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Noah sat on the broken concrete, his knees up, his back pressed against the wall, the sweat beads on his forehead glimmered in the bright afternoon sun. His breathing haggard, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a white handkerchief. He squished the cloth into a ball and pressed it against the wound on his bicep. 

“Yup, they got me there,” Noah winced. 

He kept the pressure applied to stop the bleeding. 

Beside him, on the broken concrete were bits of reflective shattered glass. 

Noah picked up a broken bit of glass and stuck his hand out to see what lay beyond. 

The road was a dead end. 

It led up to a towering apartment block that had seen better days. The ground floor of the apartment block was shuttered. It could have been shops, or it could as easily have been a garage. 

In front of the shutters were the large black wheelie bins you found at the back of large corporate offices. 

Four of those wheelie bins had been pushed together to form a defensive barrier. 

As Noah focused on the wheelie bins, a head popped up. It was shortly followed by a sniper gun. Noah watched with mild interest as the guy stared through the scope and aimed at his protruding hand. 

He pulled his hand safely behind the wall and a moment later, a bullet whizzed past and struck a lamppost on the other side of the road. 

A lamppost that was a good two feet to his right. 

No wonder they had only managed to strike him on the arm. Either the scope was off, or they were shit at shooting. 

Whatever the reason, Noah counted himself fortunate. 

“What’s going on,” Alice asked. 

She plonked herself beside him on the concrete, her shoulder brushed up against his as she leaned forward. “What happened to you?” 

“I got shot,” Noah said. 

“Shot?” 

“Yes, Alice. I got shot at with a gun,” Noah said, grimacing. “You hadn’t mentioned anything about guns.” 

“I didn’t know they had guns,” Alice said, her mouth opening in shock. 

Noah glared at her. He did not buy the whole innocent naive village girl vibe the girl was putting on. 

Alice knew exactly what she was doing. 

From the way she was dressed, the ridiculously short skirt, the low cut blouse that exposed her breasts, her chest always jutted forward coincidentally to keep them on full display, her red hair tied in pigtails, the fashion of the villages.

Alice might have come from a village, but she was absolutely not naive. 

“Where is my money?” Noah asked grumpily. 

“With my sister,” Alica said. “She has the money. You just need to rescue her, and we can pay you.” 

Convenient, Noah thought. “If she has the money on her, wouldn't the bandits have taken it?” 

“I don’t think they know she has money on her. It’s really well hidden,” Alice. “I think they took her because she’s really pretty. Her breasts are bigger than mine,” Alice continued, her eyes now drifting down to her own chest.   

“How well hidden?” Noah asked. 

“Very well,” Alice said with a smile. “It’s in her butt.” 

Of course it was, Noah thought. 

Getting paid from money that had been in a girl’s butt was not a deal breaker. And if it really was in the girl’s butt, then it would stay hidden and safe from the bandits for some time. 

Not forever though. If they had taken the girl for her attractiveness, the girl’s butt would not remain safe forever. 

“How many bandits were there?” Noah asked.

“Two,” Alice said instantly. 

Noah stared at her. “Are you sure?” 

“Maybe three?” 

“Is it a maybe, or is it definitely?” 

“Definitely three,” Alice mumbled. 

Noah sighed. 

He removed the handkerchief pressed against his arm. 

The white cloth was now soaked in red. He picked up another shard of reflective glass and stuck his hand out around the wall. The road led to the wheelie bins, beyond which was the tower block. If he could get into that tower block and attack them from behind, he would have a chance. 

He would need a distraction. 

Lucky for him, sitting beside him was a big distraction. 

“What?” Alice asked, her eyes widening suspiciously. 

“I have a plan,” Noah informed her. 

“That’s great,” Alice clapped her hands together like an excited school girl. 

Noah told her his plan. It consisted of Alice distracting the bandits for long enough to allow him to sneak in from behind the tower block. 

“Distract them how?” Alice asked warily. 

Noah had some thoughts on that. Alice was a conventionally attractive girl. Long legs, big breasts, cute if a somewhat nerdy face. 

“Wait here a few minutes and then walk out towards them with your hands raised.” 

“They will shoot me!” 

Noah rolled his eyes. “They will not.” 

“They shot you!” 

“Because I’m a guy,” Noah said. “They’re not going to shoot you. Just go out there looking all hapless and shit. Say you have money and want to use it to pay for your sister’s freedom.” 

“But I don’t have any money,” Alice said. 

“It’s a good thing they don’t know that,” Noah chimed. 

He could see her mulling it over. Her lips parted slightly as her brows furrowed. She looked down at her breasts, rubbing the dirt off her blouse, she climbed to her feet. 

“Do I look hapless… enough?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’d say that’s a look you have pretty much nailed,” Noah smiled. 

“Maybe I should like….” she paused as she stared at her chest. “Do you think it would help if I like, expose a breast or something?” 

“Expose a breast?” Noah asked, befuddled, before quickly realising what she meant. “Sure. That would definitely distract them.” 

Alice pulled her blouse down. Her breasts now free from their constraints, they bounced a couple of times before settling. She had perfect breasts, both the same size with perky nipples. 

“Do you think I should take my skirt off?” Alice asked. 

She didn’t wait for a response from him. She pulled down her short skirt. She was not wearing any underwear. 

“So… bra and underwear not your thing, huh?”  Noah asked. 

“They just get in the way,” Alice said with a shrug. “Too restrictive.” 

“Right,” Noah nodded. He climbed to his feet. “Going towards them fully naked might be too much,” he told her. “Maybe put the skirt back on, pull your top up and maybe-” he paused, taking in the girl’s beautiful naked form, he stepped towards her. 

Standing in front of her, he could feel the heat emanating from her naked body. A part of him wanted to scoop her up in his arms and carry her off. He resisted that urge and decided to do something completely alien to him. 

Clothe a hot naked girl. 

Noah dropped to his knees by Alice’s feet. His face level with her pussy, Alice spread her legs apart enough for the lips to part slightly. 

“Are we uh… are we doing it here?” she asked as she glanced down at him, licking her lips. 

Making love to Alice was a lot more appealing than going after three guys armed with guns. 

Noah did not have a weapon with him. He was beginning to wonder why he had agreed to this in the first place. It was too late to back out now. He had committed and given his word. 

And it was important to Noah to keep his word. 

Noah scooped up Alice’s skirt and wrapped it around her waist. He pulled her blouse up and covered her breasts. And then, he ripped the side of her skirt so that when she moved, or when the wind flapped, it would reveal more of her figure. 

“That should do it,” Noah said, as he tore off a bit from her blouse. “You look like you’ve been through a lot and are desperate enough to walk into the lion’s den. If they ask about me, say I ran away scared shitless.” 
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Noah left Alice standing by the corner of the wall and told her to wait five minutes before walking down the road towards the wheelie bins. He ran along the building wall that he had crouched behind, looking for an entry point.  

It was one of many buildings on either side of a main road in a part of a city that was probably very fancy once upon a time. Now it was a grim reminder of a ruined world.  

On both sides of the road were tall towers made of huge exposed metal beams with large shards of glass attached to them. A floor or two was still covered entirely of glass. Noah imagined in its heyday, all of the building being covered in glass. What a sight that must have been. The sun reflecting against giant glass panels, light bouncing from one building to another.  

Noah had walked fifty feet from the spot where Alice was still standing when he found an open door that led into the building. 

He glanced at Alice, who was thankfully still standing by the corner. 

Part of him had feared she would walk down the road immediately, get to the bandits long before he had a chance to come around behind them, and basically not be a distraction as he attacked them from behind. 

“I need to find a fucking weapon,” Noah muttered. 

If everything worked well and he was able to creep up on the guys while they were too busy staring ahead at the gorgeous redhead, he would still need a weapon of some sort to attack them with. 

Noah walked into the building through the open door and immediately ducked his head as a loose metal beam hung low from the ceiling. He walked to the end of what was a corridor and pushed open the door. 

It led into a large room with a high ceiling. There was an enormous chandelier in the centre of the room on the floor. Crushed underneath it were dozens of chairs. More chairs littered the room and on one end, there was a stage. 

Getting his bearings, Noah jumped onto the stage and walked behind the curtain. He found a set of steps and followed them up. They were made of wood, and each step creaked under his weight. 

Noah was well travelled for someone of his age. 

He had been to many towns, cities and countries. 

He had seen many things, both extraordinary and terrifying. From enormous sea monsters the size of ships, to glass towers made by the Ancestors that disappeared into the clouds. 

One thing he found strange about the Ancestors was the building materials they used. You had sturdy metal beams matched with flimsy glass and wooden steps. It made no sense to him. He wondered if that was the reason for their downfall. 

Not the wooden steps. 

But the fact that they did odd things. 

Like wooden steps. 

He had come across steps made of stone in buildings much smaller than this. The technology clearly existed. But the Ancestors still chose the much weaker wooden option for this enormous building.     

It was not just building materials. There were other examples of Ancestor oddity. None came to his mind at that moment, which was a good thing. Because Noah needed to focus on the task in hand. 

Reaching the top of the stairs, he turned left and walked into a windowed corridor. Noah stepped up to a window and looked out. 

He was going in the right direction. 

Down below, he could see the three bandits. 

And there were three of them. 

Only one had a gun. 

That would make things easier. Another had a bow and a set of arrows in a quiver. The third bandit had a baseball bat in his hand. 

Noah had been in this city for a couple of months. It was one of the emptier cities. Most of the food storages had been raided and the weapons taken. There were very few worthy things remaining. 

That’s what made it more attractive to the smaller players. There were no large gangs hovering round. If they were resourceful and resilient, there were things to be found. 

That was the reason Noah had come to this city. 

He was looking for a working car. It was hard to find one where the battery still had some juice left in it. 

He imagined that was why Alice and her sister had ventured out here, to look for something. He had not had the opportunity to ask. The poor girl was much too traumatised by what had happened. 

Noah had heard some of it. 

He had broken into a building and was looking for a way into their basement - that was where they kept the cars - when he heard screaming and shouting. As he stuck his head out of the window, he saw Alice run past. 

She did not notice him. 

She continued to run for about a minute before she jumped behind a pile of garbage. 

And that was where she remained. 

Noah had looked in the direction she had come from. There was nobody there. After waiting a while, Alice did not emerge from the pile of garbage. Nor did anyone come chasing after her. 

So he ventured out to check on her. 

And now here he was. 

Walking along a corridor, looking down at the three guys that had kidnapped Alice’s sister. He wondered if they lived in the city, or if they had come from elsewhere, hoping to find something worthy amongst the crap. 

Something worthy.

Alice had come to the city looking for something worthy. Instead of finding that something, she had become something worthy for another set of scavengers.  

Life was funny like that. Or harsh. 

Noah reached the end of the corridor and was pleasantly surprised to see a door that turned left. He opened it to find another corridor with windows to the left. He was directly behind the bandits, but four floors up. He would need to find a set of stairs that led down. 

They were usually at the end of corridors. Noah broke into a sprint, his feet light on the grey carpeted floor. 

He glanced out of a window as he hurtled down the corridor. 

Alice was walking towards the men hiding behind the wheelie bins. She had her hands up, and her blouse missing. 

Noah came to a complete standstill and stared out the window, squinting. 

Yup. Her blouse was definitely missing. 

He could see those breasts bouncing even from that distance. How the hell did she make her breasts bounce when she moved at such a slow pace? It’s not like she was running towards the bandits. 

And then it occurred to Noah that he was standing and staring at her, completely distracted from the task in hand. Turned out taking the blouse off and exposing her breasts like that was a good shout. If he was distracted, the bandits down below were also distracted. 

Noah continued down the corridor until he came to the door at the end. He pulled it open and found to his relief, a set of stairs that led both up and down. He hurtled down the stairs, counting landings as he passed them. He stopped as he came to the fourth landing. 

He was on the first floor. The stairs continued down, leading to the ground floor.  

If there were cars, that’s where they would be.  

Noah desperately wanted a working car. 

Horses were great. 

They could move better off road, they could be used to charge at enemies, they were a great companion, and if you were ever stuck somewhere with no food, they were a great source of food. It was similar to beef. 

But cars were better. 

The road infrastructure left behind by the Ancestors was still in great shape. 

A car was much faster. You could carry more things. It converted into a bed when needed. And a car with a decent battery could get you a million miles before it ran out of juice. 

“Ah, save the girls first,” Noah muttered. 

He moved away from the stairs leading to the ground floor and opened the door that led into the first floor corridor. Alice was now standing directly in front of the wheelie bins, her arms still raised, her breasts no longer bounced but rested firmly against her chest. 

The bandit with the sniper had the gun pointed at her from above the wheelie bin. “Where the fuck is he?” he screamed at her. 

“He’s gone,” Alice said. “He ran away because you shot him.” 

“Did I hit him?” the bandit asked. 

“Yeah, you got him on the arm.” 

“Fuck yeah,” the bandit said, raising the sniper in the air as he thrust his arms about in joy. “I knew I was getting better at this”. 

“You’ve only got one bullet left, James,” the guy holding the baseball bat muttered. “You couldn’t even kill him and you’ve got a scope on that thing.” 

“If you think it’s that easy Victor, why don’t you have a go?” James asked. 

He threw the sniper towards Victor, the guy holding the baseball bat. 

Victor, who was still holding the baseball bat with both hands as if he were ready to swing it, threw the bat in the air in a panic as the sniper gun came at him.   

He was not able to catch the sniper gun. 

But he did manage to set it off. 

A bullet shot out from the barrel. 

Out of instinct, Noah shot to the ground, dropping beneath the window, crouching against the wall. The glass above him shattered as the bullet shot through it and buried itself in the door that led to the staircase.

“Fucking hell,” Noah muttered. 

That bullet could have gone anywhere, but it came towards him. 

What were the chances of that? 

Was it a sign? 

Noah was not naturally superstitious. But he had seen a thing or two in his time that made him wonder if there was some super powerful being pulling the strings.

If there was a god of some sort, they had a wicked sense of humour to let this shit show of a world continue.

Noah picked himself up and dusted off the shards of glass that had landed on him. He stared out the window to see James and Victor arguing about whose fault it was that the gun had fired its last shot. 

This was the perfect time to attack them. 

Victor’s baseball bat. 

The one that he had flung in a fright when James stupidly threw the sniper at him.

It was ten feet from where Noah stood. 

Noah jumped through the shattered window and landed deftly on his feet. He picked up the baseball bat and keeping a low profile, he ran towards the bandits, his eyes on the one holding the bow. 

James and Victor were still bickering. The third bandit was staring at Alice, his mouth open, the bow hanging loosely over his shoulder. 

Noah came up behind him and swung the bat hard, striking the guy on the head. There was a crunch. The guy’s knees buckled as he collapsed, his body hit the ground with a thud. 

James and Victor stopped bickering. 

“Where did you come from?” Victor asked. 

“That way,” Noah pointed over his shoulder. 

“I thought you ran away,” James chimed in. 

“I lied about that,” Alice said. 

She had pulled up her blouse to cover her breasts. She leaned against the wheelie bin, looking very casual. 

“Have you killed him,” Jamie asked, nodding towards the guy lying on the ground, an enormous bruise now present on his head. 

It was a good question. The crunching sound that echoed when the bat struck the guy's head sounded truly horrible. Noah was somewhat relieved to see the guy’s chest rise and fall. 

“He’s breathing,” he pointed with his bat. He raised the bat to now point it at James and Victor. “You can run, or we can fight?” 

Noah watched with interest as James and Victor stared at each other, trying their best to non-verbally formulate a plan. 

“We’re going to fight,” James roared and he charged. 

Noah threw the bat at him. 

It struck James squarely on the head before it clattered onto the ground beside his feet. The strike threw him off balance. He tripped over the bat and slammed his head onto the hard ground. 

“Ouch,” Alice shuddered. “That looked nasty.” 

It did indeed. 

Whatever had been non-verbally communicated between James and Victor, it seemed the latter had changed his mind. He turned and bolted, running past the wheelie bins, he quickly disappeared around the corner. 

James, who now had a lot of blood on his face, crawled to the wheelie bins and sat with his back pressed against one. “My face hurts,” he mumbled.

Noah collected the baseball bat and walked up to James, before dropping to his knees. He rested the bat on James' leg. “Where is-” he paused and looked up at Alice. “What’s your sister’s name?” 

“Linda.” 

“Right,” Noah nodded. “Where is Linda?”

“She’s in the bin,” James said. “Can I go now?” 

Alice, who had been kneeling against the bin, stood straight and lifted the cover off the first bin. Standing on her tiptoes, she knelt over the edge and peered in. “Oh, hey Linda,” she waved at her sister. “She’s in here,” Alice said. 

“Can she get out?” Noah asked. 

“Can you get out?” Alice shouted into the wheelie bin. 

Noah heard Linda’s muffled response. He joined Alice by the wheelie bin and peered inside. Linda was lying on her side, her arms and legs bound together with thick rope, her mouth stuffed with what seemed to be a pair of panties.

“You had to ask her if she could get out?” Noah asked Alice. 

Alice shrugged her shoulders. “She might have been able to climb to her feet?” 

Noah looked down at Linda. She was bound pretty firmly. Sighing, he lifted the wheelie bin from the bottom and tipped it over. Linda came rolling out and landed on the ground with a bump. Alice rushed over and helped free the girl from her bonds. 

Once on her feet, her hands and legs now free, Linda pulled out the panties which had been stuffed in her mouth and glared at Noah. “Why the hell did you do that?” 


3

Celestria surveyed her surroundings, her sword held loosely in her hand, the pointy end touched the ground. All around her, the dead and injured lay, covered in blood, bodies mutilated. The air was hung heavy with the scent of death. 

Standing before Celestria was a human eight feet tall. 

A superhuman. 

A Primis. 

Its face had been distorted from the years of mutation that had led to these enlarged beasts. Its eyes were twice the size of a normal human, its mouth was enormous, the teeth large and sharp. Its skin was red and covered in blisters.

It charged at her, holding a sword in each hand, it moved at incredible speeds. 

But Celestria was faster. She stepped aside, then swung with her sword, striking the Primis on its back. As it turned in rage, she kicked it in the mouth, knocking it to the ground. 

Celestria sighed as the Primis climbed to its feet and pulled off its mask. 

Underneath the mask was an attractive woman named Athena with long black hair and green eyes. 

“That hurt,” she scowled, rubbing her jaw. 

Celestria sat on the ground on her bottom as the dead and injured began to climb to their feet and hustle away. 

“Why the sour face?” Athena asked. 

“It was too easy,” Celestria said. 

Athena looked around at the dead and injured who were taking their leave from the training sessions, some actually limping thanks to Celestria’s over enthusiastic efforts. Athena did a quick head count. 

“You defeated thirteen of us single handedly and barely got a scratch on yourself.”    

Celestria knew Athena was right. She should have been pleased. It was a good effort. But it was not good enough. 

“You will win the Tournament!” Athena said, pounding her fists into the ground. “Now can we go get something to eat? I’m starving and this stupid outfit is so heavy. Why do I have to wear this thing?”

“For the visuals. I need to be prepared for everything.” 

“Prepared to fight a Primis?” Athena asked with concern. 

“Of course not,” Celestria said quickly. “Just the thought of doing that would be blasphemous.” 

“Then why am I dressed like this hideous thing when I could be wearing my sexy armour?” Athena purred.

Celestria did not have an answer for that. Truth was, she was preparing to fight the Primis.

Not one. 

All of them. 

She hated them and the power they had. And she blamed them for the death of her father.

The whole world treated the Primis like they were living goods. 

It was true that the Primis were powerful human beings that were much stronger and faster than normal humans. 

It was also true that they did not die of natural causes. 

Some even had magical powers, apparently. 

But they were still human. 

They still bleed when cut. 

They still died when their heads were separated from their necks. 

Celestria could not express her thoughts on this, not even to Athena. The Primis were worshipped as if they were gods. They were feared as if they were gods. 

Apparently, the Primis could hear every human’s thoughts.

Or so they said at the annual hangings they held of those that refused to believe and submit. 

Celestria did not believe the Primis could hear her thoughts. She did think they had a lot of spies. Which was why she could not even express her thoughts to even Athena, her closest friend. 

Athena had removed the Primis costume and returned to her envious height of five feet and eleven inches. She stood over Celestria, her hand extended. “Let’s get some food!” 

* * *

After a hearty meal, Celestria walked down the stone path and headed towards her palace that sat atop the hill. She had it all here. Power, peace, friends, food. There was nothing for her to want. 

As she walked and passed her people, they smiled and waved at her, some even bowed. Celestria acknowledged them with a smile and a wave back. 

She was the princess here in this little kingdom that sat on the edge of the inhabited world. A total of twenty thousand citizens encompassed this beautiful remote paradise. Her palace sat atop a hill at the centre of her little kingdom. A ten feet wall circled the hill from the bottom, around which was a stone paved road lined with evergreen trees. 

Every main road in this little kingdom led directly to the hill and the hill sat at the centre of her kingdom. It was not a rich kingdom, but it was a content one. The fields that surrounded the town were fertile. There was plenty of food. 

Her little kingdom also had some of the best blacksmiths and carpenters around. 

They mined their own iron and created a steady supply of swords, shields, chainmail and bows and arrows. It was one of the reasons why there had been such peace in their kingdom. 

It wasn’t big enough to threaten other kingdoms, but it was too well equipped for other kingdoms to bother trying to invade. It helped that it did not lie in some strategic location. 

In the corner of the world, with the mountain range visible to the north beyond which was the great Dead Expanse, aptly named as everything past the mountains was apparently dead, there was no reason for anyone to come here. 

Celestria reached the hill and the wall that surrounded it. A guard stood by the gate of black iron rods, the tips sharpened and painted in gold that was fading. 

“Hey,” Sabrina, the eighteen year old guard nodded at Celestria as she opened the gate. 

“Hey,” Celestria nodded back, before stopping to do a double take. “What are you wearing?” 

“What do you mean?” Sabrina asked innocently. 

“Where are your clothes?!” 

Sabrina looked down at her body. She was wearing a thin see through blouse, underneath which she was braless. Her breasts were clearly visible. But her breasts were distracting for only a few seconds. 

“What the fuck is that?” she asked, pointing at the shortest skirt she had ever seen. It was wrapped around Sabrina’s waist. And it was full of holes. Large ones. 

“Oh, do you like it?” Sabrina asked, now posing, she turned and arched her back, showing off her bum. 

Celestria, who carried her sword at all times, whipped it out and with the flat side, spanked Sabrina’s bottom. 

“Ouch,” Sabrina’s eyes widened. “Why’d you do that?” 

“You’re a guard!” 

“Yeah, I know that,” Sabrina said, now rubbing her bottom. “Why do you think I’m standing here?” 

“If someone were to attack, how exactly would you guard us?” 

“Who is going to attack us all the way out here?” Sabrina asked, wearing a pout as she continued to rub her bottom. “And if they did, I’d have a few minutes' warning. I could go and…” she paused, her eyes faltering, she glanced at the ground, her feet fidgeted awkwardly. 

“What were you going to say?” Celestia asked. “Finish your sentence.” 

“Um…” Sabrina hesitated. “Go and get my sword and… my shield?” 

“You’re asking me, or telling me?” 

“I don’t really know,” Sabrina mumbled. 

Celestria took a deep breath to calm herself. 

She knew what Sabrina was going to really say. 

If someone attacked, she was going to run inside and scream for help, before most likely finding a place to hide. 

“Get your armour on and be a proper guard,” she commanded, doing her best to keep her voice level, and only partially succeeding. 

“But, your mother likes me like this,” Sabrina protested weakly, still staring at the ground. 

“Do it now!” Celestria yelled. 

Sabrina’s body jolted in shock. 

She slipped and tumbled to the ground in her haste to obey. 

As she climbed to her feet and began her dash up the steps that led into what was the palace, but in reality was much too modest for such a grand title, Celestria struck Sabrina’s bottom once more with the flat end of her blade. 

The girl yelped, but did not stop. She ran up the stairs and disappeared from sight. 

Celestria marched up the steps that led into their modest home by palatial standards. Stepping into the large hall in the centre, she spotted a servant sweeping the stone floor. “Where is mother?” she asked. 

The servant raised her head, acknowledged Celestria with a nod, then pointed towards her left. “In her room. She doesn’t want to be disturbed.” 

Annoyed, Celestria did not register the true meaning of being informed by the maid that her mother did not want to be disturbed. 

Leaving the hall behind, she stepped into the adjacent corridor and marched towards her mother’s room. 

Once there, she pushed the double doors wide open and barged in. 

Celestria groaned. 

That was why the maid had said her mother did not want to be disturbed. 

Her mother, the Queen, lay in bed, completely naked, her legs spread apart, her eyes closed, a blissful smile on her face as three naked girls worshiped her body, sucking and kissing every part. The girl that had her head between the Queen’s thighs, licking on the royal pussy, had her bottom in the air and her own hand rubbing her own clit. 

“Oh my god!” Celestria screamed. 

The Queen opened her eyes as all three of the naked girls stopped doing what they were doing to look at the woman raging by the door. 

“Celestria, my dear,” the Queen said. “Why are you angry all the time?” 

Why was she angry all the time? 

Celestria did not know how to answer that. 

If this had been the first time she had seen her mother naked being pleasured by other women, Celestria would have wondered if she would recover from something so traumatising. Unfortunately, this was not a first. 

“What are you doing?” she demanded to know. 

The Queen pulled back and rested against the cushions staring at Celestria with a frown. “I may be your mother, but I am also your Queen,” she said sternly. “You need to remember that when you speak with me.” 

“Muuum!” Celestria protested. “Can they please leave the room so we can talk?” she asked. “And… can you please put some clothes on…” 

The Queen rolled her eyes as she reached for her gown. She dropped it over her body, covering her nakedness just enough to leave some to the imagination for those that had not seen it all. 

Unfortunately, Celestria was not one of those. 

She shuddered as the image of her mother’s bouncing breasts, her slim waist, smooth naval area and long legs took prominent residence in her head. She shuddered again as it was replaced by an image of her mother’s shaven pussy. 

The three naked girls left the room naked, not bothering to pick up their garments that lay strewed by the floor around the bed. 

Three young naked women walking around the palace, it was becoming more and more of a common sight. One that did not sit well with Celestria. 

“Oh, stop pouting,” the Queen scolded. “You’re too serious for a life that could be cut short at any moment.” 

Celestria wondered if that was what this was all about, the death of her father. The King was a strong, tall and healthy man. No signs of illness. And then, one day, a darkness came over him and he died. 

Some said the darkness was the Angel of Death. Others said it was a curse from a neighbouring kingdom. Celestria had heard of humans being surrounded by a sudden darkness. It was not the Angel of Death. But it might have been a curse. 

One that came from the Primis. 

Celestria was fourteen at the time, and very close to her father. After his death, her mother promised Celestria that no man would ever replace the King in their lives. 

At the time it did not occur to Celestria that her mother would basically swear off men and instead have orgies with women. 

“We need to take security seriously,” Celestria said. 

“What on earth are you talking about now?” the Queen frowned. 

“Sabrina at the front gate. She was practically naked and defenceless. Does she even know how to fight?” 

“Oh, she’s going to beat off those baddies with her bottom. Have you seen how curvy it is?” the Queen’s lips twitched. 

Celestria did her best to keep herself calm. But it was hard work. “You gave her the job because-” she stopped, not wanting to say it. 

“Because she has a great tongue,” the Queen finished. “Maybe if you relaxed once in a while and enjoyed all the things available to a princess, you wouldn’t be so uptight all the time. You could have your pick of man or woman. But you’re a virgin!” her mother scoffed. 

Celestria felt her cheeks redden. Although the Queen was her mother, and they resided in the same modest palace, they did not engage in conversation often. Mostly because her mother never took her seriously. 

“I will be leaving shortly for the Great Tournament,” she announced. “In my absence, can you please take the safety of our kingdom seriously.” 

“I still don’t understand why you wish to enter that tournament. It is beneath you.” 

“Being honoured by the Primis is beneath me?” Celestria asked, knowing how much her mother revered the rulers of their land, the ones to whom even kings and queens paid homage. “Being given eternal life is beneath me?” 

“It isn’t eternal life, is it?” the Queen asked. 

That was what was on offer. The winner of the Great Tournament would be made a Primis. It was held once every ten years and thousands of contestants arrived from all over the world to compete. 

A celebration is held in honour of the winner at the Palace of The Primis. After the celebration, the winner was made a Primis. 

The winner would become taller, stronger and faster. The winner might even gain magical abilities. And they would live forever. 

Or at least, not die of natural causes such as old age. 

Or so the stories said. Celestria found it hard to believe anything could live forever. No one had seen a Primis grow old and die. It could just be that they aged much slower. 

But that wasn’t the real reason Celestria wanted to participate in the Great Tournament. She had no desire to be a Primis and live forever. On the contrary, she was going to the Great Tournament to bring about the downfall of the Primis. 

The Queen extended her hand towards Celestria, beckoning her to come close. The gown that covered her chest slipped, exposing her breasts. Celestria reluctantly obeyed and sat on the edge of the bed, taking her mother’s hand in her own. 

“If this is really what you want to do, then so be it. But I want you to promise me something,” the Queen said, and when Celestria nodded, her mother continued, “if you win the Great Tournament, you must come back for me. If you are to be a Primis, then your mother must be one too.” 

Celestria sighed deeply.

She missed her father.  
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Noah was tired and annoyed. 

Things in the world had changed dramatically and for the worse. 

There were so many more bandits about. Sure, most of them were more of a danger to themselves than him, but the fact that they were there was an inconvenience and a waste of his energy. 

It wasn’t just the bandits though. A lot of the smaller towns and villages that he was familiar with had simply ceased to exist. 

They hadn’t vanished into thin air. But there were no humans about. 

None. 

And for the life of him, Noah could not understand why. 

Until he did understand. 

And that was when he nearly died. 

After beating back the three bandits and saving Alice and Linda, Noah stupidly expected to be rewarded in silver coins. Gold and silver was the currency of the land. Alice had promised him five silver coins if he saved her sister. 

Which he had done. 

At great considerable risk. 

He had been shot at. 

Had been hit by a bullet, which grazed him. 

When negotiating the price, Alice had not mentioned anything about the bandits having a gun. Noah hadn’t thought to ask. Guns were rare. 

He did ask how heavily armed they were, to which Alice had replied by saying not very much. 

They didn’t have swords, which was basically what most people used now. Some preferred the bow and arrow. The ones that liked to keep their distance, fire a few and then run preferred the bow and arrow. Arrows fired by an expert archer were deadly, but still less dangerous than being shot at.  

After having saved the two sisters, Noah was in the mood to renegotiate his payment. 

It was at that point did it become clear that the girls had nothing to offer. 

They had no money, no food, nothing. Turned out they weren’t from a village, as Alice had made out to be. 

They had lived in this city for a long time, living on scraps, just about surviving. They were part of a larger group once but one by one, the group became smaller as some died and others left for proper towns and cities, the ones that still had governance, order and structure. 

Not like the abandoned ones where only the brave and desperate went looking for treasures. 

Annoyed at having been shot at for no reward, Noah wanted to throw both sisters in the wheelie bin, carry it up to a hill and push it down. 

Obviously, he did not do that. 

Instead, despite storming off in anger, he was now somehow stuck with the two girls as they left the city in a car. 

That was right. 

He found a car. 

It was a thing of beauty. 

Leather seats, touchscreen in perfect condition, air conditioning still working, it had sensors on all sides, it could talk, it could do everything. 

It also almost gave the two sisters a heart attack when it spoke to them. 

Noah quickly turned off every function in the car, including, begrudgingly, the air conditioning. He could not tell how much power was left in the battery. 

Typically, that was the only part of the car that was not working. 

He set off with the girls sitting in the back because they felt more comfortable sitting next to each other. 

Noah did not mind for the most part, though he did feel like a coachman. 

They left the city behind without running into any further troubles. It was one of the more deserted cities. In his time there, Noah had only run into the two girls and the three bandits. 

