On the parched world of Hamistat the girl Lelwe was harassed by the
dictator Kallah yen Vadah, a powerful man who was enraged because she
would not give herself to him, and who in vengeance took captive her
beloved uncle, giving her a week to consider his proposal of marriage
before he returned to tear her home to the ground and whatever else
came to mind. Meanwhile her brother, Sciam, was taken captive by
priests who offer wretches to the god of this place known as Morgris,
who though believed by many to be a myth is offered the flesh of many
as sacrifices. Her home is burned by the forces of Kallah yen Vadah
and all seems bleak. The only solace of her life had been that
trinket at the village shop, a necklace with the image of a star-
child upon the center, but she could never have it and with the
 weight of all the burdens of life, she felt life was not worth the
struggle and sought to end it. However before she did a star fell out of
the heavens and crashed to the ground revealing a celestial angel
with the insignia of an S upon his chest. And with that, her life is
about to change.

Without further to do, introducing....

Superman #2:Golden Sun 'Part 2'


written by the firstbornsonoftomorrow


"Lelwe!"

She turned her head at the sound of his voice then looked away,
walking down the sandy well-worn paths as quickly as her heavy attire
would allow her. To be protected from the sun one must wrap tightly in
cloths that could conceal moisture, but the immensity of its weight
was staggering. She heard him run up to her but she did not respond,
she could feel the stares of others as they looked at her and felt hot
shame at them. A shame that was caused by the ruler of this world, all
because she would not give him her love.

The man ran up to her and whirled her around, and she looked
into the face of Nelrith, the slave who had loved her since he had
known her, and then found that she could not meet his gaze. He was
concerned for her that she knew, but he was endangering himself
talking to her now. Upon this world existed a border between slaves
and civilians. Slaves were not worthy of talking to them, slaves were
stupid things only meant to work. But she was less than a slave now,
for she had angered one who was divinely appointed by the gods to
rule, noone was allowed to buy and sell to her for she was considered
an outsider as Kallah had publicly proclaimed. Noone could speak to
her for to Hamistat she was dead

"Lelwe will you listen to me?"

"Go Nelrith," she whispered in a tone almost inaudible. "If you are
seen you will die."

"I dont care," he snarled. "I've heard of what's happened to
you.

I know how shamefully this wretch has treated you and it infuriates
me!

I hate him for what he has done. How dare he hurt you for not giving
him what he does not deserve, how dare he hurt you! I will kill him
for this, Lelwe. I will kill him!"

Tears stung her eyes but she hid them. The girl walked onwards,
her fingers clutching upon the heavy rim of a large bucket, ignoring
the words of Nelrith as he entreated her to look upon him and speak.
She cared for him as she cared for Sciam, her brother, yet because she
cared she could not answer him 'lest by speaking she should send him
to his death. 

The waterhole stood before her with many women there filling
their buckets to the brim and walking off, a guard standing there to
monitor the rations of water each one took. Water was precious here on
this desert world and to waste it was a crime punishable by death. She
went to her usual place but a guard seized her wrist and pulled her
up to her feet, those cold fierce eyes boring into her as he growled,
"What do you think you're doing, girl?!"

Fear sprung up in her heart and she did not answer him at first,
and then a whisper came as she said, "I need water," and then yelped
as the guard threw her to the ground.

Her head struck the ground and a cry rose within her throat. A cry
that did not come only by supreme control, and after a moment passed
into nothing, and a trickle of blood ran down her face. This caused
the guards to laugh, pointing in merriment towards the damsel in
government inflicted distress, and she saw Nelrith clench his fists in
fury and grind his teeth. The women however, said nothing.

The guard that had hurt her was named Reign. He prodded her with the
butt of his spear commanding her to get to her feet, and then drove
her to the back of the line where with a laugh he told her that here
she would wait until the others had been served. Life was cruel here,
but Kallah was crueler. He was doing all within his power to demean
and humiliate her.

