragon’s stamp. Hydra bowed her massive head, some of the stained cum sprinkling from her scales like snow. “Farewell now. When you were talking to Doragon, the rest of the dragons wanted you to know about their gratitude. We know the world will be a better place with a strong male like you roaming the skies.”

I bowed back, showing my respect. “You are welcome. We’ll see each other again.”

We all mounted Felicia. I tugged her reins, making her fly upward. Ariella and Layla waved back. Layla even said goodbye in the dragon tongue, making Hydra’s smile even deeper.
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“I always knew you were special,” Ariella said.

“What?” I asked. The statement got flung at me out of nowhere.

“What Doragon said, I think it’s true. You are destined to become the Alpha Male.”

“I think he was just trying to flatter me.”

Ariella shook her head broadly. “Oh no, he wasn’t.”

The sun declined, making room for the crimson sky. I spotted an upcoming island, and to my relief, I saw shimmering water. “Finally, let’s rest for tonight.” We landed on the abandoned island. It had a never-ending current. The water streamed up to a cliff which then gushed out the crystal-clear liquid onto a pond. It was still unusual for me to look at such artwork. “It reminds me of home,” Layla said. It made her happy and comfortable.

“How was it to be out on your first adventure?” I asked and pulled the tunic over my head. The sweat had dried onto my back, making it difficult to undress.

“As dangerous as I had believed it to be,” she admitted. “It will just motivate me to train more. But I already feel naked without my shafts. I hope we can buy some over at Heaven’s Kingdom; being unarmed, even in times of peace, feels too nude for me.”

“I know what you are talking about,” Ariella said, fingering on her worn-out sword hilt before considering undressing and jumping into the water. “I can’t even sleep unarmed. It’s like your best friend. It’s always there on your side no matter what, and then it’s the adventures that your weapon follows you on.”

I kicked my loincloth aside. “I don’t know about you, but I’ve been drooling over a fresh bath since we entered that mountain.”

I caught their attention as I stood on the ground, fully nude. I whirled around and turned my ass at them. If they wanted a piece of my manhood, they had to join me in the lake. I plunged in with my head first and swam up to the surface. The water was mesmerizing. I spread my arms out on the edge as the running water massaged me. The current was strong. I let my feet dangle out, and it felt like a foot massage as the water moved back up to the cliff. I listen intently to the sounds of spraying water, seeing a faint rainbow that will soon disappear when the sun sets. “It’s room for both of you,” I said, mainly to Layla. Ariella had already pulled her gown over her head and let her loincloth slip to her ankles. She kicked it away to my heap of clothes. Her precious red hair hung past her shoulders. Her busty tits sagging a couple of inches like the perfect teardrops, and then it was her red bush as if ablaze in flames. She dived right into the lake. She swam toward me, and I beckoned Layla with her finger. One of the few angels I hadn’t seen naked before. Ariella came and snuggled up on my side.

“This is so refreshing,” she said and wiped the water from her face. She leaned back against my arm, and I pulled her closer to me. “Think of just playing around on such an island for the rest of our lives.”

“We will grow weak by that,” I reminded her. “We need challenges in our lives … What are you waiting for?” I shouted at Layla.

“Okay then,” she said. She clumsily pulled her gown over her head. She almost stumbled over her own feet as she was blinded for a moment. My eyes fell right on her perky boobs. Her areola covered a large part of her boobies and was clear pink. She bent over and slipped off her loincloth. She flapped her wings shyly and watched the water with a finger on her chin. “How deep is it?”

It was difficult to concentrate on the question when she stood there naked. Her light brown bush covered her pussy, but I did spot the tight pink line that I started to drool after. “Deep enough to swim in,” I said, wanting her to come closer to me.

Ariella knocked on my shoulder. “She can’t swim,” she said, not in a humiliating manner but just as a reminder. Although, I didn’t have a clue about that.

“Wait here,” I told Ariella. I swam toward Layla and held out my hands. “Just jump; I will catch you.”

“Are you sure?”

I lifted my leg, showing off the wound that was still somewhat fresh and searing. “Do you still doubt me?”

She closed her eyes and then shrieked as she jumped in. The waves splashed at me. I quickly slipped my hands under her armpit and lifted her. She gasped for a breath and wiped the water from her face. “It’s warm,” she said and flapped her right hand. “Don’t let go of me; I have a fear of drowning.”

I draped my arm under her armpit and swam toward the edge. “Don’t worry; we are soon there.”

She reached for the edge and turned around. She kept her hand over my neck and drew herself closer to my flesh. “Congrats for your first swim,” Ariella said. “You’ve been flying long distances lately.”

I believed that was the equivalent of saying someone has been taking big steps. “I still don’t know how to swim,” Layla said.

“I will gladly enroll you in one of my lessons. It’s so much fun to swim naked. Especially with a male around.” She snakingly reached her hand down and reached for my semi-hard shaft. I’d missed her fingers. I would never forget our intense fuck in the cell when I spilled my seeds into her womb of strength. Although it was pleasurable, I would also want such a moment to be done in peace. Especially now that we were all exhausted from all those battles. We were all covered in numerous scars, crisscrossing our skin with newborn scalps growing all over us. Layla snuck her hand down and touched my thigh. “I still think it was foolish of you,” she said but smiled sincerely. “I don’t want you to do such a thing again.”

She sounded ironic, almost as if she wanted it to happen again. “Really?” I asked and searched her face.

“Only if I really am in danger … I could have dodged the arrow.”

I watched her closer. Both of us knew it would have struck her in the heart otherwise. “Okay, maybe I wouldn’t have dodged it,” she yielded and kissed my cheek, leaving a wet patch of her delicious skin. I raked my fingers through her chestnut hair, and both of their wings brushed against mine, giving me this orgasmic feel.

“It doesn’t sting?” Layla asked and touched around on the wound.

“The comfort of having you two so close to me will heal any pain.” I raked my fingers through Ariella’s hair too. She was still stroking my cock gently, taking her time to prepare us for the night.

Layla’s finger then pretended to slip, and she hit my cock. “Sorry,” she said and made a little fake shy face.

“I was waiting for it,” I said. “Go closer.”

“If you want,” she said and couldn’t refuse such an offer. She crawled closer, not knowing that Ariella was still stroking me.

The thrill was too much for Ariella to hold onto. Layla’s finger reached the bottom of my shaft. She moved up and hit Ariella’s finger, which she mistook for my hand. “Are you touching yourself?”

I showed her both of my hands. She gasped. “You already snuck your hand down there,” she said to Ariella. Both of them giggled.

“It’s big enough for both of our hands,” Ariella said and moved her hand farther up to the head, letting Layla touch around at the bottom. I leaned back while they continued to play around with my manhood.

“Does it feel good?” Layla asked me. “I have only read a few books about how males should be pleased, but I have never done this before.”

“Take your time. We are way ahead of schedule,” I said, letting the pleasure build up slowly for a change.

“You will also be pleased,” Ariella said. “When he fucked me in the castle, it was such an intense experience, bringing us both a beautiful moment of bliss. Then it’s the seeds; they strengthen you. Once you have gotten your first dose, you will forever crave more.”

“Sounds nice but a bit intimidating. You sure it won’t gush out like how it did with Doragon?”

I chuckled. “No, he is a lot bigger than me, and secondly, he’d been holding it in for years. You will end up dirty and sticky afterward, but we have this lake to wash ourselves, so don’t worry.”

She seemed to enjoy the prospect of ending up dirty and sticky. I reached down between both of their slits. I was familiar with Ariella’s pudgy lips, slipping in a finger to warm her up. I then touched around Layla’s straight pink line. The entrance to her sweet walls was hidden in the fold of her labia. “Have you masturbated before?” I asked Layla, her breathing deepening subtly as I continued to play around in her walls.

“Yes,” she admitted shyly. “But I’ve never reached the peak which the books describe. I believe I need a male organ for that.”

They were both so fond of my cock. They never even gave their stroking hands a break. They just kept running their hands up and down, pumping it into full mast. Ariella started getting hungry for more. She went to my neck and kissed me with her sloppy tongue. I shivered in pleasure. There were so many nerves pleasured at once, bringing me higher and higher up to heaven.  Layla copied her and went for my other side, kissing my neck and slipping her tongue out. I stroked their asses. I was getting a bit too excited to draw this on for much longer. “Are you ready to mount me?” I asked Layla, squeezing her butt cheek.

“Maybe … can Ariella perhaps show me first.”

“I’m just as new to this as you, though,” she said and giggled.

“Yes, but since you are so good at wielding swords … I thought it was the same, perhaps.”

“Swords are my favorite,” she said and squeezed the sensitive head of my cock. “I will go first for your sake.” She swung her legs over my body. Despite only doing this once before, she moved the loaded weapon and brushed the head against her pudgy lips. The water was so clear it didn’t blur out any of the action. While being submerged in water, it made the experience more intense as her own wetness was a lot hotter. It added another layer of pleasure. She guided the dick to the entrance and let gravity take care of the rest. I widened up her walls till she bottomed out. A wide smile unfolded on her face. She wrapped her arms around my neck. “It feels amazing to have a cock inside you; just go slowly and let it build up.” She started out in a slow rocking motion, but the waves started moving, splashing all over us. Her tits kept slapping at her chest. I licked my lips and stared at her two fruits moving in perfect tandem. I cupped them from below and gave them a satisfying squeeze. I then went to her back, sliding down my hands till I reached the curves of her ass. I parted her cheeks and adventurously fingered her wet butthole.

I helped her rocking movement, making more water spraying and splashing all over us. She giggled and glanced over at Layla. “Do you want to try?” Ariella offered her sweet spot to her friend.

“Sure,” Layla said, looking a bit more excited rather than timid. She swung her legs on top of me and held my throbbing cock with both of her hands. “Do I just guide it in me?”

Ariella reached in with her hand to help her. “Open wide,” she joked and pointed my slit into the upper hole, making sure it went right into the womb of strength. She was tight. She seized my shoulders. She cautiously sank onto me, her face twisting first with pain, but it didn’t take long for the pleasure to unfold. “Wow,” she said, sighing in relief. “It’s so hard.”

“It’s supposed to be,” I said, aiding her rocking movement.

She wrapped her hands around my neck and kept moving. I leaned back and enjoyed the sensation of her tight virgin slit clamping onto my erection. Ariella knocked on my right shoulder. I turned to the right, drowning in this heavenly sensation. She leaned in and pressed her lips onto mine, adding another layer of warmth onto this moment.

I squeezed her busty boobs and rubbed her pudgy pussy lips, entering her walls while our tongues were locked tightly together. Her purple lips were a delicious treat. While we kissed, I felt the orgasm slowly building up. Layla was far from shy as she kept rocking and grinding wildly.

I had to part from Ariella’s lips. I gasped in pleasure as I was a few seconds away. That beautiful girl attacked my neck instead, sucking it while I shot cables of hot cum right into Layla’s womb. Her mouth was shaped like an O as her nails clawed my neck bloody. I still kept my weapon deep inside her, but I started seeing blotches of cum surfacing between us. I didn’t mind. I leaned back and sighed in relief while being squeezed between the two hot angels.

When we got out, the sun was already gone from the horizon. The sky was studded with glittering stars. We hadn’t paid much attention to the beautiful sunset. The moment of pleasure and bliss had swept us over.

We slept together on Ariella’s cloud puff. All of us were naked and had left the clothes to dry on the island. “Look how cute she is,” Ariella said, pointing at Felicia. She was sleeping softly at the top of the cliff. I thought it was strange our fucking hadn’t woken her up. “If I weren’t an angel, I sure would want to be a widewing.”

“Anything with wings,” I said.

I brushed Layla’s light brown hair from her face. It had dried somewhat. I just wanted access to her violet eyes. “Are you feeling something yet?”

“I feel stronger. I don’t know; it’s this rush of strength,” she said. “At the same time, it was just so pleasurable.”

“That’s what made Ariella jump into the gladiators,” I said proudly, touching her plump body too.

“It was still scary,” Ariella said. “And ugh, to think we will have to see Skyfar again. He is the last person I would like to see after such a joyful moment. I truly wish we could spend every day like this together.”

It was a tempting thought, but I still held onto the belief that life had to be balanced by hardship. If we grew soft, another race with hunger would dominate and conquer over us, and then the moment would be spoiled forever. “I’m not either fond of seeing him again, but if he truly is struggling, maybe we can help somehow.”

“Not if he will insult us like how he did before,” Ariella said and crossed her arms across her chest, pushing them up so her innocent nipples pointed at me.

“We’ll see; let’s get some rest for now.”

I leaned back, sleeping sweetly, with those two gorgeous angels next to me.




“Wake up, Raphael,” a hissing voice came snaking at me from out of nowhere. “Wake up.”

I slowly opened my eyes. Something told me I was still sleeping or stuck in some weird form of dream state. I touched around, searching for Ariella’s and Layla’s booties. I couldn’t find any. Only green pastures. “Who’s there?” I asked.

“It’s you, Raphael; rise, and you will see.”

I got up, butt-naked in the middle of a meadow. I gazed up to the sky. It looked so far away as if I wasn’t in the world of Heaven any longer. The thought startled me. It couldn’t be. I looked around and saw only land extending to the horizon. No, my heart started accelerating. It couldn’t be. “Calm, Raphael, calm. Let me explain.”

I recognized the voice. It sounded exactly like my own. I whirled around and stiffened. I watched myself, or it must have been an identical copy if it was even possible. He had the same long blonde hair and gaunt face. He wore my favorite knitted sweater from Norway. I stared him right in the eyes since he was the same height. His eye color, equally as blue as mine, creeped me out. He nodded slowly, regarding me thoughtfully as I usually did myself. “Who are you?” I asked.

“I’m you, trying to guide you back to happiness.”

Those words were enough not to make me trust him. But for some reason, I hesitated. He bewildered me. He looked exactly as I did, so why shouldn’t I trust him? “Where is happiness?” So many questions swept me over.

“So, so,” he gently said. “You have no reason to be suspicious of yourself. Let me explain what has happened to you. But, let’s take a walk, shall we?”

I nodded cautiously and followed him. I cast my fears aside, but they still lingered at the back of my head. “Can you please tell me where we are?”

“You should know that,” he answered and drew a half circle in the air. “This is your home.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said. I didn’t walk so steadily any longer. “This must be an island floating low close to the ocean. It can’t be anything else.”

“You will be disappointed then.”

We continued to walk farther away from the meadow. The scenery faded to something else. The trees slowly vanished. The fresh scent turned brinier, and the sound of seagulls triumphed over the twittering birds. I stood on the shore of an ocean. I was no longer in the sky. “Where are the floating islands?” I asked. I was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. I couldn’t be back on Earth. The world of Heaven. I belonged there. It was my home. It was what I’d dreamt about all my life.

“There are no floating islands on this world,” he said, watching the horizon, letting the wind stir his long blonde hair.

I turned toward him. He couldn’t be me. He must be some impostor. My hate flared and was about to spill over. I sought the hilt of my sword, but to my dismay, I was no longer dressed in a tunic. I was wearing my own regular clothes. The same clothes I wore when I lived on planet earth. “I would advise you to remain calm. Don’t do anything foolish now.”

I launched myself at him, snarling as I wanted to rip him to pieces. He kept moving away while I chased him, draining me of my strength. It was like chasing a rainbow. I planted my hands on my knees. I rarely had to breathe after running. “Why have you brought me here?”

“To make you happy,” he said. He didn’t smile or frown. He looked at me passively. “You don’t belong to the World of Heaven. The people here on Earth need you more.”

My heart was about to leap out of my chest. “No, it’s not true.”

“Yes,” he said. “It’s true. Search your feelings; you know it’s true. Accept your fate, don’t try to fight your destiny.”

I breathed deeply, watching my own hands. So many sensations and feelings swarmed my mind, making it spin. I fell onto my knees and settled down on the soil. I touched the earth and let the black soil fall from my fingers. Earth was a beautiful place. To own a harem might not be possible, and growing wings so I could fly wasn’t either possible, but I had peace here.

“There you go,” he said. “You see? This is where you belong.”

“How … Do I get back here?”

His lips slid up to a wicked grin. “You will have to die, and I will gladly take you there.”

I saw his eye color flicker to a shade darker. I shook my head and jumped up to my feet. I flung the handful of dirt aside. “No!” I roared back at him. “I don’t belong here!”

He spat and wrinkled his brow. “Yes, you do. You love it here. You love your home.”

“I don’t love this place!” I shouted back at him. “I never have, and I never will. The World of Heaven is my home.”

I stood there rooted to the ground, and the world faded and went up in smoke. I woke up with my heart thumping in the middle of my chest. I gasped for a breath. Ariella and Layla were already wide-awake, tending to me carefully and watching me in horror. “What’s wrong?” Layla asked.

I sprung up to my feet and looked around. I was still in the sky. The islands floated around me. I leaped out of the cloud puff and flapped my wings. My beautiful wings were still there. I landed by the edge of the lake, dipped my face into the water, and then gasped for another breath. “Raphael!” The angels cried and flew after me. Even Felicia landed behind them, pawing the ground worriedly. They both reached for my arms. “What’s the matter?” they asked.

Layla was on the point of crying. “I had a bad dream,” I said and wiped the water from my face.

“What was it?” Ariella asked.

“I’m sorry I can’t tell … I will have to speak with Gabriella.”

The nightmare stuck out like a sore thumb. The vivid experience. The beat of my heart. The sudden fears. It all felt too real to be a nightmare. It made me suspicious that someone was tinkering with my brain. This is what Gabriella told me to be careful over. Not to get paranoid and focus on the real threats. I don’t know whether this was a real threat or not, someone trying to convince me that this world wasn’t for me.

I rose back up. The water dripped from my face. I watched Layla’s beautiful face; despite looking a bit worried for my sake, her skin glowed like honey. “You look strong and healthy,” I noted.

“I do,” she admitted. “But you don’t.”

“Give me some time,” I said. I hoped they would understand and not that I was hiding anything from them. “I really need to talk to Gabriella about this in secret.”

Felicia landed next to us and eagerly flapped her wings. She’d just woken up and was more than eager to start her day and fly. I mounted her first, followed by Layla and Ariella. “Do we really have to stop by Heaven’s Kingdom?” Ariella dreaded.

“I’m afraid so,” I said, giving Felicia an encouraging pat on her neck. She spread her wings and soared up to the sky. “Don’t be afraid of him after what we’ve been through.”

“What makes you think I’m afraid of him?” she quickly replied, clearly a bit offended.

“You misunderstood me,” I said and held onto the neck as we flew against the winds. “There is nothing to dread. It will be a short visit to let him know that Doragon is fine again and to open the Endless River.”

“I can’t wait to see his expression,” Ariella said. “After scolding and telling us to stay away. I wonder what he will say now, that fat king.”

It was difficult hearing the sound of Ariella’s voice over the howling winds, but I understood it was scarcely any hints of friendliness.




After a long flight, we started seeing the first human settlements and the archipelago of the Heaven’s Kingdom. We received just as much attention as last time. The peasants and farmers turned toward us, gazing at our wings. The golden acres glowed like patches of molten gold. Seeing the farms reminded me of my bad dream. Only that this was in the sky and a lot more refreshing. No hints of cruelty and ill omens like an even male-to-female ratio.

Heaven’s Kingdom appeared on the horizon. The giant silhouette became more detailed as we were closing in on our destination. “What a big island,” Layla said. It was her first time there, and she drank in the beauty of the architecture and teeming life. “I can’t believe they’ve built all that.”

“Probably because they didn’t have anything better to do,” Ariella said scornfully.

When approaching the kingdom, I spotted Julia. Her long purple hair was impossible to miss or be mistaken for someone else. She flew on her purple widewing, dressed in a purple pencil dress. Either her clothes had gotten tighter, or she’d been working out more. However, I loved the sight of her. She was the most beautiful human I’d ever seen in my life. I remembered the relief when Skyfar said she was his daughter. She was free to be loved by a strong man, and I wanted it to be me so badly that took her innocence.  “Raphael,” she said as if she couldn’t believe it was us. She then fixed her eyes on my wings. “I thought my eyes were deceiving me … You have gotten a pair of wings.”

“A fairy not far from our island gifted me those after returning a favor for her.”

“I see,” she said, checking me out more than usual. “What brings you back here so shortly after your glorious victor?”

“I would like to meet your father. It’s in regard to Doragon. He’s been freed from his ills.”

Surprised, she watched me closely. “How?”

“It’s a long story, but his mountain was teeming with lizards who’d probably invaded it during the civil war. They’d been torturing him, but he’s now been freed and he is happier than ever. We have a letter to him with the dragon stamp on it.”

“I will definitely take you to him, but I warn you, he’s just been acting strange lately. I’m not even so sure he will find this positive.”

“He made a promise to open the Endless River to the dragons when Doragon’s temper had cooled.”

“I’ve tried to tell him that our world needs unity more than anything else during times like this,” she sighed, her hair purple hair flowing behind her. “But he tells me I don’t understand the affairs of males.”

I held as much eye contact as possible while flying. “You understand it better than him. And I believe this world will be for the better if you take his spot.”

She didn’t lower her gaze but kept holding eye contact. She was a strong woman and not someone who will be deceived easily. “I’ve been dreaming of that for a long time … But it’s just been a dream for now.”

Julia led us to the rear end of the castle where we had parted last time. Ariella wrinkled her nose while she dismounted. Layla watched the towering castle in awe. “It’s cool to see what man can build, but I prefer the lakes and forests,” she said.

“I think it would have been fun to live here,” Ariella said, “but with angels, of course.”

“Wait here for a second,” Julia said, waving away her widewing. “I will let him know you are coming.”

We didn’t have to wait for long. Julia came back shortly after, pushing open the doors, so the hinges squeaked. “As a token of his friendship, he wants to invite you for breakfast.”

I had been getting used to the angel’s way of eating when hungry. Although, when I heard breakfast, I did feel nostalgia. “It’s an early time of the day to start eating,” Layla said and arched an eyebrow.

“That’s where his fat belly comes from,” Ariella sniggered. She couldn’t resist slipping in the humiliating joke.

Julia heard that one and frowned at her. I quickly squeezed myself between them before they would erupt into some sort of fighting. “Has  your father been feeling better lately?”

She wistfully shook her head. “He is worse. He spends more time rubbing his temples instead of being outside with his widewing.”

“I saw him smile for the first time when he fed her.”

“It’s the only time he ever smiles.”