The taller buildings with the crumbled tips gave way to smaller buildings with large cracks in the brickwork, smashed windows and doors and covered in moss and vines. It was the open country next and soon the city was a spec in the distance. 

At night, depending on where you were, the countryside was roamed by wolves, bears, lions and tigers. Noah recalled reading in a book he had found that Bengal tigers weighed between two and three hundred kilograms and bears weighed in at six hundred kilograms. 

That was until the Ancestors fucked around with animals and made them oversized. 

Now, tigers weighed in at six to seven hundred kilograms and bears were over a thousand kilograms. Every animal was just fucking bigger and more lethal than it had been in the past. 

Noah knew this part of the world well. As the sun began to set, he took an exit off the motorway and made for a farmhouse that he knew was abandoned. He stored the car in a barn and closed the doors before heading into the farmhouse. 

There were three bedrooms in the farmhouse, each containing memories of those who had once lived here. 

There were pictures in frames of a couple and their young daughter. There were clothes in the wardrobes that gave an idea of their dress sense. Loose fitting jeans and shirts, long flowery dresses. 

Familiar with this farmhouse, having stayed in it on his way into the city, Noah headed for the master bedroom. 

It wasn’t much different from the two other bedrooms, except that it had the king size bed. Noah collapsed onto it, tired after a long few days of sleeping rough. 

The sisters had stood by the door to the bedroom staring at him with a mixture of nerves and curiosity. It turned out they were too afraid to sleep by themselves. 

Noah had been the chivalrous type once, but now he was the tired type. He did not want to give up his bed and sleep on the floor. 

It seemed the girls did not have any issue with joining him on the bed. 

And that was how they had slept. 

With Noah in the middle, Alice on one side, Linda on the other. 

Squashed together on a king size bed that wasn’t big enough. 

Despite that, Noah still slept well, only awakening when Alice wrapped her arm over his chest, before it lowered towards his cock. Which she held onto as if it were a long lost comfort. 

The next morning, after a quick breakfast of bread, slices of salted meat and apples, they set off. Living as a nomad for the past many years, Noah did not have a particular destination in mind. He had wanted a car, hence why he set off for the abandoned city. 

Now that he had his car, his thoughts turned on where he should go. 

And what he should do with Alice and Linda. 

Part of him felt sorry for the girls. 

They were pretty useless when it came to survival. 

He imagined they only made it this far in life due to the support their little group had provided them. It seemed telling that the minute their group ceased to exist, Linda was captured. 

He could drop them off to the next inhabited town or city, one that was not deserted, one that was ruled by a king or queen, where there was some form of law and order. The girls were attractive enough to find jobs in bars and pubs. 

But that also meant there would be a high chance they were taken advantage of by scrupulous men and women. 

It was very likely they would end up either as prostitutes under duress, or full on sex slaves. 

With such thoughts heavy on his mind, Noah did not notice the eerie silence of the village he had walked into. Not being a complete idiot, Noah had naturally left his car parked a mile away from this village that had been inhabited on his way into the abandoned city. He did not want someone to steal it. 

It was only when he literally stood in the middle of the village and was greeted by complete silence did he begin to wonder where everyone was. So he asked out loud, “Where is everyone?” 

“Are there normal people in this village then?” Alice asked. She stood to his right, her eyes on a nicely manicured front lawn of a two storey redbrick house with a thatched roof. 

“Yes. It was full just a few days ago.” 

“Are you sure?” Alice asked. “Looks pretty empty to me.” 

“Yes, I’m sure,” Noah muttered. “I was here just a few days ago. I stayed in that inn,” he pointed to his right at the inn. 

And that’s when he noticed it. 

The front door was open. It hung loose on its hinges. Three deep lines were embedded from one side to the other. 

Claw marks. 

“What the fuck could have done that?” Noah wondered. 

“Bears?” Alice asked. 

Noah shook his head. “Much too big for a bear.” 

“Are you sure?” Alice asked, eyes narrowing in doubt. “Bears are really big. I heard they’re like a hundred feet tall.” 

Noah turned his head to look at Alice. “A hundred feet tall?” 

Alice nodded. 

“You need to start questioning the things you hear,” Noah told her. “Can you imagine if bears were a hundred feet tall? Like, just the destruction they would cause...”

Noah sprinted towards the inn and examined the door. Whatever had scratched it was either bigger than a bear or was disproportionately sized with enormous claws. Noah did not know which one he found more worrying. 

As he took in the village with eyes filled with new realization, Noah began to see things he had missed previously. The broken windows, more smashed doors, deep claw marks in walls. 

“We need to get the fuck out of here,” he whispered.     

And that’s when he saw it. 

It was sitting perched up against the tallest building in the village. A three story house with a long elongated clock tower rising from the centre. The creature had wrapped itself around the clock, like a shroud of darkness, it did not seem like a living thing at first. 

Until the eyes opened. 

And then it leapt to the ground. 

Beside him, Alice screamed, loud and terrifying. 

Linda joined in. 

The both continued to scream as the beast hurtled towards them. And that was what it was doing. Hurtling. It was a beast like nothing Noah had seen before. 

It was ink black, but misty. It had a human body and was about the same size as a human. Its head was like a pterodactyl’s, its body was human, but instead of feet, it had talons and instead of fingers, where the arm ended and the wrist began, extending from it were claws the length of swords. It also had enormous wings attached to its back that flapped about as if it were a baby bird, uncoordinated. 

The beast moved at incredible speeds. 

But it had no coordination. 

It stumbled as it hurtled towards them, screeching. As it came close, it struck with its blade-like claws. Noah moved his head back instinctively and in time to prevent himself from being decapitated. He reached back and felt for the baseball bat. Pulling it free, he slammed it against the beast’s head. 

It connected well. 

But it did not seem to have hurt the beast. It was more confused than anything else. 

And then, it let out an outraged scream, as if to say, how dare you strike me? Do you not see how fierce I am? Why are you not running?

It was really what they should have done.

Linda and Alice had stopped screaming, though their mouths hung open, both girls now pale as ghosts. As the beast came again, swiping with its claws, Noah ducked underneath and rolled over to Alice and Linda. 

“Run!” he screamed in their faces.

It did not do the trick. It did not shake them from their stupor. 

Noah reached for Alice. But the beast came at him again. This time, rather than duck or doge, he blocked the talons with the baseball bat and at the same time, grabbed hold of Alice. 

Two things happened, both of which were a surprise to him. 

Firstly, he grabbed Alice’s breasts. 

Noah wasn’t sure what he was aiming for when he reached for her, what with being distracted by the beast, but her breasts would not have been his first choice. 

It did do the trick. 

It brought the girl out of her stupor. 

“Hey-” she began. 

The second thing was definitely worse. The beast’s talons cut through the baseball bat as if it were made of butter. 

“Fuck,” Noah cursed. 

The remaining half of the baseball bat that was in his hand, he chucked it at the beast. 

It was a good strike. 

The now sharp and jagged end of the baseball bat hit the stupid human-bird-beast thing right in the eye.

As it howled in rage, Noah grabbed hold of Linda and Alice and fled the village, stopping to look back only when he was certain the beast was not on his tail.

What he saw was terrifying. 

The village was now swarming with those beasts. Like shadows of jet black ink, they hovered from one house to another. 

Noah and the girls continued to run until they reached the car. Once inside, he put his foot down and drove until the village was far far away. 
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Celestria was angry, tired, dirty and lost. 

The whole world was a fucking shit show. 

She had left home wanting to destroy the Primis. 

A week on the road and now she wanted to burn the entire fucking world. She wanted to kill them all. Every single human, bird, animal. Everything. 

She had left behind her little kingdom with Athena and four other personal guards. They had ridden out on six horses with enough food to reach the next kingdom and enough coin to ensure they made it to the great Kingdom of the Primis, the kingdom that was in the centre of the world. 

Celestria knew her little corner of the world well. 

She knew the little kingdoms that rested on this side of the Great Ocenia River. She had good relationships with them, built over the many years of trading, each little kingdom had its own specialty that was needed by another. 

Her troubles began once she crossed the black bridge over the Great Ocenia River. Celestria had never crossed the bridge before, never had a need to. But her father had crossed the bridge many times and told her stories of what lay on the other side - incredible cities and powerful kingdoms. 

What she encountered could not have been further from the truth. 

She came across her first town a day after having crossed the river. 

It was deserted. 

Not a single human in sight. 

Or so she thought. 

Turned out it wasn’t completely empty. There were small groups of men hiding out in the ruined buildings. 

As she left the town behind and moved onwards along the road made of stone, they were attacked relentlessly by bandits that had followed them from the town that had not been as deserted as she had feared. And she knew this as she chased a group all the way back to the godforsaken town. She lost one of her six to those bandits. 

The stone path cut through a cluster of low hills covered in large evergreen pines. Her guard permanently up since the encounters with the bandits from the apparently deserted town, Celestria spotted the arrow flying towards and raised her shield in time. 

The arrow point struck her shield with a ferocity she had not experienced, the shaft shattering from the impact. Celestria began to wonder if her soldiers and friends had been going easy on her in their training sessions because she was the princess. 

A barrage of arrows followed. 

Her shield up, she sped down the path, curving around the hills and when they reached the end and the arrows subsided, the crew of six was now a crew of four. 

She lost another in the first populated town she reached that was on the other side of the Great Ocenia River. Brittle, the town was named. It seemed ordinary enough. No reason for Celestria to suspect anything was wrong, or that the people living in it were evil fuckers.

Exhausted both physically and mentally, they took residence in a local bed and breakfast that had space for their horses. For dinner, Celestria and her crew of four, including her best friend Athena, headed to a pub. 

She had always wanted to try pub grub. 

Her father, on his many travels, was very fond of the food they served.

She settled for a Sunday Roast, although it was not a Sunday, nor did the food appear to be roasted. She wasn’t even sure what she had been served. It was a meat from some animal, but not one she could identify. And the vegetables, God only knew what they were. 

Thoroughly disappointed, she was about to head back to the bed and breakfast when she was stopped by what could only be described as the local goons. The words the goons used were flattering, but beneath the facade, she knew what they wanted and what they were asking. 

When one took Athena’s hand in his and pulled her in for a hug, which followed quickly with a grabbing of Athena’s bottom, Celestria lost it. 

She was exhausted both mentally and physically. 

Her journey here had been long and hard. She had lost two of her guards and hadn’t had the chance to mourn the loss. 

And now, in this basic town, some idiot thugs were not only trying to extract money from her, but also touching her best friend and lover Athena? 

Celestria could have played it more diplomatically. It was what her father would have told her to do. When in foreign lands, be cautious, be careful. Above all things, do not be brash. 

But Celestria’s patience was low and she had little experience of tolerating fools. 

She drew her sword and drove it into the man’s heart. 

With his heart pierced, naturally, he let go of Athena. 

A fight ensued, which Celestria and her guards easily won. The goons that did not die in the pub, the ones that had sense to know better and run, they did so, making threats as they scuppered out the door. 

Celestria paid a little extra to the pub keeper for the damage caused and then headed back to the bed and breakfast for a night's sleep. 

Athena and another of her guards took the first watch. They rotated during the night while Celestria slept. She was awoken in the early hours of the morning by Athena. There were men outside their window.  

The goons had returned and this time, with the town police. Using a rectangular shaped device that amplified his voice, one of the uniformed policemen ordered her to surrender. 

Celestria wasn’t accustomed to being ordered around. In her land, she was the highest authority. Behind only her mother, of course. But her mother was much too busy occupied by her own carnal thoughts to care about running their little kingdom.

Celestria refused to surrender. 

She commanded her guard to bring the horses around and have them ready. As they left to do that, with Athena by her side, she leapt out of the window, shield up, and crashed into the crowd below. 

Another battle ensued. Another victory for Celestria. 

Until reinforcements began to arrive. One even carried a gun. It was an old looking thing with an enormous barrel. But it was effective. There was a loud bang as he pulled the trigger. Celestria had her shield up. 

Whatever projectile came flying out of the barrel and slammed into her shield, it had power behind it. Her feet were firm against the ground. It still sent her skidding backwards. As the man began to reload his gun, the remaining goons combined with the police charged at her and Athena. 

Even though her shield protected her from the bullet, her whole body felt the pain. As she readied herself to defend against the intruders, Celestria slipped, her knee hitting the ground with a thud. It was another pain she felt, but did not have time to acknowledge. 

Climbing to her feet, she battled the mob, dancing around them, her sword flying, her shield blocking and smashing. But it would not be enough. She knew that. There were too many assailants. So when she spotted their horse being brought around by her guards, they retreated and mounting their horses, galloped away. 

Celestria heard the gun go off again but did not have time to pause to see where it had struck, if it had hit anyone. 

It was only as they made it to the edge of the town did she pause to find she was a guard short. Athena confirmed the bullet from the gun had found a target. Another loss. There were six when she left home. Now there were three. 

It only got worse from there on. Having decided to stay away from towns, humans and roads, they set off in the jungle. That was when things really went to shit. 

There were monsters in the jungle. 

Actual monsters. 

She had heard some stories growing up but nothing could have prepared her for what she came across. Lions, tigers, bears, all mutated almost beyond recognition. All oversized and overly angry. 

And then came the beasts that she had no name for. Creatures that were as white as snow and looked as if their parents were a mixture of humans and polar bears thrown in with cobra snakes. Creatures that were all black mist but hardened at the last minute to resemble sharks with claws. 

Her guards were dead. Her horse was dead. Athena was dead. 

Celestria was alone in a godforsaken part of the world. 

She was hungry. 

She was tired. 

She was angry. 

She had too many emotions and she flitted from one to another as she walked along the forest floor. She had lost count of how many days and nights had passed since she had left home, since her guards and her best friend had left the world. 

Part of her wanted to end it. To stop running from the cursed creatures that hunted this land. To stand and face the next beast that came at her, to fight till either she died, or the beast was slain. And to continue until either this whole forest was cleansed from the lurking evil, or she was dead. 

At that moment, Celestria heard a rustle amongst the leaves that littered the forest floor. 

“Fuck this,” she cursed. “I am not running.” 

She held her sword before her and faced the direction the sound came from. Her teeth gritted, she waited for whatever hell spawn would emerge, determined to battle it to the death. 

And then it came. 

Sending bits of leaves scattering everywhere, the furry beast shot out from the ground and ran up the tree like an expert. It paused to glance at Celestria for a moment before twitching its vibrissae, it continued to climb the tree, disappearing from sight. 

“A squirrel,” Celestria said. “You were scared of a fucking squirrel,” she began to laugh. Her body relaxing, she fell to her knees, suddenly exhausted, she tipped on her side and lay on her back on the floor of the forest. 

And it was then did she really notice the forest. 

Something had changed. 

It was not the same forest she had entered when she left the town of Brittle behind. 

That forest was dark. 

The leaves were green, but like the sort of green you mixed with black. The tree trunks were various shades of brown, but like the brown you mixed with black. Even the ground was dark, like blood, but the sort of blood that was mixed with black ink. 

But now, as she lay on the ground and stared up, she noticed the leaves, the branches, the trees. It was all normal. Even the squirrel was normal. 

How long had she been in this forest? 

Did one end and the other begin? It must have, because she did not recall crossing a road, or a river, or a mountain range. 

She was in a normal forest. That meant the animals in this forest were also normal. She could hunt and eat. 

Celestria climbed to her feet, suddenly starving. She had run out of all her supplies a few days ago. She hadn’t even had any water to drink. The last time she had come across a lake was in the other forest, the one that was so clearly tainted by something evil. 

Her thoughts of earlier, of wanting to fight to the death and essentially die had been replaced with the human urge to survive. Now, she needed to find water to drink and an animal to kill and eat. With that in mind, she set off, feeling determined and reinvigorated. 

She was going to survive. She was going to win the Great Tournament. She was going to kill the Primis. And then she was going to burn this wretched world to the fucking ground.  
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There was something really weird going on. 

Not normal at all. 

The world was already fucked. Noah knew how to read and had read a few fairly ancient books. He was aware of the Ancestors, what they had achieved and how life was before they fucked it all up. 

In the time of the Ancestors, all humans were equal. It didn’t matter which country you came from, which language you spoke, what your religious belief was, they were all equal. 

And all humans were equal too, in every sense of the world. None of them were born better than others. Sure, he assumed some were wealthier than others, some were given powerful positions, all that sort of stuff. 

But they were still essentially human. 

Now in this fucked up world, you had the Primis. 

They were human too, but they were not equal to all the other humans. 

The Primis were better. 

They were super humans. They didn’t age, they didn’t fall sick, they didn’t die. They were stronger, taller, better looking. Some of them even had actual fucking magical powers. 

In the Ancestors time, there was no such thing as a better class of humans. Sure, in some of the history books he had read, at some point, some humans thought they were better than other humans, but in actuality, those humans were just deluded. 

Except, in this age, the Primis were actually better. 

And Noah knew why. 

Because the Ancestors had royally fucked up. 

He’d found some documents that mentioned portals and other documents that spoke about scientific advancement in animal evolution. He wasn’t exactly sure what all of that meant, but he was certain the Ancestors had somehow created the Primis and in the process, fucked up the world, taking it back to essentially the dark ages. 

But this fucked up world was all Noah had ever known. And when you grow up surrounded by things that are totally fucked up, it seems normal because it is all you’ve ever known. 

Except, now, he was beginning to know new things. 

Those creatures he had run away from were completely alien to anything he had ever seen or read about. And then, once back on the road, he saw a fucking dragon fly over them. 

That’s right. 

An actual fucking dragon flew over him. 

And then, he saw a fucking dinosaur. 

Noah knew what dinosaurs were because of books. And that thing that had chased him was a fucking dinosaur. 

So he decided it was time to take a break from all the bullshit in the world and find somewhere nice and quiet to wait it all out. With that in mind, he headed for the outer rim of the world. The place where you had small towns and small villages and small kingdoms.

After travelling some time, Noah came to a little town named Brittle. It was friendly enough. A few of the punters in a pub made a move on Alice and Linda. But Noah batted them away with a smile, a joke and a few drinks on him. 

Oh, right. 

The girls were travelling with him now. He didn’t have the heart to drop the girls off anywhere. They would not do well. So he took them with him. 

And here he was, in a nice remote forest by the edge of the world. 

The only further he could go would be to cross the Great Ocenia River and wander into the littlest kingdoms to have ever existed. Noah had no interest in doing that. Those kingdoms were so small, the news of new travellers would probably quickly reach the ear of whatever prissy was the King or Queen. 

Noah had no interest in spending time with useless and pampered Kings or Queens, entertaining with stories of the outside world, essentially being their court jester. 

Noah preferred the woods over towns. There was a nice forest just a few miles from Brittle that had deer, rabbits, fresh water, fish - it was the perfect place to stay for the right person. 

Noah had been in this forest for over a month now. He had chopped a few trees down and built himself a wooden cabin not too far from a lake. There were lots of fruits and the girls had set up vegetable patches. 

And every so often, when in need of company and drinks, he could head into Brittle. 

Noah had even found a safe spot for his precious car. 

So that morning, when Noah awoke in his log built cabin, he was fairly content. He had travelled the world and experienced adventure. Taking a moment to catch his breath and relax was not a bad idea. 

He wasn’t settling down. No. He would get out there again. Absolutely. But for now, he was going to enjoy the slower pace of life. 

“Hey,” Alice stood by the door to his room. “I made you breakfast.” 

“Oh,” Noah sat up in his bed made of logs, moss and leaves, and covered in a bedsheet. “Thanks. I’ll be a minute.” 

“Shall I go get it?” Alice asked. “You can have breakfast in bed?” 

Breakfast in bed sounded nice. Noah nodded enthusiastically. He watched Alice as she turned to leave. With her back towards him, she paused by the door and turned her head to smile. 

Noah was reminded again about how pretty Alice was, as was her sister, Linda. There had been plenty of flirting between the three of them. Well, between himself and Linda and between himself and Alice. He didn’t imagine there was any flirting going on between Linda and Alice. 

That would be weird. 

And hot. 

But probably weird? 

And definitely hot. 

But despite all the flirting, nothing had really happened. Noah had never made a move on either girl. It just didn’t seem right. He was essentially the girls’ saviour. They might respond to his move because they felt obliged to and not because they were attracted to him. 

It sucked a little, but Noah supposed that was good? Otherwise his life would be perfect. And in his experience, any time life got perfect, there was something around the corner that came and shat all over it. 

Alice returned, carrying a tray with his breakfast. She placed it on the bed and sat beside him. Noah dug in, ripping a bit of bread, he dipped it into the runny yolk of the egg before stuffing it in his mouth. He followed it up by picking up a slice of deer meat that had been thinly cut. 

Alice watched him eat. Her hand rested on his shoulder. And when he was done, he noticed her staring at him, smiling. “Did you like it?” 

“I did,” Noah said, smiling back, though beginning to feel a little awkward. 

Alice continued to smile at him. And then, she closed her eyes and leaned in. Noah leaned back, his lips maintaining the distance from Alice’s. 

Alice opened her eyes, confused at first, and then she frowned. “Are you not attracted to women?” 

“I definitely am,” Noah said. 

“So what, you don’t find me attractive?” Alice asked. There was hurt in her voice, along with incredulity. The girl had probably never been rejected before. 

“I do,” Noah said. “I mean, I’d have to be gay to not find you attractive, right?” 

“Exactly!” Alice said with triumph. “So what's the problem?” 

Noah didn’t know how to explain it. He was attracted to both Alice and Linda. And if it were just Alice or just Linda, he would have happily pursued that physical attraction. 

But with Alice and Linda being sisters, it seemed complicated. Like it would create too much drama. Eventually one of those two would overthink something. There would be arguments. The peace he craved would be gone. 

If he were in love with either sister, drama might have been worth risking. 

But he was pretty sure it was just their insanely hot bodies he was attracted to. 

Noah didn’t say all of that. Instead, he asked, “What about your sister?” 

“What about her?” Alice asked, wearing a pout. 

“What if she wants something too?” 

“Well, tough luck!” Alice said with determination. “I saw you first.” 

Not the response Noah was expecting, though it was true. Alice had indeed seen him first. “But, and hear me out,” he said, raising his hands diplomatically. “What if Linda doesn’t see it like that?” 

Alice stared at him with a frown, her arms now folded across her chest. “Fine”, she finally said. 

“Fine… what?” Noah asked. 

“I’ll talk to Linda, and if she’s fine with us being together, then you have no objections, right?” 

“Sure,” Noah said, at this point hoping this conversation would end. 

“Great. I’ll go talk to her now,” Alice said, and with that, she got up to leave. 

It was as she exited the door and disappeared from sight did Noah realise he had an issue with one of the words she had issued. “Hey, Alice,” he called after her. “What do you mean relationship?” 

Alice did not respond. Noah heard the front door of the cabin close shut. She had left the cabin, but he was sure she had heard his question. He was absolutely not interested in being in a relationship. 

* * *

Later that same day in the afternoon, Noah returned somewhat unsuccessfully from a hunting trip. With a bow by his shoulder and a quiver full of arrows, he had hoped to hunt a deer, and if not that, a hare or two would have done. 

After spending hours in the usual locations, he found no tracks that indicated a presence of deer. He did spot a couple of squirrels but decided against shooting one just this moment. There was still enough meat remaining from previous kills, some dried and salted, some smoked. 

Linda and Alice stood by the front of the cabin, both with arms folded across their chests, both looking somewhat unhappy. It seemed Alice had found her sister and had the conversation. It also seemed like that conversation had not gone exactly to Alice’s liking, or her sister’s. 

“Hey, girls,” Noah said. “If you’re waiting for the meat, I couldn’t find anything,” he said, spreading his arms out, as if to prove to them that he had returned empty. 

“We talked,” Alice said. 

“Great,” Noah nodded. “Always good to talk. That’s what makes us human, right? Our ability to communicate?” 

Both sisters frowned. “What are you talking about?” 

“I’m talking about talking, but never mind, “Noah sighed. “So, what did you talk about?” 

“We came to an agreement,” Alice said. “I get you three days a week, Linda gets you three days a week. And you get to rest one day a week.” 

Noah stared at the two girls curiously. Two sisters, willing to live in a small cabin out in the woods and share a man? Fair enough. “So, who gets the first three days?” he asked. 

“I do,” both Alice and Linda said at the same time. 

* * *

In the end, it was Alice who got first dibs. She had seen him first, she reminded Linda. Alice also mentioned how she had saved Linda’s life. Admittedly it was Noah who had done the actual saving, but Alice had played an important part. She had convinced Noah to risk his life by lying about there being a reward. It was hard to argue against that. But Linda did not give in without a parting shot. 

She grabbed Noah by the hand and pulled him in for a deep kiss. And then, she walked away, smiling triumphantly. Alice’s face crunched in fury; her hands formed into fists. She looked ready to go on the warpath. She was angrier than he had ever seen her. 

Noah stepped to her quickly and placing one hand on the back of her neck, he kissed her on the lips. He could feel her body relaxing as she kissed him back. 

* * *

After an afternoon of fun with Alice, Noah was back out hunting. There really wasn’t much else to do other than hunt and chop firewood. And he had enough firewood to last a year. He’d built a separate shed for that. 

He could start on the chicken coop or duck canopy, but there was no rush. So Noah went hunting once more. A deer would have been great, but barring that, a few hares would be good. He could head to Brittle town later and sell them for some essentials.

Beer. 

He needed beer. 

After an hour’s walking, Noah spotted the fresh deer tracks on the soft forest floor. 

“Fuck yeah,” he grinned. 

His bow slung over his shoulder, his quiver full of arrows, Noah dropped to his knees and traced the tracks, moving swiftly, his feet light on the ground. 

It wasn’t long before he spotted it. 

Noah had reached one of the streams that flowed through the forest. The deer was on the other side of the stream where the ground rose up like a hill. It grazed at the top of the hill, its mouth buried in the browse, munching away at the leaves, twigs and woody plants. 

Noah crouched behind a large oak tree and nocked an arrow. Raising his bow, he pulled at the fletching. The deer was a good fifty yards away. Not an easy shot, but he had no choice. He was as close as he could be, by the last tree before the stream began. 

Noah let the arrow fly. He watched it almost in slow motion as it flew upwards heading towards the deer. The deer’s ears twitched. It had heard something. It looked down directly at Noah, or so it seemed. And then the arrow struck it between the eyes. 

The deer dropped dead. 

But it did not stay on the ground. It began to roll down the hill. It would crash into the stream and potentially be washed away. 

Noah jumped to his feet and prepared himself mentally to plunge into the cold water. The water was cold but it was much deeper than he had anticipated. It came up to his chest. The pressure was strong but he managed to force himself across to get to the other side just in time.

The hill was steep and the deer slid down it rapidly. Noah had to jump out of the way or have his legs taken out by the deer. Noah just about managed to keep his balance as he grabbed the deer by the leg.  

“Fucking hell,” he muttered as he sat beside the deer, wet and cold. 

But he was content. He’d had a good day. 

No he’d had a great day. 

A perfect day, even. 

And then it happened. The moment things became perfect, they usually went to shit. 

Noah heard the footsteps, but he heard them too late. As he turned, the sword guard struck him on the head. As he fell back, as the world began to darken, he caught a glimpse of the assailant.

A woman with long white hair and even longer legs stood over him wearing a look of grim determination. 
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“Fuck, that hurts,” Noah mumbled. His head ached like fuck. Why did it hurt so much?  

And then he remembered. 

“That bitch!” 

He opened his eyes and sat up. Well, he tried to sit up. But he found he could not move. At least he could open his eyes. 

Which wasn’t such a good thing. 

It showed him his predicament. 

He was lying on the forest floor; his arms and legs were bound really well with some woody material that he did not recognise. In front of him was a fire, over which there was some meat being cooked. 

On the other side of the fire sat a woman with long white hair. She noticed him staring at her, but did not acknowledge it. 

“What the fuck,” Noah muttered. “Hello?!” 

The woman continued to ignore him. But she did lean forward to turn the meat. 

“That’s mine,” Noah said. “That too,” he nodded at the deer carcass.

“You should stop talking,” the woman said. 

“Or?” 

“I’m currently wondering if I should kill you or let you live. You should let me think in peace.” 

Noah stared at the woman. Really stared at her. Her sword rested by her side against the log that she sat on. It was a really nice sword. The blade was sharp, the pommel bore a jewel, the ricasso enclosed and the guard extended to provide additional protection. 

She was dressed in quality clothing. She wore a chainmail so thin; he almost did not recognise it for the protection it provided. On her side by the log rested a circular shield with a crest on it that he did not recognise. 

She was definitely not your average mercenary. Perhaps someone from a noble family? What was she doing here? 

And then he really saw her. Her hair was a mess, her clothes were torn, she had a scratch on her left cheek, there were bruises on her knees. Maybe she shouldn’t have worn that short dress, he thought to himself. 

She looked great in it, but it was not the sort of thing you wore if you were planning on roughing it out in the woods. 

The woman reached for the stick of meat and despite it obviously being very hot, she bit into it. 

She certainly didn’t eat like she was from nobility. More like a homeless person really. One that hadn’t seen food for many days. 

When she was done, she threw the stick away and stared at Noah, a frown across her face. 

“I can help you,” Noah told her. 

“What makes you think I need your help?” 

Because you look like you’ve been rolling in the dirt and you just ate a bit of burnt meat like it was a finely cooked steak, he thought. But he didn’t say that. 

“Where are you going?” he asked. 

“What makes you think I’m not exactly where I want to be?” 

“You want to be here in the woods by the end of the world?” Noah asked. 

“This isn’t the end of the world,” the woman scoffed. “This place is hell.” 

From his point on the ground, Noah made a show of looking around. The sun had set by now, but the glow of the fire was enough to see the trees and the stream. “It’s not that bad…” he smiled, then asked, “What happened to you?” 

“Nothing happened to me,” she snapped. “Will you stop talking and let me think?” 

Noah smiled politely. 

It was all his fault really. 

He’d let his guard drop. 

A few weeks in the woods had made him soft and careless. He should have heard her coming. Sure, he’d just jumped into a stream of very cold water, and then jumped over a deer sliding down a hill, before grabbing said deer by the leg. But he still should have heard her coming. 

“What are you doing here?” the woman asked. 

Noah could have lied to her. But he sensed she wasn’t dangerous. Not that she couldn’t handle herself, but more that she wasn’t a danger to him. Despite her very visible anger, if she’d planned on killing him, she would have done it already. She seemed more confused and angry than cold and cruel. 

“I live here,” Noah said. “I was out hunting.” 

“You live in the woods?” the woman asked, a brow raised suspiciously. “Why?” 

“It’s peaceful. Quiet. The world seems to be getting a little crazy at the moment. Seemed like a good idea to find a nice remote place to hide.” 

“Oh,” the woman’s features softened. “Sorry about… hitting you on the head and… stealing your food.” 

“Oh, that’s okay,” Noah said brightly. “It doesn’t even hurt very much,” he lied. It hurt like fuck. He was sure there was a massive bruise on his head. “And you’re more than welcome to the deer,” he smiled again. 

“Thanks,” the woman said cautiously. 

“Um, now that we’re friends, any chance you can untie me?” 

The woman studied him for a moment and then shook her head. “Sorry, but I can’t trust you.” 

“Fair enough,” Noah nodded. He wiggled on the ground until he was on his back. Lying on the forest floor, he stared up at the dark night sky decorated with the thousands of little specks of light.

“You’re not going to beg and plead?” the woman asked. 

“Will it work?” Noah asked. 

“Probably not,” the woman said, a hint of uncertainty in her voice, before reiterating more firmly, “No.” 

“Then there is no point in me begging and pleading. Let me know when you’ve made a decision.” 
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Celestria stared at the man lying on his back, staring up at the sky casually as if he were lying on a picnic blanket surrounded by loved ones. Why wasn’t he afraid? He should be afraid. She had just knocked him unconscious. He woke to find himself bound tightly, pretty much immobile in the middle of nowhere. Throw in the fact that the sun had set, he should have been scared. 

