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The airship hovered over Elric’s fortress. It was a small ship, which held three extraterrestrials. They had cloaked their vessel to ensure that they would not be seen by the Nabedans. These extraterrestrials had come to Nabeda as bounty-hunters. They had taken a job that required them to kidnap a young man whose name was Christian. And for a week now, they had been hovering over Elric’s fortress, watching the sorcerer go about his normal daily activities.

Faroh, the captain of the ship, sat at the main controls and thought about his job. This was yet the riskiest of jobs he had taken in years. He took it because there was a huge sum of money involved. The payout was twenty million Earth dollars. 

He shook his head and tapped on the computer screen, opening an image of Christian. The young man was no doubt beautiful. But the job strictly stated that Christian was not to be harmed and to be brought back to Finyon’s Headquarters on Earth.

Faroh sighed and rubbed his chin. He had gone pale in the week he had been hovering over Elric’s fortress. He had to feed. Blood was something he craved, nothing more and nothing less. Only the blood that flowed through a living person was what he needed. Faroh was a vampire, and a little over one thousand years old, holding a good record in his bounty-hunting career.

As Faroh stared at the image on the screen, he wondered what Christian would taste like. Faroh never hungered for sex, but if the rumors he heard were true, he knew he might not be able to hold back his blood lust. There was talk from other bounty-hunters that Christian was an angel. In all his life, Faroh had never met an angel. He wasn’t sure if angels were real or not. His only hope here was that he would carry out this mission without any trouble and get the money reward for it.

Faroh leaned back into his chair, knowing he had to be patient.  He believed that he had come at the right time to Nabeda. He hit a button on the computer screen. The image of Christian changed to a live video of the sorcerer. Faroh watched the white-haired man sitting on a sofa. Although he knew he was supposed to go after Christian, he figured he should first pay attention to this white-haired man. He had heard that Elric was the strongest in this planet, and that Elric was also in love with Christian. So, Faroh knew he had to be careful. Watching this strong one for now was a good way of knowing what he was getting himself involved in. And as he stared at the man, he considered his options.

***

ELRIC'S FORTRESS TOWERED over forty feet high and covered nearly twenty acres of land. It was a huge stone structure built by hundreds of slaves many centuries ago. The fortress was bordered by high walls standing twenty feet tall, making it impenetrable to anyone who wanted to invade his premises. Sentry guards also stood at perimeter posts every ten feet. This was Elric's sanctuary, his home, and his work. Everything Elric stood for was in this fortress, and he was damn proud of it.

Elric was sitting on the sofa in his living room with a book in hand. He wasn’t a person who fancied reading, but he was just plain bored today as he was every other day. He wanted a spark to his dull life. He put his legs up on the couch and slid down, his head resting on a small pillow on one end of the sofa. He threw the book to the other end and let his eyes close, wanting sleep to come.

In little time, he fell asleep and began to dream about Christian, the young man who now belonged to Damien. Damien had taken the boy’s virginity and in doing so, bound Christian to him. No one else would be able to have sex with Christian now—only the prince. All Elric had were his wet dreams.

Many times, he had dreamt about Christian and having sex with him. Those dreams left the sorcerer waking up in a cold sweat and a hard erection. When Elric woke this time, he felt somewhat different. He wanted Christian so badly that he would do anything to claim him. There was no doubt in his mind that he was going to go after Christian. He got off the sofa and headed to the bathroom to take a cold shower.

***

LATE IN THE AFTERNOON, Elric went outside to watch his men practice on the training grounds. Elric was a man that always made sure his men trained hard every day, so he could ensure a strong defense in the event of someone rivaling against him. 

Baruna, a top-ranking officer, was with Elric’s men, watching them train in combat skills. When he saw his Lord, Elric, entering the training grounds, he walked over to him at once. 

“My Lord,” Baruna greeted with a small bow.

“Baruna,” Elric replied.

“How are you today, My Lord?” Baruna asked. “You seem to be so distant these days. Are you all right?”

Baruna wouldn’t normally pry into someone’s life. But he had known Elric for a long time now, and he had also become used to the man. And not only that, many times Elric had confided to him things that he wouldn’t normally confide to anyone else.

“I’m fine, Baruna,” the sorcerer said and sighed. But he wasn’t fine.

“It’s Christian, isn't it?” Baruna pried.

“Yes,” Elric answered. “I can’t get him off my mind. What am I going to do? Christian belongs to me and not to that brat prince.”

“My Lord, Christian is bound to the prince now,” Baruna said. “Why worry about him anymore? You can never be with him. You know that. You can’t have sex with him or even kiss him on the lips. You’re strong, My Lord, but I don’t think you possess the powers to break this kind of bond.”

Elric thought about Baruna’s words. What Baruna had said was true. Elric knew that this was a hopeless battle. Knowing how bad it looked, his energy began rising. He was angry. He felt a hatred for the prince and all he stood for. Elric cursed and walked away, heading to his men that were training.

He walked to a slave on the sidelines. “Hand me a blade.” 

The young boy quickly retrieved a blade and handed it to the sorcerer. “Will this do, My Lord?”

Elric held the thin long sword up, then nodded at the slave. “Yes, this will do.”

He then walked over to his men who were training. They all stopped and watched their Lord. 

“You, come here and fight me.” Elric pointed at one of the men. 

He had pointed at a middle-aged man with strong muscles. He figured that that man would put up a good fight.

“Me, Sir?” the man stuttered.

“Yes, you,” Elric answered, realizing that he hardly knew his men’s names.  “Come on, don't waste my time. And what is your name by the way?”

“Jonah,” the man replied.

“All right, Jonah,” Elric said. “This might be your last day here, so give me a good fight.”