We continued along the corridor and the red carpet. It muffled the noises of our boots and shoes. I watched the glorious paintings and armored knights in the niches.  We entered the dining hall. The room was as spacious and well-lit as I remembered it to be. The female servants had their hands ready, making sure the cutlery was symmetrically lined up and that the napkins were wrinkle-free. It was a bit too much for my taste. I preferred wooden cutlery and eating outdoors. The king was on the opposite end of the table, waiting for his servants to finish setting the table. He was dressed in his royal blue and purple surcoat. Julia wasn’t kidding. His bags were puffier, and his face more wrinkled. He gave me a curt nod. I wondered if Julia had found the time to tell him about our adventures at the High Roost Islands. “Raphael, it’s a pleasure to see you again,” he greeted me with open arms. He stiffened shortly after. “So, you have gotten wings now.”

“I have; I was destined to in order to pursue my quest.”

“I see,” he said. “My daughter told me you come with great news.”

“We do,” I told him. “I’ve brought Layla with me. A strong angel you didn’t get to meet last time.”

He watched her closely and nodded to her. “You are more than welcome.”

He dismissed Ariella for some reason, but I was glad for that since I suspected any more sparks could light this entire castle in flames. Julia took the seat next to her father. She looked worriedly at him when he was just staring at the table. “Should we start?” she asked, nudging his elbow.

“Yes, my dear daughter,” he said as if snapping awake from a deep slumber. “I was just thinking of something urgent.”

“You always think of something urgent,” Julia said. “It’s time to eat now and perhaps welcome our guests.”

He didn’t dare raise his voice to his daughter. “You may start to eat,” he welcomed us.

Baskets of freshly baked bread were lined up in the middle. Surrounding the baskets were little bowls of salt, honey, cured meat, and cheese. It looked familiar to what I was used to, and I gladly dug in. I could tell my angels weren’t so eager for this meal. They regarded it first with suspicion and then had to eat in order not to be rude. Skyfar kept his eyes on the table while he ate, still ruminating over some dilemma. “Did you like the bread?” Julia asked him, trying to start a conversation.

“It’s a bit too dry,” he muttered and poured himself a glass of milk while munching on the fluffy bread.

“You don’t think it’s just your mouth that is dry from all the stress?” Julia suggested. I had to agree with her. The bread wasn’t dry at all.

He just shrugged his shoulders. “How are you doing?” Skyfar asked as if he’d completely forgotten about us. “Have you bought the weapons you need?”

“We have,” I said while buttering the bread. “We bought a fresh supply of bows and arrows. The angels were elated to see the winged elves again.”

“I understand. Reunifications are always great moments. I remember when I hadn’t seen my widewing for many weeks. I’d never felt so joyous when I came back and met her.”

Again, he mentioned widewing and how it brought him joy. If only he could realize the source of his deteriorating health and the source of his happiness. I’m sure he wouldn’t look the way he did. “Julia told me about positive news,” he said and brushed the crumbs from his lips. “It must be something good since you decided to come here so early from the Angel Islands.”

“We didn’t come from the Angel Islands,” I told him, pushing my plate aside. “We came from the High Roost Islands.”

He nodded thoughtfully at that one. It wouldn’t be difficult to figure out the next part since we were covered in scars and weary from past battles. “So, you decided to venture out there,” he said and watched us carefully.

“Yes, we did; we needed ore in addition to bows and arrows,” I said firmly.

“A bit hard to get that while Doragon has his temper fits,” Skyfar said, his lips in a tight line.

“Not any longer,” I said. “Doragon didn’t have his temper fits for nothing.”

I drank some more water. My mouth was getting dry from speaking so much. Ariella and Layla had also pushed their plates aside, listening intently to the conversation, noticing every twist and turn it was taking.

“So, he had a reason to burn twenty of my best merchants?” Skyfar asked

“He had a good reason for his temperament,” I said, treading carefully. “He was stuck. A swarm of lizards had infested the mountain. They used glue inside the rocks in order to keep his manhood stuck to the interior of his mountain. He’d been sitting there for years while his balls were swollen blue and purple. It didn’t stop there; they were even lighting baskets on fire in order to torture him some more.”

Skyfar shifted uncomfortably at that one, feeling the pain in his testicles like any other man. “Vicious torture.”

“Indeed,” I said.

“So, did you free him?”

“That’s what we did,” I said.

“That was a bit quick, a bit too quickly perhaps. You must let things settle down. You can’t just jump from one thing to the other.”

I heard hints of hostilities in his voice. I wasn’t quite sure how to react. “So, it would have been a better idea to let him sit there, tortured and in pain for the rest of his life?” Ariella asked. I should have guessed beforehand she would open her mouth.

Skyfar turned to her, scowling. The hate just deepened. “Did I say that?”

“That’s what you implied.”

“Guards,” he called. From out of nowhere, ten armed females strode in. They were armed with spears, swords, and crossbows. “If you don’t leave, I will make you leave.”

Ariella was foolish enough to set her hand on the hilt of her sword. I quickly tried to simmer them down. “Everybody calm now,” I said and raised my hand in the air. “There must have been a misunderstanding here.”

Skyfar held her gaze. “If that’s so, then perhaps Ariella can say what she clearly didn’t understand.”

His answers got under my skin. I would take Ariella’s side no matter what. Ariella kept her mouth snapped shut in a tight line. She didn’t want to reply. Skyfar didn’t say anything more, either. I took that like he dropped his proposition. I tried to change the subject quickly. “So, what you could have guessed by now, Doragon is willing to open up trade again if you are. He brought this letter.” I opened my pouch and handed him the letter written by their smallest dragons. I got up from my seat and gently laid it next to him. He was still displeased by this. He reluctantly opened the letter and read through it. He then laid it aside and propped his elbows on the table, and supported his head with his fists. “You did a good deed for Doragon, but don’t step too far in your endeavors. The angels need you mostly.”

Now it was my turn to feel provoked. Even Julia got a nasty taste in her mouth when she heard what her father said. “I know, and that’s where my loyalty is. We need ore; that was the main reason why we ventured out to the High Roost Islands.”

Skyfar wrinkled his nose. It surprised me that his mood could actually get worse, especially after news like this. “Was there anything else you wished to tell me?”

He wanted to end this conversation, and I thought it was a good idea as well. “No, except for the first delivery of ore will come soon. We’ve already laid a claim on it, so we hope that can be passed onto the smiths here in Heaven’s Kingdom.”

Skyfar nodded. “It will.”

“Great,” I said and had to rise before the already awkward situation would turn even more awkward. He didn’t even escort us out or wish us goodbye. I wasn’t so sure how this relationship would last. I already saw cracks even after having freed Doragon. I’d have to wait and see for now.

We left the table, and I glanced over my shoulder. Skyfar still sat there with his eyes glued onto the table. Julia tried to shake his shoulder and ask him something. We just strode away from there. “What a man,” Layla said. She’d also gotten a disgusting taste in her mouth after seeing him. It was a bit hard to blame any of them for that.

“I’m not so sure if I’m willing to blame his attitude on his so-called illness any longer,” I said. “He sounded envious more than anything.”

“He sounded like a scum to me,” Ariella said, perhaps opening her mouth a bit too loudly.

“We are almost outside,” I reminded her. The only thing I disliked about this was how I didn’t get a proper goodbye to Julia. Her body was intoxicatingly beautiful. She seemed more concerned with her father, and I tried dragging on the time to see whether she would arrive and tell us goodbye or not.

“Shouldn’t we go now?” Ariella asked with her hands crossed across her chest. “I want to see Gabriella again and bathe in our lake.”

“I also long after home,” Layla muttered. “Especially after that awkward dinner. I also miss my shafts, especially with all this energy.”

I lifted the whistle to my lips and blew. The melody disappeared into the air, and shortly after, Felicia descended from the clouds. I cast a glance over my shoulder and still didn’t see Julia. I was getting obsessed with her. I had hoped our ending here could have gone as smoothly as last, but family came first.

After a sopping lick, we mounted the widewing and returned to the Angel Islands. Before the castle was gone from my view, I threw one last glance behind me. I spotted Julia running out from the end of the castle, stopping by the edge and waving at me. It warmed my heart greatly.
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Just like the other times I’ve arrived at Angel Island, Gabriella stood there, shading her eyes and watching us while we arrived during the sunset. “Finally,” Ariella said. We’d slept tightly together on the same cloud puff on the prior island. Thankfully, I didn’t experience any other nightmares like the last time. They’d both held onto me for dear life as I woke up. I thought it was cute. They’d both believed I would fall again.

I landed next to Gabriella. Layla was the first who jumped off and ran to her. They embraced but not for too long since Ariella also wanted to hug her. I’d also longed after this beautiful island. It felt like home. The rustling leaves. The Angel of Fertility at the peak of the island and then the flying sheep both here and at the other clusters of islands nearby. “I have a feeling it went well,” Gabriella said and brushed the backs of her two angels.

“It did,” Ariella said. “But then Skyfar came and ruined our mood—”

Gabriella raised her finger to her lips. “One thing at a time, sweetheart.” She then turned to me. “And Raphael hasn’t even gotten a chance to hug me yet.”

I came over and gave her a motherly hug. I liked the feel of her boobs against my chest and also her long, lush dark blonde curls that reached her ass. I’d missed her, which was more evident when I parted from her embrace and fell into her gorgeous blue eyes. They were without depths, and I would love to explore them deeper. “Something is bothering you,” she figured out.

She was even better than my own mom at detecting when something wasn’t right. “Yes, I had a bad dream, but we can speak about that later.”

“Good idea,” she said. “Most of the angels are now asleep. I had a feeling you were coming.”

“Do you want to hear about our heroic adventure?” Ariella asked her eagerly.

“Let’s rest at the eternal flames,” Gabriella suggested. We spread our wings and flew smoothly over the treetops. We dodged the sleeping angels who drifted aimlessly on top of their cloud puffs. “How’re the wings?” Gabriella asked.

“They are amazing,” I answered. “Except for some burnt feathers.”

“I see them,” she answered. “But they will heal, especially in our peaceful environment.”

I hoped so too. We came with both good and shady news. The goodbye to Skyfar wasn’t as peaceful as I’d hoped for. But here, I finally felt like I could breathe again. We landed by the wood logs and sat down. “I don’t feel like sleeping at all,” Layla said and looked around. She was still glowing from when I bedded her. It had felt amazing to spill my seeds inside her and equally as amazing as we benefited both from the strength.

“You are glowing with health,” Gabriella said and ruffled her light brown hair. She probably suspected what we’d been up to.

“Yes,” she said, her eyes turning to me, twinkling with joy.

“She needed more energy after our adventure,” I said.

“I see,” Gabriella said, her lips curling up to a smile. “Now, how was Doragon? And don’t worry, Ariella, you are more than welcome to talk about the action part.”

“Lizards had glued his manhood to the interior of the mountain.”

“So, he’d been sitting there for all these years?” Gabriella questioned in horror.

I nodded slowly, even feeling the pain in my own nuts as I could understand what he’d been through. “Pretty much,” I said.

“Now, how was the interior of his mountain?” Gabriella asked and turned to Ariella.

She pushed her hair behind her ears. “It was strange, bats and winged lizards everywhere. They tried to trap us in a chamber of lava. I hit my head and fainted. We narrowly escaped through the ceiling.”

Gabriella looked at Ariella, brushing her hair aside. “I see the little bump there. It must have healed quickly if it made you faint.”

“I owe that to Raphael,” Ariella said. “Strong and healthy seeds.”

“I’ve no doubt about that,” Gabriella said, exchanging smiles with me. “I find it odd how lizards had entered his mountain … by the way, what was the color of their blood?”

“Darker than the night,” I said. “They’d definitely been poisoned by the Demon.”

She crossed her arms across her chest. “That’s something I feared. They must have gotten in there during the civil war.”

“That’s what I believed as well,” I said gravely. Demon’s minions were sneaky. I didn’t know if it was him plotting all this or if the lizards had the brains to come up with something so sophisticated.

“After that,” Ariella continued. “We went up this massive flight of stairs that drained me of energy, and then we arrived at their sophisticated chamber. They extracted this gluey material from rocks and brought it up to the summit. We killed them all, though, and Raphael took an arrow for Layla.”

“That’s sweet of you,” Gabriella said.

Ariella quickly rolled up my tunic and revealed the wound on my thigh. “I didn’t think it was necessary,” Layla added, but she blushed, revealing the lie.

“I’m sure our male knows best. So, I can already assume the dragons want to continue shipping ore to Heaven’s Kingdom, but what was Skyfar’s reaction?”

“Incredibly smug,” Ariella said, crossing her arms across her chest. “He wasn’t pleased at all. Ungrateful bastard.”

Gabriella blinked at her and then turned to me for a clearer answer. “He wasn’t glad that Doragon had been freed and the trade routes can now be restored?”

“It didn’t seem like it,” I said and shrugged helplessly. “Julia told us her father had just been getting sicker.”

“Interesting,” Gabriella said quietly to herself.

“There was also something else I wanted to talk about,” I said gravely. I looked over to Layla and Ariella. They sat closer to me than ever before. “In privacy.”

“Are you discarding us after our super exciting adventure?” Ariella said, clearly offended.

“I will never discard you,” I said, ridiculing her accusation.

“Is it about the dream?” Layla asked. She was starting to get curious as well.

“Yes,” I said.

“Can you tell us?” Ariella tried again.

“I want to tell Gabriella first,” I said firmly.

“Alright then,” Ariella said with a sigh. She spread her wings with Layla, and they flew to the playground. Instead of sleeping, they chatted about which weapons they wanted to wield.

Gabriella’s eyes softened, and she inched her hips closer to me. The delicious thighs touched mine. “I’m listening.”

“The first night after Doragon’s rescue, I had this strange nightmare,” I said; a creepy shiver ran down my spine as I told this.  “I saw myself, and I was back on Earth. He, my doppelganger or whoever that was, kept trying to convince me that I didn’t belong here and that I wanted to go back to Earth.”

Goosebumps prickled Gabriella’s skin. “The following night, you rescued Doragon?”

I nodded.

“It was an attempt to corrupt you by the Demon,” Gabriella said.

I hated that answer just as much as the nightmare. “Are you sure? How is that even possible?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “But it’s easy to put the puzzle pieces together. No one has made such rapid progress as you have. The Demon is getting scared of competition. He’s noticed you and sees you as a threat. You have to be careful about the upcoming days.”

I shuddered with discomfort. She was quick to lay her hand on my thigh. “Rest now, Raphael. You are mortal and have been through a lot.”

“I will try,” I said and knew I couldn’t till the threat of the Demon had been dealt with for good.




I woke up to the sound of clashing swords. I turned around on my cloud puff and drifted over the playground. The angels were getting better with their sword fighting techniques and especially archery. Now that they’d fresh supply from the winged elves, it was no excuse not to learn.

It was warming seeing some of the pregnant angels also getting their hands dirty. It was impossible not to recognize them after I’d bedded them. An arrow whistled past me. Startled, I turned to the other side and saw Layla waving at me. “Slept well?”

“No nightmares.”

“Sweet dreams?”

“Sweeter than honey,” I said.

“Are you up for a duel?” she asked. “Ariella got me excited to fight with swords yesterday.”

“Bring it,” I said, unsheathing my sword. I didn’t even have time to yawn. I defended myself from her vigorous attacks. She didn’t fight as aggressively as Ariella. She kept her distance and used her swift footwork to her advantage. She caught me off guard at first. I then woke up and got a better grip on the hilt of my sword. The sound of our swords clashing woke up the angels. They tossed and turned on their cloud puffs and craned their necks to our fighting. The sight of us woke them up. Soon many more angels picked up arms and started practicing, but I was out of breath by then. Layla was smiling viciously. “I could have finished you if I wanted to.”

“In your dreams,” I said, tasting blood in the back of my throat. I understood her fighting technique. She drove me to the point of fatigue, just defending herself while I drained myself of energy. I blamed it on the fact that I’d just woken up.

“Sail!” one of the angels shouted. It caught my attention. I wondered if Skyfar had been so quick already. The swords couldn’t be finished yet.

Just like the other times, there was a delivery here; the angels flew up toward the Endless River. It was an event that many looked forward to. I shielded my eyes from the glare of the sun and gazed toward the incoming ship. It was a lot smaller than a merchant ship. And it kept the royal flag, so I knew it was from Heaven’s Kingdom. Ariella landed next to me. I wondered where she’d been. Her wings flapped and tickled my back. “Do you think they have swords with them?” she asked eagerly, obviously looking forward to a fresh hilt to wrap her fingers around.

“Hardly,” I answered her. “Unless they have some super sophisticated method to make swords quicker than the most experienced blacksmiths, it must be something else.”

She sighed. “I love swords. It’s not fair. They’ve already gotten loads of arrows to play with, and here I’m naked with only one sword to play with.”

“What’s wrong with the one you have?”

She waved at me with her free hand as if I were dumb. “Hello, I have a spare hand here.”

“It will burden you,” I said. “Sometimes more is not better.”

“And you think you know swordsmanship better than I?” she asked and raised her eyebrow.

Not this again. “Let’s see what they will come with.”

Many angels left when they noticed it wasn’t a merchant ship. They called for Gabriella since she was the one dealing with letters and news. She came flying up toward us and squeezed herself between Ariella and Layla. “Odd that they are coming with a letter now,” she said. “You were there speaking with him recently.”

“Well, our meeting ended abruptly,” I said and was thankful for that.

“That makes it even stranger that he is reaching out for us now.”

They dropped anchor and secured the ship in place. A female stood on the deck and sat on the gangplank on the pier, disembarking. I recognized her. She was the one who’d offered me her daughter for marriage after we’d won the gladiators. “Raphael,” she said and waved at me.

I waved at her. “I’m glad to see you again.”

“My daughter is still unwed,” she said. She didn’t sound hopeful, just throwing it out just in case.

“Maybe the next time I’m at the Kingdom,” I said with a wink. “I have my hands full already over here.”

“I can see that,” she said. “Our king wanted to deliver a message, especially for you.”

I nodded and got a taste of disgust in my mouth. “You came all the way here for just one letter?”

“You are special,” she said and winked. She recognized Ariella and waved at her. She wasn’t in the brightest mood when hearing it was a message from the king. Another woman from the crew boarded our island with the letter in her hand. She handed it to me, closed with a blue ribbon and a silver stamp. She then bowed to Gabriella. “The king wants Raphael to read it in peace and alone but as quickly as possible. He also sends you his best regards.”

Gabriella returned the bow. She contained herself well despite the prior hostilities. “You may send him my best regards as well. You and the rest of your crew are more than welcome to join us for something to eat.”

“I appreciate the offer deeply,” she said. “But we have been scheduled to be back by tomorrow. This was an urgent letter, and we hope you will read it as quickly as possible.”

She boarded her ship and pulled up the anchor. The sweet lady was already turning the ship around. She made sure to wave at me the last time before parting. I swallowed hard as her ship disappeared into the horizon. I didn’t feel so comfortable holding this letter. It weighed my hand down. Ariella turned to me, tugging my arm. “Are you going to open it?”

“I believed you didn’t want to hear or be reminded of him ever again.”

“That’s true, but I’m curious about the letter … All females are, even Gabriella, but she’s trying to hide it.”

Gabriella eyed the letter suspiciously. “I don’t understand why he wants you to read it by yourself, but I won’t meddle. Read it in peace and come to us if you have any questions.”

“I will,” I said and knew there was no way out of this than reading the letter. I summoned my cloud puff and jumped onboard.

“Why don’t you just open it here?” Ariella asked, clearly disappointed.

“So, you can stand over my shoulder?”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine, but don’t forget to keep me updated.”

I flew away from the island, close to the edge where I’d first arrived. I pulled off the ribbon and let it go, picked up by the wind and carried away. I unfolded the letter. I could already tell someone had written this for him. It was way too nicely written. A man under stress could only be scribbling instead of writing this skillfully. “Hello, Raphael; shortly after you left, my daughter got kidnapped by crowmen. Before I even had a chance to react, she was already gone. I believe they’ve gone to an island not far away from the Angel Islands, west of the rising sun. Follow the mist, and you will get there. Please, I beg you to help me. I’m in a miserable state, and my precious daughter has been the only source of joy in my life. I’ve already sent warriors out to look out for her, but your strength is unmatchable …” It ended abruptly.

My hands slowly started trembling. They were shaking with rage. I wasn’t all too pleased by serving a deed to that man, but Julia had been so innocent and didn’t deserve to end up getting raped by crowmen. I also saw this as a perfect opportunity to get close to her. If I could save her life, we could finally end up alone for a moment. “I have to leave as quickly as possible.” I turned westward. It was a cloudy and murky day, and it all weighed my mood down. I flew back to Gabriella. She halted when she noticed my distress. “Julia, his daughter, has been kidnapped by crowmen.”

Gabriella raised her hand over her mouth first. “I’m sad to hear about that part … But what does this have to do with you?”

“He’s asked me a favor to rescue her.”

Now she was getting suspicious. “And why doesn’t he want to do so himself? There are over ten thousand women and men that are willing to die for him.”

“He’s already sent out warriors, and he praised my courage and strength,” I said, already feeling taller by the compliment.

“Do you mind if I can read the letter?” She still didn’t sound convinced.

I handed it to her, but my mind was racing. “But I will have to leave,” I told her. “I can’t just let her be captured like that. The crowmen can’t get away with their wicked behavior.”

“Will you let me read this letter?” she asked and held my gaze.

“Alright,” I said. I have no idea why this felt so personal. “But I don’t get a good feeling about this.”

“And neither do I,” she said. “Skyfar has never sent such a letter before, begging someone else for help.”

I let Gabriella read the letter. While seconds passed, I feared the worst for Julia. She was too pretty to be harmed. She was one of the only joys left in Skyfar’s life. She was the purple rose of the sky. I had dreamed about taking her innocence and having her in my arms. The crowmen couldn’t get away with this. I had to retaliate.

Gabriella finished reading it. She looked even more disgusted and questionable than earlier. “There are so many things wrong here. He would have never asked you for help. He hates asking foreigners for any type of help.”

“Why would this be a false flag?” I asked. Gabriella started getting on my nerves. It was the first time I’d ever felt this way since seeing her. I knew she was a sweet and caring woman, but I believed her personal biases toward Skyfar got in her way.

She looked at me longer and harder. It was the first time I’d questioned her like that. “Because it stinks – that’s why. I’ve known Skyfar for a long time. This isn’t like him at all. He knows that too, that’s why they told us about the importance of you reading the letter in peace and alone – they didn’t even want me to read it with you.”

I frowned. Now she just sounded paranoid. However, I stood rooted on the spot and didn’t question her so much. “Gabriella, this is urgent.”

“It is,” she said firmly. “He is trying to deceive you.”

“How?” I asked, starting to raise my voice. “How would he even know I have a thing for his daughter?”

“All parents do,” she said as if it were obvious.

I wrinkled my nose. I, for some reason, got offended when she pointed that out too. I hadn’t even noticed Layla was behind our backs. She looked equally as worried as Gabriella. “Guys … please, it sounds like you are fighting.”