Yet, on the contrary, she was the one afraid of him. Was he human? Because any human would be scared, right? Maybe he was a monster of some sort parading in the skin of a human. 

Celestria shook her head to rid that thought. She was letting fear get the better of her. Monsters parading as humans were not real. 

“You live in the forest?” she asked. 

The man nodded without looking at her. 

“How far?” 

“About an hour’s walk.” 

“Do you live alone?” she asked. 

“Ugh, no. I live with two-” he paused, then added quickly, “Friends”. 

She noticed the pause. 

He was lying about something. 

That was obvious. 

But it didn’t mean he was evil. 

Or that he planned to capture and kill her. He did seem to be minding his own business. And if he did have some sort of house in the woods, it would be much better to stay there the night than rough it out in the woods once more. 

It wasn’t raining at the moment, but it had rained every night for the past week. 

“Do you live in a house with your-” Celestria paused purposefully, “Friends,” she finished. 

Finally, the man turned to look at her, a smile on his face. “A cabin. Plenty of space for you if you want to shelter from the elements.” 

It annoyed her that he seemed so fearless. 

She used to be like that, not afraid of anything. Hell, she left her kingdom with the plan of killing the Primis. You didn’t get much less fearless than that. But now there was fear in her. She had seen things. 

Celestria wondered if she was a stupid naive girl way out of her depth. She had never even been outside of her own little kingdom before. What made her think she could kill the Primis when she barely survived the first challenge that came her way?   

“Do you want to go to my cabin?” the man asked, watching her curiously. 

It was too late to turn back. Athena and her guards were dead. The very least she could do is continue on in the hope that those deaths would not be in vain.

Celestria rose to her feet and pushed away her doubts. She approached the man still lying on his back and pulled him to his feet. He was a heavy man, heavier than she had anticipated for someone his size. Not that he was small. 

On the contrary, she would guess his height was six foot four, possibly six foot five. 

“I can’t walk like this,” he informed her. 

From her travelling bag, Celestria pulled out more rope that she had fashioned from a type of vine she had found here that grew in her kingdom. Creating a noose at one end, she placed the noose around the man’s neck. 

“This isn’t very nice,” he commented. “But I understand.” 

“Thanks for understanding,” Celestria said, her tone not quite conveying the sarcasm accurately. 

Holding the other end of the rope that was now around his neck, she cut the rope that was bound around his feet. 

“You know what will happen if you try to run, right?” she asked, and to solidify her point, she tugged on the rope. 

The man’s feet stumbled as his neck was pulled back. He steadied his feet and looked back at her, a glare in his eyes. “You eat my meat and then treat me like this? It’s not very nice, is it?” 

For a moment, Celestria felt ashamed of her behaviour. This wasn’t who she was. She did not treat people like this. From the moment they had met, this man had done nothing wrong to her. Yet, from the moment they had met, she had knocked him unconscious, tied him up, eaten his food, and now she pulled on a rope fastened around his neck. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “But until I know that I can trust you, I have to be careful.” 

“Sure. Just promise me one thing,” the man said, sincerity in his eyes.

“What is it?” Celestria asked. 

“If you slip and fall, just remember to let go of the rope, yeah?” he laughed, flashing beautifully straight white teeth. 
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Celestria packed some of the deer meat into her bag and set off, walking behind the man as he led the way. Knowing the meaning of hunger now, she felt bad at having to leave most of the deer. But there was no chance of her carrying all of that meat and keeping her prisoner a secured prisoner. 

It was a clear sky and the moon shone brightly. Enough of that light managed to penetrate the forest foliage and give them sufficient light to see where they were going. 

Celestria had never before gone for a walk in a forest at night. Sure, back at home, she had walked amongst the trees after the sun had set. But that was different. The trees were evenly spaced out, leaving space for the natural moonlight to spread evenly.

In a forest such as this, there were entire sections where the trees grew close together, where the foliage was so thick, it was pitch black. 

They walked for what seemed longer than an hour. The forest floor was soft and muddy thanks to the consistent rain over the past few days. There were a couple of occasions when walking on slopes where she did slip. But Celestria managed to regain her balance in time without tugging on the rope too much, though one time, the man did turn to glare at her. 

The man. 

“What is your name?” 

“Noah,” he replied. “Yours?” 

“It’s uh, Athena,” she said, caught off guard by his question. Why was she surprised he had asked her name? It would have been the natural thing to do when she had asked his. And why had she lied? 

“It’s not really, is it?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“If you ask someone their name and they don’t reply instantly by saying their name,” Noah said. “If they pause or stutter and say ‘uhh, it’s Fluorescent Bambi’, they’re clearly lying.”    

He was right. She needed to get better at lying. “Celestria,” she told him. 

“That’s a nice name,” Noah said. 

“Have you heard it before?” Celestria asked, wondering if her little kingdom was popular enough that her name might be known in an area not so far from home. 

“Celestria? I suppose I have.” Noah said. He shrugged his shoulders. 

So he didn’t know who she was. Part of her was disappointed. She was used to being known by everyone, being respected by everyone. “How far is this cabin of yours?” 

“It should be just around that set of trees,” Noah said, pointing to a cluster of closely grown trees where darkness resided. 

As they came around the clump of trees, the cabin came into view. He hadn’t been lying. 

It was a small cabin made of logs. It had a door and two windows at the front, one either side of the door. Beside the cabin was a small shed and behind the shed, Celestria could see a vegetable patch. Having grown up in a palace surrounded by excess, she found the simplicity of a cabin in the woods very appealing.  

“Wait,” Celestria said, stopping twenty feet from the cabin. “These friends of yours, are they armed?” 

Noah didn’t reply instantly. He appeared to be mulling over his response, which made Celestria suspicious. 

“There are weapons inside, but I doubt they would be very good at using them,” he finally said. “They shouldn’t cause you any trouble.” 

“What sort of weapons?” Celestria asked cautiously. 

“I think I have a bat inside and another bow and arrows,” Noah said casually. 

“Tell them to come out,” Celestria said. 

Noah sighed. “Linda, Alice!” he shouted.

A moment passed before the cabin door opened slightly. A red-haired girl stuck her head out. She surveyed the situation, then disappeared from sight, the door closing again. 

“Alice!” Noah shouted. 

The door opened again and the girl stuck her head out. “What?” 

Noah turned his head to look back. “What shall I say to her?” 

Celestria hesitated, not knowing what to do next. She had never done this before. She wasn’t even sure what she was doing. 

What was her plan?

She didn’t have one. 

She was hungry. She saw an opportunity to take the kill from Noah, so she knocked him out. At that point, she could have taken a portion of the deer and left. 

Instead, she had decided to tie him up. Why had she done that? What was she thinking? 

She was thinking it was normal to tie up the person you just knocked unconscious. Because she had read that in a novel. But real life wasn’t a book. Had she just left him on the forest floor unconscious, taken as much deer meat as she could carry, she could have been on her way to Primis. 

Primis. 

That was still her goal. Except, she had no idea how to get there. 

Maybe Noah could help her.  

He seemed like a decent enough person. He was in pretty good spirits considering he’d just been knocked unconscious and was guided through the forest to his home, a rope around his neck, his hands bound, being seen like that in front of his wife? 

“Um, I can tell you’re thinking things over in your head, but you’re taking really long,” Noah said. 

Celestria’s lips curled. He was mocking her. And he was probably right. But she still didn’t know what she was supposed to do. 

“Want some suggestions?” Noah asked. 

“No thank you,” Celestria said curtly. “You said you lived here with friends. How many?” 

“Two,” Noah said. “Alice, who you’ve met, and Linda.” 

“What are they, your wife and sister?” 

“I’m not related to them,,” Noah said with a broad smile. 

A guy living in the woods with two attractive women. Celestria hadn’t seen Linda, but Alice was attractive, and she figured there was a good chance Linda would be too. 

A thought occurred to her. “Have you kidnapped them?” 

“They are here on their own free will,” Noah said. “Do you always assume the worst in people?” 

Not always, but recently, she felt she had to. “Something isn’t adding up.” 

“How about you ask Alice and Lina to come out, you tie them up too because, you know, you seem to like that stuff? Then, you go into the cabin, have a look around, make sure no one else is around? Then, you take the girls into the house, keep them in separate rooms and interrogate them, to find out what’s really going on here? And if it all seems above board, you know, no kidnapping, no murdering, sexual slavery, kidney stealing, maybe you can untie me and we can have a nice meal together? You can even have my bed for the night. All to yourself? And tomorrow, if you want to stay for a few days, that’s fine. Hell, I can even build you your own cabin and teach you to hunt so you don’t have to knock strangers’ unconscious just to steal their hunt. I’d be happy to-”

“Stop talking!” Celestria cut him off. 

He smiled at her, before letting out a chuckle. 

What was it about this guy? Why was he so calm? Why was he so comfortable that he felt happy to mock her? And he was mocking her. He clearly knew she had never done this before and that she was very inexperienced. 

But he would be mistaken if he thought she was weak. 

“I’ve killed people,” she said. 

“What now?” Noah asked, an eyebrow raised. 

“You think I’m this innocent naive person out of my depth. But you’re wrong. I’ve killed people in the last few days. You should know that.” 

Noah looked serious for the first time since she had met him. His face tightened, he even seemed to stand straight, standing taller. “Right,” he said, his tone taking on a sudden gravity. “What do you want to do?” 

His suggestions might have been made in jest, but they were not bad. Definitely better than any idea she had. It took some time and persuasion from Noah for Alice and Linda to come out of the cabin and be willing to be bound by Celestria. 

Linda looked much like her sister, Alice. She had red hair and a splatter of freckles on each cheek. Linda was taller than her sister and had larger breasts. Why was she looking at Linda’s bosom? Probably because of the top the girl wore. It was very low cut. 

She bound both girl’s hands, then pushing their bodies together so that they faced each other, she bound them together, making it very difficult for them to move. It also had the undesired effect of forcing the sisters to be uncomfortably close to each other, their breasts pushed up together, the girls had turned their head sideways so that their freckled cheeks were pressed together instead of their lips. 

She added some more rope to Noah’s bounds. 

Something about the guy made her think he was more dangerous than he let on. 

That shot he had taken to kill the deer from that distance, the accuracy was incredible. There was a tree trunk that should have provided some protection to the deer. 

Celestria could have sworn the arrow had curved around it some. And the way he crossed the river, jumped over the deer that came hurtling down the slope and grabbed it by the leg as it passed underneath him… 

For good measure, Celestria brought out her final bit of rope and tied Noah to the front porch. He compiled without much resistance, but the look on his face had changed. He was no longer amused by her. Since she had announced she had killed people, his demeanour had changed. 

Either she was going to have to release him soon, or she was going to have to kill him, she realised. 

Celestria stepped into the house and did a cursory search of the place. It had two bedrooms and a living space that had the kitchen and a bathroom attached to it. There did not seem to be much space for a fourth person to be hiding. 

In the living space, there was a fireplace with logs burning. 

The warmth hit her face, her cheeks embracing the heat, a nice change from the miserable cold she had been in the past few days. 

Celestria lingered in that room. It was cosy. There was a wooden table made from logs; the chairs had cushions on them. There was even a sofa. And the smells coming from the wood burning cooker, Celestria breathed it in. 

And then she headed outside, guided the girls back in, separated them, placing Linda in one bedroom, still bound, she interrogated Alice, and then did a reversal, interrogating Linda whilst Alice was bound in the bedroom. 

And when she was done, she walked outside and stood in front of Noah? 

“Well?” he asked. “What are you going to do?” 
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Noah sat on the sofa in his little living, dining, and kitchen space that he had hand built using mostly materials he had found in the woods. Celestria had pulled a chair from the table and sat opposite him. He noted how her hand rested on the pommel of her sword. 

She had released him. But she did not trust him. 

Smart, he supposed. 

“So, I suppose now that you know everything about me, want to tell me something about yourself?” Noah asked. 

“I don’t know everything about you. I just know that you saved Linda and Alice and now… you’re living in a cabin with them in the woods,” Celestria said, her eyes narrowing in suspicion. 

“Do you have questions? Because I have nothing to hide,” Noah said, which was a lie. He had plenty to hide. 

“What’s your deal?” Celestria asked. 

“I wanted a car,” Noah replied. 

“Yes, I’ve heard about the car. But that cannot be your life ambition,” Celestria said, exasperated. 

“We’re simple folk,” Noah said. “We don’t all have lofty ambitions. For most of us, it is just about survival.” 

He could tell Celestria didn’t believe him. But that was the truth for now. Noah did not have any grand plans.  

His family had such thoughts once upon a time. And what had it gotten them? Death and complete destruction. The Primis had outdone themselves when they came for his family. Noah had only heard the stories of their destruction.

His entire family had been killed. His entire kingdom was destroyed. He was the sole surviving member. 

He took a deep breath, trying to compose himself and the rage that he felt sometimes. He didn’t grow up with a loving family. No mother, no father, no friends. Just an old man who had held some position in his father's army. 

An old man who had taught him everything he knew. But an old man who was cold, harsh and unforgiving. 

“So?” Noah asked, deciding it was better to focus on Celestria and not the tragedies of his family. “What the hell are you doing in this forest, and why the fuck did you hit me on the head with your fucking sword.” 

Celestria’s eyes widened at his tone and use of language. 

He noticed her grip on the pommel tighten. This girl was not used to being barked at. She was definitely from a noble family. Was she a queen? A princess? Again, his eyes fell on her sword. 

Wasn’t there a little kingdom across the Great Ocenia River that specialised in making weapons? 

After a brief stare down, Celestria’s grip on her sword relaxed. She began to tell her tale. 

And it was some tale. 

Noah didn’t know if he should burst out in laughter or burst out in laughter. 

She was a princess! He gave himself top marks for guessing that. It only made sense for a princess to try something so outlandish. 

“So, you’ve never before left your little kingdom of what’s it called?” Noah asked, and then, not waiting for a response from Celestria whose lips had curled, he continued “You ventured out for the first time and within a few days, everything went to shit and you basically realised the world isn’t all fluffy unicorns and rainbows? You should go back.” 

“I’m not going back,” Celestria said, her teeth gritting. 

“You will not survive out there, princess,” Noah said. “It is a hard world. You are not built for that.” 

“Don’t assume you know what I’m built for,” Celestria said. “I’m not some dainty princess that has spent her whole life living in a castle, picking flowers and baking cakes.” 

Baking cakes? What the hell was she talking about? 

“I could cut you down in a second,” Celestria said. 

Noah really doubted she could. He might have been a little rusty, but he was sure he would last more than a second. 

“You killed men for touching your guards!” Noah said. 

“You think they had the right to do that?” 

“Absolutely not. But you can’t go around killing people over it. What are you going to do when you get to the big cities where men are used to buying and selling women? How are you going to handle that?” 

“I will cut them down too.” 

“I thought you would say that,” Noah said dryly. “But you can’t cut down an entire city.” 

“I’m going to Primis,” Celestria said with determination. 

“So you can win the Great Tournament and be immortal?” 

Noah knew that wasn’t the truth. Or at the very least that Celestria had ulterior motives. The Great Tournament held by the Primis once every ten years was open to all. It would attract people from all walks of life. Mercenaries, murders, gangsters and sure, some from the nobility.

It was a brutal competition. All except the winner returned literally changed. Some came back missing arms, others lost legs, some lost their sight. Few would die too.   

“You don’t think I can do it?” Celestria asked. 

“Absolutely not,” Noah said. “I mean, even if you did make it there in time, the odds are stacked against you. If I were a betting man, I reckon you will make it to Heron, where someone will rub you up the wrong way. Naturally, you would kill them and then find yourself being chased by the Queen’s guard, captured, and hung off the city wall.” 

Noah found the rage building on Celestria’s face amusing. 

Her lips curled, her face scrunched, she looked like a cute squirrel. 

She was no longer holding her sword in her right hand. Both hands had curled into fists. She was fighting back the urge to pummel him with those not so intimidating hands. 

And then, she frowned. “What do you mean if I get there in time?” 

“The Great Tournament is in two weeks. It’ll take a normal person who knows how the world works at least three weeks to get there. But you - you’re going to do something stupid in Heron and then die.” 


11

Celestria stared at Noah in disbelief. 

She had calculated the route to Primis. She had discussed how long it would take to get there and had left with a week in hand for emergencies. And now Noah was saying that she was a week out? 

She couldn’t afford to wait another ten years. 

“I need to make it Primis for the Great Tournament,” Celestria said.  

Noah shrugged his shoulders. “Can’t be done.” 

It had to be done. Celestria racked her brains, thinking of something to add. “Your car!” 

“What about it?” Noah asked, frowning. 

“Cars are faster, right?” 

“I’m not giving you my car,” Noah said. “I will fight you for it.” 

“You would lose,” Celestria said automatically, though there was a part of her that wasn’t so sure. “I don’t want to take it. I will pay for it.” 

“You don’t have enough money,” Noah scoffed. 

“I’m a princess. I have tons of money.” 

“How much?” Noah asked, suddenly interested. 

“How much do you want?” 

“I want a farm that comes with a house, enough money for a bunch of cows, horses, sheep, chickens and a monthly allowance of ten gold coins until I die. In addition to that, if I have children, each child will be entitled to five gold coins a month till they die.” 

Celestria’s lips twitched. He didn’t even pause to think about it. He rambled it out in seconds. And it was a lot. 

“Are you done?” Celestria asked. “Or, for your grandchildren, would you like 2 and half gold coins a month till they die?” 

“Well, if you’re offering,” Noah said with a grin. 

“I am not,” Celestria said. “I can offer you the farm along with a house, enough animals to populate the farm, and ten gold coins a month for the next ten years. That is a good deal.” 

She watched him pretend to mull it over. But she knew what his answer would be. It wasn’t a good deal. It was a great deal. 

“Fine,” Noah said. “Do we shake on it?”

“We can do that,” Celestria said. “But to confirm, that would be in exchange of you getting me to Primis in time for the Tournament.” 

“Nope,” Noah said immediately. “It’s just not possible.” 

“Please,” Celestria said, reaching forward, she placed a hand on his knee. “I have to get to Primis.” 

Noah stared at her for a long time, his dark eyes piercing. She had leaned forward to touch his knee, her face close to his. He was handsome, but there was something more about him. He had this calming aura almost radiating out from him. 

Noah sighed. He turned to look at Linda and Alice. The girls stood by the table towards the firewood cooker. Naturally, they were listening in. 

“What am I supposed to do with them?” Noah asked. “I can’t just leave them here.” 

“Can we take them with us?” Celestria asked.  

“All the way to Primis?” Noah asked. “It’s going to be a dangerous journey, especially if we want to make it there in two weeks.” 

Celestria felt her heart leap. So there was a chance she could get there in time. “I can protect them,” she said quickly, before adding, “We can protect them.” 

Noah remained silent for a long period. So long, Celestria wanted to shake him. But she remained silent, even bit her bottom lip in an attempt to manage the anxiety she felt. 

Noah’s silence continued. 

Linda and Alice did not have Celestria’s patience. 

“Please can we go?” Alice asked. “We’d love to see the world.”   

“Yeah. We’re kinda bored out of our brains out here,” Linda added. 

Alice glared at her sister and elbowed her in the ribs. 

“What?” Linda glared. “There’s nothing to do here but sleep with Noah and I only get him three days a week!” 

Celestria raised her brows in surprise. “Sleep with you three days a week?” she asked slowly. “What does that mean?” 

“It’s not how it sounds,” Noah said quickly. 

“We agreed to split him,” Linda said. “I get to sleep with Noah three days a week, Alice sleeps with him three days a week and he has one day to rest,” she added with a smirk. 

“Pretty much exactly how it sounds,” Celestria said to Noah, the corner of her lips twitching. 

“Yeah well…” Noah shrugged defensively, though he didn’t go any further to defend himself. He turned to the girls standing by the table. “It's going to be dangerous,” he warned. “You’re going to have to learn how to defend yourselves.” 

“When do we get started,” Alice asked, now positively giddy. 

Noah sighed the sigh of someone who had seen much. But he was young, only a couple of years older than Celestria. 

“Fine. I’ll take you to Primis” he said, as he stuck his hand out to shake. “Just to clarify, you will be paying for all of our expenses to Primis and back, if we live that long.” 

Celestria took his hand quickly. It was warm and rough. The hands of someone who had not lived a pampered life. “Agreed.” 

“Cool. We will leave tomorrow. First stop will be Old Oak Town. You need to buy weapons and armour for me and those two,” he pointed at Linda and Alice, who were now hugging each other excitedly. 
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The following day Noah was awoken early in the morning by Linda and Alice. Linda sat beside him on the bed and pressed her lips against his as her hand ran down his chest. Alice sat in the middle of the bed, her hands played with his cock, stroking it. 

Noah pushed Linda back and opened his eyes. “What’s going on?” he asked. 

“I’m just kissing you,” Linda said, hurt in her voice.

“Oh,” Noah said, still a little unsure of what was going on. “Okay…”  

She leaned in to give him another kiss. Noah kissed her back, her lips soft, her tongue touched his. She smelt great. 

But Noah had to push her back again. There were things going on in the middle part of his body. He raised his head to see Alice rubbing his cock. At that moment, she leaned down and kissed his cock before taking it in her mouth. 

The warmth combined with the wetness and the view of her breasts peeking out from her dress, Noah wanted to gently push his cock further down her mouth, down her throat. 

But he was still very confused. 

“What’s going on?” he asked. 

“This is your rest day,” Linda said. “So we decided to both have you. I got top, she got the middle,” Linda said. And then she added with a smile, “That means I’ll be making out with you while she sucks your cock.” 

“Yeah… I got that part,” Noah said. “But umm…” he frowned, wondering if he had fully understood what was going on. “Am I going to sleep with you both or… is it just going to be… this?” he asked, before adding, “not that this isn’t great.” 

It was great. Two girls. Sisters even. Kissing one beautiful girl whilst the other sucked his cock. 

“We talked about this a lot,” Linda said. “Trust me. A lot” she emphasised. “But we’re just not comfortable enough to get naked and sleep with you at the same time. We’re sisters,” she added blushing. 

“Fair enough,” Noah said. 

He leaned in and kissed Linda on the lips, his hand reached behind, holding her hair. Alice took his cock in deeper, her tongue probed at his penis, touching the sensitive parts. Noah held Linda’s breasts, first over her vest before pulling it down, feeling her flesh, her soft breasts, he squeezed them. His hands did not stay still. They moved on from her breasts, moving down her body, one hand reached for her pussy, the other hand grabbed her ass. 

Pulling her shorts down, Noah found Linda’s pussy, hot and wet, he parted her pussy lips with his fingers before driving one in. His other hand took a fistful of her curvy bottom and squeezed, pulling it back enough that he felt her pussy widen. 

Pulling his lips from hers, Noah took in Linda’s body. Her shorts hung around her knees, leaving her pussy visible and exposed. Her knees parted enough for him to see a glimpse of the pink that poked out between her pussy lips. 

Her vest hung around her midriff providing support for Linda’s luscious breasts the same way a lifeguard provides support to an Olympic Swimmer. Not needed, but it’s there. 

“You are gorgeous,” Noah told her. 

“You’re not so bad either,” Linda said, as she took in his naked form. 

It was at that point did Noah realise he was naked. It should not have been a surprise to him. He slept naked most nights. 

Alice was still sucking his cock and doing a great job of it. Her eyes closed, she had rested her head on his thigh. 

“I think she’s enjoying it too much,” Linda giggled. 

Fuck, life could be good sometimes, Noah thought. He pulled Linda in for another kiss, and then taking another look at her beautiful body, he suckled on her breasts, his hand reached for her pussy, playing with the clit. 

Linda began to moan as her fingers ran through his hair. She was close, and so was he. Noah had never come in Alice’s mouth before. He pushed his cock deeper, each time a little faster. Alice did not object but matched his rhythm. 

He came inside her mouth, shooting load after load. 

At the same time, Linda’s moans grew louder and louder. Her thighs tightened around his hand as she screamed out his name. Noah felt her juices begin to flow, now running down her thighs. As Noah stopped sucking on her breasts and lay back on the bed, feeling satisfied and sleepy, Linda collapsed on top of him, her breasts now squished against his chest. 

Alice continued to suck on his cock, draining every last inch of his protein. And when she was done, she opened her eyes and sat up. 

She stared at him now, wearing a pout. 

“What?” Noah asked. 

“I didn’t get to orgasm,” Alice said, disappointment mixed with longing in her eyes. 

* * *

They set off that morning after a hearty breakfast. Noah led the way, carrying his bag along with Linda and Alice’s bags. Celestria carried her own bag. She had changed clothes too. Now she wore a white dress that stopped at just above her knees. It had a cut on one side, the purpose of which was to allow her to be flexible, to run when she needed to, to jump when she needed to.

It probably did do that. 

But every so often, it also exposed her leg all the way up to her waist. Beneath her white dress, Noah caught a glimpse of the chainmail armour she wore. It was thin, but he knew it would provide good protection. 

Celestria was no longer naive about what was going on, what the world was like. That was good. She needed to be realistic if they were ever going to make it to Primis. 

After walking an hour, they reached a point in the forest where the trees grew together closely, completely blocking what lay beyond, or so it seemed. Noah pulled at a latch on the ground and the trees that looked like they were rooted in the ground suddenly parted to reveal his car. 

“Is that it?” Celestria asked. “It’s smaller than I thought it would be,” she added, the disappointment evident both on her face and her voice. 

It was clear she had never seen a car before. Little pampered princess had never left her little pampered kingdom. Noah pressed a button to unlock the boot. As it lifted up on its own accord, Celestria raised an eyebrow. 

“That’s clever,” she said. “How does it know you wanted to put the bags in the back?” she asked, as Noah placed the bags in the boot. 

“Majic,” Noah lied. 

Now she was really impressed. It was momentary though. 

“He’s got this key thing and he presses a button. Makes the car do all sorts of things,” Linda said. 

Celestria frowned at him but said nothing. They got in the car, Noah at the front, joined by Celestria. Linda and Alice both sat in the back. 

As the car left the forest, it moved slowly across the uneven floor. It picked up some speed as it joined the stone paths created by current humans. 

Noah could see Celestria struggling to hold back her concerns. 

Sure, at the moment, they were moving slower than a horse would. Much slower in fact. 

But Noah knew the lay of the land well. He left the stone path and rolled down a hill, slightly clipping a small bush, he came onto the motorway. 

It was a road built by the Ancestors.

And it was the first time Celestria had seen such a road. Her eyes wide, her mouth hung open. “It’s so big,” she said. 

It was big. In its heyday, Noah imagined dozens of cars speeding down this enormous expanse of dark road. 

And when he put his foot down and the car showed its true power, as the trees on either side of the road began to whiz past, Celestria continued to stare with eyes wide, mouth hanging open. 

An hour later, Noah slowed down, almost coming to a halt, he moved at a slow speed and came off the motorway and onto grassy land that stretched for a mile before a forest began. He drove into the forest, going at a snail's pace until he found a suitable place to park. It was an area where the trees were especially leafy with the branches thin and hanging low. They provided a natural cover for his car. 

From there they set off on foot to Old Oak Town. Walking out of the forest, they joined a path of stone and as the town came into sight, Noah had a gentle word with Celestria, mostly telling her to let him talk and ignore the locals. 

“Commoners, mud people,” he told her, “Annoying, but you probably shouldn’t just cut them with your sword.” 

Celestria glared at him, but she said nothing. 

He took that to mean she would hold back her royal urges, the ones that demanded everyone be subservient, treat her with reverence, not look at her funny, or talk to her funny. 

Noah wondered why she was doing this. 

Sure, the lure of being immortal, of being a Primis was the main draw for most. But thousands joined the tournament, and thousands lost, some their lives, the fortunate ones a leg or arm. 

The Great Tournament tended to attract common men and women. Sometimes royals did participate in the tournament, but usually, those royals had nothing left to lose and had hinged their redemption on winning the tournament. 

Noah was certain Celestria had other motives for wanting to win the Great Tournament. But for the life of him, he could not figure it out. She came from a cosy little kingdom so far out, no one would ever be interested in conquering it. There were no risks or dangers to her way of life. Every single day was predictably safe. She probably woke up every morning, had an awesome breakfast, had some maids come and make her look pretty, she probably went around the town on her unicorn throwing air kisses and hearts to her subjects who loved her back so much. 

Noah knew that wasn’t entirely accurate. Celestria could have had that sort of life, but he could tell she was tough and capable. Not many could sneak up on him and whack him out, even if he had his guard down and had just run through freezing water and jumped over a rolling deer.  

Was she trying to prove something to someone? Did something happen to her early on in life that she felt the need to do something crazy to prove herself? 

“You’re not just bored, are you?” Noah asked as they reached the town and walked past the low rising brick houses of two and three floors. 

“I beg your pardon?” Celestria asked, frowning. 

“Wondering why you’re doing this. I don’t get it. You’ve got everything you could ever want. Why would you want to risk losing it all by going to this Tournament?”   

“There are some things more important in life than a comfortable bed and a hot meal,” Celestria said. 

Says someone who until recently probably never had to worry about where their next meal was coming from and probably had a hundred beds to choose to sleep in. Or maybe not a hundred beds. Those kingdoms past the Great Ocenia River were really small. 

Their first stop in Old Oak Town was the market, where they stocked up on food essentials. Aside from that, Noah found a leather jacket which Celestria reluctantly paid for. After that, they headed towards the weapon’s district. 

It was a small town, but busier than Brittle Town. Most people hurried about walking on the road and the pavement, occasionally making way for horse drawn carriages. There were no cars in Old Oak Town, nor were there many signs of the technology created by the Ancestors. 

There were some remnants of a better time. Streetlights. Some still worked and they turned on automatically as the sun set. Celestria paused to look up at one as it suddenly lit. 

“How does it know when to burn?” she asked. 

Noah was going to say something silly along the lines of a fairy sitting inside the white glass. But he did not. 

“They have sensors,” Noah said. “It senses when the light in the sky has reduced enough that it needs to provide lighting.” 

“How do you know all of these things?” Linda asked as she took his arm in hers. 

Noah did not get a chance to answer. Not to be outdone by her sister it seemed, Alice took his other arm and snuggled up to him, resting her head on his shoulder as they walked. Celestria made a face before rolling her eyes. 

They reached the weapons district. A bunch of shops with large glass windows protected by grills, some lit by candles to display their wares, others had electric lighting. It was always a real mix of technologies. The Ancestors had built things to last, but they were gone a long time. So many of their things littered the planet, but not many still had active power sources. Noah had found many devices that he had no idea what they did because the power source had died.

They entered a shop that had swords, knives, shields, and chainmail armour on display. Noah picked two shorter and lighter swords and picked out chainmail armour in the form of a bra and skirt for Linda and Alice. For himself, he picked an arming sword with a strong guard and thick handle. 

Once it was all paid for, they stepped out and headed towards the town centre to get food and a place to rest for the night. 

They did not make it far when they heard the screams. 

People started to run past them heading away from the town centre. 

Noah grabbed the arm of an old man wearing grey garbs. “What’s going on?” 

“Monsters,” the man said. He pulled free from Noah’s grip and continued running. 

“What should we do?” Celestria asked. “Should we fight them?” 

“Fight the monsters?” Noah asked. 

“It would be the right thing to do,” Celestria said. She pulled out her sword and ran in the opposite direction of everyone else. 

Noah sighed. “You two, stay behind me and stay safe, okay?” 

Linda and Alice nodded. Noah followed after Celestria, his sword drawn. They made it three streets down when one of the metal lids that covered the ancient drainage system shot into the air. It struck a lamppost and then came flying towards them. Noah moved his head back just in time to avoid having it flattened. 

“You have impressive reflexes,” Celestria observed. 

Down the street, another drain cover shot into the air. This time it flew straight up before coming straight back down again. As it was coming down, a head poked out of the drain. Noah only saw the head for the briefest of moments before the drain cover slammed into the head, hiding it from view. 

“Huh,” he muttered. 

“What?” Linda asked. “What was that?” 