Time came when she went to her place and drew, but the water was
lower by this time. It was a hard task to fill the bucket now, now
that so many had taken of the well that was already so low. She could
feel the eyes of the others watching her, mocking her with their
expressions, and shame washed faster still over her. She hated this
place, she would leave here and never come back. Then she realised the
folly of that thought. She had to come back, daily, if she desired to
live.

A woman worked besides her, at times knocking the water out of
Lelwe's hand when it seemed difficult for the woman to get her own
supply. Today she whispered to her as they worked, her hard features
cracking with leering smiles as she crowed over the misfortunes of
this
girl.

"I have heard much about you," she whispered fiercely. "I know full
well of what you have done to the dictator, how you have brought
embarrassment upon your village, and disgrace upon yourself and your
family. Shame!"

Lelwe did not answer at this, working all the harder to be rid of this
woman that pressed her.

"You are such a stupid girl," the woman continued, "What were you
thinking? When the dictator demands your veil, you give him your veil!
Or are you so dumb you do not know that?"

Again, Lelwe did not answer, yet the woman did not take so kindly to
this as before. She edged hard into Lelwe, but the girl ignored her.
With a snarl the woman stood up and struck her, the girl fell from her
perch besides the well and hit the ground hard, dust covering her
face.

A cry was sounded and she looked up, when she had fallen, she had
knocked over her water bucket. Water was wasted. A capital offense.

Regin strode forward and seized the woman, the sun glinting off his
helmet as he struck her hard, the imprint of his hand clearly visible
upon her face. She reeled and fell back sobbing, but Regin pulled her
up again and struck her once more, seething, "You, idiot!"

The girl watched the woman as she blubbered for mercy, and then turned her
gaze to her own bucket that was overturned. Her stomach turned and she
thought her heart would burst at the sight of it. Such a waste!

The woman's hands were tightly clung to the soldier's right leg,
words coming forth messily and nearly unintelligibly. Mercy! Regin
however was enjoying this far too much to grant any. He put his hand
to his belt, and with a metallic clang the sword came forth from his
scabbard, its curved, jagged edge poised ready to tear flesh from
body. He brought up the sword.

The woman screamed.

"Give the girl your water."

The woman stopped her groveling and looked up unsure that she had
heard correctly.

"Do you not understand me, woman?!" Regin snarled. "Give the girl your
water!"

A day without water. That would be hell. The woman looked at him with
a look that told she was unsure whether death would be worse but the
look he gave her made her rise, trembling, to her feet, a hand picked
up the bucket and she walked forward slowly to Lelwe, eyes failing to
veil her burning hatred of this girl.

They locked eyes and for a moment, the woman's fingers fidgeted as if
she would strike Lelwe again. Then slowly, unwillingly, she let the
waters trickle down from her bucket into that of Lelwe's before tears
came to the woman's eyes. Had she a weapon and did not fear the wrath
of Regin she would have slain this outcast who had shamed her.

"Come here woman."

The woman walked before Regin who took her bucket from her, smiling
all the while. He lifted his sword that in the sunlight gleamed a
hellish red before in a blurring arc it came down, striking the
bucket and cutting it in twain. The woman screamed. To have no bucket
means you can draw no water. Death that is what it was. A hideous
death.

The crowd started in astonishment at this barbaric act but Lelwe
turned away, carrying her bucket in the direction of her uncle's farm.
She was dirty now with blood still coming down her forehead, blood now
sticky with the heat. Yet, despite her uncomfortable position she still
looked up to that village shop on the way home, and her eyes still
took in with love the silver chain that bore the star child.

Those features were those of an angel. Those eyes reached out to her
and took her in and she felt herself caught in its magic. Flying high
 in the heavens with this little one whose beauty, she had never seen
the like elsewhere, until recently...

She turned away and fought the urge to cry.

The sight of the house registered within her pupils, it was now but a
skeleton of what it once was. It had never been much to begin with.
She reached out her hand towards it and blotted out the sight of it,
daily she was forced to deal with the fact that it had been so pretty
once in its own way. Now she could not even bear to look at it.