I looked at Gabriella contemptuously. I believed I saw pangs of jealousy. She didn’t like the way I had mated with her angels and went out on epic adventures while she was still here. “Raphael, I’ve been with you since you got here. I’m saying this because it comes from the bottom of my heart. You even said to yourself something wasn’t right with him.”

I just turned my back and left her there standing. I cleared my throat and viciously spat on the grass. I went away and fumed by myself, kicking around on the dirt and slicing a random branch with my sword. I had so much rage inside me, boiling and spilling all over me. First, Julia being captured, and then Gabriella was hindering me like a thornbush. I didn’t like this at all. Why should I even listen to her? I was the main male here. She’s just a female. I spat again. I was certain, without a doubt, that she was just jealous. She knew what it would mean if I rescued Julia. I would bang her and spill my seeds in her womb. Gabriella would be left wishing it was her womb instead.

I continued to walk around. An angel I had bedded on the first day flew over to me. “Do you want something to eat,” she offered me cutely while fidgeting her fingers.

“I’m not in the mood,” I said and waved her away.

“Okay, just checking,” she said, disappointed, and flew away back to the angels.

Someone then poked my back. I whirled around, and my sudden gesture caught Ariella off guard. “Wow, easy there.”

“What do you want?”

She blinked at me. “Are you the same Raphael as yesterday?”

I didn’t answer and just continued to walk along. “I heard you and Gabriella were caught in a heated argument. And it seems true, unfortunately,” she said.

“I don’t know what to say,” I said. I shouldn’t be saying anything. I should be acting like how I’d done before. For some reason, I didn’t like her telling me what to do and coming with her warnings. I could take care of myself and didn’t need her.

“I just hope you understand Gabriella has our best interest at heart,” Ariella said. She spoke to me in her serious tone, not the flirtish and playful tone she usually kept. “If she senses something is wrong. It most likely is.”

“I agree. Something is wrong, and Julia is in grave danger,” I said and tightened my grip around the hilt of my sword. I wasn’t even aware I was still walking around with it.

“Uhm,” she said and regarded my blade carefully. I cast her a frown and wondered if she was going to dare question it. She just shrank under my gaze instead. “How are you so sure she is in danger? I agree with Gabriella; I don’t trust that king at all.”

“What if she isn’t?” I said. “Then fine, I will go there and then return if I can’t find her.”

“But what if it is a trap?”

I scorned her suggestion. “I’m not scared of a trap. How many didn’t we escape earlier?”

She started brushing her arm demurely. “I’m sorry,” she said. She felt uncomfortable even speaking to me. “I just wanted to check if you were alright.”

“And I’m.”




I hadn’t spoken to Gabriella after my outburst at her. I still didn’t feel bad about it and genuinely believed this was a major mistake. When the sun was setting, and they were asleep, I would leave. I would get Julia safely here and bed that beautiful purple-haired woman, whether Gabriella liked it or not. Cock-blocker, that’s what she was. I’m a male, and I will continue to make decisions here. They will be based upon what I want and not the whims of that woman.

Layla approached me slowly from behind. “You aren’t thinking of going anywhere?”

“No,” I said firmly.

“You are looking so thoughtfully at the horizon, not exactly as if you are preparing to sleep.”

The way she questioned me just annoyed me more. “So? What if I’m.”

She didn’t answer that one. “Have you spoken to Gabriella?”

“Not since our prior conversation.”

“Why?”

“I just want to be left alone for a moment,” I said.

“I hope you won’t fight or anything.”

I just shook my head. “Not for now.”

“Okay.”




I didn’t sleep. I just lay on the side with my hands propping my head up. I started drifting farther and farther away from them till the island was just a little blur in the sky. It wasn’t hard to stay awake. My heart was still boiling hot from all the emotions over Gabriella. Why would she even consider speaking to me like that after everything I’ve done for them? I made the decision to deal with Skyfar and then Doragon. What made her think this was a bad call? If it wasn’t jealousy, then I didn’t know what it was.

I rose and lifted the whistle to my lips. I blew, and the song spread across the sky till it found Felicia. It took a bit longer to see her again. She wasn’t equally as eager, only licking my face once. “Are you tired?”  I asked and stroked her neck.

She watched me carefully. She didn’t look to be in the mood to fly. “Come on now,” I said and mounted her. “A little flight through the night, and then you can sleep tomorrow.”

She neither emitted her happy cry. She just spread her wings and flew right into the night. I listened to my instincts as we continued to fly in the night sky toward the west. A few clouds flew silently above us, veiling the glimmering stars and half-moon. The farther we flew, the thicker the clouds billowed. After a couple of hours, I couldn’t see a patch of dark blue. A light drizzle started falling from the sky. It didn’t bother me at all. The cries of Julia tormented me. I couldn’t stand those evil crowmen getting to her innocence before I. Then it was Gabriella who didn’t want me to save her for some reason. It just fueled my anger even more. If that was even possible, then it was Ariella and Layla doubting me too.  I kicked my foot into Felicia, who reluctantly increased her pace.




Felicia continued to make resistance. It started getting on my nerves that she would also start defying me now. “Not you, too,” I said and kicked her flank again. The fog was getting denser. We couldn’t fly at the same pace as when we’d gotten here. She cried out again, the cry more deafening than last. I started contemplating whether I should fly the rest myself. She suddenly halted in midair. She twisted her neck to me. A pearly teardrop hung from her eyelid. I didn’t quite understand. I tried searching her miserable face. “What is it?” I asked. I stroked her neck to let her know that I cared about her. “A girl I know is in danger. She might die if I abandon her.”

She refused to fly any further. “So be it,” I said and spread my own wings. I disappeared farther into the fog myself. I waved Felicia away, letting her know she could fly away. But instead, she trailed behind me. I couldn’t help but to shake my head. “So now you want to fly?” I glanced over my shoulder and waited for her to appear before the fog. Now it wasn’t one teardrop hanging from her eye but one in each eye. She sniffled and looked at me and then glanced over her own shoulder. She made whining sounds like a sad dog.  I didn’t follow her and continued to fly. A sharp cry pierced through the fog and reached my ears. “Help me!” I heard again. It was unmistakably Julia’s voice. I flapped my wings harder. Her plea for help pulled me in closer. I had no idea how Gabriella could suggest to ignore such an innocent voice. I couldn’t. I was determined to rescue her before any harm had been done.

I flew quicker through the fog, letting her desperate voice guide me through. The dark green island appeared so suddenly out of the fog, almost making me crash into the edge. I sat my feet down on the swampy soil. The thick mist snaked through the naked trees, colored with patches of moss and thick murky leaves weighing the branches down. “Help me!”

“Julia!” I cried out.

Suddenly, Felicia landed right in front of me. Tear tracks streaked her cheeks. I pointed skyward. “You are free to leave now,” I said. Instead, she hopped closer toward me and tried to nudge her back against me.

“Felicia, I don’t have time for this,” I said, stomping my foot down.

She let out a sigh. I walked around her and shook my head. I bolted into the forest. “Help me!” Julia’s voice echoed loudly. I jumped over bushes and shrubs. It was difficult to navigate through the densely overgrown forest. My adrenaline was flowing as I sped past the trees. I got closer to her voice. It became more distinct. I started imagining her pain and suffering. The plea to get rescued. I will not only rescue you, I promised. I will slaughter every single one that inflicted pain upon you. I unsheathed my sword. The only light in this murky forest. The mist dispersed as I plunged into a clearing. The voice was suddenly gone. Right in front of me was someone looking oddly similar to myself. “Julia?” I cried out.

He rose and waved his hand, letting the mist disperse even further, so I could see him. It was my doppelganger, looking exactly like the dream I had a few days ago. “She’s safe,” he said, staying on the opposite end of me but still keeping a distance.

I watched whoever tried to mimic me. I didn’t trust that person at all. The last time I’d seen him, he’d tried to convince me to return to Earth. “She isn’t,” I insisted. “Where is she?”

I circled him, and he circled me back, mimicking my movements and smiling. “Do you doubt yourself? I can let you search under every stone and patch of soil on this island. She’s safe; you can trust me.”

As if there was something as convincing as some guy trying to imitate me. I felt tensions rise even if he tried to cool them down. “I got a letter from Skyfar, and I just heard her voice as clear as day,” I said, raising my sword so the tip pointed at him. “You have to try harder to fool me.”

“I’m not trying to fool you,” he said. “I’m trying to help you. You have been led astray. They are taking advantage of you. I want you to be a free and strong man.”

“I make my own decisions,” I said and spat at his filthy accusations. “No one is taking advantage of me.”

“Gabriella wants you for herself, and at the same time, she only wants you to help her and the angels. What does that tell you?”

I lowered my sword a little. I wondered if he knew about our quarrel. It made me uncomfortable. “I’m an angel myself now, and I will protect them at all costs.”

“And what did she say when you wanted to protect someone else other than them?”

A creepy shiver ran down my spine. “How do you know?”

His lips slid up to a grin. “Why are you so blind to see? The one you stand in front of and want to hurt is yourself.”

It dawned on me, but I refused to acknowledge it. “No,” I said and shook my head, drumming my fingers on the shaft to make sure it was still there. “That’s not possible. You don’t even have any wings.”

“Right,” he said, his grin still plastered on his face. “That’s because I’m not supposed to have any wings.”

The change of pronoun just sent me deeper into the confusion. I forgot about Julia and regarded him carefully. But I felt like I was succumbing to whatever he wished. “What the hell do you want from me?”

“You need to stop referring to me as another person. I want the best for myself. I’m you, and I know well what you want. You can start by lowering your sword. There’s no reason to show hostilities against yourself.”

“I can only be myself,” I said. “You have to try harder than that for me to gain your trust.”

“So, you don’t trust yourself?” he said, looking worriedly at me. “I thought you were a male who made your own decisions. How is that even possible when you don’t even trust yourself?”

“I do trust myself, but I don’t trust you,” I said firmly.

“How would I know about the drama I had with Gabriella earlier? How would I know she is taking advantage of the rest of the angels and me?”

I continued to circle him. The thought of Julia had gone up in smoke. How he knew all this was a dilemma unless he really was myself. His lips slid into a deeper grin. “I’m clever. I’m starting to put the puzzle pieces together.”

I listened to what he said. One part of me told me it was poison injected right into my ears. Another told me it was what I wanted to hear. “This world is not for the faint-hearted,” he said. “It’s not a place for a male. It’s a lot of responsibilities, so many females to breed and protect. It will leave you depleted and devoid of life. The perfect life to strive for is a male for each woman. It’s less stressful and less to worry about.”

I slowly shook my head. “I have enjoyed every single moment here.”

“For now, but I’m getting tired. I’m getting tired of being taken advantage of. I’m getting tired of protecting so many. Why bother with heroism and ambitions when you can live a peaceful life somewhere else, free from any troubles?”

His words got injected right into me, finding my heart and polluting it. I didn’t know whether it was pollution; maybe they were cleansing me. Maybe I didn’t quite know what I wanted. His grin just got wider. “How … Do I return?”

“It’s easy; you point the sharp end close above your heart and plunge it right in. A Valkyrie will bring you back home where you belong. You don’t ever have to worry about the troubles of this world again. You will be in perfect happiness for the rest of your life.”

I looked at the tip of the sword and then drew my eyes along the blade till it reached the studded gems. The sign of the Angel Islands. It was a beautiful blade. One that had already been a part of so many happy memories and moments. But also through many tough times. Maybe it would be better to end it all. I regarded the tip thoughtfully and changed grip to my sword, so the tip breathed right over my heart. “Just one clean thrust, and I will be back home,” he said.

My hands trembled. The sword shook like a brittle leaf. I’d never held this sword so nervously. If this truly was what I wanted, why wouldn’t it be a lot easier? Just one clean thrust, and I will be dead and brought away from here. Yet, I was shaking. Nerves either warned me or betrayed me. “Go deep into your heart and listen to yourself. You have killed so many by now. Take it easy. There is no need to tremble like that.”

I slowly stopped shaking. My breathing got steadier and deeper. I didn’t know what it was, but something snapped inside me, like popping my eyes open from a nightmare. My heart suddenly raced, and I was fully alert, changing the grip of the sword, so it faced the impostor. “No,” I said firmly. “This is my home. This is where I belong. Draw your sword, and I will prove it.”

His grin faded from his face, and he watched me impassively. “So, you would like to learn the hard way. That I’ve already become so brainwashed.”

I sneered at the way he kept referring to himself as if I were him. He drew his sword and faced me. I was close up to him now. His eyes color, hair length, and every part of his skin and body were identical to mine. The only thing which made him stink was his intentions and his fetish to get me back to Earth. “I warn you,” he said. “The further you would like to fight, the more you will hurt yourself.”

I spat and charged at him. Our swords clashed violently, ringing so loudly that more mist dispersed around us. I continued to hurl blow after blow at him. He parried them all at first. He swung his sword in the same arc as I and positioned his feet like mine. No matter if I tried to surprise him, pointing my sword at his heart, pulling back, and then going for his waist, he was still prepared for the attack. I tried swinging my sword against his legs, hoping to chop them off.  He swung his sword the exact same way as I had, and the clang rang up to our ears.

I danced to the side and tried finding a vulnerable spot on his abdomen, but again he parried my blow. “You are a skilled swordsman,” I said, circling him, ready to strike at any minute.

“We both are equally as skilled. You will never be able to defeat me,” he said with his venomous tongue. “The only way to defeat me is to plunge your sword into your heart—”

I swung my sword, cutting a deep gash in his right shoulder. Simultaneously, he cut a gash on my shoulder. We both grunted in pain at the same time. “Do you really want this to be a slow torturous experience?”

“You got lucky,” I said, breathing deeply as my shoulder seared with pain. The red blood trickled down my tunic. I was close to chopping his head off and cursed myself for not having fought harder.

“Then we both got lucky,” he said, his smile twisting to a wicked grin. I didn’t believe it for a second; he was mirroring my movements unconsciously. He was struggling to keep up with me. I raised my sword again and noticed the black blood trickling down my blade. “You can give up trying to pretend to be me,” I said, eying the black blood on his shoulder. “Your blood is poisoned by the Demon.”

“I’ve learned a lot from such a short stay here,” he said, letting the blood trickle down on him.

“You are foolish if you think I will surrender.”

“You don’t understand what you are doing. You can continue to fight yourself till you can’t stand on your own feet, or you can accept your fate and end it right here—”

He provoked me. I charged right into him, hurling blow after blow. He matched my exact same movements and blows. I roared out in rage as I swung my sword in an arc over his head. Our swords clashed and ground into each. I continued to push, desperately wanting to end this. I wanted to push over, stooping over him, and bury my sword deep into his beating heart.

I kept pushing and pushing, gnashing my teeth in the process. He pushed back. I hated to say this, but it seemed like he pushed equally as fiercely as I. I let go and struck him right in the abdomen as quickly as a snake. I succeeded with the second wound. I panted, exhausted. The wound in his abdomen made me smile. A little victory. He still stood upright, but it would weaken him. “We are both weakened,” he said, and his eyes pointed to my abdomen. I felt something hot and sticky dribbling down my waist. The hotness then started burning. I looked down, and he’d also inflicted a wound upon me. “I’m smarter than this. I can end this very easily. Why die in torture?”

I coughed, and the fatigue started kicking in. The blood on my shoulder was still trickling down my shoulder blade. I started questioning what I was doing. Why was I hurting myself? Why was I fighting against myself? “What you are doing now will never free you,” he said. “You can continue to fight yourself, but you will just wear yourself down so much you will die anyway. There is only one way out of here, and you are unfortunately choosing the long and hard way—”

I fumed and stabbed him in rage. The sword went deep into his thigh. At the same moment, I felt the steel deep into my own thigh as well. The success of having wounded him quickly ebbed. I winced. The tip of his sword poked at my bone, making me cry out in pain. I pulled my sword out of him and then fell to my knees. I panted and lowered my eyes. I lifted my gaze, and he was also on his knees, a couple of feet apart from me. “Do you see?” he said.

He was right. I couldn’t continue to fight myself. I had to end this. I was in too much pain from being here. A place I shouldn’t even have been in with way too much responsibility. I nodded and meekly reached for my sword.

“Raphael, don’t!” Gabriella’s voice cried out from above us. I glanced over my shoulder. Her long bright wings were spread in their full glory. She had an arrow nocked on the string. A strange light glowed around the arrowhead. I turned to who I now thought was myself, but his eyes widened in fear. Gabriella fired the arrow. The imposter jumped back. Even if it missed, the light continued to glow. The imposter squirmed, trying everything he could to shield his eyes from the bright glare. His face melted, making room for his dark features. “It burns!” He cried.

I quickly rose and reached for my sword. Despite being severely wounded, my heart rate was through the roof. The fresh adrenaline made me stand. Gabriella landed right next to me and nocked another light arrow. I no longer saw any hints of myself.  “The Demon,” I whispered to myself. His wings were dark as shadows and body and skin tone nasty as tar. I couldn’t see his eye color, just the white sclera.

He flapped his wings and fled as quickly as possible. It just dawned on me what had happened. I truly understood what kind of sophisticated creature the Demon was. If I could have been so easily manipulated, who could then resist him?

I fell back onto my knees. I scarcely had the strength to stand. I had lost so much blood. Gabriella quickly kneeled by my side and stuffed the arrow back in her quiver. “You’re severely wounded,” she said gravely. She waved someone over, and I heard the cry of her widewing. I remembered how I’d acted toward her earlier, and shame weighed me down. Yet, I found it hard to utter a word. “Sorry,” I tried, but a gargled noise of pain and suffering came out.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. She kept herself calm in this dire moment. She lifted me and sat me upright on her widewing. She mounted her quickly and held onto me as we soared in the sky and away from this island.








  
  
  Chapter 13

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  







I touched my abdomen and felt several stitches across my abs. A throbbing headache tormented me. I found it difficult to open my eyes. I tried to come back to my senses. I tried to get an understanding of what had just taken place. Slowly by slowly, my memory put the puzzle pieces back together. I was struck by so many emotions, but the angel I wanted to see first was Gabriella. She had saved my life, and I owed her an apology like never before.

I recognized the warm cloud material and the higher altitude. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and saw the railing. I was resting at Angel of Fertility. The sky was cloudless and fog-free. The sun bloomed on the horizon, the morning light spreading all over the sky. “Gabriella?” I said and didn’t want to see nor speak to anyone else than her.

“I’m here,” she said calmly, flying over to my side. She held onto a wooden cup and helped lift my back. “Drink this.”

She handed me the cup but helped me hold it. The touch of her sweet fingers warmed me greatly. I lifted the cup to my lips and chugged the weird minty liquid. It made me cough. It was strong but cleared the headache and made me awake. “Are you there?” I asked.

“I’m right next to you,” she said and caressed my shoulder. Her voice was filled with relief. I didn’t understand how and why especially when I’d acted against her earlier.

“Do you mind sitting in front of me?”

She made her way and sat down on her knees on the opposite end of me. I looked into her blue eyes and felt myself shrinking in them for the first time. “I’m sorry,” I said and didn’t blink as I told her this. “I apologize from the bottom of my heart.”

She reached for both of my hands. Her touch was so lovely and smooth. “I don’t judge you. You got deceived.”

“I should have known better,” I said and didn’t think this could easily be brushed aside as no big deal. “It almost became fatal. And it could have been avoided by listening to you.”

“That’s true,” she said. “But the Demon is sophisticated. He deems you the biggest threat. I’m sad to say; this won’t be the last you will see of him.”

“Do you forgive me?”

“I do,” she said and kept the intimate touch with her hands. “I’m certain you are the strongest male this world has ever seen. But no one is perfect. I have every reason to forgive and be sympathetic to what happened.”

“You are the sweetest angel and female out here. I will dedicate the rest of my life to keep you safe.”

A smile unfolded on her face. “I know.”

I turned skyward, contemplating over that twisted creature. “What was that?”

“You know it yourself … He was the Demon.”

“How could he just take my form like that? How could he enter my dream? He convinced me to commit suicide.”

“He is empowered by dark magic. He can inherit any material. He is skilled, and I hate to admit this, incredibly intelligent. His methods are sophisticated in order to protect himself.”

“We can’t have a creature like him roaming freely in the sky,” I said, the thought of that just making my headache worse. “He must be dealt with and that as soon as possible.”

“I know; that’s what every male has been saying for the past millennium.”

“I even heard Julia’s cry,” I said and kneaded my temples. Defeating such a sophisticated bastard like him. I’d no idea how or where to even start.

“Dark magic,” she said and nodded in agreement. “It can fool anyone.”

“I feel so dumb. There were so many warning signs. Even Felicia cried and didn’t want to fly any further.”

“The sky was clouded, too,” Gabriella noted, “clouding my vision. It took time for me to sense you were in danger. It’s the same as the letter you received. Skyfar didn’t want me to read it since I would understand.”

“Skyfar,” I mouthed. I balled my hands into fists. The rage was about to spill over and just made my headache worse. “Did he write that letter?”

“I believe so,” Gabriella said and sighed deeply. “Someone has whispered enough stuff into his ear to make him ill for the rest of his life. I hate to say this, but I fear his blood has darkened.”

My face darkened. “But what about Julia, who is constantly with him?”

She waited, saying the next thing. I believe she feared I would react badly to it. “I have a feeling she actually is in danger. What you sensed was true, but your feelings were misled.”

My head started to throb again despite the drink she’d given me. “I have to get rid of Skyfar.”

“Just what everyone else has noticed with you,” she said. “I’m more than certain now that you are destined to become the Alpha Male and ruler over all the five heavenly races in order to protect us from the demon.”

“I believe so too. A man like Skyfar cannot be trusted any longer. The difficult part will be that he knows that the plan didn’t work out. He will keep an extra eye out, and it will be difficult getting anywhere close to his castle.”

There was a lot I didn’t like about this. The dangers seemed to loom ever higher as time passed on here. The wicked Demon will also plot something, but I didn’t have a clue what. “How many bows and arrows do we have left?”

“Enough to last us a long time,” Gabriella said. “We are a little bit short on swords and shields to protect ourselves.”

“We are definitely not going to receive that again after this.” I got up to my feet and walked over to the railing. I gazed out over the world and the rising sun. I must have slept for over a day. I touched around my stitches. They were skillfully sewn and felt as good as new. I owed a couple more apologies to both Layla and Ariella, then I had to find Julia and that as quickly as possible. “I hope they aren’t mad at me.”

“No one here is mad at you,” Gabriella said and strode over to me, her presence behind me warming me greatly. “They were all worried and had been grieving.”

I spotted Ariella. She seemed to be tossing and turning on top of her cloud puff. “I will go speak to her,” I said.

“Do that; I can start with the stew if you are hungry.”

