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Chapter One

At the bottom of the wishing well, Bicmen stood over the body of the poor child. Removing a space age syringe from his inside pocket. He was silent, emotionless in the act. Bending to the boys twisted body, he sunk the long needle in the kid’s spine. Pushing a red button on its side, the machine made a sound as if it was draining something.

Beeping it stopped. Taking it, the needle stayed in the boy. He then placed another long needle in the tip, taking a few prepared breaths, the Ox plunged the injection into his own heart. Retrieving it from where it went, Bicmen shook as he put it in his suit pocket. Placing a one-time reader to his neck, Keller waited a few seconds.

Slowing his breathing in the endeavor, thoughts racing of dark action flooded his mind. His stomach turned yet he learned to enjoy it. A beep let out signifying the reading was done. Looking at the blue letters they said, “Belief level ninety percent.” “So close,” he whispered to himself. Exiting the ankle high water, he walked up to where the people were. 

All but elated the child killer went around the normal people. The sun was setting, a sight he didn’t deserve. Having a seat on a park bench, the Ox spoke within his own mind, “Ninety percent, ten off. Extracting the greatest forms of belief. I had such a thing once, seeing Mara fail to protect the earth got rid of that.” A bird flew into a nearby tree, drawing his attention. 

“To bad it’s not real. None of this is, it’s some great dream. I’ve seen it in my long journeys in the lost lands of sleep. Copies of our world, and countless others. Dropping of as if overdue rain, from the sleeping mind of God. I was hideous, intoxicatingly so. That horror which you see it, you have to know more, until your curiosity is sated. The more I looked, the more I learned. It. He. She wanted me to know. A teacher with an amount of knowledge of such vastness, that its very image can fill your mind. Ask yourself what if it spoke? Or if you could affect its dreams. Control them through sheer belief. Not your own, for such could never do such a thing. Innocent beliefs would. To know that horror dreamed of innocence. A strange thing. Everything is everything else.”

In the shower, her perfect warrior's body bathed in clear water. This sight once led to a man’s death, lucky you. Hard pink nipples, and formed lover’s hips, and an ass of beauty to cry for. The blood of Hera had been washed from her, and her mind was clear.

Her lovely fingers slowly found themselves between her powerful thighs, for gods enjoy pleasure too, some say more. How the warm water excited the Silver Fang a great deal. A nice hot shower after a long day, she deserved this. Rubbing her nub with one hand, she entered herself with the other. She rode her three fingers as she wished a man was in there with her. “He could take me from behind,” she moaned to herself. Quickly looking around she cooed, “Gods there’s got to be something in here I can use myself.” Wedging the soapy shampoo bottle against the wall, she slid it in. “Fuck,” she let out as she grinded on it! One hand still playing with her pink clit, the left squeezing her breast. She cried out covering the floor in her juices! “That was just what I needed,” she playfully laughed.

Once she was done, Artimis dried off, and put on the new clothes given to her. It was red sleeves, leather armor, with tight pants, not letting any of it get in the way. Sliding it on she tightened the suit via belts on it.
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