Jonah slowly walked over to Elric, coming to a stop a few yards from him. He swallowed nervously when he saw the sorcerer tipped his sword at him to commence combat.

Baruna and the other men looked on. 

Jonah attacked Elric first, aiming his blade for Elric's throat. 

Elric swerved and dematerialized. When he materialized, he was behind Jonah. Before Jonah could turn to look for him, Elric placed his sword in front of the man and slit his throat in one graceful movement.

The man fell to the ground, holding his neck. He quickly bled to death, his blood gurgling from his mouth and from the open wound in his neck.

Baruna walked over to his Lord. “My Lord, you need to stop killing your men. Soon, you won’t have a strong army here anymore.”

“Baruna, these men need to train more,” Elric countered. “It’s not worth it, testing my skills here.” He began to head back to his fortress. But then he stopped and turned to look at Baruna. “Come with me.”

Baruna walked up to his Lord. 

Together, they made their way to the fortress. 

Elric took him upstairs to his bedroom, closing the door behind them. His bedroom was huge. Heavy velvet drapes hung from the windows, thick red carpet on the floor, and luxurious furniture decorated his room. The scent of lavender also filled the air. Elric always made sure to spray lavender fragrance in his fortress. There were so many deaths inside his fortress, and the lavender helped keep the restless spirits at bay. 

Baruna always wondered why Elric was wary of the spirits more than he was of the living. It felt strange to him, but he dared not question the sorcerer about it. Elric had his own special way of doing things. He lived his life as he pleased. There were many times Baruna had suggested a different lifestyle to the man, but life for the sorcerer was always the same.

Elric took a seat by the windows and looked out. “Baruna, I've been thinking about things. The last time I saw Christian was nearly two years ago. Do you remember? I had met him in Marion’s Forest.” He paused for a moment. “Baruna, I can’t go on like this. I need to see him again. I want Christian, and I would do anything to have him.”

Baruna took a chair from a table in the room and put it near the sorcerer. Then he sat down on it. “So, what are you going to do?”

“I've come up with a plan,” Elric answered. “I believe it will work. But I need your help. So, are you going to help me get Christian?” 

Baruna thought about his Lord’s question. He knew Elric was deeply intrigued by Christian, and maybe that intrigue came from love. Baruna could only guess. Elric had never once admitted to being in love with Christian, but Baruna believed that was the case here. 

Baruna began to wonder what suicidal plan Elric had come up with to get Christian. He knew there was no way a bound individual could be with another person. It was one of the rules of the universe. If Elric pursued this, it might only end up tragically for him. No matter how much power the sorcerer possessed, he should not break a rule of the universe. Those things were just not meant to happen. Those rules were there for a purpose. And even so, Baruna doubted with all Elric’s powers, he could get close to Christian. He wouldn’t be able to have sex with Christian or even kiss him on the lips. Elric was risking his life to go after Christian, and now he was asking him to do the same. 

“My Lord, you know I would do anything you want, but what is this plan that you’ve come up with?” Baruna asked. “I would like to hear about it.” 

Elric looked at his officer. “I don’t want to reveal it to you just yet. I just want you to trust me on this. If I tell you the plan, it’s not going to make a difference. I mean, it’s the prince we’re dealing with after all. It’s a risk whether my plan is a good one or not. I just want to know if you are with me on this mission. So, are you?”

Baruna wondered what he should do. The sorcerer knew how dangerous this mission was, yet here he was, still going along with it. That small fact gave Baruna hope that they might survive this mission.

“All right, I’m in,” Baruna answered.

“Good.” Elric smiled. “We set out tomorrow morning and head to Marion.”

“You wish to go so soon, My Lord?” Baruna asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Yes, Baruna,” Elric answered. “I've waited too long, and I can’t wait any longer. Now if you would please excuse me. Give me some alone time, so I can consider this plan I have more carefully.”

Baruna nodded and left the sorcerer, heading to his own bedroom.

THE NEXT DAY

THE FOLLOWING MORNING, both Elric and Baruna began to set off on their journey. Elric had suggested they packed light since he knew it was inevitable they would encounter trouble on their way. It was a two-day journey to Marion on horseback, and the Kantari Forest, which was the forest before Marion Forest, was full of fearsome creatures. He was sure they would run into trouble from the creatures that dwelled in the Kantari Forest. It would also take them a day and a half to pass through Kantari Forest.

Baruna took a black horse. Elric, on the other hand, took his favorite white stallion. The animal made a deep grunt as they left the fortress. Elric figured it had a sixth sense of knowing what troubles lay ahead.

When they reached the Kantari Forest, Baruna took the lead. It was his job to protect his Lord. When he turned back to look at the man, he could see that the sorcerer seemed to be lost in thoughts again. The man had not even said a word since they had left the fortress. Baruna began to fear for both their lives. He knew this was truly a death mission. He was sure the sorcerer wasn’t thinking straight—he was thinking with his heart. Baruna wanted to change the man’s mind about the mission, and in order to do that, he knew he had to talk to the man somehow.

“My Lord?” Baruna slowed his horse and called the man out of his thoughts. When Elric joined him at his side with his white stallion, Baruna said, “Sir, I beg you to tell me your plan.” 

Elric studied Baruna’s expression for a while. “Baruna, I will tell you in time. Please don’t worry about it. Everything will fall into place. I assure you.”

Baruna nodded.

They continued on for a few minutes when Baruna abruptly stopped his horse. Elric came to a stop at his side as well.

“What is it, Baruna?” Elric asked and looked around their surroundings, thinking Baruna had sensed a danger he didn’t.

“This is folly, My Lord,” Baruna said. “Why take Christian from him? You are My Lord and my friend, and I do not want to see you get hurt. Christian is bound to the prince. It makes no sense, My Lord, to kidnap him when you can
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