However, she had too. She had to go on because there was one who needed
her.

She moved forward slowly lugging the heavy bucket until a hand reached
down and took it from her. It was Nelrith who now out of sight of all
others had now regained the courage to come to her and say:

"I heard Sciam is working in the mines. A friend I know says his
cousin and Sciam work side by side cracking rocks with picks
continually. It
is hard work."

She felt a sob rise in her throat and Lelwe whispered, "
Sciam...how...how is he?"

"In the mines?" He smiled bitterly, "Not well."

She ran for the house and he went after her, feeling remorse at
telling her these things and anger towards himself for his
foolishness.

His words had caused her grief that was obvious. Now he must go to
her and apologize. He ran for her, careful not to overturn the bucket
as he sped, reaching the door and standing in its path
shouting, "Lelwe..."

His voice trailed. The bucket slipped from his fingers and his eyes
widened. He could not continue. It was too much...

A man lay in the dust.

Nelrith felt sweat trickle down his face and stepped back for a
moment, confused, what was this? He then went forward and into the
house, each step moving as if weighed by lead. The man lay there
still; the only sounds of life were the small rasps of breath that
came from his lips as he lay there. Whatever garment he wore was in
shreds, its blue and red fabric torn in various areas and red bits of
cape still clinging to the top.

Yet what was most visibly fascinating about this man was that symbol
engraved upon the center of his chest. That S whose yellow colors
gleamed like the sun that burned overhead and whose red background was
similar to blood. That S imprinted itself in his mind and when Nelrith
 pressed his eyes shut to blot out the sight, still he saw it. He
stepped back from the body and his eyes opened with the light of
hatred. He did not know why he felt this but he felt anger towards
that man. An overwhelming malice that made him wish to beat his fists
in rage for he felt that Lelwe had chosen another, not him, he who
had loved her ever since he had first laid eyes upon her that distant
ten years ago.

He did not know where this man had come from. He did not know if even
this was a man, there was this chill he got when he took in this sight
that some how this one was different from any person that had wandered
the village at day, or the priests who scoured the sands at night. He
wanted to throttle him, choke him, and kill him. If he had had any deeper
 feelings of hatred, he felt it would kill him.

Lelwe came to the center room where Nelrith stood, she saw his
face and the dark look upon it and felt afraid. She started to speak
but Nelrith did not stay to listen. He turned and ran out the doors,
the bucket dashed to the ground and the waters spilling forth onto the
ground.

Lelwe darted forward and lifted it up, then groaned as she saw the
buckets contents were nearly empty. Clumsy Nelrith! Why wasn’t he more
careful? She took the contents and knelt besides the man, she took in
the sight of his features and smiled. She thought him the most
handsome man she had ever seen. She dabbed a cloth into the bucket,
letting the moisture fill it and then touched it to the man's
forehead. It was strange having contact with him. His skin though
smooth seemed tougher than even the sun gnarled hands of her uncle,
and though the heat beat down heavily was still bright. He was so
strange.

She reached forward to his hair and then pulled back, that curl that
hung upon the forehead, dangling lazily down his forehead was
beautiful to her. She wanted to touch it but was afraid too, there
was something about this she could not put her finger on. She reached
forward now, slowly, cautiously, her finger barely touching him, and
then...

A hand darted forward and caught her wrist, she yelped and
tried to leap back but the force of it would not let her go. It was
like an iron clamp, despite her efforts she could do nothing to free
herself and it pressed down upon her mercilessly. The eyes of the man
flickered for a moment, the lids parting slightly to reveal sharp eyes
that bore into her as his lips parted slightly as if to whisper, "Who
are you?"

Tears rushed into her eyes, this force was so hard upon her arm.
Jolts of pain seared through it and she bit her lip, he saw her agony
and let go, the imprint of his fist still fresh upon her skin.

"I'm sorry!" She gasped, "I... I did not mean to offend you."

