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Version Number 1.00
The story refers to Onkalot of the Death Bringer trilogy. This is an alternate version of the events that took place on the planet Aj, where Forkis and Anna crashed during a space battle, fighting each other. After all, after the scenario of this fan fiction story, the novel could end. Apart from the main plot, the story is canonical and in line with the Zodiac Universum series. Only the size of Forkis has been changed for the story. The characters of Forkis and Anna have also been developed psychologically - from the text you can learn about them interesting facts that were omitted in the official books.

This is fan fiction of the vore type (I refer to Google, who does not know, and check the term "vorarephilia"), intended only for three groups of readers: who like such content (after all, everything is for people), with strong nerves or drunk or very high. For others, the text may seem scary and sick, in which Happy Tree Friends or Blanka Lipińska's novels are fairy tales for preschoolers and good girls. So if you're not one of the people listed here, prepare for a brain explosion. You read at your own risk.

The views, toxic content and behavior appearing in the text were created in terms of characters and have nothing to do with the views of the author, who himself despises something like that. They do not promote anything and are for entertainment purposes only.

Remember that you have been warned.

I can assure you that the author's mind is fine. The text was made for a joke, it was written ... in a higher state of consciousness.

A

nna Sandstorm had never seen such an expression on Forkis' face before. A Kiritian left the Technolithic Ajb'atenaya temple two hours ago to look for something to eat. The supplies from the previous hunt ran out the day before yesterday, and the meager dried leftovers they had found, Forkis ordered her to take it in a gentlemanly gesture. 

With over two meters in height and one hundred and fifty kilograms in weight, and without bio-metal armor, he must have been hungry. And he came back with nothing. However, he did not seem resigned. On the contrary. In the brown eyes of the First Galactic Dignitary, Anna saw a mysterious, vague gleam. The mouth was stuck in a slight smile, as if a man in his forties was pleased with something outside.

In fact it was so.

“I noticed Firley," he said. “He is waiting for ... “He smiled slyly, making a mysterious pause “us in front of the front elevation. This is the end of our stay on this dangerous, deserted planet.”

The girl did not understand.

"This is my little AI-built personal transporter," he explained. "He doesn't speak, though, so we won't invite him here for small talk." The Kiritians landed on Aj, sent Firley to search, and finally found me. I contacted them and assured them that I was fine and that they should not fly in here. I'll go to them later.

Anna remained silent and stood stunned, letting her brain digest the news.

Forkis walked over to her, placed his armored arms on her back and pressed the girl against his chilled armor in the freezing cold outside. He took a deep breath, closing his eyes for a moment. 

“It has to be ended somehow, Anna.”

The rebel, who was tens of centimeters shorter than him, tugged her head and looked into his eyes, from which the quaint flash that could now be described as hungry and vexed did not disappear. She couldn't read the immortal Kiritian lord. His words sounded ambiguous. Fortunately, he quickly dispelled her doubts again.

“At the end of this survival, let's ask ourselves such a troublemaker as we have never experienced before. Neither you, at twenty-four, nor me, with centuries on your neck. I'd like to try something new. Give you a gift because I think you are special.” 

He bent down, but instead of giving her the expected kiss, he stuck his tongue out and dragged it slowly across the girl's face, from nose to forehead.

Surprised, Anna smiled uncertainly. They had made love to Ajb'atenaya more than once, each had been an amazing experience, an explosion in her womb like a supernova, and she didn't think Forkis could give her anything more.

“Come on.”

He picked it up and carried it over to the thick, soft bioluminescent lichen sheepskin coat that was used as bedding for them. Burning logs, fires in stands and a Kiritian generator on the nearby Onkalot altar added an alluring aura to the warm place.

Anna slipped off her flight suit and underwear, laying naked on a pleasant-to-the-touch couch. Forkis took off his armor, but remained in his pants and boots. The girl felt a slight disappointment. It looked like kissing and caressing, but it didn't seem to have anything to do with the delight that statement Forkis made, and he, as a Kiritian, never lied or thrown words to the wind.

Before joining her, he took an amphora of water and swallowed one a pill that survived a space catastrophe.

“What's that?” Sandstorm asked.

“To neutralize digestive juices in the stomach for a while.”

“What's this for? You didn't eat anything anyway.”

“That's right. I am very hungry.” He licked ostentatiously.

