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Chapter One

 


“Welcome to my world.” Kallen J. Forth said
the words with disdain. This horrible place was a land of sand,
wind, and violence. He survived his childhood here and that was a
fucking miracle. Now he was back in this forsaken place. He glanced
at his lover, Lorn. The man had been exiled from a dream life in
the Triple Towers. Kallen, going with his heart, gave up paradise
for Lorn.

This was their future—lots and lots of fucking
sand.

“Any particular direction?” Lorn asked with a
lift of his dark brow.

“Yeah, back over the wall.” Kallen sighed and
began walking. As the world evolved, so did humanity’s stupidity.
Greed and pollution destroyed the old world. Rain stopped falling,
and plants died until all that remained was endless piles of
fucking sand. With the last of America’s money and power, they
built the three towers. Huge, beautiful structures with amenities
that could change humanity’s future. However, they hoarded it
behind a huge thick wall and let the rest of the world suffer.
Kallen was a wastrel, someone born over the wall in the depravity
and violence. He fought in a war, told a lie, was at the right
place at the right time and managed to get his ass into the towers.
However, everything went downhill from there. That single lie
brought him the best and worst times of his life.

“I can’t believe you followed me out here,”
Lorn said. He began digging his boots into the sand and climbing up
the nearest dune.

“Well, it’s like I said, you’re fucking
amazing in bed.” Yeah, Kallen had given up the comforts and safety
of the Triple Towers to stay with the man he loved. “Hey, you’re
exiled for ten years. I survived an entire childhood out here. We
can do this together.” Kallen trudged up the dune and beyond was
more sand and the top of tents.

“Have you been in that wastrel camp
before?”

Kallen turned toward Lorn. “Each camp is
different. They move with the food. Sand root grows best near the
old ruins, so a camp will stay there until the root runs out then
pick and look for more.” Kallen took a handful of Lorn’s shirt and
tugged, ripping the material.

“Care to explain?”

“I wanted to see your chest.” Kallen grinned
then it faded. “We want to fit in. If they find out you’re from the
Triple Towers they may be fucking hostile.” He tore at the pocket
of Lorn’s coat. He didn’t want to rip it through because they’d
need it for the cold nights. Then Kallen stared at his own black
shirt. It was nice to have clean, fresh clothes for the few weeks
he called the Triple Towers his residence. He tugged the material
until a hole formed in the side and then stretched the collar so it
looked warped. It was time to return to his fucked up
home.

They took a break halfway to that camp. Kallen
was all too happy to sit still for a bit. They found a patch of
sand root beside a few pieces of cement. He plopped down with a
sigh before taking out his knife.

“How exactly does this work?” Lorn asked
before kneeling beside Kallen.

It was sexy as hell, Lorn squatting next to
him with his legs spread. Kallen almost cut himself with the knife.
His cock grew in his pants, and he tried to focus on the task. “The
only thing to eat out here is sand root. They have water in the
center, and the inner sections are edible, nutritious.” The tube
looked like a stick growing out of the ground. It was a light brown
color with a darker brown toward the bottom. “The lighter part has
the good stuff.” He began sawing at the bottom until it snapped
off. He twisted the blade’s tip into the top to create a hole and
placed it to his lips. The sand root wasn’t the tastiest food in
the world, but it was all that kept the wastrels alive. The liquid
was almost like water; maybe stale water with a bit of food
floating in it. Kallen drank half before giving it to
Lorn.

“I’d rather not,” the master sergeant said
with a raised brow.

“And I’d rather suck on your cock but...”
Kallen held out the sand root.

Lorn frowned and took the root. His lips
wrapped around the tip, and he tilted his head back.

Kallen was all for watching this. The muscular
man drank it without a wince or cough. His badass master sergeant
with hair as black as night and a heart as shiny as gold. Kallen
took the root and split it down the middle, peeling back a thin
shell covering a fleshy inside. It was an off-white color, and it
tasted like, well, not like anything. It was just grainy and a
little on the salty side. What Kallen wouldn’t give for a nice,
salty mouthful of cum. He sighed then scooped some of the sand root
with his finger and shoved it into his mouth. Lorn was quick to do
the same. This wasn’t a long stop. Just enough to fuel them in case
this camp was hostile.