“A monster, I guess?” 

He wasn’t quite sure how to describe it. It was a human head in the sense that it was shaped like a human’s head. The eyes were about four times the size. He did not see a nose. And the teeth, half the face was just teeth. 

Noah did not have to describe the beast to the girls. 

One climbed out of the other drain. It had that same hideous face, but a human body. With one exception. It had four arms. It grabbed a passing human and lifted it up above its head before literally ripping the body in half. 

Beside him, Alice and Linda grabbed hold of his arm, squeezing it tightly. Celestria had lost all colour on her face. Her skin was a ghostly pale white. 

The monster tore apart two more humans before it spotted them. 

And of course it would spot them. Unlike every other person running away, they were standing still and staring at the blasted creature. 

Noah couldn’t fight the damned thing with Linda and Alice holding onto him for dear life. Turning towards the house behind him, Noah kicked the door in and shoved the girls inside. “Hide,” he told them. And then he grabbed hold of Celestria’s arm and shook her. “Are you ready to fight?” 

Celestria blinked a couple of times and then nodded. “I’m ready,” she said, before repeating, “I am ready.” 

“Okay, let’s go,” Noah said. 

Celestria, it seemed, did not need any more encouragement. 

Noah watched, a little amazed, as she charged at the beast, sword drawn, shield up. As she came close, the beast swung at her with its four arms. It moved at an incredible speed. Celestria did well to step away from the lethal arms. She even managed to get in a few strikes that caused the beast to roar in anger. 

And then it struck her with two balled fists. Celestria’s shield came up just in time, but it sent her flying backwards. She crashed into the ground floor window of a house and shattering the glass, she fell backwards, disappearing from sight. 

Noah didn’t have much time to be concerned about Celestria. The beast had spotted him and was charging towards him. Again, the speed at which it moved was astonishing. As it came closer, it leapt towards him, fists forward. 

Noah stepped out of the way at the last second. The beast missed him by less than an inch. It crashed into the wall, smashing the bricks with its brute force. As it climbed to its feet, Noah struck it on the back with his sword. 

It caused some damage, but not enough to kill or even slow it down. 

And so it began, a dance of styles. Skills against speed and strength. Noah maintained his distance, weaving in and out of the blurry of fists that came at him. He continued to strike at the beast, hitting it on the chest, the arm, the leg, cuts across its face.

It was a formidable beast, but Noah noticed it begin to slow. 

The multiple direct hits were working. He just needed to keep going. The beast grew frustrated, missing every strike, it launched at him, trying to tackle him to the ground. Much like an experienced matador, Noah leapt over the beast and as he came back down, he drove his sword into the beast’s back. 

The beast collapsed onto the ground with Noah standing on top of it. 

And that was how Celestria found him, when she had finally recovered from being thrown at the window like a ragdoll.

“You defeated the beast?” Celestria said, her mouth open in shock. 

“I think you did most of the damage,” Noah said. 

“I don’t think I did most of the damage,” Celestria said slowly, staring at him with suspicious curiosity.

Linda and Alice walked out of the house Noah had broken the front door off. “Is it dead?” Alice asked.. 

“What is it?” Linda asked. 

Noah shrugged. He stared at the beast that lay on the ground. He had no idea what it was. Not only had he never seen anything like it, he had never even read of anything like this existing. Not even in the books left behind by the Ancestors.      

A few streets down, the horrified screams of the townsfolk penetrated the night air. Noah glanced at Celestria. “Are you okay to fight?” 

“I’m fine,” she said. 

“Okay. Let’s go.” 

They set off towards the screams, swords drawn. Noah hoped there weren’t too many of the beasts. He managed to face one without being scratched. He wasn’t so sure what his chances would be like if he faced more than one. 
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Celestria ran towards the screams, her shield up, her sword drawn. She felt a mixture of anger and fear. Anger that the beast had managed to toss her aside like a ragdoll. Fear that the beast had managed to toss her aside like a ragdoll. 

Celestria had crashed through the window and landed on a sofa in what was someone’s living room. It had cushioned her fall. When she climbed to her feet, she was more dazed than actually hurt. It could have been so different. A couple of feet to the left or right and she would have hit a brick wall. 

That would have meant death.  

She needed to be more careful. Be more like Noah. He might try to deny it, but she saw him battle the beast. The way he danced around it, he made fighting look like an art. And not once did the beast manage to even touch him. 

That was where she had made the mistake. She shouldn’t have used her shield to block the attack. She should have dodged like Noah had done. As they ran towards the sounds of the screams and cries, Celestria glanced at her shield. The centre had simply caved in as if it had been hit by a canon. 

The streets were mostly empty now. All the sensible people had disappeared into their homes or other safe places. The screams had stopped too. Which meant the monsters had been defeated, or the remaining humans were dead. 

As they came to the end of the street and turned left towards where the sounds had been coming from, they came upon the monsters abruptly. 

There were two monsters and they had caused significant damage. There were half a dozen bodies lying on the ground. Some had arms ripped off, others had legs missing, one had his head crushed. It wasn’t just the humans that had suffered. The houses on this street had smashed windows and broken doors. One even had a wall missing. The bricks had collapsed into the house, destroying what was the kitchen. 

The two monsters did not hesitate. They charged at the newly arrived humans. 

“You take that one,” Celestria pointed to her left. “This one is mine.” 

She did not wait for confirmation from Noah. 

She charged at the monster that came for her. As she got closer, Celestria threw her shield at the beast. The edge struck the monster in the eye. It howled in rage, momentarily confused. Celestria slid forward, going between the legs of the beasts, she thrust her sword between its legs with all her might, impaling it. 

Coming up behind it, she jumped to her feet and kicked the beast on the back. Her sword still buried deep inside, only the handle and pommel sticking out from its bottom, the beast hit the ground with a thud. 

Celestria approached it and pulled out her sword. 

She turned to watch Noah battling the other beast. He was good. He moved in at the right times, striking the beast with his sword, before quickly moving out as those powerful fists struck. But he was taking too long. 

Celestria marched up to the beast from behind and drove her sword into its back, pushing until the pointy end came out from the monster’s chest. She pulled the sword out and as the beast dropped to its knees, she angled her sword and struck with all her might, aiming for the monster’s neck. 

It was a good strike. 

She decapitated the beast. 

The head rolled off and hit the ground, the eyes still open, the face full of teeth, it was unpleasant to look at. 

“You’ve got a sharp sword,” Noah said. 

“I’m also a skilled swordswoman,” Celestria said. 

Linda and Alice emerged from a set of bushes that they had taken refuge behind. “Why are we seeing so many different types of monsters all of a sudden?” Linda asked. 

“What?” Celestria said. “You’ve come across these before?” 

Noah watched her carefully before he spoke. “Not these ones,” he said slowly. “But monsters all the same.” 

He told Celestria about their encounter with the winged shadow human creatures and that they had seen a dragon. 

Celestria did not want to believe him. 

Dragons weren’t real. 

They were literally from fairytales. 

And winged human-like shadow creatures? They were like the sort of thing you’d expect parents to make up to scare their children into eating their vegetables or going to bed. 

But Celestria did believe him. She had to. 

Lying on the ground before her was a four armed monster straight out of a horror novel. 

What was going on? 
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The town returned to normalcy. 

Folk started to come out again once they knew the danger was gone. The police turned up armed with swords and shields wearing bright orange uniforms with pointed hats. The Chief Inspector wore a moustache and had narrow eyes. At first, he seemed to think they had something to do with all the dead humans lying around. 

Celestria pointed out to him that the only killing they had done were the two four-armed monsters. 

It seemed the Chief Inspector hadn’t seen those yet. 

They left the police to clear up and headed over to the nearest Bed & Breakfast. 

They found rooms at the Cattle Cart, a small Bed & Breakfast. The little woman who ran the place was suspicious at first. Mostly because of how Celestria looked. 

Apparently, it wasn’t normal for women to carry swords and an out of shape shield. 

“You’re not here for trouble, are you?” the woman wagged her finger. 

“We’re not here for trouble,” Noah said, flashing his smile. 

The woman did not seem convinced which made Celestria chuckle. Noah thought he was so charming just because he was tall, handsome, had great hair and a gorgeous smile.

Gorgeous smile? Why did she think he had a gorgeous smile? 

Because he does, her inner voice said. 

“What’s all that commotion I’ve been hearing?” the woman asked. 

“Mons-” Celestria began, when Noah nudged her in the elbow. 

“We have absolutely no idea,” Noah said, his winning smile still on display. “But we saw the police rushing towards whatever the hell was going on. Thank god they did too!” 

The woman was still not fully convinced. She leaned in towards Noah. “Why do they all have swords?” 

The woman was referring to Linda, Alice and herself. It was perfectly fine for Noah to have a sword, but how dare the girls. 

“Oh, you know what it's like out there these days. It’s just not that safe anymore. I’ve bought them swords to train them up so they can look after themselves,” Noah said, the smile now beginning to wear thin. 

“That one doesn’t look like she needs training. She looks like one of them princess warriors from fairy tales. But sluttier.” 

Slutty? 

Celestria looked down at her clothes. She was wearing a short white dress that was low cut. Sure, you could tell how big her breasts were, how long her legs were, and what the shape of her figure was. But was that considered slutty? 

Celestria decided she did not care for the woman’s opinions. 

“We have money. Do you have rooms? If not, we will go elsewhere,” Celestria said curtly. 

Turned out the woman did want money. 

And had two rooms to spare. 

Both rooms contained a double bed. Celestria took a room to herself. She was paying after all, and she did not want to share a bed with Linda or Alice. She absolutely did not want to share it with Noah.

As she sat in her room and took off her dress, removed the chainmail armour, she suddenly felt lonely. What the fuck was she doing? She had left her home behind for what? 

To avenge her father. 

Celestria sighed. 

She missed him as much as she hated the Primis. 

She had left her little kingdom, determined. She knew the journey would be hard and that there could be loss. But she hadn't expected to lose all of her guards and Athena in such a short time. 

Athena, her beautiful friend. Her only friend. She felt a pang of sadness in her chest. 

Celestria stood up and took a deep breath, her chest rising. Now was not the time to mourn. She needed to stay focused. From her bag, she pulled out a silky dress and slipped into it. The soft fabric felt smooth against her skin. 

Feeling somewhat better, but still lonely, she decided to check in with the others. 

Celestria stepped out of her room and into the narrow corridor. The floors were made of cracked wooden planks with holes in them. The walls were covered in green paper that had peeled around the edges and was covered in soot. There were lanterns attached to the wall from which burned dim lights. 

She walked down the corridor and opened the door to the other room. 

“Oh,” Celestria’s eyes widened. 

It was Noah alone in the room. He’d had her back towards the door, but he turned now to look at her. 

He was completely naked. 

“Hey,” he gave a sheepish smile. “I would grab something to cover myself but… well,” he shrugged. 

He wasn’t shy. 

Why the hell would he be shy? 

He had an amazing figure. 

Abs everywhere. 

And… Celestria wanted to look away. She worked hard to avert her eyes, but they seemed to always be drawn towards his manhood. 

“You know, if you’ve seen me naked, I think it's only fair I get to see you naked too,” Noah said, his lips twitching. 

“What?” Celestria asked, shocked, her eyes no longer staring at his manhood but firmly on that smug handsome face of his. “I didn’t want to see you naked. Why are you naked?” 

“Just had a wash,” Noah said. “Looking for my clothes but can’t find them.” He shrugged. 

Now that he had mentioned it, his skin did seem to glisten and his hair was wet. 

“I just came to see if… anyone wanted to go down for dinner,” Celestria said, struggling to find her thoughts. 

It was at that point did Linda and Alice return from apparently having showered. Each girl had a towel wrapped around their bodies, but once inside the room, they let them drop. Both girls stood naked in the room, alongside the already naked Noah, giggling. 

Why were they giggling? 

And why were they naked? 

Didn’t they know they were sisters? 

Celestria felt strange being in their company clothed. She wasn’t going to take off her clothes and join them, so she decided to make a hasty exit. 

* * *

Celestria headed down to the dining room of the Bed & Breakfast by herself. After a lonely meal, she headed back upstairs and prepared for bed. There was a knock on the door as she lay in bed. 

“Who is it?” Celestria asked, her eyes falling instantly on her sword which rested against the wooden bedframe and was within her reach. 

“It’s me, Noah,” came the reply. 

“The door is open,” Celestria said. 

She sat up in bed as he opened it and walked in. He lit the lamp by the wall to the right of the door by pressing the switch which set off a spark that lit the wick. 

“Nice to see you clothed,” Celestria said. 

“You sure?” Noah asked, smirking. “I got the impression you didn’t mind seeing me without clothes.” 

“Oh, don’t flatter yourself,” Celestria said, feeling her cheeks begin to burn. “What do you want?” 

Noah sat on the bed beside her. “After today, I thought we should talk. Monsters are real. The journey will be a lot more dangerous.” 

“You want more money?” 

Noah shook his head. “More money would be no good to anyone if we’re dead. Immortality would be no good to you if you die before you even get to Primis.” 

“Why would I die?” Celestria asked. “Because of the monsters? We handled them. Because you saw a dragon? If anything, that’s more reason for me to be immortal?” 

“The road ahead is going to be hard,” Noah said. “Have you heard of the Valley of the Dead?” 

“Ooh sounds scary,” Celestria said. When she noticed Noah watching her with seriousness, his lips tight, she added reluctantly, “I have not.” 

“To get to Primis on time, we have to cut through the Valley of the Dead. It’s called that because everyone in the valley is dead and everyone who goes in does not come out.” 

Celestria was intrigued. “Why don’t they come out?” she asked in a hushed tone. 

“No one knows, because no one has managed to make it out to tell us what the problem is,” Noah said flatly. 

Celestria frowned. “I need to get to Primis in time for the Great Tournament.” 

Knowing they would have to cross this Valley of the Dead didn’t change anything for Celestria. She had committed to doing this. And the Valley of the Dead did not sound any more dangerous than stealing from the Primis. 

That was her plan. 

Win the Great Tournament. 

Be invited to their stupid palace. 

During the festivities to celebrate the winner, sneak out and steal the Black Jewel. 

The Black Jewel was just that. A black jewel. But in the right hands, it could turn into a deadly weapon. 

She was going to steal it and use it to destroy as many Primis as she could. 

Noah sighed. He climbed to his feet and walked to the door. He paused and looked back at her. “Sleep well.” 
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Noah knew Celestria was lying about her reason for wanting to participate in the Great Tournament. There was more to it than a desire to simply be immortal. He wondered why he was participating in this madness. 

Because you have nothing better to do. 

Because part of you is jealous of her desire to sacrifice everything for something she believed in. And it was only a mad belief in something that was making Celestria want to risk her life by travelling through the Valley of the Dead in order to get to Primis. 

Maybe he hadn’t explained the Valley of the Dead well enough? 

No, he had explained it properly.    

The girl was crazy. 

Question was, what the hell was he doing? 

He could enter the Great Tournament himself. He had a good chance of winning. 

And do what? Be immortal? 

Living forever would certainly be helpful if he wanted to kill the Primis. 

But the Primis were undefeatable. His family had gone up against the evil bastards. And they had paid the price. 

Complete erasure. 

* * *

Old Oak Town was quiet the following morning. 

News had spread of what had happened, of monsters crawling out of the sewage system and literally ripping people apart. 

As they set off after breakfast, the town was virtually empty except for the police. Occasionally, curtains in windows would twitch. They were being watched as they left. 

They reached the car without incident. Exiting the forest, Jonah drove along a field before joining the motorway once more. Unlike the previous day, this journey was silent. Neither Linda, Alice or Celestria asked any questions, nor did they converse in general chit chat. 

Noah knew the events of last night played heavily on all three girls’ minds. Sure, Celestria pretended to be tough and it was obvious she could fight. But it was also obvious she had little to no experience of the realities of battle. 

It was ugly, it was chaotic and it smelt bad.

The road was still in relatively good condition considering how old it was. There were the occasional obstacles of fallen branches, large holes or landslides. But the car had an auto detect system for such things and it helped Noah drive at incredible speeds and safely navigate around the hurdles. 

The machines built by the Ancestors were amazing. Such knowledge and power, it must have been a great time to have been alive. 

The motorways covered almost all parts of the world, but they were rarely used by anyone and the new towns and cities were not built beside the massive network of black roads. As they drove on, from out of the windows, you could see the peaceful landscape consisting of untouched forests, hills and fields. 

It was late in the afternoon when Noah pulled over by the side of the road, adjacent to a field. He jumped out and grabbed his bow and a few arrows. 

“What are you doing?” Celestria asked. 

“Getting lunch,” Noah replied. 

“We have food with us. It’s in the back,” she pointed towards the boot. 

Sure, they had packed bread and salted meats and dried fruits. But Noah wanted something fresh. When he told Celestria as much, she rolled her eyes. 

“We don’t have time to waste for you to go hunting,” she said. 

“I won’t be long,” Noah replied and he set off. 

He knew this area well. In fact, he knew most areas well that were not located on literally the edges of the world. Which was where Celestria had come from. 

Beyond the field was a thicket of pine trees and beyond that was an old, abandoned farmhouse. Noah broke into a gentle jog, pausing only as he reached the pine trees. This area had always been deserted, but you could never be too careful. There were many others like him. 

Roamers.

Going from one place to another. Comfortable in villages, towns and cities. Comfortable alone and comfortable amongst crowds. Very capable when it came to defending themselves or identifying potential threats and taking them out immediately. They were the shoot first and ask questions after type. 

Coming to the other end of the grove, Noah dropped to his knees as the farmhouse came into view. From his pocket, he pulled out a small telescope and stared through the lens. 

The fence was in disrepair, the windows smashed, the roof partially collapsed and there was no movement. All signs of the place remaining uninhabited.  

Noah left the grove, his guard up, he moved quickly and silently. He glanced at the farmhouse as he passed it and moved towards the fields behind. 

It could have been a nice place to settle. He could have come here with the girls. But it was too close to the motorway. The chances of someone spotting the girls or a fire they lit was much too high. 

And the way the world was, many men would have tried to kill him for the girls and the farm, or simply tried to kidnap the girls. It wasn’t worth the risk. 

Leaving the farmhouse behind, Noah moved towards a vantage point to the left. It was a small hill, but the land beyond being flat, it gave him sight of miles and miles of fields. 

His telescope out, Noah watched the fields, looking for the sheep that he knew roamed these parts. Though it had been some time since he last came here, the landscape had not changed at all. 

It was mostly flat fields with the occasional thicket of pines, and in the distance, partially ruined single structure buildings that could have been houses once upon a time. 

And the sheep. 

There were usually a lot of sheep in the area. How they managed to stay alive, Noah did not know. He hadn’t come across many wolves around here. Maybe they were just lucky. 

But something had changed. 

There were no sheep to be seen. 

Wolves were his first thought. 

And then, his suspicions were confirmed. He spotted a single wolf in the distance, moving slowly. Wolves had mutated into giant creatures with incredible speed that was only matched by their cunning and viciousness. 

If you ever ran into a wolf pack, you were in trouble. 

Except, there was no wolf pack here. 

Just a single wolf. 

As Noah watched the wolf move along the plains, he realised why it was moving so slowly.. 

It was injured. 

The wolf stopped suddenly, its ears perked. It broke into a run, moving as fast as it cold in its injured state. 

What the hell was it running from? 

The only known predators of wolves were armed humans in large numbers, a lion pack, maybe a bear or a tiger. The latter two usually avoided conflict with packs of animals.

Noah didn’t see any large groups of humans, or lion packs, or tigers or bears. He briefly wondered if it were some new monster that had made an appearance that was chasing the wolf. 

And then he saw it. 

It was a human. 

But it was no ordinary human. 

It was a Primis. 
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Noah returned from his hunt empty handed. It was no surprise to Celestria. What on earth was he going to hunt here? 

Rabbits? 

And how long would that take?  

Forever. 

Celestria knew Noah thought little of her. In his eyes, she was a pampered princess with little to no real world experience. Sure, some of that might have been true. She was a princess. And she had never left her little kingdom situated basically so far away from everything, it might as well have lived in a bubble. 

But in her little bubble, she had trained hard and she had hunted. And she knew how long it would take to find prey in random fields and forests. Sure, you could get lucky and find something instantly, or you could walk for days without luck. 

Basically, it was a waste of precious time that they did not have. 

But did he listen? 

No, he did not. 

Typical men. 

Just because he knew how to fight and was tall and handsome with a gorgeous smile and a big cock…

Celestria’s cheeks turned red at the thought. Why was she thinking about his cock? 

She knew the answer. 

Because she had never seen one. Sure, she had seen pictures and knew what they looked like. But she had never seen one in real life. She had grown up in a kingdom ruled by a Queen who, after losing her husband, had sworn off men. 

A Queen, who happened to be incredibly horny, Celestria discovered. To remain true to her father, the late King, her mother had sworn off all men and to that effect, had banned them from the palace. 

Despite never having seen a cock in person, Celestria knew the one Noah possessed was generously proportioned. 

You need to stop thinking about his manhood, she scolded herself. 

After returning empty handed from his very brief hunting escapade, Noah seemed determined to hurry one. He drove late into the night, slept for short periods before starting early the next morning. He spoke little, seeming very focused on the road ahead, occasionally glancing at the scenery that whizzed past. 

Their breaks to stretch their legs and freshen up were also shortened and Noah seemed to have grown an unhealthy desire for being paranoid. He carried his sword and his bow and arrows with him every time they stepped and he was constantly on the lookout. 

For what, she had no idea. 

Despite repeatedly asking him, he said it was nothing. 

But Celestria knew that was a lie. 

And it all began after his failed hunting trip. He had seen something out there. Something that he was evidently running from. 

The thought did send a shiver down Celestria’s spine. 

She knew Noah enough to know he was pretty damned brave. 

He barely batted an eyelid when he fought the hideous monsters in Old Oak Town. So whatever he had seen that made him like this, it really had to be something truly terrifying. 
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They had travelled for four straight days with little break. Celestria was tired from sitting in a car pretty much all day and sleeping in a car for short periods of the night. She wanted a bed to sleep in, a hot meal to eat, but most importantly, she wanted to wash. 

She needed to wash. 

Never before had she gone for so long without washing. 

So when, on the fourth day of their car journey along what Noah had described as a way for the motors to move, or something like that, he finally left the massive expanse of a road and turned off onto a small road, before going off that road down a dirt track, and then driving into a forest, parking the car, his precious car behind a bunch of closely growing bushes, did Celestria feel relieved. 

She did not know where they were, but she knew that the part of the journey where they sat in a car and travelled along a lonely road was over. It had been exciting at first, sitting in a car, going at incredible speeds, taking in the changing scenery. 

But after four straight days of not seeing another person, not seeing any sort of civilisation, Celestria was bored. Sure, her aim was to destroy the Primis, but she had envisaged seeing the world along the way. 

“Where are we going?” Celestria asked as they walked along the dense forest. 

“Primis,” Noah replied, his focus on his surroundings. 

“Is it around the corner then?” Celestria asked, her tone light and mocking. 

“Huh?” Noah stopped to look at her. 

“It was a joke.” 

“What was a joke?” 

Celestria frowned. He hadn’t heard a word of what she had said. “What’s gotten into you?” 

“Nothing,” Noah replied, his eyes now staring at something behind her. 

“Your behaviour ever since you returned empty handed from your hunting expedition has been odd. What did you see out there?” Celestria asked. 

Noah’s gaze returned. He stared down at her, standing only inches away. He was so damned handsome and tall… 

But Celestria wasn’t some hapless damsel in distress. She was not so easily distracted. “What happened when you went hunting?” 

“I didn’t find any sheep,” Noah mumbled. 

That was it? All this odd behaviour was because he did not find any sheep? 

Celestria doubted that was all. 

But she did not get a chance to probe.

There was a soft whooshing sound. 

Only for a split second. 

Celestria turned her head towards the sound. 

There was an arrow hanging in midair inches away from her left eye. She took a step back and realised it was not floating in midair. 

Noah was holding the arrow. 

But where had he gotten the arrow from? And why was he holding it so close to her? 

And then she heard another whooshing sound. 

This time, she saw the arrow fly towards her. It missed her left ear by less than an inch, sending her thick locks flying up. 

“We’re being attacked,” she whispered. 

Noah had saved her life by catching the arrow in midair. How talented did you have to be to be able to do something like that? 

She didn’t have time to answer. 

Because arrows were no longer being fired in her direction. 

There was a monster charging at her. 

Celestria’s instincts belatedly kicked in. 

Her shield came up as the monster closed the gap between them and swung with both swords. There was a clang as metal struck metal. Celestria half expected to be thrown back by the strength of the monster, much like had happened in Old Oak Town. 

But that did not happen here. 

This monster did not have super strength. It did have super speed though. Its swords were a blur as it moved left and right, in and out, attacking ferociously. At first, Celestria barely managed to avoid getting cut, but as time wore on, she became familiar with the beast’s style. 

So much so that she realised it was not a beast at all. But a human wearing a mask and holding swords. A human with long black hair sticking out from under the mask and a slender figure. 

It was a girl. 

Celestria moved onto the offence, with her shield raised. There was no way in hell that she was going to lose to some random girl in the forest. She swung at the girl, blocked the counter with her shield, rolled forward, and moving behind the girl, she slammed her shield into the girl’s back, knocking her to the ground. 

Celestria brought her sword down quickly and held it against the girl’s throat. 

“Wait!” Noah yelled. 

Celestria stopped to see Noah standing with his hands raised, his sword on the ground. “What are you doing?” 

“It’s me, Noah,” he yelled. 

“I know who you are…” Celestria said, confused. 

Noah stared at her like she was the idiot. “I’m not talking to you.” 

“Who are you talking to!?” 

“Natasha and,” he pointed at the girl that lay on the ground with Celestria’s sword by her throat, “Latifa.” 

It was at that point did the girl on the floor pull off her mask. She was a pretty girl, in her early twenties, she had smooth brown skin and silky black hair. 

“Noah?” the girl stared at him. “Is that really you?” 

“Yeah… I shaved,” he said sheepishly. 

“Cut your hair too,” Latifa said. 

“Oh, yeah. I’d forgotten about that.” 

Latifa turned her gaze on Celestria. “Do you mind moving your sword from my throat?” 

Celestria was very confused. 

It was evident this Latifa girl knew Noah. 

But if that were the case, why the hell had they attacked? 

Because he had shaved off his beard and cut his hair? 

Even if they didn’t recognise him, it seemed a bit extreme for their first response to newcomers to be to attack to kill. Those arrows, had they struck, would have definitely killed her. 

Still, Celestria stepped back, removing her sword from Latifa’s neck. She glanced around, looking for this Natasha person Noah had mentioned. She was camouflaged well. Celestria only spotted her when she stepped out from behind a bush and ran towards Noah. 

She watched with intrigue as Natasha leapt into Noah’s arms and wrapped her legs around him. She proceeded to kiss him passionately. 

Latifa, who had climbed to her feet and dusted herself, walked towards Noah, a big smile on her face. “Can I get in there?” she asked, as Natasha still had her arms, her legs and her lips locked onto Noah. 

Natasha pried her lips away from Noah long enough to tell Latifa to wait her turn. Her tone was gentle and Celestria averted her eyes, feeling her cheeks burn. 

Why did it bother her that girls were literally throwing themselves at Noah? 

It did not bother her, she told herself. It probably bothered Linda and Alice, considering those two girls were already all loved up on him. 

Where were Alice and Linda? 

And then she spotted them. 

Both girls were five meters ahead to her left. 

They were bound to a tree with rope, and their mouths had been stuffed with cloth. 

When did that happen?! 

Celestria walked over to them and cut the rope, freeing the girls. Apparently, whilst she had been battling Latifa, Natahsa made easy work of tying the girls before disappearing into the bush, watching to see the outcome of their battle. 

“And what was Noah doing during all of this?” Celestria asked, annoyed. 

“He just stood there and watched,” Alice said sullenly as she rubbed her wrists, trying to rid the red burn marks that now resided there. 

“Do you think they will stop kissing, ever?” Linda asked. 

“Oh, they’ve stopped,” Alice said. 

But she spoke too soon. Sure, Natasha had finally disengaged from Noah, removing her legs, arms and lips from his body. But the second she stepped away, Latifa moved in for her turn. 

Beside her, both Linda and Alice groaned. 
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Eventually, Noah did stop kissing Natasha and Latifa. His senses apparently returning, he introduced them to Celestria, Alice and Linda. 

Natasha and Latifa were old friends of his. He had saved them from the clutches of some vandals in a city whose name Celestria promptly forgot. 

The story did sound very familiar though. 

Wasn’t that exactly what he had done to Linda and Alice? Saved them in some random city somewhere from a bunch of goons, then brought them out to the middle of nowhere in a forest. 

Natasha and Latifa were both attractive. 

As were Linda and Alice. 

Celestria didn’t know what to make of Noah.

Was she jealous? 

What was she jealous of? 

She wasn’t attracted to men. 

Well, that wasn’t entirely accurate. 

It was more that in her little kingdom, the men were a bit meh.

Now that the fighting was over and introductions had been made, they set off towards wherever it was that Natasha and Latifa lived. 

Noah walked with Natasha and Latifa, an arm around each girl, they were close enough for Celestria to hear them talking and laughing, but not close enough to actually make out the words. 

She walked with Linda and Alice, both of the girls wore sullen looks on their faces.

After a while of walking through the dense foliage, Celestria noticed the change in landscape. The trees thinned out to reveal a clearing. Nestled in between two large pine trees was a quaint rustic cottage. Its wooden exterior was draped in ivy.    

The wooden floorboards creaked beneath their feet as they stepped onto the porch. Latifa pushed the door open to reveal a cozy interior with a crackling fireplace, a rustic wooden table in the centre, and shelves filled with old books and jars of preserved fruits. 

“Sit,” Natasha said to Celestria. “Latifa will get you something to eat.” She turned to Linda and Alice. “You both come with me. You need to shower first.” 

“Why do you get to take them to shower?” Latifa asked. “And why do I have to give this one food?” she pointed at Celestria. 

“Because this one,” she pointed at Celestria, “defeated you in battle. Whereas I captured these two.” 

Celestria, who had taken a seat by the table, now glanced at Noah, who sat beside her. “What does she mean she captured Linda and Alice?” she hissed. 

“Oh, that’s just how they talk,” Noah said. “They don’t really mean to… you know…” 

Celestria did not know. So she told him. “No, I don’t know!” 

“They’re not going to turn them into sex slaves or anything like that.” 

Sex slaves? Celestria’s mind had not even considered the sexual element. And she did not find Noah’s words encouraging. He seemed distracted.

“Are you picturing it?” she hissed at him. 

Noah, who had been glancing in the direction of Linda and Alice being led away by Natasha, now turned to look at Celestria, frowning. “Picturing what?” 

“Doing sex stuff,” Celestria mumbled, her cheeks beginning to redden. 

Noah frowned. “What are you talking about?” 

“Don’t deny it. You’re picturing Linda, Alice, Natasha and Latifa naked, aren’t you?” 

“Well I wasn’t…” Noah said. “But now that you mentioned it… it’s hard to keep the image forming in my mind,” he said slowly. “By the way, why are you talking about all this sex stuff?” 

Celestria glared at Noah. 

He was fucking her with, wasn’t he? 

He had to be. 

There was no other explanation. He was the one who had mentioned sex slaves, and now he was pretending like she was the dirty horny one. 

Noah placed a hand on her lap. She found it comforting. She found she liked his touch. It sent a tingle up her back. But at the same time, she wanted to tell him to move his hand away. She didn’t want him knowing she liked him. 

Oh, fuck. She liked him. She had fallen for the tall, strong and handsome man. 

Noah leaned in. She felt his breath on her neck. She briefly closed her eyes, fighting back the urge to wrap her arms around him and lock lips the way Natasha had done earlier in the woods. 

“You know, if you’re jealous, I’m sure they’ll be happy to give you a bath too,” Noah whispered. 