Something in the gesture disturbed Anna. She knew Forkis was a cannibal. More than once, he ate the meat of slain women who wanted to join the Kiritian nation only for their own benefit, mainly immortality, wealth and the splendor of power. They were ready to achieve it by walking over the dead. As a telepath, he knew the thoughts of everyone he looked at, after all, he could read them. He despised hypocrites, egoists and parasites, and got rid of them in quite ... sophisticated ways, instead of telling his people to just shoot them in the head or shoot them at all, as befits a military nation of Immortals. Anna saw his anthropophagy with her own eyes, when she was tiny, that traumatic event had forever distorted her psyche, and it made an incline in her memory. She used to hate Forkis, but because of WHAT he was doing, he was attracting her in some perverse way as well. Access to the best technology of the thirtieth century and power were also doing their job. His magnetism and charm poisoned and enslaved more effectively than that of an insect's spider venom. Even now, she wasn't sure if she loved him or just wanted the security of his side and the closeness of that strong, muscular body. So could he take her to be like those empty, selfish women?

“You love me.” He laughed. “Yeah.” After all, he knew her thoughts. He laid the Rebel flat on the lichen sheepskin and hung over her. He brushed his tongue against her nose. “You're just lost.”

It did not escape her that he did not answer the second question.

For a quarter of an hour nothing happened that she no longer knew. They kissed, licked, and hugged each other. Fiery reflections fell on their poised bodies. Apparently Forkis didn't want sex. Well, it happens. Though that's weird about him.

Sometime later, Anna lay on his hot, naked, pale torso, swaying to the rhythm of the deep breath moving through her massive chest. She could feel the pulsations, heart beating. Forkis had a hand on her back and the other was playing with the girl's dark auburn hair.

“I thought about an issue. Unfortunately, we don't fit together.”

She glanced at his face, curious.

"I really thought about it for a long time. You are the best game I've ever met so far.”

“But you won't tear me apart?” She asked thoughtlessly, as a slight anxiety entered her mind and was already spreading through her limbs.

He chuckled jovially. He combed his black hair with his fingers, releasing Anna.

“I'm not tearing it up. I swear it. And you know that only truth flows from my mouth.” He stroked her forehead with his tongue. He had always used it when they had fun, but it had happened all too often today.

“Did I do anything wrong?”

“Nothing. You are perfect. Almost. For you are ready to give up your people to come with me to the planet Morascrik, to the Kyiv capital K'otz'ib'aja.” There was an ostentatious sadness in his voice. 

“You do it mainly because of hormones, you are intoxicated with them, you do not fully control your actions, but betrayal is a betrayal. Even if it is as light as a can.” He tucked his hands behind his head and stared up at the ceiling. “How many times I've seen it before...”

“You know how you affect me. So what do you propose to eat?”

He smiled mysteriously.

“As I said. I want to give you something at the end.” He rose slightly, rested his arms behind him. “A delight you cannot imagine. You will suddenly experience all the feelings known to a human being. A sense of security, unity. Excitement next to boundless amazement, bliss next to extreme terror, all at the highest level. I can assure you that you have never experienced anything like this. And I will have tremendous ecstasy and pleasure from it. For hours.”

He didn't take off his pants. So it wasn't conventional frolic. He still had that mysterious amusement in his eyes, the spark of domination and this ferocity...

Annie thought of something, and then her heart began to pound with fear. She looked at him, scared, not believing it. She tensed her muscles as if to run away.

“Oh yes, that's it,” he confirmed, reading her mind again.

“Are you crazy? You can't eat me! You degenerate! Cannibal you!”

“Shhhh.” He put his hands to her cheeks. He rubbed his thumbs gently at the base of her skull. “You probably know what I kept you here for. What would happen to you if there was no food on Aj?”

“I thought that this stage is already behind us. That we ... got to like each other.”

She wanted to run away, but Forkis swiftly extended his arms for his size and grabbed her back. He pressed Anna against his stomach, where it was just rumbling. 

“And what will it do?” He spoke, stroking her gently on the head. “If you leave the temple, you will die sooner in the cold than in the clutches of some predator. If you end up in the Kiritian without my protection, they'll take you prisoner at best. Yours will not find you on Aj. So stay and talk a little - we have time.” He stroked Anna's cheek, relishing the anxiety painted in her green eyes.

“Under the present circumstances, I can tell you everything, and you won't tell anyone. Nobody knows my secret. I am not really a cannibal, but an Onkalot which I fully feel and identify with. Those are the jaguar-men of Chuli-mal, which thousands of Terran years ago became smarter thanks to genetic engineering of aliens called Nimja, learned to walk on two legs and created techno lithic city-states, like the abandoned and forgotten Ajb'atenaya in which we are stuck. Besides, you know the jaguar-men from your planet Nefryde, you have a few of them there as slaves.” He snorted. “Thanks to the technology of Nimja, or more precisely an artifact, I was subjected to accelerated transmutation and changed from one species to another. This is
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