A hooded congregation knelt in mass, bowed to a quiet prayer beneath the imposing formations that resembled massive hands. A withered healer lead the mess, their spindly clawed fingers threaded together in soliloquy, “Oh great god of knowledge, please bestow upon us your loyal servants your most hidden teachings. Let us carry them as a sealed banner to the endless war we wage in your…”

 

The mass congregation fidgeted and murmured quietly, a wave of mass discomfort spreading across the congregation. The healer’s fingers separated, their prayer cut short. An unease spread across the believers. Something went wrong.

 

They floated in the center of the disturbance, between the aisle, pushing fanatics aside as the gathering around the disturbance grew in greater numbers the closer he got.

 

Staring the healer saw. Something like a whirlwind formed in the center of the gathering. Air had traced around each other like a pressurized atmosphere, wrapping tighter and tighter as a disquieting crimson glow thrummed in the center.

“Get back,” commanded the healer, the disturbance now feeling more than chaotic but evil. They shoved back cultist from their own eager appetites as a hefty clinking chain shot from the cyclone and into the sky. At the end spear-like anchor guided the monstrous chain, flying until it landed and pierced a hapless cultists. Very little remained that didn’t resemble splintered bones and bubblegum meat.

 

The faithful congregation burst into a panic. The healer bellowed, urging for them to stay their ground. The cyclone curled tighter and tighter, finally resolving itself as bodies formed and were born from the mist.

Two felines, gray with tall ears. One with fluffy hair but a strong constitution, the other bitterly scarred and rabid in appearance. Anyone in the cult would know those two. Cries of hatred and fear filled the camp, “It’s them! It’s them! The heretic’s executioners! Usurpers of the moon and sun!”

 

Anyone could place the weapons of Narinder’s guardians, the moon and sun staffs. Anyone could easily place the blood-matted hands that grasped them. Anyone knew better than to talk as they cast their hate so disdainfully upon the ilk of Shamura’s faith.

 

Baal raised his staff, a wave of chains rising to rip and gut a wave of believers to nothing but cloths and bloodied torn meat. Cut into the crowd, one as vicious as his looks. Some took to fleeing but their healer would not have that. Mystics muttered their arcane words and summoned them back to the battlefield, The healer hissed, “There are no cowards in our faith! You will fight and die!”

 

 

Bravery mattered little to the twins. Arachnids: spiders, scorpions, and centipedes charged into the fray. The fluffy-haired feline cleaved and cast chains to impale and quarter his enemies. Aym to his back grasped his moon staff, making deep utterances to summon balls of flame. The believers in the front lines either stood their ground frozen with bravery or retreated to. Others hid or ducked. None of that made any different for those on the front, a blaze spun and torched through forests of bodies, the smoke piling through the air., the dilapidated ruins of Silk Cradle glowing with the eerie burning of corpses.

 

The healer had gifts in mending, but it only went so far in fixing the living. They could not mend the dead. Desperate, they picked the mass of gored and red oozing wounded to sloppily mend them worse than before to shove them back into battle as shambling soldiers for Shamura’s name. Aym sneered, his single white eye a harbinger of death. The masses did their best t clash and and assassinate the twins, but Aym and Baal made it a game of diminishing returns. They played the game well with blazing wheel and whipping flame.

 

From the safety of a canopy of naturally occurring quartz stones, one lone spider watched. The Witness spied the twins. Who had not heard of the vicious twins, the sun and the moon who waged war for the One Who Waits? He would have joined, but his pride refused to lower himself by taking part in the failure of Shamura’s sniveling lot.


He had better problems to worry about. The scarred twin, the boy of the moon. He had followed him before, watching both in their mysterious raids. Their lithe athletic forms with their technique drew him in, but the more he watched, the more he telescoped his attention to Aym. The more Aym engaged in combat, the more he grew struck with his beauty. Scarred, but unyielding, fiery, a feisty spirit. Allocer imagined what a spirit would feel in his hands. Fevered imaginings shook his his brain. To take that wild creature and test his fighting spirit until Aym broke..his massive fanged mouth oozed, poison making plants on the ground whither. What a pleasure, a pleasure Allocer could not stop craving. He crept through the shadows. Soon, yes very soon he would have.

 

Whittled to very low numbers, only a handful of the campground remained under the healer’s command. Aym basked in the blaze of bloodied carnage: only to stumble and grip his stomach.. He fought for so long without the flaring of symptoms and now...the compound injuries, cuts, stabs, and gashes—all ripped through his body again as though fresh. He groaned, the strongest throbbing through his skull. Choking back tears and running Aym blindly cut his way through the battlefield.

 

Aym hoped his brother would not notice, but why now? Why couldn’t this pain come after? Soon Aym came to the sanctuary of an abandoned alcove with steps and cracked pillars. In the dark he heaved, fathering himself to ride through the pain. If only this pain could leave him be…

 

“You picked the wrong place to hide. Wrong time too. I’m told there’s a battle going on,” a voice came from the dark.

 

Aym grit his teeth, "Find someone else to pester lest you want your skin ripped off in sections, parasite.”

 

The voice laughed, “Can’t I extend gratitude to the champion against the Old Faith?”