She turned her back to him; the pain was less then before but
still severe. Now it throbbed slightly, and then a moment later she
could speak. "I... I am Lelwe."

He did not answer, scrutinizing her with those eyes causing cold to
go down her. She backed up slightly to be out of reach of those hands
and rubbed her throbbing arm furiously, watched by this figure upon
the make-shift pallet who viewed her silently, taking in the sight of
her and seeming to be trying to make sense of his surroundings.

She spoke to him but he did not answer. After several minutes
of trying she left him to gather wood for the fire, when she came
back she saw him off the pallet attempting to crawl to the door. She
came to
him.

"Sir, you must not get up yet. You are weak. and injured."

He ignored her, crawling slowly, painfully, to the door and
touching its handle, using it to pull him to his feet where he nearly
tottered and fell again. His legs were not yet strong enough to hold
him. She came and put his arm over her, moving to help him limp back
to his pallet. He would not go in that direction. In order to humor
him she helped him to the doorway where he stood there for some time,
looking towards the sky with eyes searching for something, any thing,
then he let his arm slip off of her and fell face first into the sand.

"Sir!" She gasped and turned him over, shaking him vigorously
in an attempt to bring him to consciousness. The sand was hot,
scaldingly hot. It burnt through her leg wraps and if nothing was
done it would fry the skin on this man's face.

"Sir!"

Panic began to overtake her. She did not know what to do. She was
not strong enough to drag him in and if she ran to the village, the
sand's heat would surely kill him. And who in the village would help
her, a girl hated by the world's ruler and an outcast?

"Its all right."

He stood and smiled upon her, a smile that she responded too
slightly amazed that he could talk. He no longer seemed to be the
morbid figure that had lain sweating upon the pallet yet she could see
still he was taxed by whatever event had occurred to have left him by
her uncle's farm. She placed a hand upon his shoulder to help him back
to his place and this time he allowed her to do so, yet when he was
half-lounging she saw his face was unharmed and was amazed.

"You speak?"

"It took me a while to understand your dialect and language
patterns," said the stranger, "Even now I am still adjusting to it but
I have enough knowledge to hold a slight conversation."

"You are all right then?"

"I am."

"Do you need any water? Food perhaps?"

"Thanks."

She got up from where she sat and turned to a pot bubbling upon a
makeshift fireplace. The broth that she stewed there was weak but it
could not be helped. It was all she had. As she poured it into the
 bowl and gave it to this strange angel, she felt a sudden shame that
she had no better, yet he received it with a smile and complimented
its taste afterwards.

When he had set it aside for a time, there was silence. They looked
each other in the eyes and then Lelwe looked away, she had a feeling
as she looked at him that she could not explain. The way it gnawed at
her was unnerving yet grew as awkward seconds passed, seconds she
could no longer bear so she got up and left with the dishes,
preparing to wash them and stopping as she realized there was only a
frugal amount left. Not enough to live by.

"Is there something wrong?"

She saw he was looking at her again and flinched slightly.

"No... just get some rest. I can see you're still tired."

"It would help if your sun wasn't orange."

"Pardon?"

For a moment the man seemed to look embarrassed, and then he said, " I
have this thing you see... the sun's rays give me this... reaction.
It's not fatal but if it’s not the right type of sunlight it weakens
me."

" Do you need a doctor?" Lelwe asked.

"No..." the man's voice trailed off. "I need time, that's all. Time to
recover."

She smiled and nodded, "I will be working to gather wood outside and
at sunrise tomorrow I must head to the village for more water. Will
you be all right while I am gone?"

No answer. His eyes were shut and his breathing was heavy. She left
quietly, taking pains not to waken the stranger as she went out the
door. It was only after she was a significant distance from the
toppled home that she realized that she had forgotten to ask for
this man's name.