“That will be lovely,” I said. I hadn’t eaten for days, and the sword fight with the Demon had completely depleted me of nutrition. I spread my wings and descended farther down Angel Island. Ariella definitely was awake. She ditched the cloud puff and eagerly flapped her wings up toward me. I didn’t get a chance to apologize. She attacked me in a strangling hug. It felt more than amazing holding her like this while we hovered in the air with the help of our wings.

“Are you alright?” she asked, burying her face in my neck. “I got so worried. I haven’t slept well at all. I just tossed and turned for most of the time.”

“I’m well,” I said and didn’t want to let go of her warm body mashing onto mine. “I’m sorry for the other day. The way I acted was unacceptable.”

She parted from my hug ever so slightly to frown at me. “You have nothing to apologize for. Do you see how tricky that Demon is? He will go to great lengths to poison anyone. No one is immune, unfortunately.”

It irritated me a little that no one would accept my apology. “I will try to keep my eyes open next time and listen to you.”

She shook her head. “That’s not a good idea. You should listen to yourself first and foremost. That’s brought us the most prosperity lately.”

I didn’t say anything. I will listen mostly to myself, but I will not be arrogant. She kept brushing my back and touching my wings. “Are you sure you are alright?”

“I’m fine,” I said and also felt her back. The sensation of skin against skin always brought me bliss. “What about Layla? Where is she?”

“She must be awake now. She cried the most when Gabriella brought you back, all wounded and in pain. She thought this was the end of us all.”

Someone tapped my shoulder. I parted from Ariella’s arms. Layla was behind me with bags under her eyes, hinting at the lack of sleep from the previous nights. She was a bit shyer and didn’t attack me in an open hug. I embraced her and noticed her eyes were still a bit moist. “I thought you would die yesterday,” she sniffled.

It wasn’t far from the truth. I had been a moment from dying. “I know,” I said and caressed her back. “If it hadn’t been for Gabriella, I most likely would have.”

“Please, don’t do anything like that again.”

“I won’t, and I’m sorry for how I behaved.”

“I forgive you,” she said. It was sweet of her. She was the only angel who actually let me apologize. While the others started waking up, they began swarming around me, checking me out. All the attention was a bit overwhelming at first. It had been like this most days here, but the attention was more concentrated on me now.

One angel squeezed herself between Gabriella and me, laying her smooth young hand on my thigh. “How’re the stitches?”

“The best stitches I’ve ever had.”

She blushed at the compliment. “Thank you. I did them.”

I kissed her right on the cheek, fluttering away like a butterfly in ecstasy. Gabriella had finished the stew and passed us around the bowls. It was an early breakfast. Most of us ate together. A few of the angels were at the playground. The clashes of swords rang all the way here. “They’ve been fighting a lot more lately,” Gabriella said and took her reserved seat next to me. “They know the dangers just keep growing, especially since the fear of being without a male loomed the prior days.”

“Sometimes it will take a dire moment to wake up,” I said and blew on my steaming spoon. “It’s for the better. There is always room for improvements and new skills to be learned—”

“Sail!” an angel called out across the island.

I pushed my bowl aside. “Strange, especially after Skyfar’s attempt to fool us.”

“Maybe they were already on their way before what happened,” Gabriella suggested but remained suspicious.

“Maybe,” I said and thought that was unlikely. I flew up toward the Endless River. I was burdened with a full stomach, but I was just as curious as the other angels. While I was in the air, I peered across the river. It took me a few seconds to spot the tiny fisherman boat bobbing toward us. It wasn’t a sail nor a merchant ship. I scratched my neck and slowly lowered myself down by the edge of the river. It caught us all off guard. “Maybe it’s a fisherman who’s gotten lost,” one of the angels said, equally as confused as the rest of us.

Hardly, I saw the eyes poking out from the dark hoodie. She was clothed in a cape, trying to hide her identity. Her slow approach just made her more mysterious. She didn’t dock the boat and kept her head low. “I’m seeking Raphael,” she said.

“I’m here,” I said. The angels made room for me, and I strode over to the lady, her voice hinting she was a bit older.

“I have an urgent letter for you.” Her hand snuck into her inner pocket, and she brought out a folded paper instead of a traditional letter. “I advise you to read it as soon as possible.” She handed it to me, and I accepted it. She then turned the boat around and rowed away, slowly disappearing into the horizon.

The paper weighed a bit in my hand. The last time I’d received a letter, it hadn’t led to any good. I glanced over at Gabriella. “Is it safe to read?”

She closed her eyes and searched around in her serene stillness. “I would say so. Skyfar would have hardly sent a crumpled-up paper as a letter. The way she came here in disguise gives me the impression that actual perils are present.”

I unfolded the paper and read, “Raphael, this is Julia. I’m sorry I couldn’t get back to you any earlier. I believe my father is plotting something viciously to have you killed, and I beg you to stay alert. I’m having a hard time writing “father”. I don’t recognize him any longer, and I believe there is no turning back for him. He’s imprisoned me and is on his way to send me to the prison island on the outskirts of Heaven’s Kingdom. It breaks my heart when writing this. I have to smuggle this to you. I hope you will receive it in time to stop him. I know only you have the strength to do so.”

I read it out loud and sighed at the end. “Do you think when she wrote plotting something, she meant the other letter I received from Skyfar?”

Gabriella nodded her head gravely. “I do.”

“I have to find Julia,” I said gravely. “But if Skyfar thinks I’m here, he will most likely come and attack you.”

“He is after you, not us,” Gabriella reminded me.

I weighed the risks. “Ariella and Layla will have to stay with you in case of danger.”

“Yes,” Gabriella said. She looked a bit nervous, having me fare out by myself again. I didn’t see any other solutions. I had a feeling getting Julia back was a key to beating Skyfar. “The Prison Island is under heavy surveillance. You have to fly low and arrive there during the night.”

“I will,” I said.

“Few of us will be comfortable having you gone again, especially after what happened,” she said.

“I understand, but I don’t see any other way out of this.” I looked around. Both Ariella and Layla were listening, a bit more quiet than usual. “Don’t waste a second while I’m gone; train every single angel.”

What I said didn’t satisfy them. “I’d hoped we could be spending some time together,” Ariella sniffled. Her eyes were welling up.  She was on the point of crying. “I don’t want you to die.” She burst out in tears, and I caught her in my arms. I stroked her back and tried hushing calming words in her ear.

“Stay strong while I’m gone,” I said. I had to dry her tears with my finger. I had never seen her so emotional before. Gabriella was right. It wouldn’t be easy for them to have me leave like this, especially after what had happened.

She continued to weep. I patted her back numerous times and held her hard to show my comfort. “Stay strong, Ariella,” I told her.

“I just want to spend some time with you.”

“Think about when the world will be at peace,” I told her. “We can spend as much time together then.”

“Exactly how we spent our time on the island?”

“Yes,” I said firmly.

She sniffled and slowly let go of me. Layla was a bit easier to say goodbye to. The strength of my seeds in her still showed its presence. “I say the same thing, don’t waste a second while I’m gone.”

“I won’t,” she said, her voice weighed down with grief and emotions. “But I will also miss you.”

I pressed my lips onto hers and embraced her again. She was on the point of crying. “I don’t want to end up lonely again,” she feared.

“You won’t,” I told her firmly.

I parted from the embrace and called for Felicia. Another one I owed an apology to. Layla took her sweet time to comfort Ariella as they flew to the playground. Gabriella was still by my side. I would never dismiss her wisdom. “I have a feeling it’s going to be a few turbulent days ahead,” I said.

“So do I, but in the end, it will be better,” she said. “We can’t deal with Skyfar any longer. To have Julia take his place and you become the Alpha Male will be the key to overcoming the Demon and restoring stability to our world.”

I nodded. Felicia came speeding toward me from the sky. She landed abruptly in front of me, making me stagger back. She licked my face quickly and nuzzled my neck. “Okay, okay,” I said. She was about to make me giggle. Her tongue tickled me so much. I didn’t think it was the right moment to stand her and giggle. “I’ve been missing you too,” I said and stroked her neck. I mounted her, and she eagerly flapped her wings. “Fare safely,” Gabriella said gravely, her blonde hair flowing in the wind. “We will stay alert till you arrive again.”

I nodded and soared higher in the air. I aimed my eyes toward Heaven’s Kingdom and the prison island where Julia was held captive. I swore to myself that I would get her and also my revenge on Skyfar.
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I stroked Felicia’s neck. We’d slept over at a random island with lush grass and had now continued our flight. I had a vague idea where the prison island was. From the clues of the letter and also going by gut feelings. I didn’t have to ram my feet into Felicia’s flank. She understood this was urgent and spread her wings widely. She speeded past the islands, my hair flowing at its full glory, and my clothes fluttered in the wind.

We started reaching a few farms, and I believed we were now on the outskirts of Heaven’s Kingdom. The sky was covered in a sheet of thin clouds, and the sun had already disappeared under the horizon.

It was the perfect timing. I didn’t know how many guarded this prison, but I knew they wouldn’t live much longer. I stroked Felicia’s neck and whispered in her ear. “Easy now.”

She didn’t cry. I also motioned her to fly a bit lower. I gazed up from above and recognized the three islands shaped like a triangle. “We’re here,” I told her and jumped off, flapping my wings silently and gazing up in case I spotted someone. “Can you wait here?”

She pumped her head up and down and watched me extra carefully. She mouthed something, and I understood what she wanted to say. “I will be careful, don’t even worry about it.”

I left her there and flew silently up. I had no idea what to expect from prisons here. I found it funny that only the humans kept them of all the five heavenly races. The triangular islands had a tower on each. On top of the towers stood men who surveyed the surrounding skies for intruders. The islands had a lot of depth, and I guessed Julia was somewhere there under. What I suspected proved true when I saw small windows sealed with steel bars. I poked my head against the bars. I saw a withering man lying on his side. He snored deeply and was without an arm. I wondered what crime he’d committed to having ended up inside here. I went to the neighboring window and saw another man. He lay there curled up with his arms crossed against his bony tummy. I didn’t understand a word about what he was groaning over, but it wasn’t hard to tell he was in deep pain. I had to ask them. It’s going to take way too long to search through every cell. In the next window, I passed a woman who was sitting in a lotus position. It was hard to tell whether she was sleeping or awake. Her back was facing me. I tapped the bars, trying to grab her attention. She twitched, and I tapped again. “Over here,” I whispered and prayed no guards were there to hear me.

She turned around, watching the wall first, then moved her eyes farther up to the window. Her tousled hair hadn’t been brushed in ages, and her face was pale, not far from dying, in my opinion. She looked at me, puzzled. I just hoped she could speak. “I’m looking for Julia,” I said, lowering my voice to a faint whisper. “The king’s daughter.”

“You are at the wrong island,” she said, her voice equally as worn down as herself. “Us here are all condemned thieves. What you are referring to sounds like a political prisoner. She will most likely be at the next island.”

I nodded my thanks and gave her a thumbs up. “But that island will most likely be heavily fortified and secured since those prisoners are a lot more valuable.”

“Do you know the way there?”

“I do, but you will have to get me out of here for me to show you.”

There was a catch. Despite being worn down, she still had some intelligence left to take advantage of this situation. I didn’t judge her at all for that. I would have done the same. “How do I get into your cell?”

“Fly up, but make sure you keep an eye out on the tower. They survey the place but will most likely not watch where you are coming from. I’ve no idea how you got here in the first place.”

“When I have gotten on top of the island, where is the entrance to the prison?”

“You have to enter the gates, and there is a gatekeeper there. You have to climb down the stairs till you reach the bottom floor. There are guards here too, but most of them are asleep—” She shut her mouth suddenly. I heard the sounds of approaching footsteps. I ducked. I heard a thatch slide. “She’s just talking to herself, getting deranged,” one of the female guards said and moved on.

I did as she told me and slowly made my way up to the edge of the island. I kept my wings low and clambered up. I gazed up to the watchtower. I spotted a woman on top of it. She held a telescope and surveyed the surrounding sky. I lowered my eyes and at the bottom of the watchtower was a little cabinet. I saw an old man with a large stomach. He had his hands folded behind his neck and leaned back in his chair. Now I had to make Layla proud and put an arrow right in the middle of his ugly face. I reached behind my back and got the fletch between my fingers. I knocked it on the bowstring and used my back muscles to draw it back. Just one swift, clean shot. I tried not to think too much. A fuck up now, and they will notice me. I couldn’t afford to miss this one. I let go, and the thud was muffled by the faint crack of his skull. I watched him carefully as he slumped back in his chair. I breathed deeply, looking around and listening intently to see if anyone noticed. I had the skill and luck on my side. I clambered up the island and jogged lightly to the gate of the cabinet. I carefully opened it. The hinges squeaked a little, forcing me to be extra careful. A staircase spiraled down. I trod on it carefully, hoping the noises down here would be more muffled than up there. “Brad?” a guard called with an unmistakably female voice. I jumped down to the first floor, unsheathing my sword. I ran to the other end of the corridor, seeing the approaching shadow. I stabbed the woman right in the guts. She sucked in a quick breath and hunched forward, reaching for the sword. She then gave up, her eyes rolling to the back of her skull. She died. I ripped the key ring from her belt and ran to the cell with the pale-looking woman. She smiled as if she couldn’t believe it. “I have been sitting here for years,” she said. “I never believed this day would come.”

“It has, but you better keep your word,” I said firmly, holding my bloody sword up as proof of my loyalty.

When she saw the blood-smeared blade, she shrank. “I will hold my word.”

“Come, let’s go before they figure something is up.”

We ran out of here but carefully up the spiral staircase. I pushed the hinges open, second for second. We went on our toes to the edge of the island. “Do you have a cloud puff?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I was born into poverty. I never got the opportunity to learn such a luxurious skill.”

“I will jump down first and catch you.” She looked down from the edge, fears coiled in her belly. She probably understood she didn’t have another choice. I jumped down first, spreading my wings to stop myself from falling further. She took the leap of faith, biting her own tongue for not shrieking. I caught her in my arms and held her tightly. She smelled, but that was to be expected after having been there for too long. “Don’t shriek.”

“Sorry, I have never been in the open like this before.” She looked around and pointed toward another island. “It’s that one, but I wouldn’t recommend taking the same path you did here. And you must locate her first. It will be a bloody journey since it’s heavily guarded.”

“Let’s get on with it,” I said and didn’t mind spilling some royal blood. She guided me to the right island. I flew in stealth month, flapping my wings in a still, quiet rhythm. “I will leave you by the edge.” I pointed with a nod of my head at an edge that looked like a platform sticking out from the bottom of the island. I dropped her off at the edge.

“Don’t leave me hanging here forever.”

“I won’t,” I said. I could tell she was already checking me out. Her hormones started pumping again after all these years without any physical contact. I was curious about what crime she’d committed. Her characteristic struck me as someone intelligent and not a thief.

I search through the cells. It was a wretched sight, scanning my eyes across all those famished and hollowed faces. It was hard to stomach it, but I had to. I couldn’t let Julia wither her for a day longer and distort the heavenly beauty. From the next cell, a purple light was streaming out. I already knew it was her.  No one else than her had such a strong hair color that it could light up an entire cell. I poked my head up, and she sat with her back against the wall and feet outstretched on the cold-tiled floor. Her eyes were closed, her purple hair hung behind her back, and some strands spilled in front of her. I watched her, and my desire for that woman just grew stronger. I was dying to hear her voice again, but I reminded myself there were guards in the background, so I kept my mouth shut in a tight line. I had to spill some blood before I could get to her.

I flew back to the woman. “What’s your name?” I had forgotten to ask her.

“Camilla.”

“I’m Raphael,” I said and slid my hands under her arms. “I’ve found her.”

“That was quick.”

“It’s a bit hard to miss her glowing purple hair.”

“Yes,” she said, a bit envious. “I have heard before about her extraordinary beauty.”

We flew up to the surface of the island. They had three guards on top of the watchtower, but thankfully the cabinet leading down to the prisons had only one. I nocked an arrow and aimed at the guard. I let go, and the arrow split his skull. He fell back in his chair, crash landing with a thud. “The coast is clear,” I whispered and ran into the hut. I pushed the body away and descended the stairs. “Stay behind me all the time,” I told Camilla.

“I sure will.”

“Is everything alright up there?” A guard shouted.

“It is,” I shouted back. I unsheathed my sword and ran into the hallway. The guard was right about to turn the corner, but instead, I drove my sword right into her abdomen. I heard someone running across the other hallway. I ran in case they had long-range weapons or would ring the warning bell. I stabbed another woman. Blood soaked her clothes quickly. I felt something approaching my back and cursed myself for being too rash and not checking if there were any guards hiding.  I then heard someone gasp. I turned around. Camila had swung an ax right into a guard’s back, spilling blood all over herself. She wielded it impressively. “Not the first time,” I reckon and could catch my breath again.

She shook her head. “My hands are a bit stiff from sitting too much, but I’m all fired up after all these years of being spat at.”

I nodded and ripped the key ring from the guard’s belt. “Keep an eye out. My goal is to get out of here without being noticed.”

I couldn’t say anything more. I was dying to see Julia again. I ran toward her cell. Every single one of the prisoners was dead asleep. The clatter of my feet awoke them.  I got to her cell. The purple light streamed from her cell and out across the corridor. She sat with her back against the stone-cold wall, her fingers laced and resting on her tummy. I pushed the key into the hole and locked it open. At that moment, her eyes popped wide open. She had to rub them, believing she was deceived. “Raphael?” she asked, thinking this was too good to be true.

I took a knee next to her and reached for her hands. “Julia,” I said. I rubbed my thumb along the surface of her hand, searching for scars and bruises. “Are you unhurt?”

“Physically, yes,” she said coldly.

I knew what she meant. I can’t imagine how it would feel to always be there for a relative and then be stabbed in the back. I didn’t inquire any further.

She rose and looked more intently at me. “I can’t believe you came for me,” she sniffled. She let go of my grip and wrapped her arms around me. I patted her back, trying to cushion her pain. “Did you get my letter?”

“I did,” I said. “I’m sorry for everything that happened.”

“It’s nothing to be sorry about,” she sniffled. “I was naïve thinking I could have changed him. He was gone many years ago, and I should have accepted it.”

“You fought,” I said. “That was strong of you.”

“I didn’t think you would come,” she said, drying her eyes with her sleeves. “It was risky, to begin with, sending the letter. I wasn’t even sure if it would arrive. I knew my father was plotting something to have you trapped. That was why he locked me up here.”

“It’s alright,” I continued to whisper soothing words in her ear.

She didn’t break out in tears. She tried her hardest to contain them. “I want him to be well,” she said, swallowing painfully. “But I have tried so much. I don’t know where to go from here.” She parted a bit from the hug to look at me.

I wanted to stab him with my sword, giving it a good twist, so he squirmed in pain. “Do you think there is something left to save?”

She looked at me long and hard. She couldn’t answer. “He prisoned you, his own daughter,” I reminded her.

The fresh wound in her heart would take time to heal, but if she kept denying the reality, it wouldn’t go anywhere. “I don’t know if I can call him my father any longer,” she said. “I wished I had a man next to me. A man that cared for me and wasn’t a thorn or a burden.”

I ran my fingers along her lush hair. “I will get rid of him and take his spot for you. That’s how badly I want you.”

She raised her sad eyes to me. “I want the same … That’s how badly I want you.” She pushed her lips against mine, and I tasted her sweetness. Her warm fresh breath cascaded over my neck and pricked my skin with pleasurable goosebumps. I’d wanted to kiss her so badly ever since I saw her.

I held harder than ever. Gabriella’s hints that I would end up as the Alpha Male started spelling true. I had to get rid of Skyfar. I will kill her father and take his place, ending up with his hot, exotic daughter right at my disposal. “Come, let’s go. You and Skyfar have suffered enough.”

She nodded. “If you somehow manage to get rid of him, do you promise to give me the title of queen?”

Her gorgeous purple eyes were impossible to resist. “You have my word on it.”

“I care a lot about my family and kingdom,” she said. “I don’t want to see anyone suffer.”

I got similar vibes from her as I did with Gabriella. A vibe that had benefited me immensely. I struggled to get my hands off her, but as night was about to turn to morning, we had to go. It wasn’t necessary to spill more blood here when we planned to take over the throne of the Heaven’s Kingdom. I escorted her out. The prisoners extended their hands between the bars and begged for help. “You can hold on a couple of days more.”

Camilla stood at the opposite end of the prison hallway, obviously eavesdropping. She looked away and pretended like nothing. I tapped her on the shoulder. “We’ll leave.”

We ran up the stairs and sneaked our way out of there. I jumped first out of the edge and sought eye contact with Felicia. She was flying in circles below us, waiting eagerly for my return. She surged upward, and I had to remind her to be quiet with a stern finger over my lips. I flew up, and Julia jumped on first and then Camilla. I flew away from here, toward Heaven’s Kingdom.
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“We’re not far now,” Camilla said. She lived on a hidden island covered in a forest not too far from the Kingdom. She’d warily looked around on our flight here in case she would have gotten caught.

“You don’t have to live like a hermit,” I told her. “Skyfar’s days are numbered.”

“I know, and I know our times will turn for the better with a man like you ruling us.” She was about to jump off but waited. “May I kiss your hand as a thank you before leaving?”

I extended my hand to her, and she pressed her lips right onto my hand. Her lips were parched, but I didn’t judge her after being so long in the prison. It was the thought that mattered. “I owe you one.”

“I have a feeling we’ll be seeing each other again,” I said. “If I will need your help, I will definitely redeem the favor you owe.”

She bowed deeply. “It will be a pleasure to serve you. Good luck in your endeavor. I hope positive news will soon fly by instead of all this grief that has struck us the past years.”

I waved at her and hoped her beauty would return. There was more than one way to return a favor to me.




The sun started slowly rising behind us. “Are you sure no guards will bother us?”

I couldn’t stand by myself against an entire army of armored women and some men. ”They won’t when they see me,” she said. “My father didn’t publicly throw me in jail. There would have been civil unrest if he did so.”

I hoped she was right. The large silhouette, which was the Heaven’s Kingdom appeared in front of us. Flickering flames danced and moved around. And as we were closing in on our destination, we noticed there were men and women running around with torches. People were flying around on cloud puffs, trying to get close to the kingdom. They were shouting and trying to tear down the guards that were the only barricade. “What’s going on?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, equally as puzzled as I. “I’ve never seen such unrest before.”

It wouldn’t be possible to sneak ourselves in. Hundreds of guards stood with their bows ready, guarding every angle of the castle. I saw blood on the streets and family members hauling wounded sisters to safety. They started lighting the market on fire, and the guard quickly had to extinguish the flames. It was dramatic, and I had a bad feeling about this, making me believe that the killing of Skyfar wouldn’t go so smoothly.

“Halt!” four female guards shouted above us. They were standing on their cloud puffs guarding the castle. Their armor and muscular bodies could have easily been mistaken for one of the gladiators. Their arrows were already nocked, and just one lift with the finger and all three of us would die.