 

“Stop speaking in riddles and fuck off,” groaned Aym.

 

“You’re the enemy of the Old Faith! And well, anyone who stands against a monster like Shamura…” the eyes shone pinprick rubies in the dark, “Is a friend of mine.”

“Wonderful for you,” Aym huffed, rubbing at his own face, “Now leave me be.”

 

The eyes blinked slowly, refusing to abandon their quarry, “I simply wished to extend my adulation! IS that so wrong?”

 

"Unless you’re extending some medicine that can fix this pain, you can leave now,” the scarred feline thought he did enough pleasantries for now.

 

“Oh but I do have a remedy for ailments.” the eyes would seem to grow through the cavernous dark of Aym’s hideaway.

 

“What are you babbling about?” said Aym irritated.

 

Behind him an arachnid head appeared, his head marked with arcane symbols. His eight face feelers all came to embrace the back of Aym’s head and neck. Allocer whispered to the cat’s scarred ear, “I can make you forget your pain…fill you with something much better…”

 

Aym’s hair stood on end, put off by such a creepy feeling around him. He nudged the creature back, “You’re delusional. No way I’m fucking some creep like you.

“Oh you’re mistaken,” tittered Allocer, “You’re the one that will be on the receiving end of this.”

He only had so many ‘fuck offs’ to give before outright elbowing the creature behind him, “Find some other miserable insect in this crumbling valley..”

The moment his elbow connected with Allocer, he felt something much furrier, way bigger than the mere spider person he met seconds ago. Eight massive legs enveloped his body, the fluffiness tickling his body despite the great chasms of pain racking up his body. His heart raced, trying to get away at a start only for eight massive legs to grasp around him at a snap.

 

Panic wracked Aym, he struggled in the creature's grasp, only for Allocer to start tearing at the cat’s robes. Aym crawled naked and snarling out of his robes like grub from a burnt cocoon. He scooted across the stone, kicking against the monstrous face. Allocer now filled the entire archway, nothing but a maw dripping with want, his twitching legs tickling his body as he snarled, and beat against the creature, “Go away! I’ll put your disgusting head on a pike!”

 

“Don’t be like that," purred Allocer, “I’m only offering you something that'll soothe your pain.” Aym’s legs got caught in the arachnid grasp, pulled toward Allocer’s eager maw, “You’ll love it. You’ll see!”

 

Aym clawed a the stone. Fool he was, he left his moon staff just out of arm’s reach. Would he really end up the pathetic object of this creature’s carnal rampage? He loathed it, loathed what pathetic weakness seized his body. He started weeping, “I hate you I hate you I hate you!”

 

“No need to cry kitty, not when—AGH!” A pointed chain bit shot through one of his feelers, severing the limb in a bloody mess. Baal pilled his clothes close, his robe sweeping to protect his brother’s form from the spider’s eyes, “Are you alright? You didn’t call for me.”

 

The scarred one glanced away, his ears flattened, “...I didn't want to be a burden.”

 

“You aren’t,” appearing out and in of thin air, he cleaved a fresh wound across the Witness’ face, “This foul bastard is!”

 

Spitting globs of drooling acid, Allocer howled with frustrated lust, rising into the air before he dropped downward, downward like a bowling ball his form hovering over Aym.

 

Shouting his brother’s name, still shaken and weak from his spell, Baal rolled beneath the shadow of the beast. At the last minute he raised his staff, piercing the hide until hot nearly volcanic dark scarlet blood dumped onto the ground with a heavy splatter. Baal strained, holding the weapon as Allocer screamed trying to roll off as more blood gushed. As Baal grit his teeth, screaming through his teeth. A the very last his effort reached the point where Allocer made a weak wheeze, rolling away like a deflated balloon.

 

As soon as both heard the heavy defeated thud, Baal strode to collect and soothe his brother, “Aym…”

 

“Brother…” Aym whimpered, “You shouldn’t have…”

 

“I can’t…” Baal started, “I can’t live...with...out…

 

Baal collapsed onto the ground.

 

Aym curled around his brother, exhaustion from the strain of his own episode with the stress of the experience causing him to shake and go catatonic.

 

Baal’s eyes slowly went from strands of glob white into visions of pristine white strands, twine and strings everywhere. Baal shot up, his body delicately wrapped in a cocoon of silk. His face pitted in disgust, he lifted his arms through the silk. The material tore in delicate networks of strings until the whole thing fell away.

 

The first thing he noticed after was the cold feeling of a metal about his groin. He dare not raise his robes to inspect it, wary of enemy territory. His hand brushed across his loins, feeling the metal covering. For what reason was he dressed in this?

 

The cobblestone floor of a temple below waited. Around him in the dark he saw hundreds if not thousands of wavering candles, all dripping wax over a collection of masonry and skull. The floor yawned a great depth below him, but Baal feared not the height. He glanced around in the cool light, unable to make heads of any other cocoon or a body. Not a sign laid there to suggest Aym.

 

The feline breathed, blinking out from the air of that point before reappearing on the floor. Before him he saw little life, but his ears picked up the distant ruffle of bodies movie elsewhere. He had to find Aym, thought Baal. He could only imagine the pain, the fear the cat must be in.

