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1500 – Spain

“S

ee for yourself, the beauty of the savage world that we will tame!”

Valeria was the name she was given by the priest who taught her the basics of their language during their journey and the time she spent here. She had to be of service. Guests of the king stared at her and whispered. She wanted to cry and felt so alone in that moment. She didn’t have time to grieve her mother who died not three days before. Valeria could not practice her medicine here to help her mother. The priest of this god she didn’t know said it was his will her mother died. Alone and angry, she stood there like an image carved in stone.

A shadow on the back wall of the giant ballroom caught her eye. She thought it was from the flickering candles in the many candelabras. It seemed to move like an entity from one of the nine worlds of Mictlan, like it had a life of its own. Her breathing shortened and her entire body felt warm. She followed it until the crowd parted just enough to see him at the very back. His gaze crossed the room and she could almost feel his presence in front of her. She knew in an instant he was not like the others. She had channelled in rituals before and knew what this sensation was. When her mother channelled, it was the same feeling. There were beings and worlds humans didn’t understand. Since childhood, she could sense them. Was he a god who stowed on the boat here and now made himself known? But he was not like any god from the stories of where she was from. He was tall, his arms long and hung at his sides. A thick brown moustache covered his upper lip. It matched the thick hair that fell to his shoulders. His jacket had gold buttons. It was foreign looking clothing unlike the others. It was thicker, much too thick for the temperature in the room. The fabric looked course, unlike the refined style of the Spanish royalty and other aristocrats.

Musicians began to play from the corner of the room. Women walked towards her and smiled as they stared at her piercings that were normal to her, yet they seemed in awe. Some giggled. Another touched her long hair that fell to her waist. The men tried to not stare, stealing side glances that moved the length of her body. The stranger who didn’t seem to fit in walked on the outer perimeter near the walls. She tried not to make it obvious she followed his movement even though she did. His gaze felt like hot melted candle wax on her skin, the intensity increased the closer to her. Like the flicker of a flame. His strides were giant, yet very few paid him any attention. She glanced around the room feeling thirsty. She wondered if she could have a little water, anything to calm her racing heart. And then a cold hand touched her bare arm. Her eyes stopped on his enormous, shiny, black boots. Slowly her gaze travelled the length of his dark brown trousers, to his long arms, and shirt that had what looked like red rocks for buttons on the neck. And then she looked into his eyes. His striking black eyes made her certain she was standing in front of a god, and if not a god than a spirit that came from another world. A realm between this one and out there. She could see her reflection in his eyes. They pulled her closer to him because he towered over her. But she liked that. She liked the idea of being consumed by this man who moved like a shadow. He had a sharp jaw with his upper lip covered by his moustache.

“You do not belong here,” he said. His voice was deep and rich in an accent not like the Spanish. It was harsher, like a rocky mountain face.

“Do you?”

He gave her a half smile. “And clever.”

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

This question brought tears to her eyes. She shook her head. “They took me from my home. I do not know why.”

He touched her hand and clasped it, bringing it to his lips. His mouth on her flesh sent waves of desire through her. The hair of his moustache teased her skin. As he pulled away, a dampness remained. Her instinct was to run her other hand through his hair. She wondered what it would feel like to be possessed by him. Her body controlled by his whim.

“Hmm. I know what it is like to not feel at home.”

He glanced away from her. His gaze turned to almost a hard stare. She turned to see what had caught his attention. It was one of the Spanish royalty who stared at them speaking.

“Maybe you should go,” she said in a worried tone.

He glared at them and narrowed his eyes. “Do not think about small men. None of this matters. All of this ...means very little. But I will not let you be harmed on my behalf. I will leave you... for now.”

She didn’t want him to leave. His company made her feel less alone. He understood how she felt. “If you wish.” She looked away.

He leaned towards her ear with his lips just touching the lobe. “This is not goodbye. Far from it.”

He turned on his heels and left the ballroom. Her heart ached. It longed for him to return. For a moment, the thirst was forgotten. It returned.
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T

hat night she slept in her small room in the outer quarters with the other palace help. Her room consisted of a single bed, a wash basin on a table, a chair, and a large cross on the wall. The window was opened a crack to let in the fresh night air. The moonlight cut through the darkness like the white tooth of a beast.

She closed her eyes trying to sleep, but her mind kept returning to the stranger. She found her fingers crawling between her legs the more she thought of his giant body crushing her. His cock stretching her pussy as wide as it could go, pressing against her clit. The pain of his girth giving her the ultimate sensation of pleasure. She closed her eyes and exhaled, giving into her desire. As she lifted her nightdress, she could feel something wet on her foot. She opened her eyes and gasped. Her body jolted in fear. But then it eased. It was him. He returned. His tongue licked the length of the sole of her bare foot. His mouth moved to her toes. Both of his hands pressed against her calves. His hands made their way the length of her legs. “May I be part of your pleasure? I told you it wasn’t goodbye.”

“How did you ... ?”

“Does it matter? I am here now.”

He lifted her cotton nightdress as his hands continued to touch her body. Valeria didn’t want anything to be between them. She lifted it over head and threw it on the floor. His jaw clenched as he looked at her nude body. His fingers touched her earlobe plugs and septum ring. He looked at her as if he had never seen a woman before as his hands continued to explore.

“You think I am savage?” she asked.

“No. You are like me. I want to look at you.” In the darkness his eyes shimmered like moonlight, or stars.

He leaned closer and kissed her. His skin was cold, almost rigid. But the power of his body and strength felt good. She felt safe with him even if she knew deep down he wasn’t a man at all.

“What are you? Are you a god?”

“That is what a human mind might think. Maybe I am. Maybe that is what you are to me. But I am just what I am.”

“Show me.”

Despite his size, his movements had an ethereal grace, almost as if he weighed nothing. He was both flesh and shadow. He lifted a large hand the size of a jaguar paw, the nails began to grow to long sharp points. She looked on in disbelief but wonder. He was like a nagual, a shapeshifter. With two swift swipes he pierced both of her nipples. She cried out in pain. “You will not feel that for much longer.” He squeezed both of her breasts and began to suckle on the blood. The pain turned to ecstasy as the nerves in her nipples seemed to vibrate and burst with pleasure the harder he sucked. One of his hands crawled between her legs. The soft pad of his forefinger stimulated her milky clit as the tip of the nail scraped against the sift lips of her pussy. He didn’t tear at her flesh. It was just enough to create more tension gathering inside her pussy and in her clit. The tip of his nail slowly moved deeper and tickled her anus. She cried out again as she bit her lip and writhed with a pleasure she never imaged possible. His moustache scraped her breasts, further exciting her as he continued to flick his tongue at the blood flooding from her nipples. His hungry gulps and slurps intermingled with her moans the faster his finger circled her clit. “Look at me, my dangerous witch,” he growled.
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