Memories

He stood there in the cold of space, unflinched by the vacuum that
pressed at his skin, the space winds which howled and buffeted him
futilely, standing in the bottomless gap and seeing in the darkness
what natural vision would strain to see, standing as an immovable
barrier before the ship before him, smiling though it was equipped
with weapons that could shatter entire continents with a single blast
and such artillery that had made it a menace in its bloody existence,
and possessing a bold defiance. Perfection was what he was, as was
power; muscles rippled tightly on that body that was prepared to
plough through the war ship at a moment's notice, and his eyes
sparked red within the darkness. A deep, deep red.

When he spoke they heard him despite the silence of their
surroundings, his voice projected through the walls of their ship
telling them it was not their place to attack harmless, defenseless
worlds. He warned them of the outcome of this skirmish if they
continued, telling them that if they did not obey he would disarm
them and send them packing to an
interstellar court where they would be tried and condemned. Rather
than listen to his warning they laughed, and that was their undoing.

Cannons the size of sky scrapers crackled and rumbled with power as
they blasted at him, humming with the sickening music of death which
seemed to tear through the fabric of reality itself as it continued on
course to collide with this foolish defier, and resulting in a
tremendous burst of light as it always did before there was nothing.
The stranger gone. Only particles remaining.

Now they laughed, so sure of his demise. Each alien gave each
other the sign of victory and a form of embrace, celebrating in what
was the end of a glorious day of killing. The screams of the dying
before they were gone played in the minds of each of them. That world
whose leaders had insulted them was smoking embers, another which had
stood in their paths out of coincidence which was also gone in cosmic
conflagration, and yet another, one only a few centuries young where
life had just begun and had now ended, testimony to the cruelness
which lies in so many organisms.

This man had heard of this and had confronted them. Fool! Idiot! To
not take flight at the sight of their power, upon viewing their ship
whose size and mass was that of twelve sprawling planetoids was his
undoing. Now he had faced their wrath. Now he had payed the price.

Boom!

They looked about in surprise, their shields were damaged what could
this be? Boom! Shields functioning were now at 75 percent and falling.
What power could this be to hurt them so? Who was this to humble
them, to do what countless fleets and missiles could not. How long
 had this ship fought, killed, and burned? Long. Yet, now the
foundations of the vessel were shaking. Who dared?

Boom!

The shields now functioned at 12 percent and now... gone. Whatever
thing had struck them now they were prey to it; they turned on all
space mirrors on their ship, powering all screens to view their
attacker. They could not see what this thing was until they looked
closely, very closely. And what they saw made them gasp.

A man. The man. A Superman. Had they known more fully of the power of
this individual perhaps they would not have been so hasty to be
aggressive towards him, perhaps they would have agree to his terms and
avoided this battle. As it was they could only power up the engines
once more, and now that they were not so proud as to laugh while they
attacked they could see the skill with which he - this man- avoided
their barrage, how he darted like a fairy with grace and poise playing
with them until that moment when he struck.

Kkrazzccckkkk!!!!

When he did, the vibrations jarred their bodies 'til the blood
rushed to their heads. When he struck they screamed and prayed to
whatever gods honored by their dark religions, yet they were only
idols made of various precious stones and did nothing to give them
aid while this man tore at them. While the mighty Superman ripped
cannons from their foundations and tossed them beyond sight, and then
continued to dodge the fire of his foes assault until the time when
he stood still and in his pride let the them strike. The blackness
of space lit up for but a moment, and sound rumbled within these
creatures' ears. Then they smiled confident he had been destroyed.

Before the lasers had not hit this man, he had not tasted of
their power. Before he had taunted them and had skipped about in grace
making them feel shame. Before he had made defeat ring in their minds
and hearts but now he must be nothing, only a smear upon the space
plains that encompass so many galaxies. Now he was nil.

Songs arose within those discordant, harsh, mouths. Songs that sung
their own glory as already fabrications of this event formed in their
minds, how they in their might stood unafraid of this wicked demon who
had sought to stop them and how now he had indeed been subjugated to
them, now he could do nothing for that is what he was. Nothing. Dead.
They cheered.

