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The END - Episode 1

To my lone reader,

I pray you find it in your heart

to share this with just one other person
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“What boots it at one gate to make defense,

And at another to let in the foe?”

- John Milton


Falling

––––––––
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Prologue

“You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?” she said. Her words vibrated against his ear as she spoke each syllable into it.

He nodded, clutching her hips, guiding them forward and backward.  

“I know who... or should I say, what you are,” she whispered, grinding her naked body on top of his.

Their swaying motion kept time as the headboard bumped against the wall, though her words seemed to bypass his ears.

“Whatever,” he moaned. “Don’t stop.”

She smiled and stroked his hair with her left hand and nibbled on his ear. His salty skin made her want him more. Now, she stared, watching his face, waiting for his features to tighten, and then relax. Almost there. The closer he got, the faster she eased off, slowing her gyrating hips to a stop, and waited. Whenever she did this to them – all of them, they responded in the same manner by clutching her cheeks with a simultaneous plea, “Don’t stop.”  

Again, she moved. Methodical at first, then inching the needle faster. The male body only had so much restraint, though was a marvelous, yet predictable specimen, she learned, and loved how close to the edge she’d take him – now, for the third time. 

She’d do this all day with the right partner. 

His muscles tensed, clenching so hard that for a moment, she thought someone zapped him with an electrical current. For a second time she nibbled on his ear. This time biting hard enough for him to whisper something. What, she didn’t care.

Without his knowledge, she slid her free hand under the pillow next to him. The soft silky sheets caressed her skin as she reached for what had turned into an extension of her body. In this space between the down goose feather pillow and silky sheets, lie the only thing that never let her down in this cold, empty world. For the god who sentenced her here, he too will meet a similar fate – but much different than that of this poor male. She repeated this insane logic whenever her focus drifted towards the wrong questions; something that happened more often as of late. Now, however, wasn’t the time. 

She wrapped her fingers around its abrasive leather handle as an electric charge shot through her body, starting at her fingertips, and stopped between her legs. As she gripped the handle, her body let loose in a series of moans and spasms.

“Don’t stop,” he said, and clenched her tighter.

Without the slightest acknowledgement, she slid her hand across the silk sheets and brought her hand to her chest. The two rocked while she stared at him as her almond-shaped eyes narrowed to slits. In the span of a second, he opened his eyes and slammed them shut as a blended look of pain and pleasure overtook his face.

She tightened her fingers around the leather handle and pointed the tip under his chin. As his body convulsed and his voice let out a howl, she shoved the blade forward. Just above the Adam’s apple, the long blade pierced his skin until it came to an abrupt stop at the hilt. 

It didn’t take long... a second at most. Once the blade severed his spine and stopped at the back of his skull, he was done: as limp as a dangling piece of thread. 
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Anyia Dye stood at the edge of her footboard and eyed the red silken lace draped over the canopy, naked. She could do this blindfolded, and had, once, just to see if it were possible. In hindsight, Anyia considered her effort back then a success. Why wouldn’t she? Every quest she walked away from meant she’d live to fight another day. Younger, in her arrogance, after finishing that one the same way she did this one, which seemed so long ago, she vowed to never revisit that level of overconfidence. It had a price... one Anyia refused to pay a second time.

The Vraqaid were not a forgiving race. However, they had an appeal that satisfied her lustful appetite. Not to mention, wiping them from these two worlds left a future void she did not want to face.

What then? This was a question she asked whenever she finished one off. It will be such a sad, sad day.

She stared across the bed, admiring her latest temporary love. Turok, had been his given name in his world. In the other world, her world, they called him Scott. He was quite average under the surface, but that shallowness gave way to his exterior. After watching him enter the bar, she admired his flowing golden hair as it danced above his shoulders with each step. Except, the entitled confidence on his face made her want to chop him down at the knees – remind him of the leech that lived under that skin.

There he walked, confident and on point, as each woman gazed at him moving through the bar. No different from the rest of them, Scott found his mark and set his aim straight for the male human. She had seen this once, if not a hundred times. It didn’t matter who. Every one of the Vraqaid gave away their true intentions, to the point where watching them was as simple as reading a predictable book. It’s as if they had tunnel vision when they aimed to Syn with another male.

The entire blood-sucking species lapped the souls out of their human targets like a dog licking its bowl after a good meal. She’d miss that about Scott, even if his rounded, worried looking face seemed to wear the head of hair as a symbol of his species. When she first stepped in front of him, he looked at her puzzled. Then, as if his piss-ant brain realized what blocked his path, he tried to glance over her shoulder, but couldn’t take his eyes off hers.

Anyia stared into his green eyes. Each sat elegantly in their sockets with his right eye set an eyelash higher than his left. A subtle flaw, one that meant he wasn’t The Chosen One. This, she knew as a fact after running into him in another world. Nonetheless, his full red lips highlighted a backdrop of teeth that made the whitest clouds seem yellow.

Yet, lifeless, they were the same – Vraqaid ugly. His pleasing-to-the-eye tanned skin gave way to a pitted, colorless face that only the dead relished.

Anyia had stood in this very place, this very way hundreds of times. Three-hundred and eleven to be precise, which she was, which kept her alive, which, was how she recognized the one offset eyelash.

Turok... or Scott - he wasn’t the only one to have an alternate name - proved to be a formidable opponent. That is, until he wasn’t. She finished her work by ramming her knife under his chin in the throes of passion until it stopped at the top of his skull. Now, standing at the right corner of her bed, she caressed the lace as if she stroked a favorite pet. For what she’d done, in her world, they’d call her a manipulating wench. But what type of wench hungered for blood?

Vraqaid blood?

Mindlessly, she traced an edge of the silken fabric across her naked skin. Goose flesh fluttered in every direction inside and reminded her of a kaleidoscope of butterflies. Meanwhile, as if summoned by a mere thought, a soft breeze floated through the opened windows, adding a different tickle to her skin. She breathed in a smile. The evening air had a hint of salt to it that made her wish she could stay forever, no matter how much of a mess her being here made. Going back every ten days to reset turned into a toil of immeasurable misery.

It’s times like these when she imagined how her life would’ve turned out if she remembered. Somewhere in her memory a door remained sealed tight, never opened again, so she guessed. For all she knew, several similar doors were closed in that memory of hers – sealed away by a force she never understood. The only way she’d describe it (to herself, of course, because she never got close enough to anyone in this world to talk about it) was a black barrier that walled every part of her memory before the age of eight. This bothered Anyia Dye, more so than screwing and killing Vraqaid.  

The who, how, and the why were questions she tried to get answered, and yet, no one could... or would answer them.  

She traced her left index finger over the knife’s outer edge and stopped at the blade’s tip. After a moment, she eyed the blood dripping from the
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