Julia changed seats with me. When they saw the royal daughter, their eyes widened. “I demand you to lower your weapons,” she said sternly. There was more than authority in her voice: strength and passion for her people.

They exchanged nervy glances and, in the end, had no choice but to obey her. “Where have you been?” one of the ladies asked with golden flowing hair. “There has been massive unrest we’ve never seen before because of your disappearance and father’s rumored illness.”

“It’s none of your business where I have been,” she said, continuing to talk in her fierce tone. “I need to see my father immediately.”

They exchanged glances again, shifting uncomfortably in the air. “We’ve gotten firm orders not to let anyone in – “

“Who are you calling anyone?” she lashed back with her hands on her hips. “He is my father, and I demand to see him.”

“And the angel behind your back … He looks familiar and not for the better.”

Julia fumed. “He comes with me – now let us pass!”

They moved aside, unsure whether this was the right thing to do or not. We flew right past them and landed. She wasn’t so eager to run into the kingdom as she reminded herself what we were here for. “What is it?” I asked and stroked her back.

“I don’t know,” she said, emotions welling inside her.

I should have known beforehand it would be difficult to bring a daughter to watch her father getting killed. “Remember what I told you earlier and remember what you were thinking about.”

“It’s a bit more difficult standing here,” she said.

The loud tumult over the kingdom kept rising. The smog and fire danced more vividly. “I have a feeling we can’t be standing here for too long.”

She nodded and accepted her difficult fate. “Come, let’s go,” she said. We pushed open the gates and ran inside. The torches mounted on the walls were unevenly lit. It looked as if no one had cleaned the red carpet in days. We came over to the royal hall with no one in sight. It had always been someone here when I’d been here, but now every guard was outside trying to calm the raging men and women.

Julia moved slower. We entered the throne room, and we both heard someone sob. “It’s my father,” she said.

I was about to put my hand on the sword hilt, but something in her voice told me to wait. He wasn’t sitting on his throne. He was kneeling in front of it. “Father?” Julia asked.

She was about to go up to him, but I held out my hand to stop her. I got an odd feeling from this. The feeling I should have gotten when he lured me into the trap to get me killed. “Don’t go too close,” I whispered in her ear. “He’s tried to kill you before.”

“Come with me,” she said and reached for my hand.

I escorted her up the dais. “Father,” she said. “Can you look at me?”

He stopped sobbing, drawing in a shivering breath. “Not after what I did to you and your mother.”

“What have you done to my mother?” she asked, fearing the worst.

“I killed her,” he said.

“Why?” Julia asked, her lower lip quivering.

“Because I’m sick,” he said, playing the victim card. “I need help. But I don’t deserve any help.”

I didn’t like where this conversation was going. She must understand somewhere that a man like that cannot be trusted. “Where is mom?” Julia asked; the first tears dribbled down her cheeks.

“In the corner of this room.”

Both of us turned around. I saw the corpse lying thrown against the wall. The beautiful purple hair which Julia had inherited was bloody and tousled. Julia ran down to her, flipping the corpse over. I started making my way down. The way the blood was caked over her body and several swords wounded suggested they’d been quarreling, and she had fought back. It made me admire this bloodline even more, even if Skyfar had to be dealt with.

Julia raised her hand over her mouth and turned. She couldn’t stomach the sight. “Why?” she questioned from the other end of the room.

Her father just continued to sob. “Because I’m sick.”

“She hadn’t done you anything,” she said. “She wanted you to become well just like I.”

“I know; that’s why I regret locking you up.”

I knelt beside the corpse and caught the sight of something strange. Amid the stained blood, I saw something darker. The color of the blood was similar to the corrupted crowmen and lizards we’d slain. I glanced over to Skyfar. “Please,” Skyfar begged. “I want to talk to you in peace.”

I started to have an inkling where this was heading. “I’m … not so sure,” she said.

“Please, Julia, my precious daughter,” he said, trying to lure her into some other trap. “I want some privacy with you. I want to truly apologize after what I did to you and your mother.”

She exchanged glances with me. I just frowned and sternly shook my head. “I don’t feel that safe with you any longer,” Julia said painfully.

Skyfar stopped sobbing all of a sudden. “Your own father … Do you know how painful this is to me?”

“It’s equally as painful for me,” she said and was now the one who cried. “You killed my own mother and then imprisoned me. I can’t trust you any longer.”

Skyfar trembled with rage. He twisted his head for the first time. His nose was bleeding, and when Julia saw the color, she gasped. Skyfar launched himself at her. I drew my sword and acted just as quickly. I jumped myself at him before he could reach her, stabbing his shoulder and crashing into him at the same time. I rolled onto the floor and jumped back onto my feet. He’d unmistakably been corrupted by the Demon, his blood the blackest I’d seen. Skyfar crawled onto the wall, trying again to deceive his daughter. “Look at me,” he pleaded. “Look at how I’m suffering.”

“Your blood …” she noted and trembled in fear. “How long have you been like this?”

“Only you can save me,” he said, squirming in pain from my wound. “Tell him to leave us alone. I just want a private word with you.”

She shook her head. “No, never.”

“Please, don’t do this to me.”

“Raphael,” she said, more tears running down her cheeks. “Kill him.”

“No!” Skyfar shouted, his voice already weak from the wound. I buried my sword right into his heart. The blackened blood soaked his clothes and stained the floor. I should have done this the first time I met him. I should have understood he’d been corrupted.

I sheathed my sword and lent my shoulder to Julia. She cried, heartbroken. I stroked her back. I can’t imagine having witnessed the death of both of my parents on the same day. She took it better than I expected. “I don’t understand how this could have happened,” she sniffled. “How could the Demon have gotten to him?”

“It’s a sophisticated creature,” I said. “But he lost today, and we will get rid of him for good—”

I wanted to hold onto her longer, but the tumult outside just grew louder to the point the ground shook. “We have to calm my people,” she said, wiping her eyes and already speaking like a queen. “I will take care of the funerals later.”

I followed her outside. The noises raged even louder, and more buildings were catching fire. Julia strode out to the staircase and stood there as the sun rose steadily over the horizon. The inhabitants got their eyes on her, and quickly, the words were spreading that Julia had returned. Julia summoned the main guards of the Heaven’s Kingdom. They were surprised to see her. “Tell the people to meet me at the center. Then go into the castle and fetch the corpse of my father.”

He dipped his head and quickly went to work. The unrest stopped suddenly. The guards finally put control on the fire as they stopped lighting stuff on flames. “How quickly do you think they will accept me as their main male?” It hadn’t fully dawned on me what I was saying. A dual marriage would mean that I was about to become an Alpha Male.

“Very quickly,” Julia said, shielding her eyes from the morning sun. Her eyes were already drying despite the grief. She recovered quickly even though the wound was still there. “They remember you from the gladiators. You are seen as strong, and they will be more pleased with you as their main male rather than my father.”

Behind all the grief and sadness, I saw a smile of optimism. Especially as the sun kept rising, it was a new light filling this kingdom. A start of a new era. The men and women gathered quickly and pointed at both of us. I heard my name mentioned many times and how they kept repeating glorious winners. Some were still shouting for Skyfar, but not for long. The guards brought his corpse. They flew on their cloud puffs, so everyone could see. It was him they’d wanted so badly to see dead, and there he was. It mollified all of them, and no noise was heard as Julia prepared to speak. “Skyfar, my father, is dead. I declare myself queen of the Heaven’s Kingdom till Raphael has sworn to protect us and married our race and will become the first Alpha Male in the sky.”

They cheered at that, louder than the uproar. Julia wasn’t kidding. The humans loved me.




In the upcoming hours, Julia was busy with the funeral for her father and mother. I was always there for her, even though she showed little signs of grief. I sent a letter to Gabriella, telling her to bring the angels with her and that I will marry the humans and swear to protect them. She was one of the first who’d foreseen this, and she was one of the first I wished to see.

It was an ambitious role, but one that had to be taken. I didn’t know what the Demon was plotting next, but I knew he was cunning and quick to act. After the wedding, I had to mobilize the five heavenly races, unite us all, and then kill the Demon for good before he would permanently damage us.




It was difficult for Julia to have her father burned. A man with such poisoned blood should never be fed to widewings. “I’d wished for him to receive a proper burial,” she said, watching the flames flicker in front of her. “Not like this.”

We stood at his favorite place: the spot where he usually fed his own purple widewing. The widewing was right next to us, making sounds of grief as the flames devoured him. It was nothing from him that could have been saved anyway. “At least your mother received a proper burial.”

She’d asked me if Felicia would want her mom’s flesh, and I’d been more than happy to give Felicia the opportunity. The sky burial had been held yesterday with her siblings present and also other distant relatives. All of them had been appalled at what’d happened. Many found it hard to believe that Skyfar would do such a thing, and it also scared them all how such a close relative had been corrupted. They kept talking about his strength during the peak of his days. How many women he impregnated, how many children he had, and the most beautiful and precious of them all, Julia. It was a difficult moment for all of them. While standing by Julia’s relatives, I reminded myself that not only Julia was as pretty as a rare rose. Her siblings also possessed great beauty. Some of them were a bit younger, and only a few of them had purple hair.

The fire crackled and then reduced to embers. The wind carried the ash into the sky, giving it a close resemblance to a sky burial. I kept my hand draped around Julia’s shoulder. She took it well. Better than any other of her relatives. “Do you want to get some rest?” I asked her. The sun sank in front of us. Her weeping relatives retreated from the tragic site, one after another.

“Yes.”

I followed her inside. We’d slept in the royal bed since the death of her father. It reminded me a bit of my home, but I started to miss my cloud puff. She had an obsession with my wings, stroking every feather, and loved to be tickled. It was obviously torture for me. I had a beautiful lady right before me who couldn’t satisfy my needs yet.

We ascended to the royal bedroom. The bed was big enough for a king and four mistresses. Julia had taken down the painting of her father and hung it on the wall in the hall instead. She didn’t want to be reminded of him for now. “Shouldn’t the angels come soon?” Julia asked. She kept sleeping with her legs more and more apart. I got the hint, and I also started getting impatient. It just got more and more painful to sleep with her so closely.

“Tomorrow, hopefully,” I said and sank the back of my head onto the pillow.

She kept fingering my wings, stroking the feathers. “There hasn’t been an Alpha Male in the World of Heaven in more than thousands of years. I feel more than honored that you will sleep with me afterward.”

“We’ll have many purple-haired children together,” I said, raking my fingers through her lush locks. I was mesmerized by her beauty. Even though she wore a nightgown, wherever I put my eyes on her was an exotic and beautiful part. It felt great to soon be able to breed again, having the angels and humans at my disposal, ruling, leading, and protecting them.

“Your blonde hair is also pretty,” she said and moved her fingers from my wings and up to my hair. “It’s not usual to have such a blonde color.”

“It’s where I come from,” I said. “Purple hair is nonexistent.”

“It’s the rarest color here as well,” she said. “No wonder my father did everything to claim every woman who had that trait.”

“If you only knew what lengths men are willing to go to fetch a beautiful woman.”

She met my eyes, and her beautiful smile unfolded on her face. “To protect the known world from any dangers?”

I nodded deeply. “That’s right.”

“I feel a sense of peace and also, at the same time, not,” she said and cuddled up closer with me. “I feel at peace because of having you so close to me, but I know more dangers are lurking out there.”

“I know there is, too,” I said. “But after this, we will be stronger. Doragon had sworn alliance with us, and the winged elves were already on our side. United, we’ll stand strongly against the Demon and his vicious tricks. He won’t win at all this time. He won’t even get close.”

“We’ll see,” she said and stroked her own tummy, looking forward to her pregnancy.
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Someone knocked on the door. We both lifted our backs from the bed. My vision was blurry from the deep slumber. Luckily, Julia was more awake than I. “Come in,” she said.

A shy maid carefully opened the door and poked her head out. “The angels have arrived.”

Julia smiled. “Make them feel as welcome as possible, and then let’s start the wedding as soon as possible.”

She excitedly jumped out of bed, and so did I. I dressed in my newly washed tunic, and we parted in the hall. “I will see you by the Colosseum.”

I pressed my lips onto hers, sneaking my tongue into her mouth and playing around. I let go of her and hurried out of the castle. It was already a swarm of people trying to get to the Colosseum. Because of the wedding, they will hold another gladiator tournament, and then both Julia and I will sit next to each other in front of every man and angel to see.

I saw numerous widewings in the sky and then the sight of multiple angels standing by the castle, chatting with the guards. I saw Gabriella looking more than pleased without a hint of jealousy. I strode over to her, and she looked at me proudly. “You finally slay him,” she said.

“His blood had been poisoned,” I answered. “It was the only way out of there.”

She embraced me proudly. It felt good to be in her warm motherly grip. “I could have sworn to foresee this the second I saw you. The Valkyrie chose well.”

I had no reason to disagree that it had been a good decision. I parted from her hug. “Hopefully, we will be able to breathe for now,” I said and fixed my eyes on the horizon. “I’ve heard that we should have gotten a delivery from the winged elves, but it hasn’t come yet.”

She also turned in that direction. “I also don’t get the best gut feeling. He must be plotting something quick after Skyfar’s demise.”

I didn’t like the direction of this conversation. The way the angel’s last main male had succumbed to a vicious addiction leading to infertility, and the horrors of the even male-to-female ratio with the dragons and then directly corrupting the blood of Skyfar. “I think so, too,” I said. “I was a bit nervous leaving you alone.”

“We’ve been as safe as we could be,” she said. “Your letter elated all of us. I left out the part with Skyfar’s dark blood for some. I don’t think many of them are ready to listen to a vicious demise of another main male.”

“Good choice,” I said. “Are Ariella and Layla nearby?”

I felt the familiar tap on my back and turned around. “Right behind you,” both of them said simultaneously.

I arched an eyebrow. “How did you remain so quiet?” 

“Come on,” Ariella said, “my tongue isn’t always on fire.” I fit both of them in my arms and embraced them at once. It felt more than good to have four tits mashed against me at the same time. “I’m so glad you killed him.”

I glanced over my shoulder to make sure Julia wasn’t in earshot. “It wasn’t a happy ending,” I said, not sharing her enthusiasm.

“It will be without him,” Ariella said.

I glanced over to Layla. “I’m glad you are alive,” she said, withdrawing from the hug to place her hands firmly over her heart. “Ever since you disappeared that night, I’ve been worried.”

I leaned in to kiss her forehead. I ran my fingers through her chestnut hair and watched her hypnotic violet eyes. I’d missed our adventure together. It was something else when we’d both faced dangers and were forced into each other’s arms. “I’m alive and feel stronger than ever.”

“I know I can see that,” she said as she looked up at me. She shifted a little. “I’ve been restless. Ariella and I have had some heated sword duels.”

“I’m glad you are both in one piece,” I said.

“Why are they all heading to the Colosseum?” Ariella asked. A river of men and women flowed toward the Colosseum, branching out in several streams. We could feel the ground shudder as thousands of feet moved toward their destination, along with the tumult of chatter and noises.

“We will host gladiators,” I said. “It will be a part of our wedding ceremony.”

“The first Alpha Male in thousands of years,” Ariella said and drooled at me. “It’s funny how I just explained what an Alpha Male is not a long while back, and here we are. It’s an honor to live during such legendary times.”

I patted them both on the back. “You will be seated at the top with Julia and me this time.”

“I remember it like yesterday when we fought,” Ariella said. She raised herself on her toes to whisper in my ear. “And our moment before, giving me the strength to compete.”

“You did that all by yourself … Now come, let’s watch the show together.”

I brought with me the girls and Gabriella. We spread our wings and flew up to the royal square turret of the Colosseum. Julia was already seated and stood up when I landed with the angels behind my back. They greeted each other with no signs of hostilities. Gabriella even apologized for the loss of her father. “I’m alright for the moment,” Julia said, having spent most of her days grieving. “So long Raphael will be there to fill the vacant space.”

“He will fill the vacant space for our entire world,” Gabriella said ambitiously, which I liked the sound of. “But I know how it is to see the demise of a male. You have my deepest condolences.”

“Thank you,” Julia said and bowed.

The Colosseum was slowly being filled, soaking up the eager humans waiting for this historical moment. They left little room for the angels. They didn’t mind and watched from their cloud puffs. I sat in the same place as Skyfar had done when Ariella and I had been forced to compete. It was a glorious moment that I could still taste. To my side was Gabriella, along with Ariella and Layla. On Julia’s side were her relatives. I glanced over to Ariella. It sure was a special memory for us. When we were stuck in the cell, she needed the stamina to fight on. She’d also conquered one of her deepest fears at the moment she needed it most.

When the seats had been getting filled, the entire kingdom was concentrated right in front of me. Many from the neighboring islands were flying around on their widewings our cloud puffs. It looked to be twice as many this time as last. They had taped ribbons and flags to the widewings legs while, at the same time, flower petals rained from the tribunes and above us. There were so many colors that I saw rainbows everywhere.

Julia rose, her purple hair cascading down to her ankles. She cleared her throat and lifted the horn to her lips. The deafening sound silenced them all. “Before the wedding ceremony can start,” Julia spoke sonorously. “We’ll keep a minute of silence for my father and former main male of the humans and the king of this kingdom.”

They all shut their mouths and mourned for a perfect minute. If a needle were dropped, we could all hear it. “Thank you,” Julia said and continued her speech. “As you all know by now, Skyfar died yesterday, leaving our race without the main male. Raphael, the main male of the angel, will be the one marrying the human race and swear to be our protector.” Julia glanced at me, motioning me to rise. I did, and they erupted in another round of applause, welcoming me with their arms wide open. It was the only answer we needed. They’d accepted me as their main male. Julia nudged me with her shoulder. “Say something.”

I had almost forgotten. “You might remember me when I fought here a couple of weeks ago and won with my fellow angel. I’m dedicated and will do anything to protect the human race as much as the angel race. The angels have been in a constant state of ascent when I took over as their main male, and I can promise you that you humans will rise to even greater heights, and we will ward off any threats on the horizon.” They all cheered, waving their flags. “Julia, daughter of Skyfar, will be queen and my wife. Together we’ll rule us all to prosperity. So long as I breathe and my spirit isn’t blowing in the wind, On blood and soul, do I swear that I will be the main male of the humans. Now, let the gladiators begin.”

They erupted in waves of applause and whistling. I sank back onto the throne and watched as the Colosseum lifted to the sky. The contesters flew over to the middle, waiting tensely for the beginning call. Julia handed me the horn, and I blew it as hard as possible. The battle began, and blood went spilling everywhere.

They fought valiantly. The clash of swords and the grunts of pain echoed everywhere. It was itching a little in my fingers when I watched them fight. I also wanted to contribute to the clash of swords. It was impossible to forget the glory and adrenaline, especially when the moment was shared with someone you cared about.

Heads were being toppled off, and arms were being chopped up. I sat hunched over with my back tense, watching wide-eyed as a thin, frail-looking woman fought for her dear life. I recognized some of her traits from when I’d been fighting. Everyone underestimated her for being small. “I find it interesting how men always want to build big things to show dominance,” Julia said and mused over the fact the underdog was on top. “Look at her; no one believed she would make it, and there she is.”

“How do you know that no one believed in her?” I asked.

“Very few betted on her,” she explained. “They have lottery tickets here. Some of my relatives love to gamble.”

Even if I had experienced the same thing when I participated, I still found it hard to believe she was still standing. She flew toward a bulky man covered in armor and two axes in each of his hands. I’d watched him before, and he wielded them as if they were the weight of a kitchen knife. He did his deadly cross-wise chopping, but he couldn’t even finish the cross. The thin lady had already cut his wrist. The blood just gushed without control, draining his life and power.

The man roared, refusing to accept his fate. He threw the axes at her. She dodged them. I even heard it whistle from where I sat. After the last ax, she charged right at him. She stabbed him right in the abdomen;the paper-thin spot where his mail ended. She had keen eyes. How she maneuvered and fought with precision rather than power was fatal for the contesters. It was entertaining to watch her.

“I believe she’s watched me,” Ariella said. I exchanged smiles with Gabriella.

“Who knows,” Gabriella said before her voice got drowned by the crowd. Except for Ariella’s comment, I could tell Gabriella didn’t feel all that comfortable watching this. She kept her eyes skyward, barely paying any attention to the violent clashes.

I leaned over to her. “You aren’t so keen on watching this.”

“I don’t see the joy or excitement in this,” she spoke in a low voice, so Julia didn’t hear. It could be seen as rude as picking on another race’s culture. “During times of joy or leisure, I prefer to play my harp and sing in peace.”

“I love to hear the angels sing, too,” I said. I found it odd she didn’t see the adrenaline and joy in this. “Or why not both?”

Her lips didn’t twitch up into a smile, just the same taught line. “No, not at all,” she said. “Sword fights are due in times of stress and danger. When I’m free, I want to avoid it at all costs.”

I nodded slowly, and I believed she had a point. I still watched and knew I had to be present in order to fulfill the marriage to the human race. Julia also watched but not as enthusiastically as some of her relatives. It wouldn’t be long till I would bed her. I started thinking about the color of her bush. I wondered if it was equally as purple and beautiful. I also ached to enter the womb of fertility and spend the next coming days in deep rest. Ever since I’d gotten here, it had been a constant adventure with very few breaks in between. “What are you thinking of?” Julia asked, puncturing my bubble.

“Our time in bed when this is over,” I said bluntly.

“So am I,” she said and shifted comfortably in her seat. “I’m nervous and excited at the same time. I’ve never been bedded before.”

Even better. “It will be a moment you’ll never forget.”

“I’m sure of that,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about this for a long time. I was fearing my father would give me to some weak male, but now I will be taken by one of the strongest. It’s an honor.”

I felt the same toward her. She was, without a doubt, the most beautiful woman in the entire kingdom. Even compared to women on Earth, she excelled in her looks. The fact that I had killed her father in order to take over the role just made this so much more arousing. Another wave of cheers erupted from the tribunes. Julia was still making eye contact, not bothering so much with the noise. “It’s not only the moment I look forward to,” she said. “But also, the upcoming future where my kingdom will be safer in our rule.”

I saw what I’d seen before. A greater loyalty toward her own. I only respected her for that. She had similar characteristics to Gabriella. She wanted the best for her own race, and I wanted the best for both of them.

It wasn’t difficult to predict, but the thin, dark-haired woman was one of the final two standing. It was a man who’d also survived. His body was either covered in scars or tattoos. A bit hard to watch from this distance. They were both covered in blood and looked like a poke away from collapsing. They had, though, won and could finally breathe the air of victory. Rose petals rained from the sky, and colorful widewings flew back and forth. There were so many bright colors at once. At the same time, there wasn’t a cloud in sight except for the cloud puffs.