In an instant, her desires for him faded, to be replaced by unbridled rage. 

She was a princess and she was fucking gorgeous. She had long legs, a curvy bottom, gravity defying breasts. Noah should be the one lusting after her. Instead, he was palming her off to one of his girls? 

“Keep your hands off me,” she snapped as she grabbed his hand by the wrist and flung it off her lap. 
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It was later that night. Linda and Alice had returned from their wash, looking visibly cleaner. They had changed clothes too. Both girls wore very short skirts and low cut dresses. Not at all appropriate wear for an adventure. 

But he supposed their adventure had come to an end. 

Though they did not know it, he would be leaving them here. The journey from this point forward was much too dangerous. Their next stop would be the Valley of the Death. 

It was named appropriately. 

Latifa and Natasha prepped dinner and set the table. 

Celestria took a seat opposite him.  

Noah found Celestria an interesting character. He had met Kings and Queens before. They were all consistently arrogant and vain and walked around with an air of superiority. 

Celestria was different. She was fucking gorgeous. Had legs that went on forever. Narrow waist, but curvy bottom, A great pair of tits. 

She should have been massively arrogant. But she wasn’t. On the contrary, she seemed uncertain of herself. Which was refreshing to see from royalty. Pretty much all of them had grown up being told they were better than everyone else, that they were divine. 

As he watched her sit at the table and carefully chew at her food, her eyes down to avoid looking at anyone, he couldn’t help but smile. 

He knew she wanted him. 

Whether that want was lust or love, he did not know. But he found he enjoyed teasing her. 

“What’s with the princess?” Latifa whispered, as she sat next to him. 

“How did you know she was a princess?” Noah asked, his tone low. 

“I didn’t, but I do now,” she said, grinning widely. “What are you doing with a princess?” 

“Escorting her to Primis,” Noah replied. 

Latifa frowned. “Primis? Why would you take her there? Why would you go there?” 

It was a good question. Latifa and Natasha knew him well. There would have been little reason for him to want to go to Primis. 

“She wants to participate in the Great Tournament.” 

Latifa’s gaze fell upon Celestria. “A princess joining the Great Tournament… She’s not bad, I suppose.” 

“She defeated you,” Noah said, his lips twitching. 

Latifa frowned. “I’m rusty,” she protested. “The only thing I’ve fought in the last year is Natasha. And we only fight about who is going to be on top,” she added, with a grin. 

Noah smiled. He had found Natasha and Latifa in the same city, but in separate sections. They did not know each other. Both were just trying their best to survive and were in difficult situations. Latifa had worked up a life debt to some mob boss and Natasha was about to be sold into slavery for breaking the law and stealing a dress. 

Noah had purchased Natasha from the slave auction and had worked a deal with the mob boss for Latifa’s freedom. The girls had not liked each other at first. They hadn’t liked him at first. Things had changed since then. 

“She’s not going to make it to the Great Tournament in time,” Latifa said, frowning. 

“We’re going to cut through the Valley of the Death,” Noah said. “That’ll knock off a lot of time.” 

Latifa’s deep brown eyes widened in shock. “The Valley of the Dead?” she gasped. 

Everyone at the table stopped and stared at them. 

“What’s the Valley of the Dead?” Linda asked, gulping down the food she had hastily swallowed. 

“The Valley of the Dead?” Natasha repeated. “Why are we talking about the Valley of the Dead?” 

Noah stared at Celestria. “We’re going to have to cut through it if we want to make it to Primis in time for you to join the Great Tournament.” 

“You want to join the Great Tournament?” Natasha asked. “Are you crazy?” 

“What’s crazy is you,” Latifa said, pointing at Noah, “willing to cross through the Valley of the Dead to take that princess to Primis. Primis,” she repeated. 

“Princess?” Natasha blurted out. “You’re a princess?” 

This wasn’t how Noah had wanted the night to go. In his mind, it would have been a lot calmer. And ultimately, it would have ended with him and Celestria leaving in the morning, heading for the Valley of the Dead. 

His plan was to leave Linda and Alice with Latifa and Natasha. It’s far too dangerous for them to come to the Valley of the Dead. They had the survival skills of a toddler. He brought them this far because he couldn’t have left them in the forest beside Brittle Town. 

Because they had the survival skills of a toddler. 

There was a lot of noise coming from the table. 

Princess. 

Valley of the Dead. 

Primis. 

The Great Tournament. 

Were words that were repeated often. Noah continued to eat his food, letting the girls talk amongst each other and over each other. He emptied his plate and drank a glass of orange juice the girls had freshly prepared. And when he was done, he raised a hand. 

Natasha and Latifa fell silent instantly. 

Noticing their silence, Linda and Alice followed suit. 

Celestria was the last one to continue talking. Finally, she stopped and glared at Noah and his raised hand. 

Typical princess behaviour, Noah thought. 

He decided it was time to lay out his plan. 

He was going to cross the Valley of the Dead as it was the only way to make it to Primis in time for the Great Tournament. The Valley of the Dead cut through the Tigris Mountain Range. If they were to avoid the Valley of the Dead, they would have to go around the Tigris Mountain Range, which would add weeks to their journey. 

Noah told Natasha and Latifa of his plan to leave Alice and Linda with them as it would be too dangerous to take them with him and cross the valley. 

“That’s fine,” Natasha said slowly. “They will have to pull their weight though,” she added, before she reached for Linda’s waist and pinched her. “You look soft.” 

Linda’s eyes widened in panic and she glanced at Alice for help. 

“Are you sure we can’t come with you?” Alice asked weakly. 

“Yup,” Noah said. “It’s far too dangerous.” 

Alice turned to look at Natasha and Latifa. “Um… thanks very much for letting us stay here. We will of course help out.” 

“Damn straight you will,” Latifa said, before turning to Noah. “I still don’t understand why you’re going to go through the Valley of the Dead to go to Primis. You can’t be doing it just for that one,” she pointed at Celestria. “She doesn’t look that special.” 

Celestria glared at Latifa. 

Noah shrugged his shoulders. He didn’t understand it himself. For the past few years, he had sort of given up. He’d decided to live life as a nomad and give up the struggle against the Primis. 

“He’s doing it for money,” Celestria said sullenly, clearly offended by the manner in which Latifa was addressing her. 

“What are you offering him? Your kingdom?” Natasha scoffed. “What is your kingdom called?” 

Celestria’s eyes narrowed. She had never to this point mentioned the name of her little kingdom. Or come out and openly say that she was a princess. Though at this point, it seemed obvious. 

“It’s a little kingdom on the other side of the Great Ocenia River,” Celestria said slowly.

“Great Ocenia River?” Natasha scoffed again. “Never heard of it.” 

“You’ve never heard of the Great Ocenia River?” Celestria asked, her eyes now boring into Natasha. 

“I haven’t heard of it either,” Latifa said. “But it would have to be an extraordinary kingdom if Noah is willing to go to Primis for it.” 

“I’m not giving him my kingdom,” Celestria said. “I offered him a small farm and a fixed monthly sum.” 

Both Latifa and Natasha turned to look at Noah. And then they burst out laughing. 

“What’s funny?” Celestria asked, now seriously annoyed. 

“Why would Noah, the last surviving heir to the Kingdom of Alcantara, take you to Primis for a small farm?” Natasha asked. 

Noah watched Celestria carefully. 

He could see her brain working, processing this new information. It wasn’t something Noah told many people, that he was the last heir to the kingdom of Alcantara. Why would he? It would only put a target on his back. 

And it was a now non-existent kingdom. 

The Alcantarans had gone up against the tyranny of the Primis. 

Most would say going head to head with a race of superhumans would be a stupid thing to do. And they would be right. The Alcantarans lost everything. They lost their kingdom, they lost their lives. 

Before their capital city fell, Noah was snuck out of the palace in the middle of the night. He spent his childhood with a man named Fredrick. Frederick taught him everything he knew. How to fight, how to read, how to survive. 

“Alcantara,” Celestria said. “You fought the Primis?” 

Noah raised an eyebrow in surprise. “You’ve heard of Alcantara?” 

“You were the only nation to ever have the guts to resist the Primis,” Celestria said, admiration in her voice. “You resisted them for over a hundred years.” 

You. 

That’s the word Celestria had used. But Noah had not participated in the wars. He hadn’t been around for any of that.

“Are you rich?” Linda asked. 

Alice elbowed her sister in the ribs. 

“What?” Linda snapped at her sister. “Like you don’t want to know.” 

“Very rich,” Noah said, a hint of bitterness in his tone. “I am heir to the now non-existent Kingdom of Alcantara, its capital, currently known as the Valley of Dead.” 

“Molaque?” Celestria asked. “Molaque is the Valley of the Dead?” 

Once again, Celestria surprised him. “Yes. How do you know Molaque was the capital?” 

“This is all the Kingdom of Alcantara,” Celestria said. “All the way up to and including the little kingdoms that reside on the other side of the Great Ocenia River. It was the second most powerful kingdom, just behind the Primis.” 

That it was. And now, it was nothing more than rubble and a bunch of smaller kingdoms, little independent towns and cities. 

“So… you’re not rich?” Linda asked, and then turned to her sister, finger up, she pointed. “Don’t you dare elbow me!” 
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After little discussion, it was agreed that Linda and Alice would stay with Natasha and Latifa in their nice little cottage. Noah would set off with Celestria towards the Valley of the Dead. 

It was called that because everyone who lived in the city had been ruthlessly slaughtered by the Primis when the city fell. And since then, everyone who had ventured into the city had never returned. It had been cursed, so the stories went. 

The Alcantarans who, in their arrogance at having such a powerful kingdom, had gone up against the Primis and paid the ultimate price. 

What the actual reason was for any person entering Valley of the Dead and not coming out was a mystery.

If Noah had to hazard a guess, he imagined the city still had inhabitants. Small groups of humans that had gone to the extremes to survive. 

He imagined a destroyed city laden with traps and full of ruthless murderous gangs. 

Noah had helped Natasha and Latifa settle here. He had helped them build the cottage. It had two bedrooms. 

Normally, that would have been enough.    

But now, the place felt crowded. 

After dinner, Latifa and Natasha took Noah by the hand and led him to their bedroom. 

“What’s this?” Noah asked, an eyebrow raised as Latifa began to strip. 

She removed her pants and pulled off her top. She stood in her white knickers and red bra. Natasha, who was still fully clothed, stood beside Latifa. 

“What do you think?” Natasha asked. 

Noah felt a stirring in his groin. 

It did not go unnoticed by the girls as they both chuckled. Natasha proceeded to take off Latifa’s bra, freeing the girl’s perky breasts, the nipples standing erect. Natasha dropped to her knees, her head now level with Latifa’s waist, she placed her hand on the girl’s hips, and then slowly pulled down Latifa’s knickers. 

Now fully naked, Latifa approached him and kissed him on the lips. Noah wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in close, squeezing her naked body against his clothes, her breasts squished against his chest. She tasted good, and his arms wrapped around her smaller frame felt good. 

But he needed more. His cock throbbed against his trousers, struggling to break free to penetrate Latifa’s little slit between her thighs. She could feel it struggle and she pulled away from him, a smile on her face, she dropped to her knees and unbuckled his trousers. 

Noah’s semi erect cock popped out and almost struck her on the lips. She moved her head back in surprise, eyes widening. 

“I forgot how big cocks were,” Latifa said as she took it in her hand. 

“They’re not all that big,” Natasha said. 

She remained clothed and stood a few feet away, watching as Latifa rubbed his cock. Noah wasn’t sure what was going on here. He had slept with both girls in the past. But separately. It had been a source of conflict between the two girls. 

They tended to walk around in huffs and puffs if they felt one girl had more time with him than the other. It had been sort of cute at first, and then a little bit tiring. 

But now, all of that jealousy seemed to have disappeared. 

Natasha watched with lust in her eyes as Latifa took his cock in her mouth. 

Moah could tell Latifa was nervous. It had been a long time since she had taken his cock. He placed his hand on her head, his fingers ran through her hair before his grip tightened. 

He thrust his hips forward gently, his cock going deeper into her mouth. The warmth and wetness, the view of her bare breasts, her Bambi like eyes staring up at him, Noah could have cum in her mouth and shot his load down her throat. 

But he wanted to enjoy her body. 

As he pulled his cock away from her mouth, she leaned forward, her lips parted. Noah chuckled. Latifa had missed his cock. She wanted to continue to suck. 

Noah pulled his top off, and now fully naked, he held Latifa by the arms and pulled her up. She wrapped her legs around him as they kissed, her breasts now squished against his hardened chest. Their lips pressed together, she reached down and felt for his cock. 

Finding it, she rubbed the tip against her dripping pussy. Noah wanted to thrust it inside, to throw her on the bed, mount her and fuck her hard. But he was also enjoying her teasing his cock as she rubbed it against her lips, against the wetness. 

He had missed Latifa and her tight body. 

Their bodies still locked together, he climbed onto the bed and lowered her onto it gently. As she lay on her back, he pulled his lips away from hers. For a brief moment, Noah stared down at her naked body. Her smooth brown skin, her perfect breasts, her legs parted, increasing the curves of her hips, her small but inviting slit between her thighs. 

And then, Noah dove in. He sucked on her breasts before moving down her body, kissing her stomach, licking her hips, biting her inner thighs before he moved to her pussy. He parted the lips with his tongue, poking inside, sucking, probing on her clit. 

He could hear her moan and felt her body squirm. She was getting close to coming. It would have been cruel to stop now. So he kept going. Latifa’s hips began to thrust forward as her thighs squeezed around his head. And then, she screamed his name as she came. 

Noah continued to lick on her pussy until her body began to relax. And then he sat up and looked at her, a smile on her face. 

Latifa looked back at him wearing a pout. 

“What?” Noah asked. 

“Don’t get me wrong, it was great. It was amazing,” Latifa said, slightly breathless. “But I really wanted your cock. I get plenty tongue.” 

“When can you be ready for round two?” Noah asked with a smirk. 

“Uhh, excuse me,” Natasha said, now sitting on the edge of the bed, completely naked, her legs parted, her hand between her thighs. “I haven’t even had round one yet!” 
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The following morning after an early breakfast, Noah and Celestria prepared to leave for their journey towards the Valley of the Dead. It was an actual valley a day’s ride from the girls’ cottage through the forest and the fields that lay beyond.. 

Before he left, both Linda and Alice came to say their goodbyes. Linda kissed him for a long time. She hugged him tightly as she did it. 

“Please come back,” she whispered. “There are four girls here that will do anything you want. Anything,” she added with emphasis. 

Her sister Alice had to pull her away from Noah.

She gave him a quick kiss on the lips. “I’ll miss you,” she told him. And then leaned in and whispered in his ear, “She’s right though. If you come back, you’ve got a pretty good gig here. Four girls that absolutely will do anything for you.” 

It was a small cottage. Him bringing Natasha and Latifa to multiple orgasms the night before was evidently heard by all. 

His goodbyes with Natasha and Latifa were more of the same. Both girls kissed him long and hard. And then, they brought their horses around for him and Celestria. 

Celestria watched the girls making out with him like a princess who had been told they couldn’t do something. Did she want to kiss him too? 

Her face lit up when she saw the horses. Noah chuckled to himself. Celestria was now more in her element. A princess, of course she knew how to ride. 

Celestria placed a foot in the stirrup and expertly swung over the horse almost as if the gravity around her had suddenly reverted, pushing her up rather than pulling her down. She glanced at him, a smug look on her face. 

Noah smiled at her, and then jumped onto the saddle, landing on it perfectly without even needing to place a foot on the stirrup. Celestria’s face turned instantly. 

They set off. Noah led the way through the dense forest. The rhythmic sound of hooves echoed on the leaf-strewn path. The air was crisp, infused with the earthy scent of pine and damp soil while sunlight filtered through the towering trees, creating dappled patterns on the ground. Half a day's ride later and they emerged from the shadows of the woods.

Beyond the fields rose the great Tigris Mountain Range, looming large. Noah set his horse to gallop through the sprawling fields alive with wildflowers, the horse's mane flowing like silk in the gentle breeze.  

As they approached the crest of a gentle rise, the expansive valley unfolded before them, its verdant slopes rolling down to meet a shimmering stream that sparkled in the sunlight. On both sides rose the great Tigris Mountain Range.

As they came to the mouth of the valley, Noah dismounted. 

A city surrounded by mountains, it was supposed to be an impenetrable fortress. 

But the Primis had penetrated it. That had smashed the wall that covered the entrance to the valley. All you could see now were the broken stones littered around the entrance covered by vines and fallen leaves. 

“So… this was your capital?” Celestria said conversationally. 

“It wasn’t really ever mine,” Noah said. 

He’d never actually been to this place before. 

Frederick, the man who had slipped him out of the city before its fall and raised him had never brought him back here. And after Frederick’s death, Noah had never thought to return. What was the point?

Holding his horse by the reins, he stroked its crest and then, with a gentle tap, he sent it back on its way to the cottage. As he watched the beautiful creature leave, part of him wanted to call it back, climb onto it and return to the cottage where Linda, Latifa, Alice and Natasha waited for him.

Celestria was more reluctant to let her horse go. “Do we have to?” 

“We need to be discreet when entering the city. It’s going to be full of bandits and probably other dangerous things we haven’t even thought of. Anyone who enters this place does not return,” Noah said, his eyes boring into hers. Bloody princesses, they always seemed to think exceptions applied to them. 

Celestria sighed. Grabbing her bag from the front of the saddle, she sent her horse off. 

“What do you have in that bag?” Noah asked. She kept it very close at all times, as if something really important was hidden in there. 

“My bag?” Celestria asked, her face tightening, showing a moment of panic. “It’s uh… food.” 

That was the most unconvincing lie ever. 

But Noah didn’t push. 

He knew she had her secrets. 

She would tell them when she was ready. 

Staring ahead at the dense thicket of trees either side of the stream, the mountains rising on both sides, Noah raised his sword and walked forward. 

He was going to enter his family’s capital, or what was left of it. 

He was going to enter the Valley of the Dead. 
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Celestria followed after Noah, staying a couple of feet behind him, her battered shield raised, she gripped her sword firmly, ready for whatever may come her way. 

She had never heard of the Valley of the Dead, but she had heard of Molaque, the capital city of the Alcantarans. Her own little kingdom was once part of the Alcantaran kingdom. Alcantaran power was only second to the Primis. 

And then, they were wiped out by the Primis. Utterly destroyed. Every single last one. Or so her father had told her. 

Except, there was one left. 

Was Noah her king? Her own little kingdom only came into existence because Alcantara died out, because there was no one left in the royal family to pledge allegiance to. Or so they had thought. 

Celestria wasn’t sure how she felt about having to bow down before someone. She had grown up a princess where all her subjects bowed down to her. 

Did Noah see her as his subject? Or had he given up on ever claiming his kingdom back?  

The gap between the mountains that led into the city was overgrown with trees, but you could still see what it had once been. On either side of the stream would have been stone paths. As they ventured further in, and the gap became wider, they started to see small buildings, some one or two floors, some three. 

All were damaged and not by natural forces. You could see black marks against the shattered grey stones. Whatever the Primis had used to destroy these buildings must have been powerful. Celestria paused to stare up at a building that was ten floors high. Made of grey stone, half the building had collapsed, the other half was overgrown with vine.    

This single destroyed building was bigger than anything she had in her entire little kingdom. 

The further they walked in, the more distant the mountains appeared, the buildings before them grew in number, as did the paths. 

“This is amazing,” Celestria mumbled. 

Crumbling walls of weathered granite, adorned with intricate carvings, silhouetted against a backdrop of towering mountains, while the remnants of grand archways and marketplaces lay scattered beneath layers of moss and creeping ivy. 

“It was,” Noah said quietly. “Let’s keep moving.” 

“Do you know where we’re going?” Celestria asked. 

“Sort of,” Noah said, as he moved at pace down a narrow road.

“Sort of?” 

“I’ve obviously never been here before, Celestria,” he said, as he continued to move quickly, not looking back at her. “Fredrick spoke about the city a lot. He told me where everything was. We need to get to the palace and find an underground chamber. There’s supposed to be a secret tunnel that cuts through the mountains and comes out on the other side.” 

Celestria supposed that was something to go on. But a palace built for the Alcantarans would be massive. Unless he had a detailed map, how was he planning on finding the tunnel? 

Being a princess, Celestria asked him as much. 

“I don’t know, okay?” came his answer. 

It was not okay. 

But Celestria decided to keep her mouth shut. 

He was helping her for no reason really. When he had negotiated his fee of a farm and monthly stipend, he clearly didn’t need it for himself. He was doing this either out of the goodness of his heart, or for some ulterior motive. 

Either way, she was glad for the help.

She was doing a horrible job of making it to Primis before she met him. She was basically running around in a forest lost, hungry and dirty. 

Noah stopped walking as they came to a square. 

He pointed up. “There it is.” 

The Alcantaran palace. 

Its once-grand towers were now partially shrouded in wisps of creeping ivy. The pale stone walls bore the scars of time, weather and war. Intricately carved archways hinted at the opulence that once defined its grandeur. Fragments of colourful mosaics peeked through the debris where the damage had been more severe. 

“It's… big,” Celestria said.  

“Yeah…” Noah said, his eyes glazed as he stared at the towering palace. 

“It’s very nice.” 

Noah turned to look at her. “Um… Thanks I guess.” 

She smiled at him. It was supposed to be a friendly smile. But evidently she had done something wrong. Because Noah frowned at her. And then, that frown turned into outright hostility.

Wait, was that hostility or was it confusion? 

And then she realised he was looking at something behind her. 

Celestria turned her head to look back. 

Her eyes opened wide in shock, her mouth hung open. 

“What is that?” 

“I don’t really know,” Noah said. “I have read about something that looks like that but… it’s not supposed to be real.” 

“Well, it very clearly is real!” Celestria snapped. “What is it?” 

“It looks like a man, right?”

It did look like a man. 

But a man who had died a long time ago. His flesh had rotted away, his skull was partially exposed, as were the bones of his ribcage. And yet, it walked like it was alive. 

At first, it was just the one. It moved slowly, its feet dragging against the stone path. And then, from the damaged buildings, more of them began to appear. 

They did not look friendly. 

“What are they, Noah?” Celestria asked, now struggling to remain calm.

“If I had to guess… I would say zombies,” Noah said with a soft laugh. “But that’s stupid, right?” 
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As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting eerie shadows across the crumbling ruins of the city, Noah and Celestria sprinted through the desolate streets, swords glinting in the fading light. Behind them, a horde of stumbling zombies groaned hungrily, their decaying limbs reaching out as if to grasp their fleeing prey. 

Her breath steady and focused, Celestria wielded her sword with precision, slashing through the closest undead. Noah kept pace, his eyes narrowed in determination as they raced toward the towering palace at the end of the cobblestone path. With each powerful stride, the echoes of their footfalls mingled with the rasping moans of the undead, the palace loomed ever closer, a beacon of hope amid the chaos. 

“Keep running,” Noah yelled at her. 

“Did you think I was going to suddenly stop?” Celestria yelled back, swinging her sword to cut down another zombie that came in her path. “How are we going to get into the palace?”

“What do you mean?” Noah asked, now running backwards, swinging his sword at the zombies that were closing in. 

The zombies really had picked up speed. At first, they had moved like drunks being thrown out of bars. Now, they ran like Olympians. 

“There is an enormous brown gate blocking the entrance to the palace,” Celestria said through gritted teeth. 

“Oh, right,” Noah mumbled. Having turned to now face the palace as he ran, he studied the entrance and then shrugged his shoulders. 

“Very helpful,” Celestria muttered, before cursing under her breath. 

“Over there,” Noah pointed at a window to the left of the castle. 

A window that was a good twenty feet from the ground. 

“Can you fly?” Celestria asked, her tone dripping in sarcasm. 

“No. But I can throw you,” came Noah’s reply. 

Celestria ducked as a zombie came flying out of the building to her left. She swung her sword, cutting it in half, only to see it crawl towards her and then be trampled under the feet of the zombie horde that chased them. 

Was Noah kidding? 

Was he going to throw her into the window? 

Or was he angry and just threatening to throw her somewhere? 

As they got closer to the gate, she noticed the stone rubble beneath the window, reducing the height needed to be thrown to ten feet. It certainly made the prospect more appealing. 

They both ran towards the rubble. 

“You jump, I’ll push,” Noah said. 

Celestria didn’t argue. 

Sprinting to the top of the rubble, she jumped. At the same time, she felt Noah grab her bottom, his hands firm on her buttocks, squeezing. And then, she felt his power as he pushed. She almost overshot the window. 

With her shield, she shattered the stained glass and landed in the room, tumbling to the ground, she turned to face the now broken window, sword and shield at the ready. 

And she almost killed Noah. 

He came in through the window just after her, and in her panic, she thrust her sword forward. Either with incredible skill, or sheer luck, Noah turned his head sideways just in time, her sword missing his nose by a millimetre. 

“What the fuck!” Noah cursed.    

“Sorry sorry sorry!” Celestria said. “I thought you were a zombie.” 

“Do I look like a fucking zombie?” 

Celestria shook her head. She had never seen him this angry before. 

“What the fuck is going on here?” Noah asked. “We just got chased by fucking zombies. They’re not supposed to exist.” 

She joined Noah by the window and looked down. “What are zombies?” 

“It's supposed to be like… science fiction,” Noah said. “They’re dead, but a virus turns them into fleshing eating creatures. The only way to kill them is to smash their brains in.” 

Most of what Noah said made sense to Celestria. “How do you know this?” 

“Read it in a book,” Noah replied, his eyes on the zombies who were trying to climb up the rubble but not doing a very good job of it. Noah turned away from them and looked at the room they had landed in. “Well, we’re in the palace. Now to find the tunnel.” 
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They wandered through the dimly lit corridors of the palace. Noah brushed his fingers along the intricate carvings that adorned the timeworn stone walls. Celestria glanced at the flickering shadows cast by their lanterns, her heart racing with a mix of excitement and apprehension.

This was a proper palace. 

Each passage they explored seemed to whisper secrets of a bygone era. Yet the elusive tunnel they sought remained hidden, shrouded in the palace's mysteries as they wandered through vaulted chambers and forgotten alcoves. 

And then, they walked into a room full of zombies. 

But these zombies were fully dressed wearing clothes with intricate designs and adorned with jewels. 

It did not make them any less zombie-like though. They climbed to their feet slowly, their bodies stiff, they moved towards the door. 

Noah slammed the door shut and they turned and ran back. The zombies came after them, having picked up speed, they hurtled down the corridor. Celestria followed Noah as he turned left, then right, then another right. 

Where was he going? 

“You do know where you’re going, right?” Celestria asked, now breathing heavily as she struggled to keep pace with him. “You’re not just running in a panic? We’re not going to end up in a dead end corridor and be zombie food?” 

“The vaults,” Noah said. 

It was a good idea. 

The doors to the vaults had these enormous drawbars. They made it there in time to close the door and pull down the bar. 

Noah and Celestria dropped onto their bottoms and rested their backs against the vault door. The zombies clawed on the other side, but the door remained firm. 

“We’re safe here,” Noah said. “But also, trapped a little.” 

With their backs to the door, they faced the labyrinth of dimly lit rooms, each filled with treasures that whispered tales of valour and opulence. Gleaming rows of precious metals—gold ingots, silver goblets, and shimmering gemstones—sparkled in the flickering candlelight, while the shadows danced around formidable medieval weapons: swords with ornate hilts, shields bearing the insignia of forgotten noble families, and suits of armour that seemed to guard the secrets of their past. 

Celestria stared at the treasures, suddenly feeling small. The Alcantarans were the second most powerful nation in the world, and they were destroyed by the Primis. 

And here she was, from a kingdom so small, no one had ever heard of it, with no army by her side, she planned to strike a mighty blow against the Primis. 

Instead, she was going to starve to death in this vault, surrounded by more treasure than she could have ever imagined possible. 

Celestria started to laugh. 

Noah stared at her with concern. “You’re not infected, are you?” 

“Infected with what?” Celestria asked, frowning. 

“Infected with… zombies.” 

“What does that even mean?” 

Noah explained what he knew about zombies from his books. 

They were apparently infected by a virus that turned them into the living dead. The only way to kill them was to smash their brains. He had mentioned all of that. 

But apparently, being bitten or scratched was enough to turn a normal human into a zombie. Celestria jumped to her feet in a panic, spinning around, she looked for bite and scratch marks. Not finding any on her exposed arms and legs, she pulled off her dress and removed her chainmail armour. 

“Can you see anything?” Celestria asked, as she spun around in front of Noah, complete naked. 

“Uh… I can’t see any bite or scratch marks,” Noah said. 

“Are you sure?” Celestria asked. “Can you look properly please?” the panic still present in her. 

Noah climbed to his feet and placed his arms on her shoulders. He held her still and stared at her naked body. He lifted her luscious breasts to examine the edges, he turned her around, parted her legs, lifted her butt cheeks, taking in every single part of her body. 

“Can’t see anything to be concerned about,” Noah said. 

“Thanks,” Celestria said, the panic leaving her body, along with her strength it seemed. She suddenly felt drained. She leaned forward and rested up against Noah’s shoulder. 

And then she realised. 

“I’m completely naked…” she mumbled. 

“Yes, you are,” Noah said, his lips spreading into a smile. 

Celestria stood straight and took a step away from him. Her clothes lay on the floor beside his feet. They were dirty and torn. She did not want to put them on, nor did she want to stay naked in front of Noah. 

And then, she noticed Noah was no longer looking at her. She felt a pang of jealousy. Was he so used to beautiful women being naked around him that her naked body couldn’t contain his interest for more than a fleeting moment? 

What could have been more interesting in this vault than the naked body of a young woman with long legs, a curvy figure and luscious breasts? 

Celestria turned around in annoyance. 

And then, she screamed. 
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“You’re not a zombie, are you?” Noah said, his sword raised and pointed at the woman who stood by a door that led into one of the rooms in the vault. 

She was a woman in her early twenties with dark curly hair. She was completely naked. And she was holding a magnificent sword. The blade glistened in the dimly lit room. 

“You can talk?” the woman asked as she approached Noah, completely ignoring Celestria, who also happened to be naked. 

“I can,” Noah said, as he took a step back, his eyes on the sword the woman held by her side. “I’m Noah. And you are?” 

“My name?” the woman stopped walking, a confused look on her face. “It be… Maria.” 

“Nice to meet you Maria,” Noah said softly. “What are you doing here?” 

“I?” her free hand touched her chest. “I live this place,” she spoke the words slowly, as if struggling to remember them. 

“How long have you lived here?” Noah asked. 

“All. Life. All.” 

“Are there others here that aren’t,” he paused, wondering what word to use to describe the zombies. “Like living dead?” 

“I am only one here not eat human flesh,” Maria said. “You not eat human flesh?” 

“I don’t eat human flesh,” Noah said. He pointed at Celestria. “She does not eat human flesh either.” 

Maria dropped her sword and leapt at Noah, her arms spread out, her breasts jiggling. Noah caught her in a hug and held onto her as her body sagged. He continued to hold her as Maria rested against him. 

She began to cry. 

Noah looked at Celestria, who unhelpfully shrugged her shoulders. 

It wasn’t exactly the first time a girl had cried on his shoulders. 

It wasn’t the first time a girl had cried on his shoulders whilst being completely naked either. 

But this was still weird. 

He was in his ancestral palace, which was full of zombies. Judging by the way some of those zombies now still scraping at the vault door were dressed, they were probably his ancestors. 

And in this Valley of the Dead, which somehow made sense now, but at the same time didn’t make sense, there was a naked girl who had apparently lived here her whole life, clinging onto him naked, crying. 

Fuck, she had lived here her whole life. That must have been shit. 

Noah scooped Maria up in his arms and lowered himself onto the floor, resting his back up against the door, Maria now sitting on his lap, her head on his chest. He stroked her curly hair comfortingly. 

“It’s going to be okay,” he told her. 