 

Scurrying on feet, he ducked below a yawning archway flanked by masonry hands they looked as though they could seize Baal from the ground. Yet the cat continued downward into the spiral stone staircase below.

The descent took a certain amount of trekking as what felt like an hour or some the sun came to another vaulted door. Baal took a step to investigate when he heard the sound of metal scraping loose. He glance for but a second to see two massive axes swinging from the wall. Baal blinked from the danger, watching as they cleaned deep cracks into the stone, Now doubt his body would have been embedded there. The metal door with its embossed symbols started to sink. As Baal read over the symbols, he recognized those signs: the signs of the Old Faith. He swallowed. Had someone brought him to Shamura’s temple, the very inner sanctum? And what of his brother? Did the bishop ferry him to some cruel fate?

 

He had to find Aym, his loneliness twist in his stomach like an unwelcome knot.. Inside the temple opened to something unexpected in the sanctum of a war god: books. Shelves and shelves of books, gathered one atop the other in the manner of an obsessive collector. Stonework shaped around the bookshelves to fit and contain these twisting and bent bookshelves, preserving the tomes kept inside them. Baal wandered the splendor of such a collection distracting him. He had curiosity, like any cat would. He would only peek through this library, ensconced betwixt looming stained glass of abstract patterns, ancient webs of yore, vials, and odd trinkets left among the collections.

 

He stepped through the collection, tipping back books to observe their titles: ‘Moss of the Lands’, ‘Spiders Encyclopedia’, ‘Octopus World’. One could spend a lifetime in this library and never grow bored, thought Baal.. He considered out loud, “We will have to petition Narinder to preserve these books once the god of this land has fallen.” He called to his brother, driven by hope to find him, “Do you think we should do that, brother?”

 

On the second level o the library where more books laid a set of quadruple eyes watched from the dark. A cultist, a centipede with bubbles of acid and feelers atop their head, stood by the bishop’s side. They whispered to the greater-sized watcher, “My wise one, I can bring both twins to my dungeons for information extraction.” They pocketed a carving knife from beneath their robe, “I only need your word.”

A voice whispered back callously in the dark, “What knowledge you could pry that I would need? Have they known my brother as long as I? Have they known him from the depths as I?”

 

The creature bowed, “Yes, I’m sorry wise and strategic Shamura. I should know better.”

 

Shamura waved in the dark, “Back to your dungeons, Vephar. Give water to our bound ones. They need not suffer needlessly.”

Bowing and stepping back to the shadows Vephar lent an ironic smile, “Yes...we need not have them suffer needlessly.”

 

Below Baal jostled a book from the shelf, a book entitled ‘Hymns’. He knew better than to read and walk at the same time, yet the prose in it captivated him. Baal wandered, reading aloud one particular prose:

 

“Upon the heads only the worthiest brow
From within thine thoughts unknown
Seeded with the body offered thou
Bestowed bishop’s fruits their labors grown
Hark, baptism in their hands thou seek
To the witness the rest turn their heads so meek”

 

 

“Interesting you would pick that one…” a whispery voice called out, the iciness and the age the voice implied sending chills up his spine.

 

Baal slammed the book shut, going on the defensive. He knew that voice. Any fool with a pebble’s amount of awareness would know that voice. How could anyone not know the dreaded god of war, the now mad Vassal of Silk Cradle, Shamura?

 

From a grand stone staircase arachnid legs crawled from out the dark, pulling themselves to full majesty under the purple-pink stained glass light. Under the pink, the constant staunching blood of their head wound seemed almost rose, like the color of wine. Baal, froze, the suggestion to blip out tuned from his conscious mind. His breath weighted itself down with tension. “What did you do with my staff?”

 

“It is safe,” the spider said cordially, “You are free to explore my library...it is only me who reads these tomes...a new perspective would refresh me.”

 

The confusion and temptation lingered even as he recalled his brother, used his name as its own sigil, “Where's my brother? Where’s Aym?”

 

“He is recovering under my watch,” the spider dragged their long insect fingers over books, “Do you like this library? I wrote...some of these myself. Often I lapse on what exact number I wrote myself and which are part of my collection. But that book…” they pointed to ‘Hymns’, “Is mine.”

 

This wasn’t the slavering mad god Narinder painted. Eccentric, yes, but not the tyrannical zealot that Narinder described as the worst of the Bishops. Even their crown, the half-moon eye permanently lidded as though in a sleepy state, had its iris gazing elsewhere. Baal stood his ground, still aware of the gulf in strength between the two. He rubbed at his head, “I don’t understand how I got here...I was fighting a beast and then--”

“Allocer,” Shamura named the beast.

 

Baal’s ears twitched, as though he expected an explanation from the good, his eyes still glowered more from stress than anything else.

 

The spider continued, turning further down a series of stained glass windows, “I will explain as we fetch your twin…”

 

Baal followed, his mind keenly aware of the belt grasped about his loins. What choice did he have if he could find his brother again?

 

“You asked what Allocer was,” Shamura replied to silence, “Your god is not the only creature that opposes my crown...Allocer is a despot. To him I am a rival to true order. Unfortunate for your brother to end up under his perverted gaze…”

 

“What happened to him?” Baal felt stress shake his body, “Did that monster desecrate him?! Tell me now!”