I picked up the horn and lifted it to my lips. The deafening sound silenced them all. “You two, the last ones standing, come to me.” I beckoned them up toward me and greeted them with a firm handshake. Both their hands were clammy with sweat. I didn’t mind the blood and bruises. I got the wreaths and placed them over their heads. The crowd loved them and waved the royal flag as everyone jeered.

I felt shivers down my spine, standing at the center of attention. I looked around at all the beautiful women. They were all looking up to me for protection and to be ruled. The loud sounds of cheers and applause eventually got toned down. We spoke a bit with the winners, complimenting their strength and vigor. We let them stand and bask in the glory for a little bit longer. Then eventually, the Colosseum lowered again back to the kingdom. “I’m sure if I had been there again,” Ariella said. “I would have been equally victorious.”

“I’m disappointed I didn’t see any more archers,” Layla said.

“They got killed,” Ariella pointed out. “Sword is king.”

Layla rolled her eyes. Gabriella laid her hand on my shoulder. I could tell she wanted to say something but kept it to herself. “Sleep well now.”

I watched her harder. “Since tomorrow spells trouble?”

Her lips twitched up to a smile. “We know each other equally as well.”

I nodded. “I will.”

She turned and spread her wings, flying with the sunset behind her. Her golden hair was mesmerizing, and so was her mysterious mind. Julia tugged my hand. “It’s getting dark,” she said. “I’ve been waiting all my life to be bred with.”

The crimson sky spread like wildfire at the other end of the sky. The people ebbed from the stadium and then concentrated not far from the marketplace. They were gathering instruments and started playing an epic orchestra filled with dances and greasy foods. They were celebrating the fact that they’d gotten a new main male. I weighed the option of listening to music or having sex with the most beautiful woman. It was an easy decision. I fetched Julia’s hand, and the noise dwindled as we entered the castle.

We ascended the staircase. And then she led me up to the royal bedroom. I had looked forward to this moment since the day I saw her riding that beautiful widewing. I dreamed of having her strong hips on top of me and her delicious skin all mine to feast on. “I hardly noticed much of the gladiators,” I said.

“Neither did I,” she said.

“I was too busy watching you,” I said, and again, my eyes strayed over her purple gown and glimmering necklace and bracelets. “The only thing shameful with your beautiful clothes is that it will take a long time to undress you.”

“I would like to settle into the moment,” she said. She kept her purple hair spilled over her shoulders like usual. I imagined how they would look over her beautiful tits. She closed the door gently behind her, closing ourselves into the spacious bedroom. The royal bed, big enough for five lovers at the same time, waited for us. She looked at me demurely. Her cheeks blossomed while she twirled her hair on her finger. “You also will have to guide me.”

“I thought the queen was already fit for taking action.”

“In the affairs of caring and taking care of others,” she said. “Not actions that required being direct. Only a man can do that.”

I lifted her necklace, heavier than what it looked like, and laid it gently on the stool. I took off her bracelets, so many rare gems, but none of them as pretty as herself. It was only the gown left on her now. It looked so complicated I didn’t dare to slip it off her. “Your gown is a bit too sophisticated for me,” I said. “Take it off.”

She nodded curtly and started undressing. I slipped off my tunic. My loincloth was caught in my raging erection. It proved difficult to tug it free, but once released, it sprang back up right in time to see her titties drop. She lifted the gown over her head and her two fruits dangled freely in front of me. She looked even shyer now as she’d exposed herself naked for the first time to someone else. I reached for her tits and cupped them from below. Contrary to the rest of her colors, her nipples were deep pink. I kneaded the perfect tear-drop shape. I got greedy for more and peeked down at her beautiful purple bush. It was an exotic cave waiting for me down there.

I kissed her and pulled her closer, pushing my boner against her toned waist. She smeared some of her delicious juices on my thighs. I snuck my tongue into her mouth. The kiss felt good, but her mouth was familiar to me by now. I ached for the journey of her pleasurable walls leading to the womb of fertility.

While being in each other’s embrace, I guided her to the bed. I mounted her, pushing her juicy legs apart and opening up her doors wide enough for me to enter. I pushed my aching cock into her purple bush and found a nectar-dripping slit waiting for my bar of concrete. I pushed right into her virgin walls, moaning passionately. The pleasure and tightness were overwhelming, especially after having been drooling so long after this moment. My cock was already glistening from her colorful lubricants. Her eyes widened the further I pushed. It didn’t take many thrusts till she fully understood that this was one of the most vital and pleasurable acts of any being. She started pulling her legs together, squeezing me unconsciously as she begged for more. “Ah,” she moaned. “Give it to me.”

I penetrated deeper into her pussy, a few inches from bottoming out. I clasped her waist and pulled her closer to me, sinking into the depths of her cave while pounding her at full force. She started making noises she’d never made before, moaning a beautiful melody as more of her juices trickled out. I smacked harder into her, splashing her droplets all over me. I arched my back simultaneously with her and pushed to the very end, emptying all my healthy seeds into her womb of fertility.

The little explosion made her slump back from the arched position. I fell right next to her, caressing her soft pale skin while it was still nice and warm to the touch. “That felt good,” I said and had lost count of how many women I’d made love to so far.

“It felt magical,” she said and touched herself. “I already miss having you in there. I felt fulfilled as if I’d met a life goal.”

“To breed is a life goal,” I reminded her.

“To also protect the upcoming child,” she said. “And to keep her healthy and strong just like your subjects.”

“You and Gabriella have so much in common,” I said and had to look twice, so I knew who I was speaking with.

She only wrinkled her nose, not being all too pleased I brought her name up. I hoped there weren’t already cracks in this dual marriage. She turned around, and I kept combing my fingers through her purple hair. “The first Alpha Male,” she said. “I truly believe we stand in front of better times.”

Gabriella had hinted at something else, but I could already tell she didn’t like the sound of her too much. “Sometimes it has to get worse before it can get better.”

She nodded, agreeing reluctantly. “I’m prepared for it. After having seen what happened to my father, I will make sure nothing similar will happen again.”

I didn’t doubt her. One who was already prepared for a motherly responsibility will always spot when something is wrong with the child or population. She had been the first who saw what was wrong with her father. And she will be the first to spot if something was wrong with the kingdom. We didn’t speak much. The sexual act numbed us both. The womb of fertility put me in deep rest.
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I woke up refreshed and well-rested. Despite depositing a powerful load yesterday, my cock was pointing skyward. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and felt comfortably numb. I fumbled with my left hand, landing right on her soft boob. Her chest rose and sank silently. The sensation of the calm rhythm of her beating heart eased my own heart rate. I heard how she shifted, turning toward me and lifting the sheet over her boobs. “It’s chilly.”

I didn’t notice the chill till she pointed it out. We lay, hip against hip, and I was warm enough from the contact of her skin. I watched out the wide windows. All I saw was a white sheet of clouds extending as far as the eye could see. “It’s a cloudy day,” I pointed out.

“It’s a bit more than that,” she said, watching out the window. “Windy too”

I watched skyward and noticed the fast-moving clouds as well. I was too lazy to have noticed it at first. “Yeah,” I said. It was rare that the World of Heaven was covered in clouds.

She looked back at me and laid her hand on my chest. She fingered around, tickling me. “I can already feel it growing inside of me … like growing a kingdom.”

“Or building a world.”

“Every one of us is a world in ourselves.”

“Yes,” I said and liked the sound of that. “And hopefully, the upcoming world will be as bright as possible.”

“There will always be dangers; not even the goddess who created this world said from the start it would ever be perfect.”

“What did they say?” I asked curiously. It wasn’t every day I heard information about this world and her history.

“That perfection is dangerous since nothing will ever come after it.”

“That’s deep,” I said.

“It is,” she said.

I slipped my hand to her toned waist, feeling the power concentrating there slowly, preparing the space for a new life. We swung our feet off the bed. I donned my tunic while she donned her regular purple pencil dress

“What would you like to eat?” she asked, throwing her thick purple hair over her shoulders.

That’s right, they were humans and not angels. “I don’t know. I’m not picky when it comes to food.”

She was about to giggle, brightening up this cloudy day. “I’m.”

“I will take whatever you will take.”

“It will be something great,” she said. “The first days of being queen next to an Alpha Male cannot go unnoticed.”

“Prepare your food for me while I go and get the angels,” I said. “I want at least Gabriella to eat with us.”

“As you wish,” she said, delivering a kiss on my lips.

I exited the castle. The flag fluttered wildly in the wind. I looked around, and it felt dead silent compared to yesterday. Flower petals and thrash were littering the streets. Some had even crashed outside. It proved difficult to navigate through them. I spotted some of my fellow angels drifting on their cloud puffs. I was about to walk over the bridge to cross the moat but heard Gabriella’s wings flap behind me. I whirled around as she landed. She looked even more refreshed than I, despite having hinted at dangers. “I was looking for you,” I said.

“So was I,” she said, smiling cryptically. “Had a fun night?”

“A pleasurable is a better word,” I said.

“It’s interesting to see the world change in front of your own eyes,” she said. “Taking so many twists and turns, sometimes it is difficult to keep up. I knew the second I saw you that a lot would change.”

“The Valkyrie made a wise choice.”

“They always do, but your actions are outside their control,” she said. “Either way, it’s more than honorable to stand in front of you. I believe this world has never seen a hero like you … And the Demon knows that well by now.”

It was a lot I wanted to say to her as well. I didn’t like how she was bragging about me. She had saved my life when I was blinded by the dangers.  The remainder of the Demon. I believed what she was hinting at yesterday. “What are you seeing?”

“A war before peace.”

It was just a few words, but enough to send a shiver down my spine. “Julia invited us for something to eat. Do you want to talk about it there?”

“We can try,” she said.

“Come,” I said. We walked into the castle. “It’s unusually chilly outside.”

“It can sometimes be a warning sign for the future,” Gabriella said. “The fact that the winged elves haven’t shown up in a while has disturbed my thoughts and vision for a while.”

I nodded thoughtfully. We followed the red carpet and entered the royal dining room. Julia had donned another one of her sexy pencil dresses. It sat a size too tight on her. I didn’t mind. She greeted Gabriella with a smile. I hoped there wouldn’t be any tension in the upcoming years of our marriage.

Gabriella was wise enough not to start an unnecessary quarrel. After having saved my life, I trusted her obviously more. But Julia also wanted the best for her people. They were similar but yet different. We sank onto the chairs, and I looked around. The white tablecloth was rolled on top of the table. Baskets with steaming bread stood lined up. The silver cutlery and porcelain plates glimmered in front of us. “A smaller table for once,” I said.

“To seal our unity,” Julia said.

“Nice touch,” Gabriella said.

Julia had reserved the high chair for me. I let my arms rest on the arms of the chair and leaned back on the soft cushion. It was satisfying for the first few minutes, and then my back started aching. I preferred sitting on wood logs.

The servants came with trays of scrambled eggs and smoked meats. I hadn’t eaten smoked meats in days and knew I would gorge on the dry flesh. They also came in with jars of chilled water. We dug in. I poured plate after plate full of food and stuffed myself as much as possible. It had been some long and rough weeks, and I needed the nutrients.

“Are you always that quiet?” Julia asked Gabriella. She pushed her plate away and dabbed her lips.

“When something is troubling me,” she said. Gabriella hadn’t had the same appetite as us. She nibbled on the meat and added a little bread with honey on the side. “I usually think more than I speak.”

We’d just finished eating. Julia’s plate had more crumb spills than ours. “I also woke up feeling a bit weirder than usual.”

“It could be morning sickness from pregnancy,” Gabriella said.

“I didn’t think of that,” Julia said. “What’s troubling you?”

“The absence of the winged elves.”

Julia nodded slowly. “There have been so many things that have gone on lately; I’ve completely forgotten about them. I can’t remember the last time they have been absent for so long. We do have a couple of winged elves staying at the market. They should perhaps know something.”

I believed Gabriella saw more than that but gradually settled us into her visions. We heard clattering footsteps coming from the hall. I brushed my hands with a napkin. I sensed dangers and concerns as well. It was a royal servant with drops of sweat rolling down the side of her head. “Queen Julia, winged elves have arrived as refugees and an urgent letter from Haldir.”

She pushed the plates and cutlery aside. “The letter.”

The servant handed it to her. She breathed coldly and steadily while opening it. “Read for us,” I told her. “I have a feeling we don’t have much time to waste.”

I sat my elbows on the table and propped my head in my hands. I stared at the table, listening. “Dear, Skyfar. The attacks have increased in the past few days. We believe the Demon is gathering as many crowmen, orcs, and vultures at the other end of our forest. Wildfires have been more prevalent recently and so have direct attacks. I reckon the days of indirect confrontation have come to an end. I’m afraid if these attacks continue, we’ll be run over, and the next stop is your kingdom. We have to put our hostilities at an end and cooperate. Please, from a heavenly friend, respond as quickly as possible before more of our forest will be burned, and more of our blood will be spilled …”

I nodded thoughtfully. “He never got the news of your father’s demise?”

“It happened too recently,” Julia said, emotions covering her beautiful face. I could tell she didn’t like delving into that part again.

I didn’t want to shame her father anymore. I already knew about his plan to block the Endless River. I didn’t know he’d already successfully done so for the winged elves. “Summon the scribe,” I told the servant. “And that immediately.”

He disappeared into the hall. I turned to Gabriella. She looked unaffected by the news, as if she had an inkling of what had been going on. “Any ideas of what the Demon is up to now?”

“I have,” she said. “He feels threatened by your rise and your effort to unify us. All his cunning tricks have failed, and now only direct confrontation is left.”

“Do you know their numbers?”

“Impossible to know,” she said. “But big enough to run the winged elves over, who are the most numerous race after the humans.”

“After we’ve written a letter to Doragon, asking him to join us, we’ll have to go through our defenses and then travel to the Elven Forest to help Haldir and that as quickly as possible.”

I regretted not dealing with the Demon as a priority. Although that hardly would have been possible just by ourselves. We even struggled when their first crowmen attack struck us, and then the embarrassing trap I fell in. “Are you planning to deal with the Demon for good?” Gabriella asked.

“The time has come,” I said. My mind started spinning again. There were so many decisions to take, but I wanted more info about the situation. The scribe came running up the dais. He carried a bottle of ink, quill, and paper. “Julia, help the scribe write the letter and tell Doragon what has happened the last few days. Tell him that I, Raphael, ask him to aid us in our upcoming battle at the Elven Forest.

Julia nodded curtly. “I’m on it.”

“Come meet me outside at the back of the castle when you are finished,” I said and rose from my seat. “I have to speak with the refugees first, and then we can start to plan our upcoming battle.”

I’d seen those winged elves once before. They were of exceptional beauty. They were at the pier by the Endless River. They were surrounded by a couple of angels and humans. Most of the kingdom was still asleep.  The winged elves were all covered in ash and blood as if having narrowly escaped death. Ariella was talking to them. Their eyes widened when they saw me. I hoped they’d explained what had happened to Skyfar, and it was confirmed when they mouthed, “The first Alpha Male.”

“How’s Haldir faring?” I asked, fearing the worst.

“It’s bad,” they explained, their voices weary and in awe at the same time. “The attacks suddenly increased from out of nowhere. They are fighting directly against the Demon. He is determined to destroy us with force this time.”

I nodded slowly. Gabriella was always right. “And what about the wildfires?”

Their faces darkened. “It’s horrible,” they said. “They are spreading from the northernmost part of our island. It’s getting difficult to breathe there.”

My face darkened too. The longer we waited, the worse it would be. “We’ll have to get there as soon as Doragon shows up.”

Ariella glanced worriedly at me. “This wasn’t how I expected to spend the day after the wedding.”

“None of us did,” I said. “We’ll have to deal with the Demon. We can’t let him burn down the forest and tread on us any further.”

“Kill him for good,” Gabriella repeated uncertainly. “It’s a task many of us have wished for but not so easily executed.”

I remember the way she’d fired the light arrow at him. Although it hadn’t killed him but neither struck him. “Is there a way to kill him?” I asked carefully.

“It is,” she said. “With light arrows, but they require magic. I used most of it when rescuing you.”

“How much magic do you have for the light arrows?”

“Enough to seal his twisted intentions for now, but killing him will prove to be more difficult. We also need to wipe out every single crowmen, orc, and vulture. Just like Skyfar, their blood is poisoned.”

“Ariella, gather all the angels and tell us to meet by the end of the castle,” I said. “We’ll have a counsel, and we’ll depart as soon as we see Doragon. You, winged elves, who are the healthiest, come with me in case you need to elaborate on our situation.”

They nodded. We started moving behind the castle, just in time for Julia to have dispatched the letters. The widewing spread her legs and flew eastward.

We sat by the wood logs outside the castle. Ariella, Layla, Gabriella, one of the winged elf refugees, Julia, and one of her best warriors. She presented herself to us. “My name is Clara. I have the most experience guiding the guards and warriors of our kingdom.”

She was short and stocky and sounded determined and strong. Her yellow slant eyes were also exotic. “You are welcome, Clara,” I told her. “As all of you know by now, our fellow heavenly race needs help. The days of having that wicked Demon treading on us must come to an end.” They all nodded slowly. “We’ll let the ice dragons take care of the wildfire. Layla, you will guide them in the right direction.”

She beamed. “I’m looking forward to riding on a dragon.”

Ariella looked a bit envious. “What will I do then?”

“I will get there,” I said. “How bad is the situation at the Elven Forest?”

The refugee pawed her foot at the ground. She’d washed herself from the river, but traces of dirt were still visible on her clothes. “They are outnumbered in the air. Elves don’t have many widewings, so they are fighting three battles at once. The fire, the air, and on the ground. On the ground, they have the advantage, but I fear not for long if our forest will burn down.”

She was about to shed tears at the end. The emotions welled up inside of her. She had my full sympathy based on what she’d been through. “When the dragons quench the fires, we’ll aid them in the sky. Ariella, you will lead the angels, and Clara, you will lead the humans.”

Ariella beamed stronger than Layla. If it was something that angel loved, then it was a good fight. “It will be a bloodbath.”

Clara smiled at her. She didn’t speak as vulgar and explicitly as Ariella. “I will lead my warriors to victory.”

None of them were fearful amid this conversation. It made me more optimistic. “Do they have any elves taking care of the wounded?”

The refugee slowly nodded. “They do, but they must be overloaded with work by now. There were so many wounded when we left; some died while waiting. We have a lot of healing herbs but not enough hands to extract and apply them.”

“Julia, we’ll need humans that are experienced in healing.”

“Yes, but I don’t feel comfortable bringing too many humans there.”

All of us turned to her. The comment caught us a bit off guard. “And how come?”

“I will need some here in case of an emergency,” she said. “And many of us are still weary of trusting outsiders after my father’s speeches.”

I didn’t know if she said that because of her father or if it were herself who didn’t want to throw her own people out in danger. “They had no issue accepting me as their main male.”

“You have been famous here ever since winning the Gladiators.”

I avoided prodding further. This was not the time to be divided. “How many humans do you think are willing to join us?”

“Forty percent of the warriors and half of those skilled in the art of healing.”

“That should be enough.” I could tell something was coiling in Gabriella’s gut. Angels and elves were throwing themselves out there while she wanted to hold back on her numbers. Maybe she was right about the humans having difficulties trusting outsiders. I wasn’t going to jump to any conclusions that would spark a fight. “Gabriella, you and I will help Ariella and Clara in the sky till we have located the Demon. We’ll then track him down and kill him for good.”

“The Demon is most likely hiding behind his twisted creatures,” she said. “It will be difficult to locate him unless we clear our way by bloodily killing them.”

“If that’s what it will take, then that’s what we’ll do,” I said.

“But I’m afraid I only have enough magic for two light arrows,” she said. “It’s going to be a challenge to get close to a successful aim.”

“Then it will be a challenge, I’ve faced him before, and I will do so again.”

We all went through briefly our tasks and positions. I taught them about the crescent formation, how to let them attack against us while we were in a line, and then form a crescent to encircle them. Clara thought it was genius but sophisticated, but I reassured her we would go through it tomorrow.

The sun eventually sank on the horizon, lighting the clouds on flames. It was time for sleep. We estimated that Doragon would arrive either late tomorrow or the day after tomorrow. I wished goodnight to them all. I looked forward to fighting side by side with Gabriella. It was about time we would both indulge in a battle together.

I went with Julia to the royal bedroom. She’d been the quietest of us all. I believed I knew her by now, but she was more sophisticated than I’d previously thought.

I looked forward to jumping into the warm bed with her again. However, I was not in the mood to enjoy one of her heavenly wombs. “You look exhausted,” she said, closing the door behind her and padding over to my side of the bed. I sat on the edge with my head buried in my hands. I lifted my gaze. She was wearing one of her purple and blue slip nightgowns.  I looked her in the eyes for a second before she sat beside me.

I didn’t know if exhausted was the right word. I was overloaded with information. “It’s a lot to think about,” I said. “It’s hard to sleep when knowing they are suffering.”

“You will put the suffering to an end,” she said and inched her wide hips closer to mine. “I’ve seen you do so before, and I know you will succeed now as well.”

“I just hope it won’t be too much of a wait,” I said. “I don’t want to get there too late.”

“We anyway have to wait for Doragon,” she said. “He would have gotten the news by now and is on his way.”

“I know,” I said.

She caressed me, her smooth hand running up and down my back. “Sleep for now. The Demon’s days are numbered.”

I closed my eyes and hoped so too.




I stood by the edge of the island and awaited Doragon. The sky was still clouded and gray, with no hints of blue sky. The Kingdom behind me was as quiet as it could be. The soldiers and warriors were at the Colosseum practicing. “They should be here by now,” I said and picked some crust from my eyes. I had slept fairly well despite all the things to keep track of.

“Soon,” Gabriella said. “Give them time.”

We’d been practicing, flying together on Felicia. Despite how wildly I flew, she wielded her bow and sword without issue. “Maybe I’m just getting impatient for some peace in the sky,” I said. “This is the World of Heaven, not the World of Misery.”

“Try explaining that to the Demon,” Gabriella said. “He’s trying to force misery upon us and we will force light down his throat.”

She was hinting at the light arrows. The hardest part would be not letting the Demon escape. I was looking forward to fighting with Gabriella. Despite being the mother of all angels, she knew hardship and swordsmanship just as well as anyone else out there.  

I saw a red-looking light approaching us from the horizon. It was distinctly visible among the dark colors that surrounded us. “They are coming,” Gabriella confirmed.

They roared and flapped their massive wings, making winds winnow to us. I almost staggered back by the overwhelming force. Doragon blew a wave of fire, increasing his speed toward us. He wasn’t by himself, but behind him flew over twenty ice dragons as well. He must have gotten every single one who was fit for service to join him. More of the humans started pouring up onto the edge of the kingdom, shading their eyes as the massive dragons got closer. A couple of angels were already flying above us, watching in awe the mythical creatures. “Can some of you fetch Layla?” I asked some of the angels.