Celestria moved awkwardly towards where her clothes lay on the floor and turned around as she bent to pick them up, giving Noah a full display of her curvy bottom and her pink little butthole. 

She probably didn’t mean to do that, but it was distracting. 

And the last thing he needed was to be distracted. 

He waited until the girl finally stopped crying, and then he asked her what the hell was going on in the nicest way possible. 

Maria told him what she knew, what her carers had told her before they perished many years ago. 

The Primis breached the city gates and charged in on their enormous horses killing everyone and everything in sight. Some of the Primis had swords that glowed with a blue hue.

After destroying most of the city and killing everyone they could find, the Primis left the city covered in blood and rotting corpses. 

Except, those Alcantarans that had been killed by the swords that glowed blue came back to life. Or some version of life. 

When the Primis left, there were still a few hundred Alcantarans alive, having survived by hiding out in basements and bunkers. None from the royal family managed to survive. Their vaults and secret chambers provided no protection for them as the Primis went through every room one by one. 

Maria was born in Molaque and had lived her whole life here. Her mother fell to the flesh eaters when Maria had just begun to walk, or so she was told. She was raised by a woman named Louisa, who was old and eventually succumbed to the horde when she went to collect water.

“I been here alone forever,” Maria said. “Louisa die long time ago, when I very small.” 

It was a miracle Maria had managed to survive on her own. And it made sense that she was naked and did not seem to care for her clothes. 

Maria looked up at him. “You a man.” 

Noah wasn’t sure if it was a question or a statement, so he nodded. “Yes, I’m a man.” 

“Very handsome,” Maria said. 

Celestria, who had managed to put her ragged dress back on and was no longer naked, scoffed. 

“What?” Noah frowned. 

“Sure she’s going to think you’re handsome. You’re the first man she’s ever seen. Not like she’s got much to compare with.” 

“I seen many man,” Maria said fiercely, now glaring at Celestria with somewhat feral eyes. “In the books,” she added. “Noah handsome like the heroes.” 

Celestria rolled her eyes before she sat down beside Noah, her back against the door. “How are we going to get out of here?” 

Maria grabbed Celestria’s hair and pulled. 

“Ow,” Celestria said, as she moved her head back and at the same time, grabbed Maria by the wrist to stop her from tugging at her locks. “What are you doing?” 

“Your hair very pretty. Like snow straw,” Maria said. 

“It’s white,” Celestria said sullenly. “Now let go,” she pulled her hair free from Maria’s grip. 

“You very pretty like princess,” Maria said. 

“I actually am a princess.” 

Maria’s eyes widened. “You come to save me?” 

Celestria sighed. “Can’t even save myself,” she muttered. 

Maria turned to look at Noah, whose lap she was still seated on completely naked. She was a pretty girl, if a little rough around the edges. Noah was amazed she had managed to keep her sanity living in a palace like this all on her own. 

“How did you survive by yourself? Do you have food and water?” he asked. 

Maria’s eyes lit up. She climbed to her feet and held her hand down for him to take. Standing naked, her pussy was now level with his face. Noah climbed to his feet before taking Maria’s hand in his. 

“Coming?” he asked. 

Celestria shook her head. “But if you happen to see any clothes, feel free to put some on her.” 

“Clothes?” Maria asked. Her hands moved up and down Noah’s body, touching his clothes, but also touching what lay underneath. She paused for a long time, her hand resting on his groin area. “I no like clothes,” Maria said. “They no comfortable.” 
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Celestria watched as the naked Maria led Noah away to show him her food and water supplies. She was probably going to show him more than just food and water. She was showing him her fat naked butt right now as she led Noah away. 

Celestria let out a deep sigh, wondering what was wrong with her. 

Maria didn’t have a fat bottom. She had a toned one. Her whole body was toned. And of course it would be, having to survive in this hell hole. 

The Valley of the Dead, full of flesh eating monsters that never died. Or, as Noah called them, Zombies. How did he know all of these things? 

Noah and Maria returned shortly.

Maria was still naked, though in her hands she carried a flask. “Want water?” 

Celestria nodded. She was very thirsty. She took the flask gratefully and gulped down the water. 

“What’s that?” she asked, as she passed the flask back. 

“A sword,” Noah said. “But a special one.” 

Celestria was about to ask what was special about the sword when Noah showed her. 

The metal was black, the blade was curved but had strips of blue on the flat sides. The blade suddenly shot out from the handle but remained attached with a chain that had spikes sticking out. 

The blade flew across the room and struck the wall opposite where the pointy end embedded itself in the stone. 

Noah gave a tug and the blade pulled free from the wall. As it came back, the chain disappeared into the handle and the blade perfectly reattached itself to appear like a normal sword. 

“That’s amazing,” Celestria said, climbing to her feet. “I want one.” 

“Sorry, it only works for me,” Noah said. 

“What do you mean?” Celestria frowned. 

Noah threw the sword at her. 

She caught it deftly but glared at him. 

Swords were not toys and should not be thrown at people. Unless those people were enemies you wanted to dismember. 

She held the sword in her hand. It felt light, but powerful. “How does it work?” she asked. “Do I press something?” 

“See the blue lighting that was there when I had the sword?” Noah asked. “The sword’s handle has a built-in sensor and the fancy stuff only works for those that have the royal Alcantaran blood.” 

Some of what Noah said made sense. The blue lines were missing from the blade. That other stuff about a sensor - Celestria understood the gist of it and decided that the blade had been magicked to allow only those from the royal Alcantaran bloodline to use. 

“Did you find a way out?” she asked as she handed the sword back. 

“Sort of,” Noah said. 

Celestria’s heart skipped a beat. “Really?” 

“Maria knows where the tunnel is, but we need to beat the zombies out there,” Noah said. 

“But there are so many of them…” Celestria said, feeling her heart sink. 

Noah held his sword before him, wearing a confident grin. “We can do it.” 
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It was a glorious battle. 

Noah opened the door and charged at the zombies. 

His sword was magnificent. 

He struck down the living dead as if they were stationery mannequins, his sword extended out, the blade cut through multiple zombies, the chain smashed skulls as if it were a whip made of metal and fixated with spikes. 

Diving into the centre of the horde, he slashed in a circle, cutting those bodies closest to him in half, stamping on skulls, curving his sword, the chain circling the next set of zombies, pulling them in tight before cutting them in half. 

Noah did not know how much time passed. But when he was done, he was surrounded by decaying corpses. 

“You very good,” Maira said, giving him the thumbs up. 

“What she said,” Celestria added, now breathing heavily from her exertions. 

Not wanting to waste any more time in the Valley of the Dead, Noah urged Maria to lead the way. 

“She should probably put some clothes on,” Celestria suggested. “You know, before we get out there where the humans are alive.” 

It was a good suggestion. They weren’t going to leave Maria behind, but they also couldn’t take her out into the world naked. 

Maria protested. 

She did not like clothes. 

“You have to wear something,” Noah said. 

“Okay,” Maria said, bowing her head. 

Maria took his hand and led him down the corridor into one of the bedrooms. She opened a wardrobe and ruffled inside, pulling out what was clearly not supposed to be worn out of the bedroom. 

It was a silky chemise. The top was low cut and the bottom would barely cover her buttocks. To make things worse, the sides were completely open, the chemise was only held together by lace strings. 

Maria seemed so happy to wear the thing that Noah decided it would have to do. 

“I think I’m going to change my clothes too,” Celestria said. 

Maria pulled out another silky chemise for Celestria. 

“No thank you,” Celestria muttered. 

Rummaging inside the wardrobe, she pulled out a short white dress that came down to her knees. 

She stared at Noah. 

“What?” he asked. 

“I’m wondering if I should change in front of you, or if I should ask you to leave the room.” 

“Oh,” Noah said. “I can leave.” 

“No. It’s fine. You’ve already seen me naked and examined my body,” Celestria said, before adding, “I don’t want to be left alone…” 

Noah could understand that. 

He had seen a lot in his time. He wasn’t easily phased. But Celestria came from a small kingdom. What she had experienced so far would have traumatised even the experienced. 

Celestria pulled off her dress, underneath which rested her chainmail armour. It was built well. And he was impressed that it hadn’t marked her skin. 

“It has fabric on the inside,” Celestria said. “Otherwise it would be really uncomfortable.” 

She changed quickly, putting on her new dress, it was a snug fit, showing the curves of her body leaving her long legs exposed. 

They followed Maria down the corridor, down flights of stairs, moving between rooms, halls, and more corridors. Finally, they reached one of many basements that rested beneath the behemoth of a palace. 

Towards one end was a large wooden shelving unit. Maria pushed the shelf away to reveal a trapdoor. 

“Tunnel,” she said, smiling brightly. 
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The trapdoor led into a tunnel that was narrow but widened the further you went in. It was dark at first, but then, a set of lights on either side suddenly lit. 

Celestria freaked out, her sword raised, she spun around in a circle, looking for someone to fight. 

Noah had to bite back a chuckle. 

“This is not funny,” Celestria said, her chest rising and falling rapidly. 

“It’s electrically powered and there are probably some sensors somewhere,” Noah tried to explain. 

“You just say words and expect me to understand,” Celestria fumed. “But none of what you say makes any sense!” 

She was probably right. Sure, there was still a lot of Ancestor technology lying around, but most of it was in abandoned cities that very few travelled to. 

The tunnel cut through the Tigris Mountain Range. It would be hundreds of miles long. Far too long for them to walk. Noah glanced around, looking for some form of transport. 

He spotted it immediately. 

“A bicycle?” Celestria asked. 

“Motorbike,” Noah said. 

He sat on the motorbike and pressed the on button. The little display lit up. It was battery powered. “Hop on,” Noah said. 

Maria did not hesitate. She climbed on behind him and wrapped her arms around his waist. 

“Where am I supposed to sit?” Celestria asked. 

There were multiple motorbikes lying around, but Noah guessed Celestria would not feel comfortable riding one. Her only other option was to sit in front of him, facing him. 

After much eye rolling, Celestria climbed on, her sword back in its sheath, she wrapped one arm around him. 

The other hand held onto her bag.  

Noah was surprised to see she had managed to hold onto that bag through the chaos. There was evidently something very important in that bag. 

But now was not the time to get to the bottom of that mystery. 

It was time to leave behind the Valley of the Dead. His ancestral home. With a final look back, Noah set off, riding through the tunnel with Maria on the and Celestria on the front. 
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Celestria found comfort in hugging Noah as he drove through the tunnel. The motorbike moved at an incredible speed. She lost track of how much time passed, but eventually, the tunnel led out into a forest. 

They ditched the motorbike and walked until they found a dirt path used by farmers carrying their goods into Nerlivia, the city that rested on the other side of the Tigris Mountain Range. Using her coin, they hitched a ride on the back of a wagon. 

A few hours in and Nerlivia came into view, the city’s stone towers piercing the hazy horizon. As they approached the towering gates of the city, they were joined by many other wagons, some coming in, some leaving. There was a noticeable absence of cars. 

Celestria had imagined there would be more of those about in the bigger cities, but she was wrong. 

They passed the fortified iron gates adorned with the city’s crest and were welcomed by the sounds of merchants shouting their wares and townsfolk scurrying about, their chatter blending into a vibrant urban symphony. The driver guided the wagon through the throng, navigating past the vibrant market stalls until he finally turned onto a narrower alleyway. 

Noah, Celestria and Maria thanked the driver and climbed out of the back. There were a row of inns and they took residence in one called The Queen’s Frog. Naturally, Celestria paid for it. 

She hadn’t minded paying for things in the past, but now knowing Noah was the heir to Alcantara, she wondered if she should ask him to chip in every now and then. 

Although, to be fair, Alcantara was no longer an existing kingdom and he didn’t seem to have any money. 

The Queen’s Frog had two rooms available. Celestria suggested she share one with Maria and Noah could take the other room. 

There were no complaints from Noah, but Maria glared at Celestria. 

“I no want to stay with you. I want him.” 

“I don’t particularly care to stay with you either, but that’s how it is,” Celestria said, annoyed. 

“What mean that?” 

Celestria turned to Noah. “Can you explain it to her?” 

“You’re doing a great job explaining,” Noah said, his lips twitching. 

“Fine,” Celestria said in annoyance. “Go share a room with him.” 

Maria leapt towards Noah in excitement, who caught her with his strong arms. “I want make love you,” she said. 

“Do you mean you love him?” Celestria asked. “It’s a bit soon for that, isn’t it?” 

“No,” Maria said, frowning. “I mean, I take his cock. Put in my,” she stopped, her hand reached down to her chemise which had hiked up to reveal her bottom as she wrapped her legs around Noah and placed her hand on her vagina. 

Celestria felt her cheeks begin to burn. 

She turned and walked into her room and closed the door. 

There was a bed in one corner and a wardrobe in the other corner. She placed her bag in the wardrobe and collapsed onto the bed. 

Was she annoyed? 

Angry? 

Jealous? 

It was jealousy, she admitted. She liked Noah, she admitted to herself. She had only known him for a few days, and in that time he had slept with four girls and was going to sleep with a fifth. 

Yet, she hadn’t had a chance with him. 

Because she hadn’t thrown herself at him. 

Why should she? 

She was a princess. 

Back in her kingdom, she could have any man or woman she wanted. 

But she wasn’t back in her kingdom. 

And there weren’t men like Noah in her kingdom. 

Maybe I should just throw myself at him? 

Deciding she had nothing to lose and feeling brave, Celestria climbed to her feet and marched towards Noah’s room. 
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Noah carried Maria into his room and placed her on the bed. She stared up at him with her big brown eyes. And then, she pulled her chemise down, the silky cloth rested around her waist, her breasts now exposed. 

The journey through the Valley of the Dead had been exhausting. The drive through the tunnel that cut through the Tigris Mountain Range was long. And the wagon ride to the city of Nerlivia was bumpy. 

Noah was hungry. 

He was tired. 

Sex was not on his mind. 

But seeing Maria sitting on his bed staring up at him with those eyes, her slender frame supporting those luscious breasts, he felt a stirring in his groin. He pulled his top off and sat beside her on the bed. Placing a hand behind her neck, he leaned in and kissed her on the lips. 

Maria’s breasts brushed against his chest. Noah’s hand moved down her neck to her back and he pulled her in, squishing her breasts against his chest. He continued to kiss her as his hand moved down, now reaching the chemise that rested around her waist, his hand reached underneath it and felt for her curvy bottom. He grabbed a butt cheek and leant forward, pushing Maria onto the bed on her back. 

Their lips still locked together, she raised her legs in the air, parting them to give him access to her pussy. 

The only problem was, he still had his trousers on. 

Noah rose up and pulled his trousers off. 

He stood naked, his cock in full glory, Maria lying on the bed, the silky chemise still around her waist protecting little of her body, her legs raised, her pussy in view. 

Noah was ready to climb on top of Maria and ravish her body, sucking on her breasts, exploring every part of her body before driving his cock inside her when the door opened. 

It was Celestria. 

Noah turned to face her, his erect cock throbbing. 

He expected her to do something involving her face. Frown, stare at him with narrowed eyes, roll said eyes, blush, turn around in disgust and walk out. 

But none of those happened. 

Instead, Celestria slipped out of her dress, letting it hit the floor by her feet. 

Underneath, she was not wearing her chainmail armour. 

She stood facing him, completely naked, her pale skin glowing in the dimly lit room, her nipples perked, she stepped towards him, standing inches away, he could feel the heat from her body, the heat from her pussy as she part her legs. 

Celestria took his hand and guided it to her pussy as she tiptoed and kissed him on the lips. 

Her pussy was wet and he pushed a finger in whilst his thumb rubbed her clit. 

Celestria pulled her lips back and smiled up at him. “Hi,” she said. 

“Hey,” he smiled back, and then kissed her on the lips again. 

“Hello,” Maria yelled from the bed. “I want cock!” 
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Celestria had a good night. 

No, she had a great night. 

She tasted her first cock. It was salty, but addictive. She wanted Noah all to herself but sharing him with Maria hadn’t been so bad. 

Maria was a good listener, and great with her tongue. As she sat in the common room of the inn, waiting for her breakfast to be served, all she could think about was going back upstairs, taking her clothes off and enjoying Noah and Maria’s bodies. 

But then, something happened that made her forget about Noah and Maria. 

The most beautiful woman ever walked into the common room. 

She had gorgeous skin, thick shiny golden hair, legs that stretched forever, curves in all the right places, but skinny at the same time. 

But it wasn’t her beauty that caught Celestria’s attention. 

It was the woman’s height. 

She was at least eight feet tall. 

The woman glowed. 

Like an angel, her body radiated. 

“Primis,” she mumbled. 

The Primis noticed her and smiled. It was a beautiful smile. She walked towards Celestria and sat on a chair at her table. 

“Yes, I am a Primis,” she smiled, flashing teeth that were sparkling white. 

Celestria felt panic rising within her. Her hand began to tremble. She gripped the table tightly and smiled at the Primis. 

“You’re a pretty little thing. What is your name?” 

“Celestria,” she replied, feeling lightheaded. Was she supposed to call the Primis queen? What was the proper way to address her? 

“Let me have a look at you,” the Primis said. “Stand up and take off your dress.” 

“Yes, Primis,” Celestria said. 

She found herself pushing the chair back and climbing to her feet. She slipped her dress off and stepped away from the table to give the Primis full view of her naked body. 

Without being prompted, she twirled on the spot to show all of her body, then turned and leaned forward, her bottom in the air, she even parted her butt cheeks to reveal her little hole. 

Celestria felt her cheeks burning in shame, but for some reason, she did not resist. 

“Your breakfast is here, but as I am hungry, I shall eat it,” the Primis said. “But not to worry. You will not go hungry.” 

The Primis placed her hand on top of Celestria’s head. She was so tall, she could do that by remaining seated. Holding her by the head, the Primis guided Celestria to sit under the table. 

Celestria knew what was going to happen next even before the Primis parted her legs to reveal the largest vagina she had ever seen. Everything about them was bigger. 

Despite not wanting to suck on the Primis’s cunt, despite hating the Primis with every fibre in her body, Celestria felt compelled to lean forward and stick her tongue out. 
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Noah spent the night with Maria on one side and Celestria on the other side. Both girls had been naked and their warm bodies pressed up against his. Both girls took the opportunity to feel his body throughout the night. 

Both girls seemed to really enjoy playing with his cock and balls. 

Not that he was complaining. 

Every time he had awoken in the night, Noah had run his hand down both Maria and Celestria’s bodies, feeling their breasts, gently squeezing their butt cheeks, fingering their pussies. 

And he had woken up every hour or so from the girls rubbing his cock. 

He woke in the morning, sleepy, but content. Celestria was no longer beside him, but Maria was and her hand was firmly wrapped around his cock. 

“I want suck your cock,” she said. 

“You should do that,” Noah told her. 

He liked Maria’s enthusiasm. She did not need telling twice. She moved fast, her head was at his groin, her pussy near his face. 

She took his cock in her mouth and suckled on it like a babe suckling on a tit. 

Noah was tired, but having his cock sucked on naturally woke him up. He placed a hand on her bottom, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, he pulled her pussy closer, smelling her scent, he sucked on her pussy. 

***

When Noah finally made it down for breakfast, he was famished, but very happy. He lost both his appetite and his happiness within seconds of entering the common room. 

There was a Primis sitting at the table in the corner. 

She seemed normal enough if you could ignore the height and the glowing aura. The Primis sat eating breakfast, looking pretty normal. 

That was if you could ignore the naked girl underneath the table, her head in between the Primis’s legs. 

Noah was going to turn and walk away when he released the naked girl underneath the table. 

Celestria. 

Fuck, he cursed silently. And then he headed towards the Primis. 

“Well, you’re a handsome one,” the Primis said without looking at him. 

Noah continued his walk and once at the table, he pulled a chair out and sat down. 

Underneath the table, Celestria shuffled her bottom, her bare butt cheeks rubbed against his foot. 

Noah felt the aura of the Primis wrapping itself around him, his skin absorbing the light, he felt it reaching for his brain. He didn’t know if Primis made an effort to control people, or if it just happened naturally. 

The Primis would be disappointed if she expected him to obey her commands. Noah had plenty of experience with their aura. 

He was going to resist it. 

The Primis finished her breakfast and finally looked up at him. 

“You really are a handsome one,” the Primis said. She leaned forward, licking her lips. “I would get you to join the other one under the table, but I don’t think there is space for you both.” 

“What are you doing here?” Noah asked, his tone was harsh. It was how he felt, but not how he wanted to sound. “Primis,” he added hastily, “I mean, you should be in the palace with the Queen of Nerlivia.” 

“I was in the palace,” the Primis said. “But that Queen is dreadfully boring. Small. Doesn’t have an ass or tits, nose is too long. It wasn’t fun.” 

Primis acted like they were gods. They did whatever they wanted to, to whoever they wanted to. King, Queen or peasant, it made no difference to the Primis. All humans were viewed as playthings. 

And most of the Primis were cruel. 

It was why his family had rebelled. Not because they were arrogant and thought they could defeat the Primis. But because someone had to stand up to them. 

Noah was seething with rage. He wanted to grab the Primis by her hair and slam her head onto the table, repeatedly. But he kept his calm. For now. 

“You look fun,” the Primis said, her eyes boring into his. “What do you do for fun, Noah?” 

Noah blinked. 

How did she know his name? 

Could she read his mind? That was not one of the powers Primis were known to have.

Noticing the sudden panic on his face, the Primis threw her head back and laughed. “This little one under the table spoke about the Noah she was with. The handsome man she loved.” 

Loved? 

Noah glanced under the table at Celestria, naked and on her knees, crouched with her face buried in the Primis’s pussy. 

Celestria loved him? 

“You must care for her,” the Primis said. “That’s why you’re here, isn’t it? For her?” 

Noah nodded. 

The Primis smiled. “It’s so rare to find a man willing to come up to me in the name of love. When I steal a woman, use it for my pleasure, the man is usually nowhere to be seen. They run away from the Primis, like they should” she said, a playful smile on her face, but one that could turn mean at any moment. “But you are here, sitting opposite me, not an ounce of fear on you,” her smile began to disappear. 

Noah could feel the danger he was in from the change in her aura. Where previously it had been warm and gentle in its probing, it was now cold, like a winter mist. 

Fuck, Noah cursed silently. He should have brought his sword with him. He could have fought the bitch. But instead, he sat here defenceless. 

“Primis,” a voice called. 

Both Noah and the Primis turned to see the innkeeper standing a few feet away, his head bowed. 

“What?” the Primis asked, annoyance in her voice. 

“They uhh… the beast has been spotted in the Northern Forest near the city wall,” the innkeeper said, visibly trembling. 

“It seems our conversation will have to be cut short, Noah,” the Primis said. “As handsome as you are, there is more fun in killing a beast that has crawled out of hell than there is in seeing how much willpower you have.” 

And with that, the Primis climbed to her feet and left the common room. 

Noah instantly dropped to his knees and crawled under the table. He scooped Celestria up in his arms as she buried her head in his chest, sobbing quietly. 
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Later that day, they purchased three horses and left the city of Nerlivia, heading for Primis. Celestria rode silently, her head down, she felt shame at what had happened. 

She didn’t understand it. 

Why had she not resisted? 

It wasn’t like she wanted to spend an hour sucking on the Primis’ vagina. Ten minutes in and her tongue ached from it. But she kept going. She had to. It was like she had no control over her body. 

When the Primis finally left and Noah scooped her up, she broke down, crying in his chest, she found comfort. 

While she was under the table, sucking away at the large pussy, the Primis had been conversational. Celestria had told the Primis about Noah. 

She was asked if she loved Noah. 

Celestria had said yes, she did love him. 

Was that true? Did she really love him? 

He rode beside her now and she glanced at him. He was so handsome. But there was more than that. He was brave. He was good. He saved Linda, Alice, Latifa and Natasha from bandits. 

He marched towards the Primis, apparently fearless, sitting opposite her as if he were an equal. 

“Hey,” Noah said, his voice gentle. “The Primis have the ability to bend people to their will. Their aura seeps in through our skin and takes charge of the cells in our brains. There was nothing you could have done to refuse her.” 

That explained her lack of ability to resist. 

And she knew the Primis were evil. 

That's why she had come on this journey. To kill as many as possible. And then she blurted it out, “I’m going to kill as many of them as I can when I win the tournament.” 

Noah’s eyes narrowed as his horse rode closer to hers. “What do you mean you’re going to kill them?” 

Celestria hesitated briefly. She could trust him, right? 

He’s probably the only person she could trust, a voice in her head said. Noah’s entire family had been destroyed by the Primis. His kingdom was wiped out, his capital was infested with the living dead. He had more reason to hate them than she did. 

Celestria told him about the Black Jewel that resided in the Palace of the Primis. The winner of the Great Tournament is invited into the palace for a celebration before the ceremony is performed to turn the winner into a Primis. 

She would find the Black Jewel and use its power to destroy as many Primis as she could. 

“What sort of powers does this jewel give?” Noah asked, suddenly curious. 

“I don’t know the details, but it says world wielding.” 

“It says?” 

Celestria told him about her father, the king. All the kings and queens in the land were occasionally invited to attend one of the parties the Primis threw. 

If invited, attendance was mandatory. 

Her father never told her what happened at the party, but he came back a changed man, determined to find a way to hurt the Primis. 

“After searching the whole land, he found credible sources that mentioned the Black Jewel,” Celestria said. “He waited to be invited to one of the Primis’s parties, but our kingdom was too small for a second invite,” Celestria said. “He tried to force an invite by approaching a Primis that he heard was visiting one of the larger cities near the Great Ocenia River.” 

Celestria paused and took a deep breath. Her nose suddenly stuffy, she sniffed and rubbed her eyes, trying to rid the tears that had suddenly formed. 

“He came back from his meeting with the Primis sick. He died the next day.” 

Noah, who had been riding his horse beside her, suddenly jumped off his horse and landed on her saddle, sitting behind her. He managed to do it without spooking either one of the horses. 

How was he so talented, Celestria wondered.

He wrapped his arms around her waist as she leaned back against his chest. From the corner of her eye, she caught Maria staring at them with a longing in her eyes.

Whatever she had been through, Maria had been through so much worse. The poor girl. Celestria felt a pang of sympathy for Maria. She wanted to scoop the girl up and hold her tight much like how Noah had scooped her up from under the table.  

“It’s a big palace,” Noah said. “It might be hard to find the Black Jewel.” 

“I have something for that,” Celestria said. She reached into the bag attached to the side of the saddle and pulled it out. “This will guide me.” 
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Noah stared at the device Celestria held in her hand. It was a metal box. There was a small rectangular bit of glass in the centre and two metal sticks three inches long protruded out from the top. 

“Does it work,” he asked. 

“It will when I get to the palace,” Celestria said confidently. 

“Can I see it?” Noah asked. 

Celestria looked back at him, hesitancy written across her face. “Be careful,” she warned as she passed it to him. 

It was a solid device, heavy in his hand. 

Sometimes that implied sturdiness. 

Other times it meant it was a heap of crap. 

There was a smaller rectangular glass bit on the side of the device. Noah pressed his finger against it. He felt a slight heat emanating from it. 

And then, the glass on the front lit up. 

“Oh. It’s a sensor,” Noah said. 

Celestria snatched the device from his hand. “What are you doing?” 

“Nothing. I turned it on,” he muttered. 

“How?” Celestria asked. “How did you turn it on?” 

“I touched the scanner on the side,” Noah pointed at the little glass rectangle on the side of the scanner. 

“This?” Celestria pointed at it. “I’ve touched this so many times and nothing happened.” 

Noah frowned. “Your whole plan on finding this black jewel hinged on this device right?” he asked. “But you couldn’t even switch it on.” 

“I didn’t know it was supposed to do that,” she added sullenly. “I just figured it would do something when I got to the palace…” 

Noah supposed on some level, that made sense? Right? 

“I’m not stupid,” Celestria said, staring back at him sullenly. 

“I didn’t say you were,” Noah said, raising his hands. 

“I can see it on your face,” Celestria grumbled. “How do you know so many things? It’s not normal.” 

Noah shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve been around, I guess. We moved a lot when I was young and when Frederick was still around. We went from one abandoned city to another. Frederick said the Primis were chasing us.” 

“Were they?” 

Noah shrugged again. He wasn’t sure if the Primis were really after him. They had destroyed his kingdom, they had won. Was there any point in hunting down a child? 

“Have you heard of the Black Mask?” Noah asked. 

“Who hasn’t,” Celestria laughed. “Killer of the Primis.” She turned her head to look back at him. “Did your family invent that rumour? Something that goes around and kills Primis?” 

“It’s not a rumour. The Black Mask is a real person.” 

“A human. Like one of us?” 

Noah nodded. 

Celestria burst out laughing. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“No ordinary human could kill a Primis.” 

“Well, I guess I’m not completely ordinary,” Noah said. 

Celestria turned to look back again. Her neck must be getting stiff by now. 

“No,” she said. “The Black Mask does not exist and you are absolutely not the Black Mask.” 

Maria, who had been riding behind them this whole time, now brought her horse beside them. “What black mask?” 

Celestria enlightened Maria with her knowledge of the Black Mask. 

Most said it was a human-type beast of some sort wearing black clothes and a black mask that covered its face entirely, hiding even the eyes. It appeared in towns and cities where the Primis had been especially cruel. 

And it killed them. 

Stories said the cruel Primis would be found dead, their bodies hanging from the city walls. 

“It’s all a myth,” Celestria said as she looked into Noah’s eyes. “It can’t be you, can it?”
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They were a day’s ride from Primis, but they could see the Eye of Primis. It was an enormous tower that rose up a thousand meters or more. It was said that you could see the whole world from the top of that tower. 

Celestria wondered who had said that. 

Probably the Primis. 

They were the sort to say grand things like that. Things that were also intimidating. 

The Primis can see you from their tower, no matter where you are. 

Noah still shared her horse, sitting behind her, his hands rested on her hips. It was comforting. But what she wanted was to turn around and kiss him. 

At the same time, she wanted to find out if he really was the Black Mask. 

“Hungry,” Maria said. 

Celestria glanced at the pretty Maria. She was like what she imagined cavewomen would be like. Doesn’t use many words, doesn’t like clothes, and is always horny. 

“Shall we take a break?” Celestria asked. 

Cutting through the Valley of the Dead had really saved them time. They would make it to Primis with time to spare. 

They stopped at the next tavern. Celestria purchased food and drinks. Maria ate like a cavewoman. 

Noah was more reserved with his food and his thoughts. Was he really the Black Mask? It was a terrible name. Black Mask? He couldn’t come up with anything better? 

He hadn’t said much since revealing the Black Mask was a human, was real and that it was him. She wanted details. 

“So… you’re really the Black Mask?”

“Terrible name, isn’t it?” Noah said. “I didn’t pick it.” 

“So…” Celestria glanced around the room, careful of listening ears. “You’ve killed a Primis?” 

“Seven, actually.” 

“You’ve killed seven Primis?” she gasped, and instantly covered her mouth with her hands. 

Perhaps she was being paranoid. 

No one was listening. 

The tavern buzzed with a cacophony of laughter and clinking mugs. Patrons, clad in worn leathers and vibrant cloaks, gathered around heavy oak tables, talking and laughing loudly as the rich aroma of hearty stew mingled with the scent of spiced ale. A minstrel strummed a lively tune in the corner. 

“You killed seven Primis?” she whispered. 

“Yeah. Wasn’t easy,” Noah said. 

I bet it wasn’t, Celestria thought. 

She recalled her single experience with a Primis. It had been humbling. She had lost complete control of her body. With nothing but her words, the Primis had Celestria on her knees naked and sucking on her vagina. 

How did you kill something like that? 

Celestria was going to ask him to share details when her face turned pale. 

Noah noticed the sudden change and looked back. “Fuck,” he muttered. 

Fuck was indeed the right word. 

The entire tavern became silent as the Primis entered. 

Either all Primis looked the same. 

Or it was the same one that had made Celestria strip naked and suck on her vagina. 

The Primis walked into the tavern, her eyes fell on Celestria and she smiled. 