 

“With his injuries and my admonishment...he will not have the time to pursue his desires...should Allocer survive...”

 

This Shamura contrasted against Narinder’s warnings. No petty tyrant, no mad ruler were they. If he had one thing to take from it, this Bishop had spent their time distracted with reading if anything else. They seemed more a doddering soul, obsessed with their books than anything in the outside world. As his feet scuffed across the cobblestone floor, he confessed, “Your library is impressive...I was thinking…” He shut his mouth, disgusted he might have divulged too much.

 

The spider glanced behind their shoulder, as though to beg the question, ‘Yes?”

 

“I thought when Narinder rips this land from your reign,” his voice started haughty and threatening. Under Shamura’s patient yet predatory eyes his tone dwindled to a restrained fretfulness, “That maybe...I could petition our master to preserve...it.”

“That would be a gracious gesture,” Shamura replied returning to leading the feline down their dizzying hall of stained glass, “The One Who Waits must hold you and your brother’s counsel well to consider a kindness contrary to his desires.”

 

Baal’s fur frizzled out, a wheat field after a gust of wind, “Of course he does! We are his guardians.”

“He must be something of a father to you,” Shamura said, their smile hidden under the shadow of cobblestones.

 

Baal rubbed the back of his neck, something so direct sending an unfamiliar injection of shyness and confusion into his heart, “Not...exactly like a father.” Narinder was Narinder. A god, a figure of adulation whose command would be taken to the very ink of his word. Not a father.

 

Those glassy black eyes, reflective of the pinks and purples of Silk Cradle, gleaned back once again, “Shame. No mother either?”

 

His chest tightened at the mention of mother. He could scarcely conjure the time he saw her, “No.”

 

Those black spider eyes, as threatening as they seemed, shined with what? Sympathy? Irony, “Perhaps you will find your own.”

 

The further Baal walked with Shamura, the more a soft vulnerability tugged at the cat, “What?”

 

“One to nurture you,” the spider said, “A parent figure.”

 

The tunnel hallway opened to an alcove, a circle of stone and candle. The glow of candlewick illuminated flashes of violent darkness, shadows whipping through the wavering light. The sound of scuffling gave its terrible soundtrack with a familiar snarl.

 

Baal shot out at bullet speed, forgoing apparition to simply rush to the commotion. Right in the center he found Aym, violently lashing out against several weary and overworked cultists. Even without his staff the scarred twin fought with a burning vehemence, the robes of Shamura’s cult donned on him. He snarled, “Back! Back! I’ll make a bed of your corpses before I go back!” The feline’s ears drooped, distracted by none other than, “...Baal?”

The fluffy twin pushes the cultists aside. Shamura signaled for them to stand down as Baal ran into Aym’s arms. The scarred twin nearly fell over at the impact of his twin throwing his arms around the black robes and pulling into a tight hug. Anger flickered, giving way to streaking tears as he held onto Baal. His Baal, “I didn’t think I’d ever see you, I—I- those feelers...those feelers...”

 

Baal soothed the feline, sifting his fingertips through the scarred twin’s head. The encounter with Allocer still greatly shook up the feline, “No shhh shhh I’ll always return, nothing could keep me from you, brother…”

 

His shoulders shaking, Aym sobbed into the crook of his twin’s neck. Mustering back the embers of righteous indignation, Aym pulled away to turn a bloodshot-glare at Shamura, “Let’s cut open this bastard! Then we can be free!”

 

Ready to throw himself at his enemy, Aym found his robe held in place by the Baal’s grip. Baal urged him, “Wait. They’re the one that saved us.”

 

“Lies,” hissed Aym.

 

Baal shook his head, draping his hands over Aym’s shoulders, “It’s true. They brought us here. We wouldn’t have made it without them.”

 

“Besides,” Shamura said, “You will want a better chance at killing me with your weapons.”

 

Frantically patting their own person, the realization dawned on him that no such staff—sun or moon—had stayed on his person. Irritable and confused, Aym grunted, “But why? What’s your game, spider?”

 

Shamura intoned softly, packing back and forth, “I have no allegiance to the creature Allocer, a monstrous usurper and traitor. What sense would there be to allow those precious to the heretic to suffer another heretic?”

 

Aym blinked, his blazing fire stopped short with such a confusing squirt of information. Folding and massaging his own tender arms as-he looked to Baal for explanation.

 

The feline affirmed, cupping Aym’s cheek, “I know, it’s truly unbelievable, but let us consider this a truce for now.”

 

Next to the One Who Waits, Aym took his brother’s word as the highest law. When he could not trust the world or his own nerves, he had Baal to help make sense of the mirages. Aym made a low noise in his throat, “Yes, brother...if you think that’s best…”

 

“Wise of you,” Shamura whispered as they bowed, “I have nothing to win from making hostages to a god bound to his own domain nor of their weapons.”

 

In a move that creased Aym’s brow with bewilderment Baal returned the bow, “I am gracious to your wisdom. We cannot stay long, it would not suit my brother’s health.”

 

Shamura motioned to a sealed door. There the way opened to another stone hallway, “We will have your weapons ready for you. I shall attend their restoration.”