They nodded without hesitation and flew with their backs toward the Colosseum, not taking their eyes off the dragons. “It’s been a long time since I’ve seen Doragon,” Gabriella said, goosebumps prickling her skin.

He roared out another wave of hot fire. I studied his large frame and beautiful red scales. His dark yellow breast and his impressive manhood hanging at the bottom, along with his long and thick tail. He hovered above me, and his great shadow fell over us. He greeted me with a curt nod. He shifted his eyes toward Gabriella and nodded to her as well. Even though he had a fire in his eyes, he looked more than pleased to see Gabriella again. She returned the nod and then said something incomprehensible. Doragon did, though, understand it. “Do you speak the dragon tongue?” I asked her.

“Only a few words,” she said. “I told him to wait a moment.”

Layla landed next to me and gasped at the sight of Doragon. Her sweaty gown clung to her skin as she’d gone through the drills with the angels. It wouldn’t be long now till we would fare out to the Elven Forest to help our friends in need. Doragon spoke when he saw her. His powerful speech winnowed past us and touched every man’s ear throughout the kingdom. Layla tugged my arm. “He says he’s read your letter, and he’s pleased the predictions have come true.”

My lips curled up to a smile when I reminded myself he’d been one of the few predicting I would become the Alpha Male. “Tell him I’m more than glad to see him. His fiery breath lights up this dark moment we are in.”

Layla translated the message. “He says he’s honored to serve a male like you and will fulfill his promise of being allied with you under such a great threat.”

“Tell him that you will lead and guide them. Their primary objective will be to quench the raging wildfire.”

His lips unfolded in a smile. He whirled around in the air. He was calling for someone. I recognized the name Hydra and then recognized the icy blue scales. “Raphael,” she said and bowed in the air. “It’s a pleasure to fight by your side.”

“It’s a pleasure to see you two,” I told her.

She lowered himself to the ground and then lowered her body even further, gesturing for Layla to mount her. I patted Layla’s back. “It’s time to get going.”

“I’m so excited about this,” she said and eagerly jumped onto Hydra’s back. Not many beings in the World of Heaven could boast of having mounted an ice dragon.

I told Gabriella to gather our forces. I had to say goodbye to Julia for now, something which made Gabriella wrinkle her nose subtly. Julia was standing on top of the wall, and I flew up to her with the help of my wings. She looked mournfully out of her kingdom. “What is it?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “What if you fail, and I will be left by myself.”

“You are strong enough to lead this Kingdom.”

She turned to me, and tears welled up in her eyes. “Not by myself.”

“You are underestimating yourself.” She was a tough woman. Not many could endure to still stand after the death of a mother and father.

“I’m not,” she said. “I know I’m stronger than my other siblings, but I need a male next to me. I really don’t want to lose someone again that has been so close to me.”

“Are you doubting my strength?”

“I’m not,” she said and sighed deeply. “But promise me to be careful … and also with my women. It stings every time I see some of them in pain. I can’t imagine having them sent out in a warzone like this.”

“I will be, and I also promise when I come back,” I said, letting my hands slide to her hips. “We’ll enjoy ourselves for a night.”

She smiled, and I could tell she looked forward to it. “Go fight now so this world can live in peace.”




It wasn’t more than half a day’s journey there. The upcoming islands were more vegetated, filled with trees soaring up to the clouds and dense bushes. We skimmed over the treetops, and the birds spread their wings. Gabriella held onto my waist. I felt her constant steady breathing down my neck despite the air and winds we flew against. The islands were glimmering like emeralds. I had never seen such bright-looking grass in my entire life. It swayed gently in the breeze. It was a shame I didn’t hear the rustling sounds. The united force of the heavenly races was right behind me.

We followed the meandering Endless River, bubbling through the cloudy edge. “I see someone,” Gabriella said, peering over my shoulders.

I spotted them as well. They were winged elves sailing on a worn-down ship. It looked as if the mast was about to break under the wind as it bent ever so slightly. I gave the heavenly races behind me a sign to slow down. “Winged elves are approaching us,” I said. “We’ll have a word with them before continuing.”

I noticed why the boat was so worn down. It teemed with beautiful winged elves on top. They all gathered on the top deck, squeezing themselves against each other, hip against hip and boobs against boobs. They peered at us, wide-eyed and astonished. “I’m Raphael, the main male of the humans and the angels,” I greeted them. “Where are you setting sail and why?”

As I got closer, I noticed their clothes more and more. They were cluttered with ash and dirt. But their beauty made up for it. Their pointy ears and high cheekbones were of exceptional beauty. However, their faces were distorted by distress. “We had to flee,” one of them said, her voice worn down by fatigue and grief. “Our protectors are being driven to the brink of our forest. The Demon has summoned every crowmen, orc, and vulture he’s found and set them against us. At the same time, our forest is on fire, slowly burning, inch by inch.”

“Is Haldir still alive?”

She nodded slowly but surely. “When we left, he still was, but he was worn down. He prayed for light. Since he never got a response, he said they had no choice but to fight instead of fleeing.”

It made me think badly of Skyfar again. “We received your letter two days ago. Skyfar is now dead, and I have married and sworn to protect the human race.”

“An Alpha Male,” she mouthed. The awe spread to the rest of the winged elves. They were shifting around to get a better view of me. They must have been too tired to hear me at the start when I told them I was the main male of the humans and angels. “Will you help us?”

“We are on our way to the Elven Forest,” I said. “We have dragons to quench the wildfire and enough warriors to deal with the wicked creatures. I apologize for your misfortune, but we’ll strive to make this world a better place.”

“You have nothing to apologize for,” she said and lowered her eyes. “We only have you to thank that you have decided to come to our rescue.”

“Queen Julia, the daughter of Skyfar, will greet you with open arms at the Heaven’s Kingdom,” I told them. “Many of your friends are also gathered there. We’ll have to continue. What you are telling us is very grave, and we can’t waste any further time. The destruction of the Elven Forests must come to an end.”

“We thank you from the bottom of our hearts.”

I nodded briefly and motioned to the force behind me to fly ahead.




It didn’t take long till I picked up the pungent odor of burning wood. I looked ahead and saw a billowing cloud of dark gray smoke. “It smells awful,” I said and coughed into my elbow.

Gabriella also coughed in her elbow. “It sure does.”

The Elven Forest slowly appeared on the horizon, followed by the rising smoke and wildfire raging across what was once their peaceful and beautiful land. I was appalled at the part of the forest that was on fire. From my view, it looked like more than a third of it was already covered by dancing flames. The tumult of clashes got louder. I motioned to the force behind me to prepare themselves. “We are there now,” I shouted back. “Draw your weapons and prepare yourself.”

A winged elf holding guard at the very edge noticed us and spread his wings. He almost dropped his jaw when it dawned on him how many we were. I waited for him to introduce himself, but his eyes flicked from one of us to the other, finding it hard for him to find words. “I’m Raphael, the main male of the humans and the angels. You need to take us to Haldir and the battlefield as quickly as possible.”

We heard the clash of steel on steel not too far off in the distance.  The winged elf just nodded. “I sure will.”

He probably had lots of questions, but it wasn’t the time for that now. The nasty smog thickened in the air, making breathing difficult. He spread his wings and told the guards he would be back. They just nodded shortly and watched us with their eyes wide. “As you can see,” he said when we gained altitude over the enormous island. It looked more like a landscape, but unfortunately, a good chunk was set in flames. “The northern part is burning and that quickly. They have tried to put out the flames, but it’s getting difficult. At the same time, they are being overrun from the west—”

I had to cut him off. “Layla, bring Doragon and the ice dragons quickly to the flames and put them out.”

She nodded and patted the back of the massive dragon. She spoke to Doragon, and he roared out as well, his breath hot and fuming. The winged elf shrank back at the mighty sound of the dragons. They spread their wings and flew swiftly to the dancing flames. “Take us farther,” I said coldly. “It’s time to deal with the demon once and for all.”

“Yes,” he curtly said. We flew past the abandoned settlements. The elves lived in the trees, reminding me of bird nests. It was a beautiful surrounding, but unfortunately, we didn’t hear the leaves rustle at this moment. We were brought closer to the violent clashes. I heard the vulture’s croak. I saw the dark-winged creatures. They flew more violently, crashing into the elves. They didn’t fight with precision but with brutality. The crowmen and orcs who rode them hurled axes at them, and just in a couple of minutes, I already spotted many fatalities. “That’s above,” the winged elf explained. “They are more numerous there under.”

They fired volley after volley of arrows from the ground and the trees. The whistling arrows darted past the leaves and pierced the wicked creatures. They cried in agony and then slumped back to the ground. They shouted, “Take cover!”

“We have to descend now,” the winged elf said. Beads of sweat covered his wrinkly forehead.

“No,” I said sternly. “We have enough widewings to cover the sky and get rid of the vultures. Ariella and Clara – the sky is yours.”

Ariella patted the widewing she rode. She smiled for bringing that up. “You can count on me.” She unsheathed her sword and squeezed her hips into the widewing. The humans and angels behind her unsheathed their swords. Hundreds of razor-sharp blades were raised to the sky. They roared out their battle cry and charged toward the vultures. Ariella drove her sword deep into the first orc, blood already spilling.

Felicia was getting uneasy seeing the violent battle unfold, wanting to join the angels and widewings. “Take me and Gabriella to Haldir. We also have medics with us who want to help during the camp.”

“I will show you the camp first since it isn’t far.” We didn’t venture far into the forest. The medic camp was barricaded with thick tree logs, shielding from any attacks. But there were so many bodies lying about and not enough winged elves to take care of them. The stress and fatigue were about to break them to pieces, but they fought just as valiantly as the warriors. “Help them,” I said to the humans. They nodded quickly. The winged elves smiled like a little light amid the darkness. “Now take us to Haldir.”

We descended past the trees, following the winged elf while the clashes erupted above us. “We aren’t far from the frontlines now,” he said. “Haldir is nearby.”

We landed on the forests and swung our feet off Felicia. “You will have to follow us on foot now, my friend.”

She cried, gesturing with her beak above us. I had a feeling she wanted to join her sisters and fight valiantly herself. “Wait for it,” I told her. “Our time will come; stay behind us for now.”

She painfully followed my lead. Except for the trees soaring up to dizzying heights, it reminded me of a forest in Scandinavia.  We passed many groaning elves. It was a shame seeing so many beautiful females lying there in pain. They had built impressive barricades throughout the forest, made of sharp wood and decorated with thornbushes. It must have been one of the primary reasons why they’d held this ground so well. “I see him,” Gabriella said and pointed at a tall winged elf wearing a brown velvet robe. He was giving out orders to a couple of other winged elves but then raised his hand when he noticed us. “Gabriella?” he questioned in surprise.

“Yes, I’m here with Raphael.”

He strode over to us, careful with flapping his wings since whistling arrows flew all about. “Raphael,” he mouthed and bowed to me. “I’m Haldir, the main male of the winged elves. It’s an honor to finally meet you.”

I returned his nod. He was half a head taller than me with the same blonde hair color as I had. The difference was that his was a bit thinner and straighter. “It’s an honor to meet you too, Haldir. We got your letter. I will keep things brief. Skyfar has died, and I have married humans and sworn to protect them. Julia is now queen of Heaven’s Kingdom, and we have come to help you.”

“An Alpha Male,” he said in awe with no hints of jealousy. “That was about time.”

“We got here as soon as the dragons received our message and joined us,” I told him. “You don’t have to worry about the flames.”

We could hear the dancing flames being quenched in the distance. It made more smoke billow up to the sky. “For now,” he gravely said. “Already a good chunk of our forest has been burned to ashes, and homes have been ruined. It will take decades to recover from such losses.”

“You have my deepest condolences, and I will let you know that Julia will treat the winged elves that have come to my kingdom.”

“It was about time someone got rid of Skyfar,” he said with contempt. He let his right-hand rest on his sword. It was streaked with black blood. His right thigh was covered with wounds. “I can’t say I’ve met a more despicable male than he.”

“It was for good reasons,” I said. “His blood had darkened.”

“I should have guessed.” He sat down on his hind legs and dug his hand into the soil. It was lush and fertile. He stood up and let it trail down his fingers. “Our lifeblood is also getting scorched. We who are fighting have sworn to defend our forest till the last winged elf.”

It was difficult to stand here and talk when we heard the constant tumult of shouts and clashing of swords. It didn’t ebb but only got louder. A winged elf holding lookout from above descended the tree and landed almost between us. “More and more crowmen are pouring in,” he said. “They have increased their presence ever since the angels, humans, and dragons arrived.”

“They are quick, those bastards,” Haldir said. I couldn’t spot any fears on his face despite being weary of the constant battle raging on for a long time.

“I believe the Demon is going all in,” Gabriella said. “He’s invested too much for him to lose.”

Haldir watched out across the trees. We could see the fighting taking place above us. Ariella was pushing the vultures away. There were violent clashes right above us, and blood and limbs started raining. “It’s getting quieter,” he said and looked deeper into the forest for bigger threats.

“We have covered the sky for now,” I said. “Gabriella and I are looking for the Demon.”

“He isn’t hiding,” Haldir revealed. “He’s in the sky coordinating attacks both from above and under. He rides an infected dragon.” He peered up at the canopy of leaves. “How’s the sky?” he shouted to the watchman on the tower.

“It’s clearing out more and more,” he said. “Many orcs are dropping dead, but some are retreating down here.”

Haldir spat fiercely at the ground and clenched the hilt of his sword. “We’ll give them a pleasant surprise then.”

“We’ll rise to the sky and fight till we see the Demon,” I told Haldir.

He nodded firmly. I motioned Gabriella and Felicia to me. We mounted the eager widewing and flew up, skimming past the branches and twigs. We came up to the sky. Layla and the dragons were by the wildfire, breathing out their icy breaths to quench the wicked flames that were about to devour this beautiful island. Doragon flew with his head against the vultures, ripping them with his sharp teeth, throwing them up into the air, and devouring them in flames. Ash and blood were already falling like flakes of snow. Ariella and Clara were facing the hardest clashes. The crowmen swung violently with their swords and used their crossbows equally as clumsily. There was no rhyme or reason to their fighting, but it just made it a whole lot more challenging trying to predict where they would attack.

We flew toward the battlefield, joining Ariella and Clara. I unsheathed my sword and dove right under a vulture, raising my sword and cutting his breasts wide open. The crowman was about to jump onto us while laughing wickedly. Gabriella nocked a plain arrow and sent it through his chest. She ended his wicked laughter, sending him crashing right onto the tree top, his limbs splitting and falling apart.

I was right onto the next vulture, dodging his attack and flying to his flank. I grunted as I extended my sword in order to cut his wings off. It was successful, and another vulture crashed down into the forest.

Three vultures mounted with hungry crowmen chased Ariella. They’d figured out by now that the angel caused the most damage. Ariella tightened her grip on the widewing, did a loop, and then thrust her sword full force into the crowman’s back. She was about to return for the vulture, but Clara fired an arrow that struck him right in the heart. The clashes just got louder as we pushed them farther away from the forest, controlling more and more of the airspace. I saw no end in sight. Even though they fought clumsily and showed no signs of the Demon’s sophisticated behavior, there were so many of them they could easily drown us if they continued to pour over us.

“Ariella, Clara!” I shouted at them. “Let’s try to entrap them in a crescent … exactly what we went through.”

It was the right moment since we’d pushed them farther away. They wouldn’t remain a threat to Haldir, who fought below us. Ariella waved her blood-streaked sword in the air. “I’m looking forward to this.”

We spread our widewings in a line, letting them come flying toward us. We backed off, only defending ourselves from the whistling arrows and vicious attacks. “Hold it!” I shouted, waving my sword at an incoming arrow, splitting it in two. They kept falling deeper and deeper into the trap. “Flanks, stay!” I shouted. They kept pushing into us, forming a perfect crescent. I was waiting for the right moment as they hammered blow after blow on us. “Attack!”

The flanks then pushed right onto them, attacking from both sides. It was a slaughterhouse. I prayed for rain as soon as possible since the leaves were stained dark red. A good chunk of them had been taken care of, and we flew deeper toward the forest. Ariella joined my side and extended her hand. I high-fived her. She spat over her shoulder. “It’s not a victory yet,” I told her and pointed toward the horizon. What looked like a dark smog was just more vultures, crowmen, and orcs charging toward us. I narrowed my eyes. I didn’t see where they were coming from. It was like they’d been conjured out of thin air. “Don’t worry,” Gabriella said. “They don’t have an unlimited number of them.”

“I hope you are right,” I said and started shifting uneasily. My right wrist was already aching, and I knew there were many more of them. We prepared ourselves, and our swords bathed in more evil flesh and blood.  Clara was fighting above us. They were swarming around her. They’d tried such an attempt toward Ariella, but she’d warded them off.

Clara stabbed one of them, but another quickly returned. “I think she needs help,” I said and yanked the reins, surging upward. One of them found a vulnerable spot and wounded her. One of the crowmen was right about to do a lethal blow, but I rammed my elbow right into his ugly face. Gabriella jumped off Felicia, spread her wings, and buried her sword into the dark, ugly birds. I chased them away, penetrating my sword deep into every single one. It wasn’t only Clara that had gotten hurt but also her widewing. She failed to fly and was about to plummet into the forest. “Take my hand,” I shouted while extending it to her. I got a hold of her a moment before she went plunging into the forest. I hoisted her up to Felicia. She was already leaking buckets of blood. I had to get her to safety. Gabriella was flying with her wings, but those were big targets she could easily be exposed to. The way she fluttered in the meandering pattern, contracting the wings from an incoming arrow, was like an art show. “Don’t worry about me!” she shouted as I was a second away from coming to her rescue. “Get her to safety.”

“Meet us at the camp!” I shouted back over the tumult of noises.

I plunged back with a lump in my throat. I didn’t like leaving anyone behind like that. We landed right by the camp. There weren’t as many wounded here. Many of them had been discarded because of death, and many had been taken care of by the humans. “A wound in her chest,” I told the elves and humans. They looked at Clara. She squirmed in pain, clenching her teeth together.

“We will tend to her,” they said and got straight to work.

I caressed her forehead. “I could have fought harder,” she said as if that was the source of her pain.

“So could we,” I told her. “Let them take care of you for now and rest.”

“It’s painful,” she said, gasping for air. “I want to fight.”

Her strength surprised me. I understood now why Julia didn’t like sending her away. I wondered how many humans she’d taught her skills to. “You will get through this … We all will.”

She nodded and swallowed the bitter mixture they were giving her. Gabriella arrived at the next moment without a scratch on her. “She still breathes?”

“She does,” I said. “But severely wounded.”

“Ariella believes she spotted the Demon,” Gabriella said and turned her hand, so her palm faced upward. A bright light glowed and radiated from her hand, showing the light magic. “I’m ready if you are.”

I was about to raise the whistle to my lips, but Felicia was already behind me. “Let’s avenge ourselves.”

We mounted her and flew back up to the sky. They’d pushed the invaders far away. They didn’t hold much territory left. In the northern part of the forest, there wasn’t much left of the wildfires. Some dragons spread their wings to come and join us instead, breathing their icy breaths and devouring the wicked creatures.

I scanned my eyes across the horizon and spotted a dark-scaled dragon breathing out a wave of black smoke. The Demon sat mounted on top, his dark wings spread wide. He was holding the reins with his left hand and an obsidian sword in his right. He was still behind a line of wicked creatures, but the line was getting thinner.

“Prepare your light arrows,” I said and squeezed my thighs onto Felicia. She cried and increased her speed. We skimmed the treetops, staying low while dodging the weapons, falling orcs, and crowmen. The demon shifted uneasily on his corrupted dragon. He watched us closely and started barking orders. I stabbed an orc right in the shoulder, letting him tumble into the forest. I elbowed the vulture right into his head. It was nothing that was going to stop me now as I would face him for the second time in my life.

The Demon acted and flew toward the end of the island. We were right on his heels. Gabriella inched her hips closer to me. She wrapped her left hand around my abdomen and unsheathed her sword. “We need to weaken him in order to get a good aim,” she said. “We can’t afford to waste the light arrows.”

“I’m on it,” I said. The Demon swung around on his dragon, twice the size of Felicia.  He breathed a wave of black smoke. I held my breath and swung my sword in a horizontal arc, knocking his attack off course. Gabriella then grunted and thrust her sword quickly toward him. The sharp end kissed his skin as he flinched backward at the right moment.

I breathed and coughed at the disgusting stench. I sensed dangers behind us, and Gabriella confirmed it. “Fly!”

The Demon had quickly turned and was quick on our heels. His dragon breathed waves of smoke. I made a sharp turn to get away from the nasty breath. I faced the Demon again; our swords clashed, steel on obsidian. Gabriella tried to find a vulnerable spot, striking the dragon. She cut his massive right thigh, spilling the black blood. The dragon snarled. His breath blinded me for a second, forcing me to fight without clear vision. “Use your instincts!” Gabriella cried at me.

I did as she told me and let my movements flow. I skillfully defended myself from attack after attack. I couldn’t see a thing but used a hidden sense to guide me. The Demon gnashed his teeth. His attacks strengthened as I felt his anger about to boil over. I started regaining my vision and flew away for a brief second in order to breathe. The dragon had a deep wound on his right thigh. “Nice cut,” I told her.

“We need a few more,” she said.

The Demon charged at us, attacking us both simultaneously. We swung our swords in a horizontal arc. He kept hurling blows at us, furious we had stopped his evil plans of burning this entire forest to ash. I tried to get at his wrist, but then he cut a straight line from my knee and down my leg. I grunted in pain and flew away for a brief moment. It was bone-deep but far from fatal. “Are you alright?” Gabriella asked.

“He got me, but only a little,” I said and felt the warm blood bubbling down along my leg. Gabriella seized the moment and quickly nocked an arrow. She aimed and fired a plain one right at the dragon. It hit him in the chest, making him roar out billowing smoke. The Demon quickly pulled the arrow free. I couldn’t see his victorious grin any longer. He fumed and tried charging at us. “His dragon is losing strength,” Gabriella said. “Try keeping your distance while I prepare the light arrows.”

“Will do.”

Gabriella sheathed her sword. The Demon’s eyes widened in fear when he sensed what Gabriella was up to. He charged toward us. I shielded Gabriella and defended myself from his double swords. He tried stabbing Felicia, but I warded off his attack. He then tried slipping in an attack toward Gabriella, but I parried his blow. The clang was so loud it rang in my ears. I went for his thigh, thrusting my sword till it hit the bone. He shrieked and then swung both his swords at me simultaneously. He struck me in the abdomen, making me hunch over in pain. “Raphael,” Gabriella said worriedly.