Fucking hell. He hated this world.

****

Lorn was tired, horny, and missing the
comforts of home. It took them nearly another hour to traverse the
dunes and make their way toward the wastrel camp. Lorn had
forgotten how annoying the sand was. He spent his first few years
in the military out here, but that was nearly ten years ago. The
rest of that time, even his childhood was in the comfort of the
Triple Towers. Lorn glanced at Kallen. How did the man manage to
survive an entire upbringing out here? He bunched his muscles and
climbed up the last dune. Sand was in his black hair and scratched
at any exposed flesh. Kallen was hunched beside him, looking stoic.
Lorn wondered what his lover was thinking. What did he mean that
Kallen gave up everything to return to the wastrel land for Lorn?
Perhaps the liar did love him.

“Let me do the talking.” Kallen tugged the
blond hair on his head, and a scattering of sand worked loose to be
swept away by the wind.

Lorn nodded. This was Kallen’s world. He would
just try not to get them killed, although, he could go for a good
fight or an excellent fuck. Something to burn off this frustration
over justice at the Triple Towers failing him. After saving their
sorry butts from a traitor, but breaking the rules to do it, they
had exiled him. They didn’t even give him a lick of leniency for
all the lives he saved. They arrived at the top of the
hill.

Lorn looked with a growing horror. How could
anyone live in the Triple Towers while this was going on? There
were four buildings, partially crumbled and pieces of cement
scattered across the sand. Beside that were sand roots piercing the
ground. Then there came into view an entire group of forgotten,
suffering people. What happened to the United States of America?
This was just...chaos. There were a few children here, silent and
staring at them with fearful eyes. No laughing, no playing, just a
weary look that made Lorn shiver. They took off as Kallen began to
descend the dune. Tents of makeshift materials were set up. They
had holes in most of them.

Lorn walked down the hill to follow Kallen.
His eyes swept back and forth. What had happened in the ten years
he was gone? This pathetic world had turned into a tragic one.
There was a body, a corpse, to the side of the dunes. A young woman
no longer wearing clothes and half-covered by sand. One breast was
visible along with strands of golden blonde hair and recently dried
blood. The earth was reclaiming her.

Lorn passed a tent where a group gathered. Two
children, and what he assumed were the parents, looked so thin.
They were all dirty, the smell nearly knocking him down. Their eyes
said more than words;

Hopeless, lost, and forlorn. He glanced at
Kallen. How had he survived? Lorn followed on his heels until a
tall man stood before their path.

“Drifters?” this roadblock said in a gravelly
voice. He was nearly six feet tall but had the weight of a thin
girl.

Lorn could see the man’s ribs protruding from
his ripped shirt.

“Yeah.” Kallen kept his feet braced apart and
his hands fisted.

Was he expecting trouble? Lorn straightened,
leaning on his military training. This half-starved group would not
pose a huge threat. Lorn was bulked up with muscle and a lifetime
of good nutrition. Still, he didn’t want to cause anyone harm, it
looked like they’d been through enough.

“This one looks like he’s fucking eating
good.” The man glared at Lorn.

“We fucking raided the chute from the Triple
Towers. Found us a nice supply.” Kallen moved the backpack to
dangle off his wrist and pulled out a full loaf of bread. He threw
it at the man.

Lorn had never, in his life, seen anyone so
happy as when that man caught a simple loaf of bread. Children came
running from the tents and gathered to eat. Their little hands
grabbed at the airy pieces. Even crumbs
were picked from bits of sand off the ground. It broke Lorn’s heart
to watch such a thing. He felt selfish spending his time in luxury.
This was why Kallen had lied to get into the Triple Towers. It made
so much sense when he saw the anguish of the wastrels with his own
eyes.

“We just need a fucking spot for the night,”
Kallen said.

The man nodded. “Done.” He began tearing into
his bread with what few teeth he had left. “You can sleep near the
ruins.” It was a mumbled order.

Kallen took Lorn’s hand and began tugging him
past the tents. They made their way to the third structure, which
was just a half wall with a floor of sand and a broken
window.

“That went better then I fucking expected.”
Kallen sighed.

Lorn leaned against the wall, staring out as
the tall man gave his food
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