Celestria felt the blood drain from her face. 

“She’s coming this way,” she whispered. Her eyes on Noah, panic rose within her. He had to save her. She wasn’t going to strip naked in front of everyone and suck on the Primis’s vagina. 

She wasn’t going to do it, she told herself. 
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Noah watched the Primis walk towards him, her legs long, each stride seemed to cover twice the distance. 

She was beautiful as ever, her skin glowed, her dress was thin, revealing the curves of her body, the size of her nipples, the firmness of her breasts. 

Sure, Primis were complete cunts, but it didn’t mean they weren’t insanely attractive. 

Noah’s hand rested on the pommel of his sword by his waist as the Primis stood over him. 

“Move,” the Primis said to Maria. 

Maria, who had been minding her own business and chewing away at her food with enthusiasm, looked up at the Primis. Her eyes widened, the food fell from her hand, she climbed to her feet and moved to the side of the table, where she remained standing, looking very confused. 

The Primis sat beside Celestria and opposite Noah. 

She placed her arm around Celestria’s shoulder, her hand reached down and played with Celestria’s breasts. 

Celestria’s face was pale as a ghost. 

Noah wanted to tell her to relax, that no matter what the Primis wanted, he wasn’t going to stand back and let the Primis have her way with her. 

“Hello Loverboy,” she smiled at him. “Nice to see you again.” 

Noah did not reply. His hand remained on his sword, gripping the handle tightly. 

The Primis let out a laugh. Noah wanted to say it was an evil laugh. But everything about the Primis was misleading. She laughed like an angel. The sound was hypnotising. 

Noah could see it in the room. The men and women were awed by the sound that came out of her mouth.

“I don’t know what to do with you,” the Primis said. “You walked up to me so confidently in that inn. So determined to save your girl. I could make her strip here now and suck every man and woman in this tavern and make you watch.” The Primis leaned forward, her face now inches away from his. “How do you think that would make you feel? To be so helpless, so powerless…” 

“Not great,” Noah said.

The Primis frowned. “You talk too much.” 

Noah had barely said anything, but he knew what she meant. In the presence of the Primis, most people just listened. If a rhetorical question was asked, they absolutely did not answer.   

But Noah wasn’t most people. If he had to battle this bitch in front of everyone and expose himself for who he really was, then so bit. 

“I can see the defiance in your eyes, Noah,” the Primis said. “Such defiance… unusual for a human.”  

What was unusual was how restrained the Primis had been so far. In his experience, if a Primis felt even slightly challenged, they tended to viciously attack whatever it was that had challenged them. 

“Am I going to have to kill you, Noah?” she asked. 

Again, that was an odd question for a Primis to have to ask. 

“I would rather you did not,” he answered truthfully. 

“I would rather I did not have to either,” the Primis said. “Which is odd. I don’t usually care for humans, but there is something about you…” 

And then, her eyes widened. “Alcantaran.” 

It was Noah’s turn to be shocked. How could she know?  
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It was all a blur to Celestria. 

The Primis sat beside her, placing her arm around her shoulder, her hand rested on Celestria’s right breast. 

The Primis found her nipple through the soft cloth that covered her breasts. Her fingers toyed with it, caressing, squeezing. There was something there at the tip of the Primis’s fingers. Some sort of power that jolted her nipple, causing her both pain and pleasure at the same time. 

It was a sensation like she had never felt before. The more the Primis played with her nipple, the closer she was to having an orgasm. And crying out in pain. 

Celestria wasn’t following what was going on in the room, what the Primis was saying to Noah. 

Until the Primis suddenly stopped playing with her nipple. 

She became aware of the room, or her surroundings. 

And then she heard the Primis say “Alcantaran,” as she stared directly at Noah. 

For his part, Noah remained impressively calm. 

“We found her in the Valley of the Dead,” he pointed at Maria, who was standing by the table, staring at the Primis like a bug stared at a flame. 

The Primis touched the silky chemise Maria wore, her fingers caressed the material. “This is their dress,” she stated. 

“It is,” Noah said quickly. “We had to cut through the Valley of the Dead if we were to reach Primis in time for the Great Tournament. We’re both going to participate. Maria,” he pointed at the girl in case there was any confusion, “was living in the Valley of the Dead by herself,” he continued. “She saved our lives from these monstrous beasts. They looked like humans but…” Noah shuddered, as if reliving a horrifying experience. 

“Zombies,” the Primis said. Her features relaxed as she turned her attention to Noah once more. “They’re what the Ancestors would have called Zombies.” 

“Ancestors?” Noah asked. 

Celestria knew he was pretending to be ignorant.     

“The humans that ruled this world a long time ago. They were a smart people,” the Primis said. “They could fly. They could move from one corner of the world to another in mere minutes. They travelled to the stars. But they also opened up doors to other worlds. Portals. And that was their downfall.” 

Celestria had heard of the Ancestors before. They were the ones that had built the great abandoned cities, and all the things that worked like magic. Cars, motorbikes, her Black Jewel finding device. 

But despite them having had such a great influence on the world, she knew very little about them. She did not know what they looked like, when they disappeared, why they disappeared. 

“What came out of the portals?” Noah asked. 

“We did,” the Primis laughed. “We came out and destroyed the Ancestors. We defeated them in battle. Their great machines could not hold us back. We are gods,” she laughed. And then, as her laugh subsided, she sighed. “They were worthy opponents. It is so hard to find worthy opponents.” 

The Primis’s eyes fell on Noah. For a moment, Celestria feared she was going to challenge him. 

“You’re handsome,” the Primis said. “For an ordinary human,” she added. “I’ve never tried an ordinary man before…” 

Celestria’s eyes widened. Was she going to eat him? 

“You will travel with me to Primis,” she said. “All three of you,” she added. “And you will please my every need until the Great Tournament begins.” 

Celestria breathed a sigh of relief. 

The Primis wasn’t a cannibal. 

She was just horny. 

And then, she felt a pang of jealousy. 

She looked ordinary compared to the Primis. She was not as pretty, not as tall, not as curvy. After sleeping with a Primis, would Noah ever desire her body? 
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Celestria sat beside Maria in the wagon as they rode towards Primis. Noah was in another wagon with the Primis. She wondered if they had names. They couldn’t all be called Primis. How would they identify each other in a room full of Primis?

She was pleased to have not been humiliated in the tavern. 

But that relief was full of bitterness at what the Primis had planned for them. She was going to be a plaything. Her body was going to be used and abused by the god-like Primis. 

Noah was going to be used too. His gorgeous cock was going to penetrate the pussy of the Primis. Celestria found she did not mind so much when Noah made love to other women. And he made love to a lot of women. Maria. Latifa. Natasha. Alice. Linda. Just to name a few. 

But it bothered her that he was going to make love to the Primis.  

As the wagon rattled along the cobblestone road, Celestria gazed in awe at the magnificent city towering ahead, its golden spires glistening under the bright sun, as if crafted for the gods themselves. 

They passed beneath the grand entrance, flanked by imposing statues that watched over the bustling crowds. The wagon turned in the direction of the imposing amphitheatre. 

Celestria forgot about Noah and the Primis. Her heart began to beat louder in excitement as her lips spread into a smile. She hadn’t forgotten her main purpose for coming here, to find the Black Jewel and kill as many Primis as she could. 

But at the same time, she wanted to battle in front of large audiences, she wanted to show the world that she was a capable fighter. 

The wagon came to a halt in front of a row of stone buildings two floors high to the left of the amphitheatre. Celestria and Maria stepped out and were soon joined by the Primis and Noah. 

Noah, whose hair was ruffled, his skin a bit pale. What had he been up to? 

The Primis briefly spoke with a man standing in a booth by the entrance to the row of buildings before giving Noah a deep kiss. She got back into her carriage and left. 

The man stepped out of the booth and approached Noah. “The Primis said to assign you to the premium suite and give you everything you need.” 

“Great, I guess,” Noah said, glancing at Celestria. 

They followed the man towards the buildings of stone, taking them past the first set, behind which were single story buildings that were wider and detached. 

“This will be yours,” the man said. 

He took them inside and gave a quick tour. There were two bedrooms, a living room, kitchen, and bathroom with a large stone bath. In the back was a closed off private garden and attached to one wall were an array of weapons. 

“Food will be brought to you three times a day,” the man said. “You are to stay here until the Great Tournament begins.” 

The man left, leaving Celestria, Maria and Noah in the garden. 

Maria slipped out of her silky chemise and now fully naked, ran to the wall adorned with weapons. 

Celestria stared at the naked cavewoman in annoyance. “Does she have to be naked?” 

“It is her natural state,” Noah said. “I mean, that was how we found her…” 

“You like it, don’t you,” Celestria said, rolling her eyes. 

“Well, I don’t dislike it,” Noah said, now staring at Maria’s bottom. 

Maria’s bottom. 

It was up in the air as she leaned forward, bringing her chest to her knees. 

“Why is she doing that?” Celestria groaned. “She looks so vulgar.” 

“She’s stretching.” 

Celestria tore her eyes away from Maria, who was apparently stretching. She turned and walked into the living room. There were two sofas facing each other with a low wooden table in the centre. 

Celestria dropped her bag by the side of the sofa and collapsed onto the soft cushion. Noah walked in shortly and sat opposite her. 

“Are you okay?” he asked, concern in his eyes. 

“We’re here,” she said. “Things have worked out much better than I could have hoped for. The Primis actually helped us.” 

“Not for free,” Noah said. “She will be back.” 

Yes, that she will. “What uhh… what happened in the carriage when you were with her?” 

“Nothing much,” Noah said, an absent look in his eyes. 

“Oh? Because it looked like something had happened.” 

Noah frowned. “She wanted to see me,” he said flatly. 

“That doesn't sound so bad,” Celestria said, a mirthless laugh escaping her lips. “You’re not bad to see,” she added softly. 

Noah was silent for a long time. And then, he stared at Celestria, his deep blue eyes fiery. “Back in Nerlivia, when she had you naked and sucking on her pussy, I wanted to kill her. When we met her again in the tavern on our way here, I had my hand on my sword, ready to strike her down.” 

Celestria smiled weakly. In that moment, Noah looked like he was in pain. She wanted to get up and comfort him, hold him in her arms, kiss him. But she fought back her urge. He hadn’t finished talking. 

“But,” he continued after a long pause, “I didn’t do that.” 

“It’s her aura,” Celestria said. “It takes over you. Forces you to do what she wants. You told me that.” 

“No,” Noah said. “It doesn’t work on me.” 

Celestria sat up. “It doesn’t?” 

Noah shook his head. “I can fight it off.” 

“How?” 

He shrugged. “I didn’t kill her because of the risk to you and Maria. When I kill Primis, I strike from the shadows. I come in, I kill, I leave. No one knows it is me and there is no harm to anyone I care for.” 

Celestria felt a warm glow in her chest. He cared for her. 

“What are you going to do now?” she asked. He had never planned to stay this long. He had completed his part. 

“I think I have to participate in the Great Tournament,” he said. “That’s what we told the Primis, remember? If I don’t and I sit on the sidelines, she will be suspicious.” 

He was right. If Noah decided to leave, or not participate, it would arouse suspicion. 

“You could win, you know,” she said, and she meant it. 

“You’re going to win,” Noah said. He leaned forward and reached out his hands. Celestria took them in hers. He squeezed tight. “I’m going to make sure you win.” 
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They were the first to arrive. But soon after, the buildings around them began to fill with other contestants. Men and women, but mostly men of formidable stature paced restlessly, their muscles rippling under scarred skin as they exchanged hushed words and fierce glances. 

In the dusty open space before their quarters, pairs of contestants clashed in a series of brutal training sessions, swords ringing against shields, the sharp clang echoing through the stone walls.

Laughter and shouts mingled with the sounds of combat, a brotherhood forged in both rivalry and shared fate as they prepared to face an audience hungry for spectacle and bloody entertainment.

Noah, Celestria and Maria stood in front of their house and watched. 

Maria, who Noah had managed to persuade to put on her chemise. 

“They’re all so good,” Celestria said nervously. 

“You’ll be fine,” Noah said. 

“I don’t know if I will.” 

“Now is not the time to doubt,” Noah said. “Remember the monster that punched you through the window?” 

Celestria turned to look at him, an eyebrow raised. “Why would you bring that up?” 

“Because you got your cute bottom handed to you,” Noah said, chuckling. “But, you learnt from your mistake quickly. And the next time you went up against one, you defeated it and then came to help me.” 

He was right.

And those beasts were so much more formidable than the contestants in front of her. 

At that moment, a roar went up as a man in a black ponytail and thick beard knocked down his opponent with a swift kick to the chest, followed up by another kick to the head. 

As his opponent lay on the ground unconscious, the man spread his arms out in a challenge to the spectators, spinning in a circle, he stopped as his eyes fell on Celestria. 

He walked up to her, a smile on his face. “Are you one of the show girls?” 

Show girl? 

“If you are, I think I’ve shown enough for your company tonight,” he added, his smiling widening to show his teeth. Teeth that were black. 

He thought she was a whore. 

Celestria wanted to punch him in the face. 

She resisted the urge. 

“I’m a contestant,” she told him. 

The man burst out laughing. “No. You’re much too pretty. Come with me,” he said and he reached out and grabbed her hand. 

Celestria felt anger like she had never before. 

She hadn’t been this angry when the Primis had forced her to suck on her vagina. 

How dare this filthy man touch her like that? 

She wanted to kill him. 

But she was so angry, it seemed her anger had momentarily paralysed her. 

She did not free her hands from his grip. 

She did not punch him in the face. 

She stood dumbfounded. 

Noah, who was standing beside her the whole time, grabbed the man by the arm. “You should let go of her,” he said. He wore a smile on his face, but his tone was dangerous. 

The ponytailed man did not sense the danger he was in. “Or what?” he asked. “I would crush a pretty boy like you in seconds.” 

“Let's duel,” Noah said, still smiling. 

The man let go of Celestria and stepped back. He reached for his wooden sword that lay in the dust. Picking it up, he pointed it at Noah. 

Noah stepped towards him, no weapon in his hands. 

“Don’t you want to grab a sword?” Celestria asked, apparently finally finding her voice. 

“I’ll be fine,” Noah told her. 

“Kill him,” Maria said, jumping in glee. 

Celestria turned to look at the cavewoman, an eyebrow raised. 

“What?” Maria asked. “He bad man. Noah kill him.” 

The battle began. 

In the heat of the dusty open space, the ponytailed man wielded his sword as he charged at Noah. 

Each swing of the wooden blade sliced through the air but found only empty space as Noah danced around him with agility and cunning, his movements fluid and unpredictable. 

As the duel raged on, Noah continued to avoid being struck. And then, as he whirled around the man, he struck him on the face. 

It wasn’t a punch. 

It was a slap. 

Noah slapped the man. 

The battle paused for a moment as it sunk in for the ponytailed man. He had just been slapped. He roared in anger and charged with renewed strength.  

Noah continued to avoid him, and he continued to strike at the man’s face. 

His palm flat, every strike connected. 

The man with the wooden sword staggered, bewildered by the relentless onslaught, until finally, a strong right hand from Noah sent him crashing to the ground, unconscious amidst the swirling dust that settled around Noah.

“Not bad,” a voice said. 

Celestria instantly felt a panic rise within her. 

She knew that voice. 

Everyone knew that voice. 

The crowd that had cheered the duel fell silent as the Primis that had brought them here now walked towards Noah. 

Noah was tall. 

Noah was really tall. 

But the Primis was a head taller. 

She stood over him, and then, placing a hand under his chin, she kissed him on the lips. 

It was a long kiss, and when it was done, Celestria could see the conflict within Noah, that absent glaze in his eyes. 

The Primis took his hand in hers and led him towards their house.

“Come,” she said, as she passed Celestria and Maria. 

They followed after her, walking meekly into the house. 
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The Primis’s name was Angelica.

She mentioned it to Noah as she led him into the living room of the house as Maria and Celestria followed. 

Angelica sat on the sofa. Noah, Maria and Celestria stood before her. 

Noah could feel the Primis’s piercing eyes on him. Despite being clothed, he felt naked. He did not like this, and part of him wanted to go and get his sword and drive it through Angelica’s chest. 

Another part of him wondered if the Primis deserved to die. 

She had used Celestria for her personal pleasure without her consent. It was wrong to do that, but was that enough to warrant death? 

Was he feeling some sort of compassion for the Primis? 

“You two, strip,” Angelica said, pointing to Maria and Celestria. 

Beside him, Celestria and Maria complied. Maria stepped out of her chemise quickly. Celestria took a little longer to remove her dress. Once she was done, she moved an inch closer to Noah, her eyes downcast. 

“Play with each other,” Angelica commanded. 

Maria took the lead. 

She stepped forward and took Celestria’s hand, pulling her closer, she kissed her on the lips. 

Celestria’s body was stiff, but after a moment, she kissed back, her hand rising to hold Maria’s hair. 

Not for the first time, Noah felt conflicted. On the one hand, he found himself slightly aroused. Who wouldn’t be? Maria and Celestria were gorgeous. On the other hand, he hated that they were being forced to do this. 

Noah knew for a fact that were the Primis a man, he would have attempted to kill him already. Did he allow this to continue just because Angelica was hot? 

Maria continued to take the lead, now moving down Celestria’s body, kissing her on the neck, pausing to suck her breasts before she dropped to her knees. Parting Celestria’s legs, she kissed her pussy before burying her face, sucking on the clit. 

Celestria stood naked, her legs parted, her eyes closed, her back arched, soft moans escaped her lips. 

She was enjoying this. 

Of course she was enjoying it. 

Noah knew Celestria was bisexual. 

He had shared a bed with her and Maria. So yeah, Maria sucking on her pussy would naturally feel good. But he still hated Angelica for forcing them to do it. 

Though he did wonder if Maria was being forced. The girl was wild.

“Stop,” Angelica commanded. 

Both girls stopped instantly. 

“Take his clothes off,” she commanded them. 

Noah felt an urge to resist. A part of him wanted to jump over the low table and grab Angelica by the throat. It was a small part. 

As Celestria pulled his top over his head, her soft breasts brushed against him. He wanted to take them in his hands, to hold them, squeeze them. Maria was still on her knees. She had crawled over to him, and now her hands were on his waist, fiddling with his trousers before she managed to pull them down. His cock bounced out, almost striking her on the mouth. 

“Play with him,” Angelica said as she slipped out of her dress. Sitting naked on the sofa, her hand rested on her vagina, rubbing it slowly. 

Maria wasted no time in taking his cock in her mouth. It responded to her warmth and wetness, quickly growing in size, hardening. 

Celestria looked up at him, lust in her green eyes, her lips parted. “I think I love you,” she whispered. And then, she kissed him on the lips. 

Noah kissed her back. He felt her body, his hands grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up. Holding her chest against his, squishing her breasts against his hard frame. Celestria wrapped her legs around him, grinding her hips, he felt the warmth and wetness of her pussy rubbing up against his abdomen. 

“Stop,” Angelica commanded. 

Noah did not obey. He continued to kiss Celestria as his hands dug into the soft flesh of her buttocks. 

But below her bottom, Maria, who had been sucking his cock, pulled away slowly. And then, Celestria pulled her lips back. 

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I have to listen to her.” 

Noah was sorry too. He wasn’t used to having sex like this. Sex was supposed to be fun, spontaneous, unpredictable. 

This was unpredictable, but some of the fun was taken away by the presence of the Primis.  

Celestria dismounted from him and stood by his side. Maria was still on her knees. They were both so damned gorgeous. Noah wanted to scoop them both up, take them to his room and make love to them for hours on end, exploring every part of their bodies with his tongue, with his cock. 

Instead, he glared at Angelica. 

Either the Primis did not notice, or she did not care. 

She climbed to her feet, tall and naked, she walked towards them. Her hand, which had only moments earlier caressed her pussy, she placed on the lips of Maria. 

Obediently, Maria opened her mouth and began to suck those fingers clean. 

Angelica stood a head taller than him. Noah did not find that intimidating. In fact, he would have found it hot if Angelica had not been a Primis. She lowered her head to kiss him on the lips, her other hand grabbed his cock and rubbed the tip against her pussy. 

This lasted for a few moments before Angelica stepped back and moved the low table away. Dropping to her knees, she leant forward, her ass up in the air. 

“I want you to take me from behind,” she commanded. “And I want you girls to lie beside me on your backs, sucking on my breasts.” 

Maria and Celestria obeyed instantly. They lay on their backs on either side of Angelica, taking a breast each in their mouths. 

The result was a sight to see. 

Angelica was on her knees, her ass in the air. Lying on their backs on either side of her were Maria and Celestria, both girls naked, their full bodies on display. 

Maybe being bossed around by Angelica wasn’t the worst thing in the world, Noah thought, as he pressed his cock up against the Primis’s godly vagina. 
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The Great Tournament began in earnest. Having little knowledge of how these things operated, Celestria had the shock of her life when she was thrown into the amphitheatre along with twenty other contestants. 

She was confused at first. 

What was she supposed to do? 

Some of the other contestants were equally confused. 

Others seemed to think they were to fight each other. 

They had been given no instructions. 

A man with a spear charged at her. The blade was sharp and glistened. Instinctively, Celestria raised her shield and held her sword by her side, ready to strike after she deflected his attack, 

But the man was not able to finish his attack. 

From the left, a monster grabbed the man, knocked him to the ground and ripped his head off. 

The crowd roared, the sound vibrated around the arena, amplifying. Celestria watched in shock as other monsters ran past her, attacking her fellow contestants. 

Where had they come from? 

Celestria did not have time to wonder. 

A massive, scaled monster with jagged teeth lunged at her. 

Celestria sidestepped it, deflecting its strike with her shield and countering with a swift blow to its snout, stunning it. The crowd erupted in applause. She pivoted, spotting a second foe—a hulking beast with an armoured hide. With a daring leap, Celestria charged, using her shield to bash against its leg, toppling it to the ground.

Around her, the battle raged on. Human lives were lost. But eventually, the monsters were defeated. Celestria dropped to her knees, exhausted. All around her were body parts. Some human, some monsters. She glanced up at the remaining survivors. There were only four.  

The crowd cheered them on, but Celestria didn’t care for that. She climbed to her feet and headed for the exit. 
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Noah joined the crowds to watch Celestria in her first battle. He watched the contestants stand around eyeing each other up, unsure of what to do. He saw the monsters emerge from trapdoors beneath the fighting arena. 

Celestria had not noticed the monsters. 

Her eyes were on the man that was charging at her, spear raised. Noah screamed as loud as he could, trying to warn her. But it was drowned out by the roar coming from the crowd. 

Thankfully, Celestria survived and the beasts were defeated. 

Noah headed back to his quarters, thinking of the monsters he had seen. 

Sure, there were some mutated animals out there. 

Oversized tigers and bears. 

But what he saw in the arena was like nothing he had ever seen or even heard of before. 

It reminded him of the monsters he had seen in Old Oak Town and the shadow creatures he had seen in the village near where he met Linda and Alice. 

They were unnatural. 

Something strange was going on. 

He found Celestria sitting in the living room, her head downcast. Maria sat beside her, naked as was the norm when she was inside. She stroked Celestria’s hair, trying to cheer her up. 

Noah sat on the other side of Celestria. She instantly gravitated towards him, resting her head in his chest. 

“What was that?” she asked. 

“I don’t know,” Noah said. 

“Is it going to be like that all the way?” Celestria asked, the trauma clear in her voice. “The monsters ripped us apart. There were body parts flying around.” 

Noah had seen the body parts flying around. 

He had seen many things in his life, but what had happened in the arena today was one of the more gruesome. He had heard of previous tournaments and what usually happened. It was nothing like this. There were no monsters. 

Noah wrapped his arms around Celestria and held her tight in a comforting hug. He wanted to tell her things were going to be different, but he had no idea what was going to happen next. 

The front door to their living quarters opened and in walked Angelica. Noah released his grip on Celestria as the girl straightened up and brushed away the tears that had formed in her eyes. 

“You did good,” the Primis said. “I don’t normally care for you mortals, but I was happy to see you survive.” 

“There were monsters in the arena,” Noah said, his jaw tightening. 

“Monsters?” Angelica repeated the word. “Well, I suppose to the novice eye, they would seem like monsters. But they are just the animals that inhabit this world of ours ever since the Ancestors ripped portals into other worlds.” 

“No they’re not,” Noah said. “I’ve travelled around the world and those things you had in the arena are not normal. We saw other monsters,” he added, describing the beasts he had battled in Old Oak Town, and the shadow creatures he had seen after rescuing Linda and Alice. 

Angelica listened to him talk, but Noah noticed she did not appear to be surprised. 

“As I said,” the Primis said. “To the less travelled, they would seem like monsters, but they are simply beasts that live in various wild parts of this world of ours.” 

Noah could tell she was lying. “Why are they in the arena? You’ve never used them in previous tournaments.” 

“I tire of your questions, Noah,” Angelica said. “I did not come here to be questioned. I came here to play with my little playthings,” she added, her tone hardening. “And you are my little playthings. Take off your clothes.” 

Maria was already naked, but she climbed to her feet and stood at attention, her legs parted, her arms were crossed behind her back, leaving her chest and those breasts on display, and her pussy exposed. 

Celestria, who had managed to compose herself, was about to climb to her feet too to undress when Noah grabbed her hand. She looked at him confused. 

“What if we don’t want to play with you today?” Noah asked. 

Angelica’s eyes flared. “You dare refuse a god?” 

Noah did not reply. But again, he wished he’d kept his sword close by. 

“Get to your feet, Noah, and take your clothes off,” Angelica said. 

Noah climbed to his feet slowly as he took in the form of the Primis. She was wearing a short white silky dress with a plunging neckline. The dress hugged her figure, showing all of her curves. 

But it also showed that she did not have any weapons on her. 

Noah raised his hands, formed them into fists and angled his body so that he was facing her sideways. 

Angelica’s brows furrowed as her lips curled into a snarl. And then, she threw her head back and burst out laughing. “You’re going to fight me?” 

Noah didn’t get a chance to respond. 

Angelica charged at him. She closed the gap between them in less than a second. Her fist came up, aiming for his jaw. 

It should have been over. 

Except Noah sidestepped.

Angelica struck thin air. 

Noah struck with his right fist, hitting her on the cheek. His foot followed quickly, striking her on the chest. Angelica staggered back. She stared at him, looking more confused than hurt. 

“How did you do that?” she asked. 

Noah did not reply, but remained guarded, his heart pounding. This was unfamiliar territory for him. Normally, when he battled Primis, he was fully armed, it was dark, and he had a whole plan on how to kill them. 

Now, it was light, he was unarmed, and he wasn’t sure if he wanted to kill Angelica, if he even could. He certainly had no plan. 

“No one has ever been able to strike me before,” Angelica said, as she rubbed her cheek where he had struck. 

And then, she did something unpredictable. She pulled off her dress and headed towards the bedroom, naked. 

Angelica stopped by the door to the bedroom and looked back at him. “Are you coming?” 

“What?” Noah asked, confused, his hands raised and formed into fists.     

“You want to protect Celestria. She’s in a vulnerable state and doesn’t want to be played with. Normally, I wouldn’t care. I would play with her, and you, and then probably kill you all for your insubordination. But I currently find you very appealing. I want to be fucked by you.” 

She found him appealing? 

Because he had punched and kicked her? 

Noah turned to look at Celestria, who shrugged her shoulders, but then leaned towards him and whispered, “If you don’t mind sleeping with her, it would make everything easier.” 

Noah lowered his hands and walked towards Angelica. 

Apparently he was now going to fuck the Primis. 
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The week that followed since the Great Tournament began was a blur for Noah. After fucking the Primis, the following day was his first in the Great Tournament. 

He stood in the fighting arena of the amphitheatre staring up at its stone walls etched with the marks of the centuries. The ancient structure, bathed in the golden light of the late afternoon sun, seemed to hold a collective breath as the crowds gathered in the stands, their voices rising in an eager chorus. 

The first rounds had been brutal. Monsters of terrifying size and strength, creatures that seemed to come straight from nightmare, had been unleashed to challenge them. As the days passed, the numbers of human contestants reduced significantly. Their block of buildings quieted as many of the contestants had died, torn to shreds, whilst a few slipped away in the middle of the night.  

Noah had never before heard of a tournament being so brutal. Sure, people died, but not at this rate. 

Each day, after battling in the arena, Noah would come back to his quarters where Angelica would be waiting for him. 

She demanded sex and he obliged. After killing monsters in the arena, it was almost therapeutic to bend the Primis over, drive his cock into her pussy hard, flip her around, mount her, again, fucking her cunt with aggression, squeezing her nipples. 

Noah even slapped her a few times as he fucked her hard. 

Angelica did not seem to mind. 

It was almost as if she were submissive by nature. 

And then, the day came when only six contestants remained in the Tournament. 

It was the first time Noah had been in the fighting arena along with Celestria. She had made it this far, and along the way, she had hardened. The four other contestants were all male. All bore scars, some old, some new. 

Noah stood beside Celestria, his sword held lightly in his hand, ready and waiting for the monsters to appear. 

The announcer’s voice boomed from above, its resonance deep and commanding.

“Contestants! The final round has begun. Whoever shall remain standing will become a God, a Primis.” 

A cheer erupted from the crowd. Noah glanced around him, his eyes took in the various doors from which monsters could have come. But there was no movement. No sudden lurching in the shadows. 

And then, from the centre of the arena, a trapdoor opened. And out stepped two of the largest humans Noah had even seen. 

Except, they were not human. 

They were Primis. 
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Celestria stared at the Primis that had just appeared in the arena. They were huge, even for Primis., Standing at nine feet tall, the two men wore black armour and carried swords that could have felled an elephant. 

Her heart pumping, she turned to Noah. 

“We need to work together!” Noah shouted at the other contestants. “You five take him and I’ll take that one,” he pointed to the one on the left. “Move!” 

His words did not sink in immediately. 

The other contestants stared in horror at the approaching Primis. And then, with one strike of his blade, a Primis cut in half the contestant closest to him. 

He had been a man in his late thirties with long black hair and a thick beard. His arms were heavily tattooed and his chest was covered in bronze plates. For a human, he was a big man. 

But now, he was half a man, cut clean in half. 

That jolted Celestria into action. She charged at the Primis, shield raised. Seeing her move, the remaining three contestants followed after her. 

Celestria had only once before seen a Primis in action. And that was when Angelica had tried to punch Noah’s lights out. She recalled how quickly the Primis had moved. Speeds so incredible, you had to see it to believe it. 

Noah had managed to step aside and avoid having his head knocked off. How had he done that? 

They circled the Primis, attacking it from all sides, but not with much success. It was much faster and stronger than them. And then, she saw an opening. The Primis had its back towards her as it focused on two other contestants. Keeping low, she moved quickly, sword at the ready. 

As she got in striking distance, the Primis suddenly batted the two other contestants with its sword, flattening them as if they were flees. And then it turned to face her, a grin on its smug face. 

And that was when she realised it had baited her in. 

As the massive sword came at her, Celestria dropped to her knees and leant back. The blade whizzed over her, missing her by less than an inch. As she straightened herself and climbed to her feet, the Primis raised an enormous foot covered in metal armour. 

Celestria got her shield in the way just in time. 

But she had never been hit with such force before. 

Not even when the monsters had attacked her in Old Oak Town. It was as if time had suddenly slowed. Celestria felt her feet lift off the ground, grains of sand flying up, her body moved backwards. 

And then, time seemed to speed up. 

Suddenly she was lying on the floor at the other end of the arena. Her shield was mangled and she was sure her arm had been broken. She crawled back until she came up against the wall of the arena. 

Sitting on her bottom, she leaned against the wall and stared ahead. 

There were only two contestants left. Noah and one other person. And just like that, there was only Noah left as the Primis grabbed the other contestant and pulled his head off. 

The crowd that had cheered earlier now watched in silence as Noah stood alone facing two Primis. It was a credit to him that he had managed to live this long. 

But he was going to die now. 