A knocking was heard at the windows. They looked out and saw him they are
smiling, the superman they had thought destroyed stood there still
smiling as if it were his birthday. He had taken the lasers and was
unharmed, they had seen this but still could not believe it.

He waved. He winked. He struck. The ship cracked. The aliens prepared
for one last desperate stand when they received transmissions of an
incoming message. It vibrated in their minds safe from the keen
hearing of their assailing foe and it gave them slight relief. Help
was on the way.

He tore through the ship like a knife through butter, leaving
all floating helplessly through space, all fortunately able to
survive in its vacuum without air, none knowing that this man knew
that. He gathered them together ignoring the blows they gave him,
blows that could shatter oak but where nothing to him for he was
immune to them, and all the reward for their efforts was simply
broken hands.

Within a hollowed meteor, he placed them, searing with a glance the
sides of the lifeless rock so that it would be more conformed to his
plans. He grasped the sides of it, feeling the weight of tons of rock
and dirt before he moved it from its place in space, moving it across
the expanse towards that court he had warned these things of earlier,
not stopping though he heard their cries that there was darkness. It
did not bother him. When light lacks the ability to reach your eyes of
 course, there would be darkness. As it was light had no hold on him for
lack of fleeter movement.

His eyes glowed to light the way but it gave them fear, what man's
eyes glowed? None! He could only be a demon to these beasts of
carnage. Doubtless he would slaughter them all and drink their blood,
he looked at them with anger because of their deeds. They did not
possess the wealth to bribe him off.

The man felt triumph. It swelled within his chest and
crescendoed as he thought of all the civilizations and life forms he
had saved now from this threat. He was the best at what he did and he
knew it. He could have mercy on these his enemies or crush them. He'd
never take a life but did so do by choice, no law could bind him save
those of conscience and morality, no one could stop him for he was
power, and his name was renowned because he was mighty. He was the symbol
of righteousness for countless septillions, when his name was
mentioned it caused many to feel the thrill of hope, to see the
shaft of life that beamed down upon them as they saw the sign that
man can wield his destiny, that you can rise above whatever tragedies
placed in your path by life. That you can overcome. This he knew and
he loved it. This was the reason for which he had been born.

He heard a sound behind him and turned his head, the aliens had
begun to smile viciously and with a glance, the Superman saw why. It
was a ship. He saw the ship for what it was and cast aside the
asteroid out of harm's way, fists clenched as he streaked forward
ready to go down fighting.

It was the Anti-Superman squad. They attacked with lasers that he
dodged skillfully, returning with heat vision that seared the cannons
to slag that dripped over the sides and fell into the void beneath,
and he punched the sides in an effort to get past their shields, and
then roared in rage when he could not. His physiology was as such
that it could not penetrate the shield; this was a group whose hatred
of him had led them to study him and his weaknesses and form their
weapons by that knowledge. However there was only so much that they
did know.

He turned and fled, flying faster and faster out into the
darkness almost hearing their taunts and cries of 'Coward!' in the
stillness of space before smiling and turning around. He gathering
speed and velocity as all matter whipped by him quickly, and then
prepared to shatter that thing and knock the squad to Kingdom Come.

Within the hull of the ship they watched and smiled, kidnapped
geniuses from many worlds were at work plotting out the Kryptonian's
next move, trying to guess his stratagems and how to combat them.
Sitting immobile upon his seat, his eyes simply looking out into the
darkness, their leader, his face scarred and mutilated by years of
battle, watched for the Man of Steel, his finger upon a button where
lay their only chance.

Sensors indicated the man was coming, sensors, which screamed their
warning. He was but a light year away but was coming in quickly,
faster and faster until with a blip he was gone. They could not
track him.

Warp 1,2, and 3 he passed as he flew forward. That shield would not
keep him from getting through, not this man. He flew in a maneuver
from preventing him from shattering the spaceship and thus killing all
 inside but with the force, he deemed sufficient to gain entry to this
thing.