 

“Restoration?” Aym snorted, “They weren’t broken.”

 

“Much indentations and small cracks from your sum battles…” Shamura ducked back the way they came, “My loyal followers will tend to you.”

 

Aym’s eyes drew to a squint. This god, this unreasonable beast was...kind? Or at least a decent host? How did the gospel of the One Who Waits and the truth of Shamura differ so greatly?

 

A hooded cultist slipped from the shadows, their voice as hushed as Shamura’s, “Our gracious god in their wisdom, has prepared a chamber for bathing and cleaning.”

 

Aym and Baal shared a secretive, knowing side eye. How could they refuse the offer to share a private moment in each other’s company after so long? Looping their arms together, Baal lad his brother down the bathing pool’s chamber. He bowed to the stranger, “Tell your charitable god of war they have our gratitude.”

 

“If you try following us, I’ll gut whatever pulsates on your person,” Aym snarled.

 

“As you wish,” the hushed voice bowed before they disappeared once again.

 

The bath had a pool of water so crystalline it imitated the gems of this realm. Above two mason hands gripped two skeletal heads where a steady font of water poured from a great height, supplying the pool with a steady stream of water. Above it all sat a vast circle of stained glass, colored purple and shaped in the abstract shape of a great spider.

 

Aym and Baal exchanged a glance, Baal nervously smiling as both twins helped each other out of their robes in this spinneret-like room. Baal gave a knowing grin, playing up his striptease. Aym was quick to strip, splashing down in the pool with an impatient frown. He splashed water on himself, wanting to cleanse the sensation of that beast off him. Baal threw the rest of his robes and tunic to the ground. Together they waded, observing the strange material around their waists: a belt of fine leather, the centerpiece of a forged purple metal sitting over their groins. Both stood in the water, staring at the covering, a welded image of a primitive spider design. Aym traced the design, “See you have that garbage on too…”

“I wish I knew why…” Baal shimmied as the touch electrified him. Something about the device felt strangely forbidden, making him crave his twin more.

 

Aym grabbed his brother’s hand, guiding him to touch his belt as well, his back arching, “I wanna just forget it. Forget that poisonous bastard.”

“As bewitching you look in it, it’s getting in the way of what I want.” Baal tugged his brother’s belt down.

 

Kissing his brother with a fierce heat, Aym pulled away his twin’s belt to reveal his true nakedness. Only Aym felt truly safe within Baal’s grasp. Taking both and tossing them aside, the feline pulled his brother close for a needy brush of his face against Baal’s.

 

With a soft mewl, Baal held his brother tight, feeling the rough indentations, the multiple slash marks and star-marked stabbing craters where Aym’s violence had left it’s mark. Baal let only his fingertips brush the center of Aym’s back, “How do you feel now? Does it still hurt?”

 

“Not as much,” Aym nuzzled his face into the crook of Baal’s shoulder, “I took a Camellia medicine beforehand...I didn’t know that was possible with the flower. That’s not why I wanted it.”

 

Baal played with Aym’s back carefully, feeling for Aym’s pleasure with each shimmy and jerk, “Why then?”

 

“Camellia reminds--” the scarred feline gasped. Two of Baal’s fingers slipped up his backside, wiggling past an ass so tightly clenched to tickle the star inside, “—ah! Of you. Of you!”

 

Baal held his brother’s face. Aym, so feisty and vivacious, but Baal knew how to ply out the soft-hearted boy so easily. Baal was a romanticist in that sense, “Let’s get washed up.”

 

Together the brothers stood beneath the artificial waterfall, the hefty yet gently stream soaking them. Baal's hand explored, scrubbing his taught abdomen. Aym returned the favor of scrubbing up his obliques before ultimate cupping the other twin’s cheeks. Aym felt an envy when he could barely get his hands around each glute, big enough to spill between his grip.

 

Both locked muzzles, kissing between breaks for air as they took their time to grace the gentle body with their nubile athletic bodies. Their loving roots, locked in a kiss of their own, started to grow in rutting full mast trunks.

 

Above the stained glass Shamura watched unseen, his oily black eyes glowing with the sheen of the torches and the stained glass’ artificial light. A robed cultist strolled by their side, pulling off his hood. A bandage wrapped about the Witness’ face. The blue spider leered just as intently, “You brought them here to desecrate our sacred pools?”

 

“All will come into place, Allocer,” the bishop said, “Wait and before your eyes they shall unfold.”

 

“Does that mean once you've converted the One Who Wait’s brats you’ll gift me Aym?”

 

Shamura’s eyes squinted, “The memory of the boy’s body should nourish your poisoned mind alone.”

 

This made the smaller spider twist with a painful resentment. Of course Shamura got the best of everything, didn’t they? This anger knotted and spit itself out as simpering pleading, “Yes of course...but consider what I risked in your stead...the impalement, the pain for the sake of your plan to unfold. You have your brother, don’t you? Forgive my impetuousness, but would one less twin make a difference?”

“The moon cannot be separated from the sun,” hissed Shamura. Already they had turned to leave, “Demonstrate your restraint and I may grant you the rights to wash Aym. Nothing more.”