“Take care of the light arrows,” I told her.  “It’s not fatal.”

I winced. It wasn’t deep but painful. The fuzzy light magic radiated behind me. Gabriella nocked the arrow. The Demon’s eyes even widened in more fear. He rammed his foot into the Dragon’s flank, but he was weakened and couldn’t fly as quickly. They tried escaping, flying skyward and away from us.

“Higher!” Gabriella shouted to me.

I yanked the reins, and Felicia soared farther up. She nocked an arrow, the light gleaming behind me, as powerful as the sun. She let go, and it struck him right in the chest. He fell from his dragon with a shriek. I quickly maneuvered Felicia to the dragon, stabbing my sword deep into his chest, bottoming out with the guard and drawing it further down, causing a wound as long as a branch. The dragon didn’t even shriek. His eyes rolled to the back of her skull and slumped down, crashing onto the trees.

“Hurry down before he escapes,” Gabriella urged.

I pushed Felicia’s neck down, and we plunged. She opened her claws at the last second, landing an abrupt landing. We vaulted off the widewing. The Demon shrieked. The light was burning his wings off. He staggered backward, holding his eyes as the powerful glare was about to devour him. I approached him with my blood-streaked sword. He shrieked till he lost his voice, and more and more of his twisted body got fried by the light. I thought about every single act of evil he’d performed from the time I was here and the time of my absence. “This is the World of Heaven,” I said, my rage boiling over from having that twisted being trying to distort the heavenly order. “Not the world of darkness.” I drove the sword deep into his abdomen and up to his throat. He made no resistance as the light sapped his powers from him. I then yanked my blade free. He fell first onto his knees, gasping his final breath. I kicked him right in the head, and he fell off from this island and down to the eternal sea.

Gabriella came and craned her neck over the edge of the island. He continued to fall till he disappeared from our view. I turned around and watched the skies behind me. The sky was clearing up despite the rising smoke from the previous wildfire. The vultures and crowmen, and orcs were being driven out to the brink of the forest. Ariella was charging against the crowmen, piercing hearts and chopping limb after limb of the wicked creatures. Despite being covered in bruises and wounds, she didn’t slow down. I admired the sight of her fighting spirit, especially to have gone from shy and timid to being turned into the fiercest fighter of the angels.

A crowman tried to run away, but an arrow pierced his back. Haldir jumped out from the forest and delivered the final arrow to his back. They were dying like flies. Their wings were wounded, and they were so tired that they had no power to fly when they got to the edge of the island. They jumped out of the edge, downward to their doom. We’d succeeded. The Demon was no longer to be seen, and his wicked minions were being driven to extinction.

Haldir got his eyes on us and flew over. His legs had taken a great deal of beating. His cloak was already stained with blood and caked in dirt. “Where’s the Demon?” he asked.

Gabriella and I pointed down to the ocean. “Where he belongs,” I said.

His lips unfolded into a victorious smile. “Finally,” he said and let out a sigh of relief. He turned toward his forest. The last sounds of battle dwindled but quickly turned into victorious cries throughout the forest. They blew their trumpets. The glorious sound lifted our spirits to greater heights. “I didn’t think I would get to see such a day in my lifetime.”

“Neither did I,” Gabriella said, drawing a deep breath. She’d fought just as valiantly as the rest of us. She had impressive stamina. I, on the other hand, felt exhausted, especially with my two wounds.

“I owe you my deepest gratitude,” Haldir said and bowed deeply. “This entire forest, our precious home, would have been buried in ash otherwise.”

“You are more than welcome,” I said. “We should gather the wounded first and then honor the fallen.”

Haldir then noticed my own wounds. “You are bleeding.”

“So are you.”

He patted my back with a grin. “Gerowan, fetch the medics! Our forest is clear.”

I didn’t mind the stained blood. The feeling of victory was superior to anything out there. The medics were brought out here quickly. They cleaned the stained blood and sewed the wound. It felt as good as new, even though the abdomen seared a little.

I didn’t know about the casualties. Ariella was high up in the sky, riding her widewing. She searched the forests for more creeps but found none. I was thankful to see that she was still alive. I also saw Layla riding on the ice dragon. She was without a scratch. The dragon had taken the beating for her. Doragon wasn’t far away either, his fiery eyes prowling through the forests for prey.

Haldir raised the horn to his lips and blew, emitting a mighty sound throughout the forest. The elves, humans, angels, and dragons gathered around us. Haldir pointed his sword at the dark dragon. “The Demon has been defeated,” he said sonorously. “Let’s gather the fallen and give them the honor they deserve.”

We helped each other, searching through the forests for winged elves, angels, or humans. All the dragons were still alive but out of breath as they struggled to quench the fire. Gabriella and I helped carry the winged elves out of the forest and to the greatest mound on the island. It was situated in the center, cleared of trees. Haldir and the surviving winged elves watched with difficulty. There were so many they barely all fit on the mound. The widewings would have to feast on them while flying. “It’s difficult to watch,” Haldir said. He’d washed his hands in the nearby stream and also his clothes. We wanted to appear as respectable as possible when honoring the fallen. “Hundreds of lives lost.”

“It could have been many more,” I reminded him to cushion the blow.

Gabriella didn’t shed a tear. She kept the same stoic expression as the last sky burial. I could tell it stung, though, but the pain will only be short-lived. We’d found at least fifteen angels and thirty humans. Ninety percent of the humans were of female origin. “I feel bad for the angels that wouldn’t have gotten to live to see such a victorious moment like this,” Layla grieved.

“They will be honored,” Gabriella comforted her. We all stood around the feet of the mound. The widewings had fought valiantly, and we heard their bellies rumble as they were about to spread the spirits of the fallen ones across the sky.

Haldir cleared his throat and prepared himself to hold the traditional speech to the fallen heavenly races. “To the fallen, may your spirits fly in all eternity through the blue sky and the streams of sunshine. To the fallen, may your spirits fly in all eternity through the night sky and the glimmering stars. To the fallen, we’ll never forget you. Our blood and spirits will be passed on for the generations to come. To the fallen, may you fly in all eternity in the peace of our sky.”

We held a minute of silence, watching in awe at the strong females and males fighting on our side. “So, let the widewings free,” Haldir said.

We made room for the widewings, letting them fly up to the mound, digging their beaks into the flesh and ripping it apart with their teeth. They gorged on the strong meat, not leaving anything to waste as they only left the bones left, licked of blood and juices.

They then spread their wings. The energy made them fly high up in the sky, spreading the spirits of the fallen warriors and fighters. I felt a bit different compared to the first sky burial. I knew then we had a lot of work to take care of when we got attacked by the crowmen. Now, I felt a sense of ease. The threat was gone, and we could finally live in peace.

Haldir asked me to follow him on a walk through his forest. I first wanted to dismiss the dragons and show my gratitude for their tremendous help. I motioned Layla to stand next to me. “Doragon, thank you for your help.”

Doragon nodded his head and spoke in his tongue. Layla translated, “He is grateful to have helped. He will never forget what you did to him.”

Haldir also wanted a word with him. He didn’t only bow but kneeled for Doragon. “Without you, my entire forest would have been covered in ash. We would have never been able to quench the fire. I thank you from the bottom of my heart.”

Doragon spoke, his loud sonorous voice spreading to every acre of this forest. My skin prickled with goosebumps just by listening. “He says,” Layla translated. “As a fellow heavenly race, I hope we will forever live united and strong from now on. We were on the brink of extinction too. We hope you will return to the height of your race and rebuild what has been destroyed.”

Haldir rose, and together, we waved to the dragons, thanking Hydra for her hospitality, and hoped we would see each other again. The dragons flapped their wings, soaring up to the sky and disappearing into the horizon as they continued their journey home.

We took a long walk back to where the Endless River flowed. Many of their homes in the trees had been destroyed. “It will be difficult to rebuild this,” he said. “Since a lot of our forest is scorched. We don’t want to chop down more trees.”

“There’s nothing wrong with sleeping tight together,” I said. Especially so when you were a male with hundreds of beautiful elven females.

“You are right,” he said. “It will be necessary to breed us back up to greater numbers.”

Now that the signs of fear were gone, it was completely different to walk across the forest. The trees were so high that the twigs rustled at different points. The dappled light fell onto us, making the bushes and shrubs glimmer unevenly but prettily. This sure was a gorgeous and mysterious place. “It’s a big island compared to the others I have seen.”

“It’s,” Haldir said. “But it’s more than that – it’s our precious home, and nothing can replace it.”

We started hearing the Endless River. We stepped out of the forest and gathered at the edge. We started summoning the widewings, preparing our long and safe flight back home to the kingdom and then to Angel Island. Haldir bowed again to me, reached into his cloak, and brought out a miniature arrow made of the finest wood. “It isn’t much, but I have to give you something as a token of our friendship.”

“It’s beautiful,” I said and watched the little arrow in awe. “I will find something for you the next time we see each other.”

“It’s not needed,” he said, smiling deeply. “Your deeds, strength, and actions cannot be matched. We have peace because of you, and we live because of you. You aren’t indebted to us.”

I closed my fingers over the arrow and stuffed it in my pocket. “It’s been a pleasure to fight side by side with you.”

“Indeed, it has been,” he said. “Take care of our refugees and let them know they are more than welcome to come back, but the space will be tight till we have built new homes.”

“We will.”

“You too, Gabriella,” Haldir said and bowed deeply to her. “Take care of yourself.”

“You too, Haldir,” Gabriella said and returned the bow.

I recognized Felicia’s breathing behind me, and her tongue started snaking along my neck. It tickled and made me laugh. At the same time, someone was poking my back. I twisted my neck, and Ariella was there. She was covered in bruises and fresh scars, yet she smiled brightly. “Did you see me fight?”

“Impossible not to see,” I said. “You dominated the airspace.”

“No one came even close to slaying as many orcs and crowmen as I,” she boasted.

I couldn’t argue with that one. Layla didn’t stand far away from Ariella. She also came over. She’d been watching the dragons wistfully as they left. “I miss riding Hydra,” she said.

“Now that we have peace,” Gabriella said. “You will find opportunities to visit them.”

It made Layla happy again. I made sure we were all gathered again and that the wounded had the strength to fly back home on their widewings. Some needed help to sit upright, so a couple of widewings will be free. Clara was limping, but Ariella offered to fly with her.

Felicia hopped toward Ariella, licking her face. “Oh, there you are,” Ariella said, stroking her long mane.

Even after hours of battle, I couldn’t hear or see a single trace of fatigue on her. “We’ll stop by Heaven’s Kingdom first,” I told her.

The humans and the rest of the angels were waiting for our lead. Some of them were wounded and should get aid as quickly as possible. I yanked the reins, and Felicia hopped up into the air. Gabriella clasped her hands around my waist. I glanced over my shoulder. The sun descended on the horizon, and the sky was covered in bright darkness. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky. The winged elves sent their fireflies into the sky, lighting the entire forests in a bright green color. They brought out their instruments and started singing and playing, celebrating the peace we’d all strived for so long.
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Our flight back to Heaven’s Kingdom took a little bit more than a day. We slept over at an abandoned island, finding some tubers and fish in the lake. While we feasted, none of the angels or humans complained about the aches, pain, or wounds. We all shared a sense of optimism as the world had been cleared of the Demon. The humans had lit a campfire on the island. I was on my cloud puff flying side by side with Gabriella. “I wished I had my harp,” she said. “Some music would have been perfect for a moment like this.”

I agreed. No one played the harp like Gabriella. I wanted to inch my hips closer to hers. I had never had her so close to me as during this journey. I had been aware of the touch of her skin warming me. I craved more, and I wondered if she craved the same.

Layla and Ariella snuggled up on my cloud puff. I had looked forward to spending some time with Gabriella. It had been a pleasure fighting with her, and I was drawn more and more to her beauty. “Hero,” they both said and giggled.

I rolled my eyes. It was one of the reasons why I had looked forward to spending the quiet evening with Gabriella. “Aren’t you tired?”

“No,” they both said, and then Ariella added, “Are you?”

She jumped over to my cloud puff, making it wag. Gabriella only smiled and left us some privacy. She was a master at predicting stuff; before I even knew it, we were all naked. “Don’t worry,” they said. “We’ll take care of you.”

I tried to guide my cloud puff away from the camp and toward privacy, but they brought me so much pleasure. Their pussies had never been soppier and tighter. I had to remain seated where I lay and let them grind me one after another, hoping the womb of strength would heal their wounds as I fired deep into their holes.




The next day, we continued our flight and saw Heaven’s Kingdom in the evening. I peered toward the castle. I had a feeling Julia was watching us intently. Her days have been filled with worry in case we would fail. It wasn’t only Julia who stood at the edge and watched us. The cluster of neighboring islands around started cheering as they all understood we’d won.

Julia disappeared inside the castle. I only saw a brief sight of her purple hair flowing, and then she was gone. But then, shortly after, every royal flag was raised. She quickly declared this a holiday and was equally as quick to greet us in front of the castle. She tried to suppress her smile, but it proved difficult. I vaulted off Felicia and embraced her passionately. “Raphael …” she said, sounding more than worried. “I was brooding over the outcome.”

“We got there just in time,” I told her, kissing her smooth forehead. “The Demon was about to burn down the entire forest. He’d invested all of his crowmen and orcs and vultures at us. We tracked him down after a bloody battle and shot him with a light arrow … The sky has been cleaned for filth.”

She embraced me harder. “You are a hero,” she said. “I’m more than thankful to be in your arms.” She bumped into my stitches. “You are alright?”

“Many of us got wounded,” I said gravely. “And many died too, but I still live.”

She got emotional and started spilling tears on my back. She let go of me for a second. “How many?”

“Not more than thirty humans,” I said. “They were revered and honored at the forest. The highest sky burial. Clara got severely wounded but still lives.”

“May their spirits fly in peace,” she said and dried her eyes. I noticed a light swell on her stomach, and I wondered if that was contributing to some of her happiness during this emotional moment. “I was afraid something would happen. I’ve been emotional lately now that I’m with your child.”

“She will become as healthy and strong as the rest of us,” I said.

She kissed me on the lips. “I know. I’m more than grateful you bred me. I will declare this day and tomorrow a public holiday for the victory and the restoration of the Endless River.”

My hands slid down to her hips, awakening the lust inside me. Even though I’d been taken care of by Ariella and Layla in a steamy threesome, now that the stress of the world was gone, I still wanted more. “I will spend a few days with you before I return to Angel Island.”

She beamed. “I want you already.” She pushed her chest against mine. Her erect nipples were about to poke a hole through her clothes and mine.

I found it hard to contain myself, especially with her mesmerizing hair, which poured gallons of fuel onto my already rising libido. I kissed her back on her purple lips. “Let’s save it for tonight.”

The wounded got escorted into the medic center. Julia told her nurses to take as good care of them as possible. After having declared today and tomorrow a holiday. She also ordered an orchestra at the center of the island with free meals to the Kingdom. Families of the wounded spread the word of their brave acts during the battle at the Elven Forest. They weren’t only revered but looked up upon.

The angels weren’t so keen on the celebration. After having embraced Julia, I met them outside. Ariella and Layla were pawing their feet into the ground. They muttered, “I miss our home.”

Even Ariella couldn’t hide her fatigue from me. “I will stay here for another day,” I told them. “You can leave for now, and I will catch up with you.”

“It will feel strange to travel without you,” Layla said.

I understood why. I’d been with them since I got here, guiding them through perilous journeys throughout the skies and finally to a victorious war. “I won’t be long,” I promised her and the rest of the angels.

Gabriella raised her whistle to her lips and blew. “Take care of Felicia,” she said. “My harp will be waiting for you.”

I smiled. I longed after her melodies by the eternal flames. “Have a safe journey back home,” I said to Gabriella and the rest of the angels. Although, there wasn’t much point in saying that now. The skies had never been so clean as now.

They mounted their widewings and took off, disappearing into the sunset. I turned around and almost jumped. “Did I scare you?” Julia asked.

“A little,” I said, my heart thumping visibly under my tunic.

She extended her hand to me. “Come, let’s listen to the orchestra before going to bed. The surviving warriors are spreading the word about how you heroically slay the Demon.”

I followed her. Although, it didn’t sound right to me. Gabriella had also been a key figure in the defeat of the Demon. I shrugged for now. Her hips bumped into me as we continued toward the center of the Kingdom. The females were all pointing at me. More than ninety percent of the crowd were gorgeous women who all wanted a piece of me. It was still beyond me that someone wanted to destroy this heavenly world. To live under such a male-to-female ratio must be protected at all costs.

We sat and listened to the epic orchestra. The royal flag fluttered in the background, and widewings, mounted with humans, circled the sky.

Bowls of free food were being passed among them. We indulged in the same delicacies. “It’s a time of unity and division,” Julia explained while putting the spoon of stew in her mouth.

It was a beautiful symbol. I wondered why they hadn’t done so before. Us angels always ate from the same kettles.

The sun was finally setting. Julia closed off the orchestra with a speech praising the bravery of the warriors and the strength of the Heaven’s Kingdom. She also pointed at me, saying with me as their main male, we shall forever be protected. They erupted in cheers. Julia told them to enjoy their holiday and then eagerly scuttered to me. I escorted her back to the castle. We tore off our garments and exposed our nakedness to each other. I was already hard as steel, and she was already wet and soft. I fell back with her on top of me. My erection got through her bush and found her sweet hole right above her butthole, sinking deeper into her nectar. The bed started creaking, and her two delicious thighs slapped onto mine. I stared right at her boobs, swinging back and forth in a rhythm of bliss. Her warm shadow fell over me. The pleasurable sensation took us to heaven. I let go and spurted my molten cum right into her already pregnant womb. I guided her hips for a few more strokes, ensuring every drop of cum was deposited inside her exotic pussy.

She slumped down with her head onto the pillow. She snaked her hand over my chest and pulled herself closer toward me. “That felt good,” she said. “I wish every night could be like this.”

I couldn’t get enough of her either. I combed my fingers through her thick locks. “Yeah, indulging in pleasure without worrying about a thing.”

“Sounds like Heaven … doesn’t it?”

“It sure does.”

“You don’t think you can stay here a few days longer?” she asked.

“The angels are waiting for me,” I said. “I will get back here when the time is right.”

She sighed a little. “I understand.”

“You will be alright?” I asked her just to make sure.

“I will,” she said, smiling and pressing her plump lips onto mine.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms. I woke up refreshed and then enjoyed a rich meal with her. She tried to drag out the breakfast. In the end, I had to rise. “I will have to leave,” I told her. “I will be there by night if I don’t leave soon.”

She followed me outside the castle. She tried to hold me there longer by embracing me tightly. “We’ll send letters,” she made sure.

“Of course,” I said. “No one is there to block the river now.”

I reassured her that as her man, I would come here to spend time with her and the gorgeous women who lived here and needed to have their needs taken care of. “When will you see me next time?”

“Within a month,” I told her. “I need to relax. I haven’t been able to relax for a long time.”

“I understand,” she said with a deep smile. She locked her lips on mine and then slowly let go of me. “Fly safe,” she whispered with her sweet saliva stringing to my lower lip.

I blew the whistle, and Felicia was behind me in no time. I mounted her and waved at Julia and the rest of Heaven’s Kingdom.




I got there just when the sun had dipped below the horizon. The angels floated around on the cloud puffs, lighting up the island with their bright gowns and unique hair colors. The reverse waterfall flowed from the mysterious sea and then onward to the Endless River. The Angel of Fertility poured out her pink juices. The waterfall gushed out to the lake, and not too far away, by the eternal flames, sat Gabriella all by herself.

I patted Felicia’s mane. “Try to be quiet now. The angels are sleeping.”

She nodded while licking her beak. I didn’t want to wake them. I was tired after a long journey and looked forward to being close to Gabriella again. I vaulted off Felicia and then strode toward her. Her beach blonde hair reflected the light of the flames, spilling over her nightgown, making her look like a lit candle. She was playing soft tunes on the harp. I sat down next to her. She stopped for a second, smiling at me. “I didn’t tell you to stop.”

She closed her eyes again and continued to play. It soothed me and was something I needed after this long journey. “You were waiting for me again?”

“Yes,” she said, her fingers trailing off her harp. She opened her eyes and looked at me again. Her blue eyes had never looked so pretty. “It isn’t nice to be asleep when you know someone special will arrive.”

I didn’t know why but I felt a hollow in my heart. It had been a constant wave of adventures since I’d gotten here. Now I felt at peace for the first time. It was like the first day of summer break. “What are you thinking of?” Gabriella asked, seeing that something bothered me.

“Where do we go from here?” I said. “There were so many twists and turns of this adventure. It’s sad to see it finally come to an end.”

“Who’s said it’s come to an end?” Gabriella asked me with a cryptic smile.

I mulled it over. “But the Demon has been defeated.”

“Yes,” she said. “But the Demon has not been the only threat to our precious world.”

“I …” I said, and then my voice trailed off. “I would rather not be thinking of more threats.”

“I know,” Gabriella said. “Neither do I, especially after having lived so many years in despair.”

“It feels weird to finally be able to rest.”

“You deserve rest more than anyone,” Gabriella said and patted my thigh with her soft hand. “You’ve been warding off threats like no one else.”

“Whenever there was a threat,” I said. “I always wanted to act.”

“It’s because you are male,” Gabriella said. “And not only that but one of the strongest we have seen in thousands of years.”

“You are right,” I said. I thought about the angels and humans who needed to be bred. Angel Island was far from being densely populated. It was something I looked forward to, to continue plowing the beautiful soils out there. “We still have to rebuild what’s been lost.”

“And we should also enjoy the precious life given to us,” she said and smiled. “You are the only male by many angels, and at the same time, you have many women in the kingdom that would also like to be with you. Don’t view it as something that needs to be done, but something you yourself want to do.”

I liked the sound of that. It was a man’s dream, but I hoped it wouldn’t be too good to be true. “You don’t think such a lifestyle will make me soft?”

“No,” she promised me. “Whenever a new threat arises, then it will be time to steel ourselves.”

I nodded at her wise words. I watched how the lake reflected the stars in the sky. I understood what she meant by not viewing what comes after this as chores that needed to be done. I wanted to have sex with all those beautiful women. I also wanted to rebuild that which had been lost. It wasn’t a chore.

I reminisced over my time here. I also thought about my time back on Earth. I had wings on my back and multiple lovers. Unlike the depressive nine-to-five life with a grumpy wife on Earth who might stab you in the back and leave you in poverty, I was in a world worth dying for. A world I would continue to defend at all costs. “Play that harp again.”

Gabriella reached for her harp. “Which melody?”

“A soothing one,” I said. “One that will bring us peace and prosperity for the years to come.”

She nodded and closed her eyes, playing the most heavenly melody I’d ever heard.
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