The leader smiled and pressed a button; the blue of the shield then
colored a shade of red and fired out randomly through space. Deadly
lasers that nearly hit the asteroid upon which the first party of
aliens were trapped. The stranger did not pause when he saw this, but
still flew on faster and faster, his insignia gleaming like a light in
the darkness as he flew at a speed undetectable by sight of the naked
eye.

It did not matter that the beams shattered all in his path or that his
x-ray vision could not decipher what matter the beams were composed of
due to them containing the particles that composed lead. Reason told
him to search out a different plan of battle but he ignored them for
was he not powerful? Had he not lifted celestial bodies and traveled
the starry depths of outer space unharmed? And through his pride, he
allowed a beam to strike him unflinching, not knowing that the beams
tapped into the spectrum of a red sun and thus were able to slip
through his invulnerability and strike his central organs. It was too
late when he screamed and hurtled forward against the shield now
attuned to his genetic structure, filling him with anti-matter that
tore at his insides, and when he collided against the ship and was
knocked back, unconscious and drifting throughout space.

His pride was such that it did not save him as the aliens on
the asteroid cheered and boarded the Anti-Superman squad's ship, as he
was hurtled across star systems until crashing, unconscious, on the
alien world of Hamistat....

He awoke.

Sweat was dripping down his face from his memories but he had
the
strength to stand now. He got up and sighed. The man looked around for
the girl but she was nowhere to be found. What was her name, anyway?
He got up and looked out the door, it would have helped if he had not
felt so weak but he was recovering. What next?

The palace of Kallah yen Vadah

It was a single shaft of light that penetrated the starry
windows, aligning the imperial chambers of the palace, and upon its
breaking it's particles scattered across the room in an array of
brilliance, touching each crack and crevice, kissing each part of the
walls and ornaments, the pottery from various parts of the state, the
mirrors that shown vibrantly upon the wall and then halting before
resting upon a single area of the room, a place that no light could
hope to crack.

On a cushioned throne the mighty Kallah rested, his mouth held
open as a comely servant girl dropped grapes into it, and he smiled
and touched her face affectionately before reaching out his hand
towards Belgirim, speaking out a command to his enormous cat who
opened its mouth as Kallah threw a grape in it and laughed drunkenly.
Under the light he basked lazily enjoying its warmth, and as all the
dunderheaded beauties he desired flocked around him, cooing at his
form, his strength, his magnificence, he chanced to glance upon a
thin silken sheet draped over a chair. It was a somewhat homely thing,
insignificant to the common eye and yet it seemed to remind him of
something. Something he could not put his finger on. Then it
occurred to him.

A veil.

In that moment memories of rejection from a common girl whose
reputation was now more sullied than that of the most decadent harlot
flooded through darkened twisted thoughts, and upon uttering a wounded
strangled cry he snatched up a dagger lying beside him and plunged it
into the belly of the nearest unfortunated dark skinned beauty that
had whispered false flatteries into his twisted ear. She gurgled,
blood came dripping from her lips and nostrils before she fell to the
floor, dead, and with a savage howl he lept up with blunt instrument
in hand which he laid about him in crazed wrath, causing all present
to run covering their heads to avoid the fatal blows as he commanded
them to drop their arms to their sides and cease retreat. Bare their
heads for him was what he commanded for was he not Kallah yen Vadah
commander of a hundred nations and Lord of the Desert Sands?

They, the doomed maidens lowered their hands and bared their heads as
he struck each one of them, one by one, until he came to the last.
For a chilling instant, his fear white eyes blazed into her own,
observing the rising tears on her pretty face. The flushed red cheeks,
and shapely form. He smiled for a moment, softly, and reaching out a
hand touched her face and tried to think of her name but could not. The
 moment passed, he raised his hand and with a scream, she turned and
ran. Too late. Then the jet hair lightened with the reddish color
of her own blood.


Lifting now the steel clad instrument, over the bodies of mangled
maidens who lay lifeless on the floor he raised his head back
and howled, loud and fiercely. Curse you, Lelwe! He shouted, ' By all
the gods, I curse you!'