 

The very thoughts of having the scarred one, a relic of The One Who Wait’s to toy with for his own lewd purposes sent a surge of white hot flush to his face, “You’re too kind, my sovereign.”

 

Back below, the twins grew heated rutting their stiff loins in a heated dance of member on member. Aym and Baal wrapped their arms around each other, hips grinding in dire hunger. Aym whined, gripping his brother by the base of his tail, “Ha-haah! Baal!”

 

A great displacement of air brushed through them like a wind. Both paused, their eyes suddenly upon the black robe of the bishop. Like two magnets suddenly repelled, they pulled apart covering their groin at the horror of their enemy discovering them at their most intimate.

 

“I did not realize this bath was still occupied,” the spider opened their robe, “Forgive me, I come here to attend my own wounds.”

The duo exchanged glanced, frozen in an awkward stance, their hands covering their groins. Shamura continued dropping their robes, unhindered, “Leave if you must, the forms of the body does not surprise me any more.”

 

On that cue Shamura divested the last of their robes, revealing their godly body. They had the lower half of a fuzzy arachnid, wrapped in several bandages ranging the whole girth of that arachnid abdomen. From the end of the abdomen towered a keratin torso, svelte and refined. Their smooth torso, with its flanking obliques and defined chest with their smooth powerful arms gave the impression of a statue build to portray some long-repressed sensuality. In other words? A strange beauty Baal found in them.

 

Baal’s face went flush, still fresh from the moments of probing generosity shared with the spider. He felt much too coquette for the closeness of naked body to bare arachnid keratin.

 

Aym gripped his arm as he started to turn. A look crossed Baal’s eyes. He understood the gist of Aym’s piercing glare. A chance to defeat and take hostage the long. Attack while they were vulnerable, Aym’s eyes said. Baal slowly nodded, sinking back into the pool, “No ah...we were almost done.”

 

“You may not like what you see,” Shamura warned.

 

Aym asserted, “We have seen plenty of horrors. Nothing you could do would turn our stomachs.”

 

The spider god shrugged before pulling their bandages, divesting of the long ones about their torso. On their abdomen the twins could see the deep grooving scars which cleaved out a randomized pattern of destruction.

 

Next came the bandages about their head. Slowly they unwrapped, exposing more and more until the twins got the full image of a gelatinous slab of meat, throbbing to the tune of their own heart. Their crown remained, black tendrils snaking out deep into the exposed meat beneath the surface.

 

Shamura stepped into the water, releasing a great exhale as they settled with the opposite fountain gracing their shoulders with a calming hail of crystal water. As the Bishop hunched over in their great spider form. From initial chill of appearing vulnerable before a god, Aym’s eyes ran over those deep grooving scars. A pang of sympathy ached in his scars, the feline venturing to ask, “...does it hurt?”

 

Their eyes slipped open, black yet containing all the colors the darkness choked out, “What do you mean?”

 

“Those,” Aym had his hands covering himself still, his tail waved to point out the great marks across the Bishop’s body.

 

“There are times they still feel as fresh as the day of his rebellion,” Shamura replied.

 

“Our master,” Baal said.

 

Aym dared to wade closer. He wanted to direct his powerlessness, his anger towards something, anything. More daring came the declaration from his mouth, “What if I ripped that crown from your skull and bring it to my master? What would you say to that?”

 

“You won’t,” Shamura brushed off in the way a tired elder brushed off the rebuke of a pestering wind.

 

Baal’s eyes went over the bishop’s form. Unlike the others of the old faith, Shamura had taken the time to react civility, even host them as guests. Baal looked at this creature, slumped over and exposed. He only saw a being bearing the burden of eons. Suffering, like his master. He added to Baal’s claim, “You seem so sure of that.”

 

“I see the end for me. The time where all points turn to zero. I see the blade for my heart, but it is not your hands that guide it,” they intoned softly, “It is his.”

 

“Our master,” the twins said in unison.

 

Gazing upward as though lost in reflection, Shamura mused out loud, “One cannot abandon a brother so easily. It is a shared fate that entwines around shared souls. You cannot dispose of one without the other. The sun cannot separate from the moon.”

 

The talk of brothers struck a nerve with both twins, their gazes entwined between each other.

Shamura continued, their glance quick and sly to the statuesque forms of the twins, “You are the left and right hands of your master. Knowledge is not imparted without the pain that comes with it. The pains that come from the body’s betrayal and the pains that come from secrets the heart cannot acknowledge. But from such pain...sublimation is born.”

 

“You’re really sure of yourself,” Aym challenged, “Like nothing could destroy you but your master.”

 

The pool water shook with displacing waves, Shamura stooping with their large head at the twin’s level, “You may try if you wish.”

 

Baal gripped his brother’s shoulder to dissuade him, but Aym slouched through the pool to touch the Bishop’s face. Still Baal followed, standing as backup for his twin. Even as he did, Shamura’s placid glazed expression and smile did not change. It unnerved Aym greatly, his bare form a footstep away from the spider’s fangs. Yet Aym traced the shape of the spider’s head, reaching upwards to the exposed flap of skull and skin where the pink cloudy meat laid resting.