And then, they would come and kill her. 

Celestria felt a pang of sadness bubble up in her chest. When she had left home, she had left with a strong hatred for the Primis. They had killed her father. They were evil. She wanted to destroy as many of them as she could. 

Along the way, she had met Noah. From initially having a strong dislike of him, to falling in love with him, as she sat with her back against the wall, she wished she had not brought him here.  

They could have gone back to her kingdom, or stayed with Linda, Latifa, Alice and Natasha in their cottage. But instead, she was going to die in this arena, having achieved nothing. 

She watched Noah, his sword by his hand, he seemed to stand completely still, and then suddenly move just as the Primis would strike. 

And every time, he managed to get out of the way just in time.

Why wasn’t he striking back? 

And then she realised why. 

Because it was taking every ounce of his concentration just to avoid being hit. 

He needed help. 

Celestria pulled herself up, grimacing as the pain shot to her head. She had blocked the Primis’s kick, but every part of her body felt like it had been shattered. 

She began to walk towards the centre of the arena where Noah continued to evade the Primis. 

She was going to help him or die trying. 
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Noah was tried. 

It felt like he had been battling the two Primis for hours now, moving out of the way at the last second by sidestepping, ducking, rolling on the ground, whatever it took. 

And the speed at which this was happening was incredible. The Primis moved like they had the speed ten times faster than a human. Their swords were a blur as they slashed at him. 

Noah only managed to stay alive by being able to predict what the Primis were going to do before they did it. The slightest movement from them, and he could anticipate where they were going to strike. 

And as time wore on, he began to realise that these Primis were not particularly skilled as fighters. They just happened to be incredibly fast and strong. 

And then, both the Primis moved a toe towards him. Noah knew they were going to charge at him. He jumped into the air just in time, their swords slashed at the space where he had been a second earlier as he flew over them. 

Landing behind them, he saw his first opportunity to strike. 

And he did. 

Noah slashed with his sword. 

The blade flew out of the handle, attached to the chain, it struck both Primis in the back before returning and reinserting itself to the handle to look like an ordinary sword. 

Noah had never before heard Primis scream in pain. 

It was oddly human. 

Both Primis turned to face him, their faces scrunched in pain and anger. 

They came at him again, this time with renewed speed. 

Noah continued to anticipate their moves, striking at them only when he knew it wouldn’t compromise his ability to move out of harm's way. As the fight continued, he noticed the Primis getting slower and slower. 

They were still faster than any human.

Noah decided to take a risk. 

As they came again, he slid on his knees, bending back as the blade whizzed over him, he drove his sword into the Primis’s ribs as he passed him. 

Noah tried to pull his blade free, but it remained stuck in the Primis. He had done some serious damage, but at the same time, he had left himself open by being stuck in one position for too long. 

From the corner of his eye, he could see the other Primis coming for him. Noah let go of the sword and scrambled to his feet, turning at the same time. He ducked down as the sword came at him. 

But he wasn’t fast enough to avoid the swift kick that followed. It hit him in the chest and it sent him to the ground. 

This was it. 

He was going to die. 

The Primis stood over him, hatred blazing from his face, his long sword in hand, he raised it over Noah. 

Noah wanted to move, but that kick had wounded him badly. He didn’t have the ability to survive any longer. 

And then, a sword pushed its way out through the Primis’s chest. The monster of a man remained standing over him. And then, the Primis fell forward, the sword still protruding from its chest. 

Noah rolled to the left, avoiding being crushed by the Primis and being added as another bit of meat to the sword stuck in the Primis’s chest. 

As the Primis hit the ground, Noah saw Celestria standing behind the fallen Primis. She had saved him and killed the Primis. 

He looked further down the fighting arena. 

The other Primis lay on its face, his own sword sticking out of it. 

They had won. 

The arena erupted in cheers. 
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Noah and Celestria were escorted through towering marble gates and into the palace. Celestria’s eyes widened at the breathtaking grandeur of the palace before them. The lush gardens surrounding the entrance were filled with vibrant, fragrant blooms, their colours a vivid contrast to the gleaming gold accents of the palace itself. Crystal chandeliers sparkled above, casting intricate shadows across the polished floors, while the scent of rich incense lingered in the air. 

Servants in elegant attire walked silently by, their footsteps muffled by the plush velvet carpets that lined the hallways. As they were led deeper into the palace, the opulence grew even more astounding—ornate tapestries adorned the walls depicting scenes of ancient lore, and fountains bubbled softly in the distance. 

Finally, they were ushered into a waiting room with plush seating and delicate silk curtains. The room was bathed in a warm, golden light.

“This place is something,” Celestria said, as she took a seat. 

“Yeah,” Noah replied absently, sitting beside her, his eyes on the door. 

She could tell something was up with him. And it wasn’t just the fact that he’d just battled two Primis by himself for most of the final battle. That had been incredible to watch. 

She placed her hand on his. “What’s wrong?” 

“Something feels off,” Noah said. 

“What do you mean?” 

Noah shrugged. “They threw monsters in the first few rounds. Monsters that tore up the contestants. They had never done that before. And then, in the final round, we went up against two Primis. Normally, that would have been a death sentence. When word spreads of what happened in this tournament, do you think anyone will want to be part of the next Great Tournament in ten years?” 

He did have a point. 

People did die at the Great Tournament. That was normal when you had people battle each other with swords and spears and other weapons designed to kill. But for the most part, the contestants usually surrendered when they had been defeated. 

This year, aside from those that fled the tournament, the only survivors were Noah and Celestria. 

“There’s more,” Noah said. “Those monsters that-” he stopped as the door opened. 

Angelica the Primis walked in and closing the door behind her, she sat down on a lush green velvet chair opposite them. “You won,” she said to Noah. 

“You sound disappointed,” he replied. 

Celestria frowned. She did sound disappointed. Why was she disappointed? Celestria thought Angelica liked them. Sort of. She did keep coming around for sex. Who would do that if they didn’t like the people they were sexing? 

“You defeated two Primis,” Angelica said. “How did you manage to do that?” 

Noah shrugged his shoulders. “What’s going on?” 

“The world is ending, Noah,” Angelica said. “That’s what’s going on!” 

Celestria’s eyes widened. “The world is ending?” 

“Yes, you stupid little princess. The fucking world is ending.” 

Celestria didn’t have time to be offended at being called stupid. Or be surprised by the fact that Angelica knew she was a princess. The world was ending? Noah, on the other hand, seemed pretty calm. 

“Those monsters are coming out of portals from other worlds, aren’t they?” he asked.  

Angelica frowned. “You know too much. Why?” 

“I read,” came his reply. 

“No you don’t,” Angelica scoffed. “I know your type. You’ve got some tragic backstory. As a result, you spent your whole life training with that fancy sword of yours. You go from town to town, pretending you’re useless, then saving stupid damsels in distress,” she pointed at Celestria, “like this prissy one.” 

Celestria wasn’t quite sure how to take Angelica’s sudden personal dislike towards her. 

She should have been more concerned about the bigger problems, like the world ending, but she was also annoyed at Angelica’s sudden hatred. Where was that coming from? 

Noah remained seated, calm. Why was he so calm? Angelica glared at him. She looked like she wanted to kill him. Or sleep with him. 

“I’m an Alcantaran,” Noah finally spoke. 

“No you’re not,” Angelica said. “They’re all dead.” 

“I’m the last,” Noah spoke coolly. “I was snuck out of Molaque before you guys destroyed it and turned everyone into Zombies.” 

“That was fun,” Angelica said, letting out a cackle. 

“I know all about you Primis,” Noah continued, undeterred by Angelica. “I know that the Ancestors fell because they opened portals to other realms. Realms with monsters. I know that they managed to close those portals, but at a great cost. I know that before closing the portals, the Ancestors found a world with a power source that gave eternal life and superhuman strength.”   

Angelica sat up, her eyes narrowing. It seemed like Noah knew what he was talking about. 

“None of that matters now,” Angelica said. “The portals are opening again. The monsters have started to come through again. Bigger ones every week. If the Ancestors couldn’t fight them off, there is no way us Primis can.” 

Celestria knew little of the Ancestors. Their history wasn’t exactly common knowledge. She knew they existed a long time ago and a few of their inventions were still around. 

Like cars and guns. 

She knew they were intelligent. Or they used magic.

How they disappeared, she did not know. But she assumed, like every other empire or civilisation, it naturally crumbled over time. 

“So what happens to us now?” Noah asked. 

“Well, you just told me you’re an Alcantaran,” Angelica said. “So I should probably kill you. But as the world is going to end sooner or later, I suppose it doesn’t matter.” 

Celestria had come to this tournament with a single purpose. To win and become a Primis so she could kill as many of them as possible. But, apparently, she did not need to do that anymore as the Primis, along with everyone else, was going to die. 

“Do we win our prize?” Noah asked. 

“Of being a Primis?” Angelica asked, before bursting out in laughter. “Did you hear anything I just said?” 

“I did,” Noah said. “Monsters are coming through portals and the world is going to end. But I’ve faced some of these monsters and defeated them both inside and outside of the arena,” Noah continued, determination in his voice. “If worse ones are to come, I think being a Primis would help our survival chances.” 

Angelica watched him with a curious glance, as if she were trying to probe his brain and understand what was going on in his head. Celestria thought it was pretty obvious. 

He’d just told her clearly what he wanted, hadn’t he? 

“We need a priest for the ceremony,” Angelica said. “I don’t even know if there is still one about here.” She climbed to her feet. “I’m going to go and look for one,” she said, watching him carefully. “You stay right here.” 

“Where else would I go?” Noah asked as he leaned back in his chair, his legs spreading. 

Angelica continued to watch him. And then, completely ignoring Celestria, she left the room, closing the door behind her. 

Once she was gone, Celestria turned to Noah. “The world is ending?!”

Noah shrugged his shoulders. “I think she might be exaggerating a little. Those monsters we saw aren’t world-ending monsters.” 

“It's probably just the tip of the iceberg,” Celestria said. “In Angelica’s own words, the monsters brought about the end of the Ancestors!” 

“Maybe,” Noah said without much conviction. “But either way, we need to see if we can find anything useful and get out of here before she comes back.” 

Celestria watched as he climbed to his feet and moved towards the door. 

She remained seated in her chair, suddenly afraid. 

Why was she afraid? 

She had faced monsters that literally ripped humans apart. 

She had just won the tournament by killing a Primis. 

And she was here, in the palace of the Primis. Her goal to find the Black Jewel was never closer. So why was she suddenly afraid? Because it was becoming real now? Or because she’d just been given new information about the world ending? 

“Why do we have to leave before she comes back?” Celestria asked as she climbed to her feet hesitantly. “Being a Primis might not be a bad idea,” she pointed at Noah, “You know, like you said.” 

“Oh, she’s not coming back,” Noah said confidently. 

“She’s not?” 

Noah shook his head. “This whole place is a shambles. It should have been full of servants, there should have been celebrations going on around the city, the tournament was supposed to involve chariots and other things. But everything has been a bit meh. They don’t care about it anymore. They’re worried about the portals opening to other worlds, worried about what's coming through, worried about how it is going to impact their hold on the world. And they’re probably fighting amongst themselves on what to do.” 

Celestria didn’t know in detail what happened in these tournaments, but now that she thought about it, she did expect more fanfare. The tournaments happened only once every ten years. “Are you certain Angelica isn’t coming back?” 

“Pretty certain,” Noah said. “I really don’t think priests are needed to turn us into Primis. I don’t even think they have priests. They’re not really the religious type. Other than, you know, their god complex.” 

“Where has she gone then?” Celestria asked, panic rising. It couldn’t be a good thing if a Primis left the room, having lied about what they were planning on doing. Why would a Primis feel a need to lie? 

Noah shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe she’s gone to find some other Primis who can help her kill us?” 

“What?” Celestria asked, her eyes widening. 

“Or, maybe she’s just gone to find someone to sleep with,” Noah added quickly. “You know how she’s so horny all the time.” 

Celestria hoped it was the latter. Noah had reached the door and held it open for her. She exited the room and looked back at him. “Where are we going?” 

“To find the Black Jewel,” Noah said. 
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Noah and Celestria moved quietly through the vast halls of the palace, their footsteps muffled by the plush crimson carpets that lined the marble floors.

The air was thick with the scent of decadence. Dim light flickered from torches, casting long shadows across the stone walls. They passed towering columns of intricately carved stone and faded tapestries.

Noah held Celestria’s tracking device in his hand. It hummed softly, a faint green light flashed.

“It’s tracking something,” he whispered.

“Of course it is,” Celestria said. “You sound surprised.”

Noah was surprised. 

He’d never heard of the Black Jewel. He was sure Frederick would have mentioned such a thing, especially if it could have given his family an edge over the Primis.

Celestria’s eyes flicked nervously at every sound, her fingers on the hilt of the sword sheathed by her side. Noah had his sword drawn, waiting for them to run into someone asking questions. He’d already decided he was going to kill whoever they came upon.

It sounded cruel, but he knew better than to hesitate.

Being caught sneaking around the Palace of the Primis would almost certainly lead to torture followed by death.

They crept deeper into the heart of the palace, slipping past grand chambers filled with forgotten relics of the past. Gold-trimmed doorways beckoned them into rooms where enormous statues loomed, their stone eyes eternally watching over the treasures stolen from kings and queens long gone.

The device in Noah’s hand began to emit a consistent buzz. Whatever it was leading them to, it was close.

They arrived at a small ornate door at the end of an arched hallway. A door that seemed out of place among the grander architecture of the palace. Noah gently placed his hand on the cold handle, eyes narrowing as he scanned the surroundings.

With a soft click, the door creaked open. 

The tracking device was now positively vibrating in his hand. Whatever it was that it wanted to lead him to, here it was. 

“What is it?” Celestria asked, staring at the light before them. 

In the centre of the room was a black hole in the ground. Coming out from the hole was a green light a foot wide that shot up to the ceiling, where it stopped by a plate of diamonds. 

Noah had heard of this before.

His heart began to pump with excitement. 

“Do you think that’s it?” Celestria asked, pointing at the diamond plate on the ceiling. “It is jewel-y I suppose? But it’s not black.” 

Noah turned to look at her. “What are you talking about?” 

“The Black Jewel?” Celestria said, staring at him as if he were an idiot. “The thing that we’re here for?” 

“Forget the Black Jewel,” Noah said. “That’s the power source. If we can stop that, we stop the Primis.” 

Now it was Celestria’s turn to look confused. “What are you talking about?” 

Noah had read a book about how the Primis had come to power. Some thought they were humans, others thought they were humanoid creatures from another planet that came through one of the portals the Ancestors opened. Either way, their strength came from a mysterious power source. 

One of the descriptions of that power source stood in front of them. A source of power that came from another planet via a portal, it shot out of the ground and shimmered against a plate of diamonds. 

Noah had never seen a portal before. 

But that black hole in the ground looked very much like what he imagined a portal could look like. 

“Hello?” Celestria shook her hands in front of his eyes. 

“Oh, right,” Noah said, realising he hadn’t told Celestria any of that. So he proceeded to tell her everything he knew about the power source. 

“That?” Celestria pointed at the green light shining out from the ground. She did not sound convinced. 

“What else could it be?” Noah asked. 

Celestria shrugged. “We need to find the Black Jewel,” she reached for the tracking device in his hand, taking it, she stared at the thing. “Does this thing have a setting that will take us to the Black Jewel?” 

Noah began to wonder if he did not explain how important the power source was. “If we can shut down the power source, we end the Primis superiority!” 

Celestria stared at him with disbelief. “Are you sure?” 

Noah was pretty sure. Until she asked that question. Now he was still certain, but a little less certain. 

Still certain enough to want to destroy the light source. 

How did you even destroy a light source? 

“Noah!” Celestria called out his name in annoyance. “You’re silent again.” 

“Right,” Noah nodded. What had Celestria been talking about? Ah, she didn’t believe in the power source. “Even if this power source isn’t the… source of the… power of the Primis, if we destroy it, maybe your tracker will lead us to the Black Jewel?” He pointed at the tracker in Celestria’s hand. “Because right now, that isn’t going to lead us to anything else.” 

Celestria stared at the tracker in her hand. And then, she sighed. “Fine. How do you destroy a light?” 

Noah stepped closer to the light source coming out from the ground. As he stood a foot away, he began to feel a warmth radiating from the green light. As he stared closer, he realised the light was encased by a thin glass barrier. 

“It can’t be that simple, can it?” Noah asked. 

“You mean break the glass, right?” Celestria asked, standing near him, staring at the thin glass barrier that enclosed the light as it shone out from the ground and hit the diamond plate on the ceiling. “If it were so important, why isn’t it better protected?” 

“It normally is,” a voice said. 

Noah and Celestria both turned to see a Primis standing by the door, a sword in hand, she leaned against the frame. 

“But the world is going to shit, so, I guess we don’t care about the future.” 

The future, Noah wondered. So it really was the power source. His sword still in his hand, he turned and struck the light as hard as he could. 

His sharp blade struck the glass well. 

But his sword bounced off, causing no damage. 

The Primis, who had been leaning against the doorframe, now stood straight, eyes narrow. “Why did you do that?” she asked, her jaw tightening, she took a step towards them. “You’re not Primis. You’re just human. What are you doing here?” 

It was at that point did Noah realise the Primis was drunk. 

“I asked a question!” the Primis snapped, taking another step towards them. 

Beside him, Noah could see Celestria gripping the pommel of her sword tightly. She had killed her first Primis earlier in the day in the tournament. She seemed eager to get her second. 

“We’re here because we won the Great Tournament,” Noah said. 

“Oh. We decided to go ahead with that thing,” she nodded, before frowning. “But why are you in this room?” 

Noah decided this was as good a time as any to strike the Primis. He swung his sword, applying additional pressure along the rim of the handle. The blade shot out, attached by the chain to the handle, it curved in the air as it flew. 

For a moment, it seemed like the blade would strike the Primis against her throat and end her with ease. Noah’s blade was an inch away when the Primis reacted. 

Her own sword came up and blocked his strike. 

The Primis started to laugh. “Did you think it was going to be that easy?” 

Noah shrugged his shoulders. “Was worth a try.” 

The battle began. 

The Primis charged at them. Even drunk, she was incredibly speedy and agile. She closed the gap between them in the blink of an eye, her sword came swinging for his throat. 

Noah barely managed to duck in time. Rolling forward, he came up behind the Primis, his blade now attached to the handle, ready to function as a sword.  

“She cracked it,” Celestria gasped. 

She was right. The Primis had missed him and instead struck the glass that covered the power source. There was a straight cracked line on it now. 

Noah took a deep breath and held it in, waiting to find that inner calm. There was a moment just before the lack of oxygen would make him either pass out or take huge gulps of air. A moment where time seemed to slow enough for him to see the Primis coming at him, and then moving out of the way just in time. 

It didn’t give him any extra speed. 

He was still a normal guy. 

But it gave him a fighting chance against a Primis. 

Noah found the moment just in time. 

With slight movements of his body, he managed to turn, duck, and slide away from the Primis and her sword. He imagined Celestria was watching them battle in awe. And then, he spotted Celestria standing behind the Primis. 

Just as he brought his blade up to block a strike from the Primis, Celestria jabbed her sword forward and slammed it into the Primis chest. 

Noah watched the Primis drop to the ground by his feet, blood pouring out of her chest. 

“My second kill,” Celestria said, breathless. 

“Yeah… really nice,” Noah said. 

It had been impressive how she had managed to sneak behind the Primis. Sure, the Primis had been a little drunk and was battling him. But it was still pretty impressive. 

Celestria pulled her sword out and turned to face the power source. “She cracked the glass.” 

“Yup,” Noah nodded. 

It meant it was doable. Sure, it needed the strength of a Primis to even scratch it, but it could be shattered. 

He raised his sword and struck the glass in the same spot as the crack. It did nothing.

“This might take a while,” Noah said. He continued to strike at the glass, hitting the exact same spot again and again and again. 

“Hey, I think you made some progress,” Celestria said. 

Noah stopped to examine his work. He leaned in and stared at the cracked line. 

Celestria was right. 

There were now multiple lines extending out from the initial one. 

The only problem was, he was exhausted from striking the damned thing already and the damage done was so minimal. 

And then he spotted it. 

There was a little dot in the initial crack line. That dot was now expanding by itself. And as it did, the green power source that it held back seemed to grow brighter. 

“I think it’s going to-” Noah didn’t get to finish his sentence. 

A stream of light shot out through the little hole and struck him on the chest. It was like being hit by a flaming arrow. One that entered your body painfully, and then expanded into every single nerve, burning it. 

He wanted to scream out in pain. 

But he couldn’t move his lips. 

Or his feet. 

Or any part of him. 

And then, he felt his entire body lift off the ground. 

Noah became vaguely aware that time had slowed momentarily. Celestria had reached a hand towards him. He wasn’t sure how long that hand had been there. He could see it inch towards him, could see her lips parting as her eyes widened. 

The room exploded in light and Noah slammed into the wall opposite. His body fell to the ground like a ragdoll, where he remained as darkness came over him. 
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Celestria sat beside Noah’s limp body as it lay on the ground. She placed a hand on his chest, trying to feel for a heartbeat. There was nothing. 

Was he dead? 

He had seemed so alive only moments ago. 

When the light struck him, his body lit up, but in a good way. Like he was being possessed by a powerful entity. 

Was that good? 

On second thought, probably not. But he looked amazing. All golden, his veins were suddenly visible as they radiated a shiny green light. 

And then he flew across the room as the glass that protected the power source completely shattered. The room was full of the power source, lighting it up like godly fireflies. 

And then the light faded. The hole in the ground from which the power source came out began to expand, the floor around it crumbled. 

Celestria could see where this was heading. Eventually the whole room was going to be a big hole. The ceiling was going to collapse. Maybe even the palace. Was it ever going to end? 

What exactly had they done? 

She rushed over to Noah to wake him up so they could get the hell out of there. 

But he was dead. 

Of course he was dead. 

His body had just lit up like a firework. And then that body had been thrown against the wall at such a pace, Celestria was a little surprised every bone in his body hadn’t been shattered. 

The hole in the ground began to widen at an incredible pace. The walls in the room began to crack as dust fell from the ceiling. 

She needed to get out of there, and soon. 

Celestria leaned in and kissed Noah on the lips. 

With a deep sigh, she climbed to her feet and ran out of the room. 

Celestria had no idea where she was going. But she knew she had to get out fast. 

She sprinted through the vast halls of the palace, her footsteps echoing against the marble floors as dust swirled in the air. The walls adorned with intricate carvings and regal tapestries began to crumble, their stone foundations groaning in protest.

Above her, the ceiling trembled as chunks of stone began to fall, narrowly missing her as she weaved through the wreckage. Her heart raced, adrenaline pumping through her veins, she couldn’t slow down, not with the entire palace collapsing around her. 

And then, the entire wall to her left collapsed, almost crushing her. She needed to get out quickly.

Ahead, she spotted a balcony and ran for it as fast as she could. A chandelier dropped from the ceiling, landing in front of the door. Celestria leapt over it, her foot scraped against casting, sending her tumbling into the room. 

She climbed to her feet, wincing, she ran for the balcony and then stopped at the edge. 

“Fuck,” she cursed. 

She was three floors high. 

If she jumped from here and did not die, she was going to be a cripple. 

Behind her, around her, the palace was literally collapsing in on itself. The room began to tilt forward, the ground was coming up fast. What was three floors high was suddenly a floor. 

If she didn’t jump and clear the area, she was going to get crushed by the rubble from the collapsing palace. 

Celestria jumped and hit the soft ground. 

Wincing in pain, she rolled forward, then ran as fast as she could. 

Behind her she could hear the palace coming down, could feel the dust and bits of stone, brick and splintered wood hitting her back. 

She continued to run until she could run no more. And then turning to face the palace, she collapsed onto the grass, breathing heavily, her lungs feeling like they were about to explode. 

There was a pile of rubble lying before her. Around her, she could hear screaming and crying. She was vaguely aware of people running past her, fleeing. 

“What the fuck did you do?” Angelica asked. 

Celestria turned to see the Primis standing to her left. “We destroyed your power source,” she said, in between deep breaths. 

“Why the fuck would you do that?” Angelica fumed. 

“Noah thought it would stop your powers,” she examined the Primis. Angelica was still as tall as ever. Was he wrong? 

“Why would you want to stop our powers?” Angelica said, now confused but still very angry. “Why would you do something like that? I was gone for two minutes to find a priest and you fucking ruined everything.” 

Celestria let out a little chuckle. Noah had been wrong about that one. Turned out they really did have priests. 

“What’s so fucking funny?” Angelica fumed as she grabbed Celestria by the throat and pulled her up. “Why would you destroy the Shining Light?” 

The shining light. So original. 

“Answer me!” Angelica screamed. 

“Because we hate you,” Celestria said. 

“What?” Angelica frowned. “What do you mean?” 

Celestria burst out laughing. She wondered why Angelica’s hand gripped tightly around her throat wasn’t hurting more. Adrenaline, perhaps. 

“You’re insane,” Angelica said, as she tossed Celestria to the ground. 

Again, hitting the ground like a ragdoll should have hurt a lot. But it did not. Celestria wondered if she had lost all feelings in her nerves. 

“You could have been Primis, but instead, you’ve destroyed the world,” Angelica said, sounding completely traumatised. 

Celestria sat up against a fallen wall. “Didn’t you say the world was ending anyway?” 

“We had a hundred years before enough monsters came through the portals. But now that you’ve destroyed the Shining Light, there is nothing stopping the fucking deadliest of monsters coming through. This world is going to be dead in a year. Thanks to fucking you!” Angelica pointed a finger at Celestria. 

And then, the Primis stormed towards her. 

She’s going to kill me, Celestria thought. 

The Primis was absolutely going to kill me. 

And then, from amongst the rubble, a frightening roar emerged. 

It was loud. 

It sounded like it belonged to a monster twenty feet tall with three heads and two tails. 

A hundred feet away, the rubble of the palace erupted. Chunks of stone, brick, wood and marble went flying into the air. And from the newly created space, a monster twenty feet tall with three heads and two tails climbed out of a portal. 

“What are the chances of that?” Celestria chuckled. 

“High,” Angelica said. “These are the types of monsters the Shining Light would have kept away from our world for a hundred more years if you ungrateful shits hadn’t ruined it.”

Celestria shook her head. “No,” she tried to explain. “When I heard the roar, I imagined it came from a monster twenty feet tall with three heads and two tails and look,” she pointed at the monster. “There it is. What are the odds?” 

Angelica frowned. “The odds are low. But you might also have a severe head injury.”

They did not get the chance to debate that. 

The monster had already eaten two humans that happened to be in the vicinity and were trying to escape. It now moved towards Angelica and Celestria, kicking rubble aside, sending chunks of stone flying into the air like a catapult. 

Angelica charged at the monster, sword at the ready, she jumped from rubble to rubble, going higher up the destroyed palace. And then, she leapt from a half collapsed wall towards the monster, sword held before her, it looked like she was going to impale the monster. 

At the last second, the monster whipped one of its two tails and struck Angelica in the chest. 

It was a hard strike. 

It reminded Celestria of when she used her hand to swat at flies. 

Angelica came flying back and hit the ground beside Celestria. 

“Are you okay?” Celestria asked, and then added, “I don’t really care if you’re not. I do not like you. I just want to know.” 

Angelica sat up slowly and leaned against the rubble beside Celestria. “We’re all going to die, you stupid bitch. And all you care about is how much you hate me?” 

Staring at the monster searching for its next victim, it turned out that in that moment, all Celestria did care about was how the Primis had fallen. Sure, these monsters might be worse, but the Primis had killed her dad. 

“If I had enough strength right now, I would stab you with my sword,” Celestria said. 

“There’s a fucking monster about to eat us all, and you would rather stab me?” 

“Yes,” Celestria said, smiling. “That’s how much I fucking hate you Primis.” 

The monster had stopped its searching. It had found its next prey. It moved towards Celestria and Angelica, all three mouths open. 

It had enormous teeth that were incredibly sharp. And its tongue was long and black. 

“This is going to hurt, isn’t it?” she asked. 

“For you,” Angelica said. “I’m going to get the fuck out of here.” 

But she remained seated, unable to move. 

“Broken a few bones?” Celestria asked

“I hope it eats you slowly,” Angelica said. 

Celestria chuckled. It was funny sitting here next to a Primis, both of them about to die. The Primis seemed human. A bit of a bitch, but that was very human too. 

And then, something very unexpected happened. 

Noah appeared. 

Celestria stared at him. “What-” she shook her head. “What are you doing here?” 

“I uh-” Noah stopped, raising his hand, he pointed to his left. “I was over there somewhere, I think. And then… I saw you both sitting here so…” he stopped again and turned to look at the monster heading towards them. “That’s big.” 

“It is big,” Celestria said. “I think it's going to eat us.” 

“Right,” Noah nodded. “We should probably… fight it. Are you going to help, Angelica?”

“I think her back is broken,” Celestria said, not even trying to hide her glee, her lips spread into a wide smile. 

“Really?” Noah asked. 

“No,” Angelica said. “But I can’t get up right now.” 

“No worries,” Noah said. “I’ll deal with the monster.” 

Noah turned and ran towards the beast. He leapt into the air, his body turned into fire. 

He shot through the monster, ripping its chest apart. 

The monster fell to the ground, the eyes on all three heads closed as it lay still.

Noah returned casually, no longer on fire, no blood on his clothes because he did not have any clothes. Because the fire burnt it off. 

“What was that?” Celestria asked, 

“I don’t really know,” Noah muttered. “I did feel a bit weird… Was I on fire?” 

“Yes,” Celestria said. “And your cock…” she stopped. 

Noah looked down and realised he was naked. His cock had a golden glow. “What the fuck?” he asked

It took him some time, but he was finally reacting like how a normal person should have reacted under the circumstances. 

“You lucky bastard,” Angelica said. “You got hit by the Shining Light, didn’t you?” 

“That’s what she calls the-” Celestria began. 

“I got that,” Noah interrupted her. “How am I lucky?” 

“The Shining Light is what gives us our powers, our immortality. But we do it under a special ceremony that involves a priest and a device he uses to infuse our bodies with the Shining Light. None of us have been exposed to a full blast. I always imagined it would give superpowers. I guess I was right,” she muttered bitterly.  

Celestria had been in the room when the Shining Light had exploded. She hadn’t taken a direct hit of the stuff, but she had been bathed in it. Did she have superpowers too? 

She didn’t get a chance to ask. 

The earth began to fill with roars. They came from every direction. Hundreds. 

“All the portals are opening,” Angelica said. “Congrats on ending the world you fucking pieces of shits.” 

Noah looked around uncertainly. And then, he held a hand out for Celestria. She took it and pulled herself up. She felt okay. It didn’t seem like she had any broken bones. 

“We should get out of here,” Noah said. 

Celestria couldn’t agree more. “What should we do about her?” she glanced at Angelica, who remained seated to the ground, her back against the rubble. 


Epilogue

Noah, Maria and Celestria rode out on horses leaving behind the great city of Primis. How long the city would remain great was a doubtful as the monsters that had emerged from the portals went on a rampage. Though as they fled, Noah did spot some Primis engaging the monsters with success.

Noah himself had to battle a few as they made their escape.

He defeated them with ease.

He had this insane energy about him.

How long that energy would last, he did not know. But currently, he felt like a god.

Their destination was the woods close to the Valley of the Dead. Noah was heading back to his girls Latifa, Natasha, Linda and Alice.

Noah had decided to take Angelica with them. He surprised himself with that decision. The Primis was unable to move. Had they left her there, she would have been killed by a monster. 

He wondered if it had anything to do with the fact he had slept with Angelica many times over the past few days that influenced his decision. 

Maybe he was just going soft. 

Either way, Noah was glad to be heading away from Primis. 

It was a strange world waiting for them. One that would potentially be filled with monsters. 

But Noah felt ready for the challenge. 

He felt ready for anything the portals could throw at him. 
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