A voice snickered in the darkness.

Kallah turned, eyes blazing with the flame of wrath. "Who stirs in
mirth at the dilapidated state in which I have been reduced?"

"Know ye, not your lord, Kallah?"

His face darkened for a moment, then color drained and as
 he blanched, he threw himself upon the ground. "Morgris!"

He threw himself prostrate upon the ground at the voice of his master,
and by superhuman efforts resisted the sounds of whimpering those rose
up in his throat. "Lord, Morgris," he prayed, "Behold I the lowliest
of all your servants. Humble and able to do thy bidding."

"Get up," the voice snarled. "I have had enough of this
foolishness. I have a job at hand for you."

He rose up slowly and his eyes looked upwards to the smokey
shadow cast from the dark corner of the room. It stood there but he
could not see it, he never could. A step too near could be a step into
the grave. Noone approached the beast of this world if they could help
it. Not unless they wished to die.

"Kallah," said the voice. "Three days ago my frame felt
the chill of fear and the song of my own demise sang within my mind,
and do you know why?"

The dictator shook his head furiously.

"Because, Kallah..." and the voice that spoke seemed to
drag as it did, "Something fell out of the heavens upon our water
deprived world. Something that is...power. REAL power. The sort you
wouldn't understand. He shook the earth with his coming; his mark lies
scribbled across a blotch of ground near this very village where you
rule. I felt the turmoil of his mind at that point, and the strength
brimming within his veins. Of all the millenniums passed in which I
have
carved my abode within this maw of death, I have not felt such fear
leaping in my innards. Not since I was driven off, the first time from
lying waste the cities by my prowess. I have felt his tread upon the
steps of dry land, and know he is near.

" It has occurred to me that he being who he is may be aware of me.
I...who myself once was cast out of the heavens, I who once shocked
princes by my grim appearance and bestial form. In my years, I have
grown soft, my strength is not what it was and yet shall be, do you
but
do this for me. If you but satisfy this one whim of mine."

The dictator raised his twisted face to that of the pagan
god,
his eyes sparkled in a blend of fear and pathetic eagerness to serve
this monstrosity, and by his eagerness he said, "Say the word, my
master! Say the word and I will do it!"

"He is weak, Kallah," said the satanic voice, "I know
this. Don't ask me how, it is the nature of my kind to feel the pain
wracking those of others. His strength is not what it was previously
and thus if I can only find him quickly, I can crack him! Then I will
lap the blood spewing from his noble skull, and crack the bones of his
noble frame. I will eat his power and by it will be what I once was
again-no- I will be greater! Then spread forth my wings and with that
power at last lift my slothful frame off this forsaken place in search
of another. A paradise, another world. You must help me, Kallah!"

"How my master?" Kallah asked, then stopped at surprise of
his own voice. The whining filling his lungs.

"Look into me Kallah. See what lies within the smoke that
now fills your gaze. Find me the man!"

"But...but how shall I know him?" Kallah asked.

"Gaze upon my shadow. Close your eyes. And then you
shall see. And by that sign shall you see power!"

He felt the light pierce through his eyelids, his
retinas flaring at the touch. He screamed and fell to the ground,
blood trickling over the hand by which he covered his eyes to shield
it from the agony. He looked up to the corner. No longer dark,
Morgris was gone. Yet, still something lingered in his sight. He shut
it. An S.

It blazed when his eyes opened, and it blazed when they were shut.
Haunting him with the brilliance of its light, crimes surfacing in
his memory, deeds he'd done in secret finally rising to the surface
as for a reason inexplicable to him tears lapped over his eyelids and
ran down his face. Looking up finally he realized what it was. A
symbol. What did it stand for? Him. And until he found this man there
would be nightmares when he slept, carnal pleasures would lose their
attraction, nothing would satiate him. He must find him. Kill him.
And it must be soon.

Kallah yen Vadah, Ruler of a Hundred Nations and Lord
of the Sands ground his teeth then screamed.

To be continued..