 

Aym shivered, Shamura’s breath racing down Aym’s scared torso. The breath, its scent, lighting his nerves in a goblet of shivers as his heart shook with fear, confusion, and...curiosity. Even with the size, Aym convinced himself he held the high ground. He needed to feel that.

 

“You could tear the crown from where my skull no longer persists,” Shamura whispered, “And I could sink my fangs and drain you of everything that makes you alive. But we both won’t.”

 

Aym shivered, his grip banding back as he stood eye level to the spider’s mouth, “Why not?”

 

“We have something greater we must possess than victory.” As Shamura said that their eyes wandered back to Baal. Shamura’s breath of rusted iron and frozen flowers, “You will return to him.”

 

The scarred twin seized Baal in a defensive hug, the thrill of the encounter very much apparent between his legs. The two glanced over their shoulder, the spider’s eyes still on the two of them. The face Ball gave Aym told him, ‘later’. Biting his lower lip, Aym nodded, the bishop’s air distinct after touch on his nerves.

 

The spider eyed the belts beside the pool, “I see you found the sacred garb of my inner circle.”

“More like some lech put it on us,” Aym said.

 

“Ah yes...excuse my worshiper's fervor. It is considered sacred armor within this temple. I am sure they wished for your protection within these walls…” There hung a hint of deception. But neither twin picked up on this undertone.

 

Baal found himself admitting, “It is...interesting to say the least.”

 

The corner of Shamura’s mouth tugged upward, “You may keep them if you wish. A token of your time here.”

 

The fluffy haired said nothing further on the subject, yet clearly in thought on the offer. Despite the dangerous collision of nudity and razor-thin tension, Shamura merely washed off before reapplying the bandages about their head. Baal, his demeanor made shy from the rolling curve ball of feelings in him: the way Shamura manhandled Aym, their kindness that flickered in Baal’s mind as either flirtation or just kindness. He commented with a low voice, “Does no one help you with that?”

The spider paused. From how they jerked still and silent, the question truly caught them off guard, “No. I had not considered…”

Gripping Aym’s hand, Baal ventured forward, grasping a strap of linen to help tie about the spider’s head. “When our master has sores from his confinement, we tend to them.”

Shamura bent down, allowing the twins to wrap their head wound. They went glossy-eyed with a grin, the image of their brother massaged by two smaller cats amusing them, “The One Who Waits is fortunate to have you as sons.”

“We’re not sons,” Aym objected, tying the last bit of their skull.

 

Rising fully redone, Shamura stepped back into their robes, “Any god would be fortunate to have you both as sons.”

“You mean that?” Baal’s eyes shone under the light of an abandonment complex.

 

Always one to leave others wanting more, Shamura stepped out fully dressed, “You can come gather your weapons, they are ready.”

 

Baal’s tail shot up as Aym sneaked a cheeky grope of the feline’s backside. They continued to sneak looks getting dressed and following the bishop. As Aym lead the way, the feline pocketed both belts. Through another door they ascended a spiral staircase back to the main hub of the temple, back to where Baal awoke.

 

Gesturing to a hooded cultist holding aloft two staffs and a bundle of clothing, they graciously bowed, “Your weapons are yours.”

 

Wasting no time Aym snatched his staff, surprised by the clean glow it had. He wouldn’t take risks if Shamura sabotaged it. He pointed to a wall, blasting it with flame until he scorched the wall black. Turning the weapon in hand, he remarked, “It’s almost better than before.”

Cautious, Baal eyed the bemused spider as he reached for his own staff. In a brief wave he shot a chain towards the same scorched wall, as though to damage it for extra insult.

 

The hooded figure added, “My sovereign has another gift for both of you…”

Both twins perked in unison.

“The robes...are yours, son of the moon…” Shamura intoned to Aym.

 

Snatching the material as though snatching a gross leaf, he held aloft black and red robes. Aym raised a brow, “My...they feel...newer….”

“Restored with the strongest spider silk," Shamura finished.

Aym gripped it close, the gesture so unusually kind his normally harsh demeanor tunneled to stupefaction, “...you’re truly a mad god.”

 

There Aym hugged the robes as though handed a gem. Shamura turned their attention to Baal, producing a large tome to the fluffy-haired feline, “As we discussed…”

 

With the god leaning down to pass the book, Baal fingered through the pages in amazement, “Oh it’s...your ‘Hymns’! You want to give this to me?” Baal turned the book around with a special kind of awe, “Your knowledge goes beyond my own..."

“Simply add its contents to your own knowledge. My collection will be better to live on through you,” as unwieldy their manner of speaking was, Shamura spoke with a shade of sincerity.

 

Gratitude flushed through Baal’s face. His eyes shut tight, guided by a flurry of his own emotions. Senselessly his face met with Shamura’s, lips pressed against the bishop’s large mouth. Baal drew back, eyes harrowed by what he done.

 

Returning back to their own towering height, they touched their own mouth briefly. The god of war smiled, “You’re welcome.”

Baal’s eyes went back to Aym, his twin’s hetero-chromatic eyes lit up with blazing envy and the distinct ember of lust. The fluffy haired twin bowed, “We should go.”

“Must not keep your master waiting…” the spider replied with an enigmatic fox-like expression.

 

Together the twins made their silent prayer and returned to their master’s realm, a bone-bleached celestial palace defrocked of life. The chained triple-eyes god towered above them, his eyes lit with anticipation. From his expression the confined god had gleaned much, “You return from Shamura’s realm. But not unscathed.”

“Physically, yes,” Aym corrected before kneeling, “We are grateful to return to you, master.”

“We thought nothing more of returning to you,” Baal added.

 

Narinder gestured to the scarred twin, “You were harmed. This beast that tried to hurt you, give the word and I will multiply his suffering a thousand fold.”

 

Aym, clutching his fist, thought of that creature Allocer. He knew somehow that beast would suffer at Shamura’s hands. Yet his reply came, “I would rather claw out such his eyes myself.”

“A warrior to the last!” exclaimed Narinder.

 

Baal nodded, “I will be with my brother to see it never happens again.”

 

 

“And you would say the Bishop of Silk Cradle would have my thanks for that,” The chains of the One Who Waits clinked ominously, “With gifts from them as well.”

 

Both eyes of the twins darted about. Deception would never work within their god’s realm. Slowly, reluctantly Baal approached with the tome in his hand.

 

The One Who Waits picked up the volume between bony index and thumb, reading the title out loud, “Hymns’...fitting choice from a decrepit god.”

 

Baal stood beneath the scrutiny of his god’s eye. Yet he gathered the courage to return, “Master, Silk Cradle will fall, with your word spreading and supplanting the lies of the Old Faith that poisoned these lands, I know. But I ask...if we could preserve the library within Silk Cradle. If only for the sake of saving that knowledge! I would ask to save nothing more!”

Narinder passively flipped through the tomes. He remembered that library, where he and Shamura would get lost gorging themselves on knowledge. How often would Shamura guide the feline god in a lecture before Shamura would guide their own mouth to his? How often did their hand fall atop his as they read, telling him about his potential as he sat in their lap? How many hours or days did they waste, with Shamura opening his robe, telling him the world was his to explore?

 

How much did Shamura forget?

 

Slamming the book shut, the One Who Waits demanded, “And the belts, relinquish them to me.”

Reluctant with a stunted sigh, Baal slowly passed the two armored belts at his god’s feet. Aym scowled, “You kept those?!”

 

“Spare your brother your indignance,” the towering confined god commanded Aym. Rather than throw them away, the god ferried the items off to some patch of white the twins could discern. The One Who Waits returned to Baal, “If my word says so, you will burn every page within that spider’s den. You would do so without question.”

Baal’s ears flattened.

 

The god continued, “I have yet to make that choice. You may also save it on my word.” The triple-eyed feline shut his eyes as he shook his head, “The bishop of the purple crown...they may be wise...but to them, all others are but things to be collected. Like their books. Do you understand?”

Both Aym and Baal nodded.

 

“I do not blame you falling under the sway of their words.” he assured the twins. How could he begin to explain the depths of Shamura’s twisting and manipulation? Perhaps using them to lead his crusade was a mistake. What he needed, he truly needed was a disposable vessel, one that would not pain him should they fail or fall under the machinations of a god like Shamura. Sighing Narinder rolled his shoulders, “My wrists ache and require your hands.”

Both Aym and Baal tended to the towering god, massaging the joints sore from eons of manacles chaffing. Aym kneaded his master’s arm, transfixed by the pains and wounds both god siblings sustained. His body still shuddered from the lingering disgust of that monster Allocer’s touch coupled with the passion of his twin’s body. Disgust and pleasure. He gazed at the One Who Waits. He had to understand what drove both of them to such ends. Aym had to know if he and Baal were to avoid the same fate.

 

On the other end, Baal massaged the other wrist. Baal reminisced, the kiss of spider against his face and the kiss of metal against his loins still lingering in his mind. He gazed at Aym, desperate to steal away that moment of privacy once more. If only the both of them could steal away once more to Silk Cradle, to taste freedom without the prying eyes of a god. If only the One Who Waits understood...

 

The towering skeletal feline inhaled deeply, his head rolling as his faithful guardians massaged those joints that ached so long from his confinement. Shamura, he thought, I wasn’t enough and now you toy with these mortals you gifted me.

 

“That’s enough,” his deep growl reverberated, “That should keep this unending punishment at bay for now. You are free for the moment.”

Rarely did the god of death offer a break. But Baal did not spit in the third eye of opportunity, “Thank you, my lord.”

 

“We’re always grateful,” Aym added.

 

Narinder gestured with a clinking wave of his hand, “Go. I need my solitude.”

 

The twins found their own solitude in the near-ceaseless realm of bleached emptiness. Aym laid out across Baal’s lap, his robe cast aside as Baal tended to petting his back. The scarred twin’s head rested in one hand as the free hand traced the storied topography of his brother. Aym whimpered softly, his pain melting into Baal’s capable hands.

 

“If I left,” Baal proposed, “Would you go with me?”

Aym’s eyes opened, his eyes rolling up to meet his brother’s, “If only you keep easing my aches.”

 

The fluffy-haired twin stroked up his brother’s tail from the base. Baal smiled as Aym gasped and stretched out with a moan, “I promise.”

 

