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         1

It seemed like only yesterday that I was still the inno-

cent child taken care of by a King and Queen—both 

of whom I presumed still loved each other despite 

their heated disputes over politics and the expenditure of 

money. Sadly, things have changed dramatically ever since 

the King of Vaitaria (the East) discovered the Queen of 

Yilmari (the West) hoarding the riches of other men, and 

ever since the Queen discovered the brutal abusive tyrant 

hidden deep beneath my father’s demeanour. Now trapped 

in an almost inescapable swirling vortex of scandal and in-

trigue, I never thought the sins and mistakes of both of my 

parents would lead to the splitting of the former Kingdom 

in twain, and a subsequent War between both territories.
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 As a result of this conflict, I have felt it necessary to 

tell all who may listen the story of how I suffered—how my 

heart and loyalty were ripped in two as an heir and ambas-

sador to both my parents’ causes, how I journeyed to distant 

and strange lands in an attempt to find meaning, truth, and 

happiness, and how the I eventually became the ruler of 

an independent kingdom free from the obligations of my 

mother and father at the end of my journey. This is the 

story of me: Korapanth the Tiger Prince. 
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The Tiger, to most people of the former Kingdom, 

was once considered a symbol of manliness,  pow-

er, bravery, and strength. It’s ironic that as the 

bearer of the seal of the Tiger that I should have been so 

cowardly as to let myself be pulled by the demands of both 

my father and mother after they split and ignited the War, 

more of a pansy than a rock by constantly running away 

and losing myself in the lands beyond the Kingdom, rather 

than doing my duty as Prince, and saving myself from the 

worsening storm. After my father broke the Kingdom in 

two and declared war on Yilmari, the Queen of the West 

could not stop cursing my father, and calling him a “wrath-

ful demon” who she should have never married, and sent 
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I grew tired and frustrated over the weeks and months 

that the Queen of the West and the King of the East 

fought viciously like wild animals, and started cre-

ating propaganda vilifying each other in order to lead the 

people astray. I was no different as I temporarily believed 

the words of both the King and Queen, the former pro-

claiming the Queen a greedy empress with no dignity or 

humanity in her, and the latter proclaiming the King a 

psychopathic, unhinged maniac wanting power and free-

dom, with banners and posters sprouting around the land 

like parasitic weeds. All the while, I could not stop crying 

due to the complete destruction of the peaceful, sheltered 

world I used to live in, and thought myself less than a man 

with a heart too soft, a soul too fragile, and a mind too 

me at the end of every week to Vaitaria as an ambassador 

on her behalf with only foul things to say. 

 In the brief time that I was in the King’s palace, he 

expected me to be the heir to his estate so that I may emulate 

his anger against my mother, and sent me back as an ambas-

sador to the Queen, with even fouler things to say (along 

with the claim that she was trying to dominate his country, 

enslaving it financially). Needless to say, my feelings were 

never taken into consideration as the rhetoric between the 

West and the East worsened, and both my parents failed to 

listen to my pleas for peace and order, using me instead for 

their own selfish ends. I had no say in the matter when the 

armies of the King and Queen clashed and slaughtered each 

other with weapons and magic, and when I was shoved aside 

as a mere observer-- a mere listener of the battles that took 

place. 
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granate fruit, and bizarre cream-colored roses, orchids, 

amaranths, and white water lilies, the latter two of whom 

floated on rippling, pulsating rivers. Stranger still was the   

pinkish fragrant fog that seemed to bathe the entire contide 

and the great capital city-state in the distance that, directly 

below a Sun stuck in perpetual sunset, sparkled with tiny 

glints of reflected crimson-orange light as if it were made of 

iridescent water.

 

impressionable. I knew not whether to ally with my father 

or with my mother in this time, despite knowing full well I 

would have to choose to be an heir of one kingdom, and si-

multaneously betray the loyalty of the other. All outcomes 

ruled against my favour. Desperate to escape the hell I was 

cast into against my will and desire, I ran away from the 

remnants of the Kingdom in schism with a group of three 

strange mystics that I met in the neutral border between 

the West and the East. They told me that they could “sense 

the turmoil in my heart” and that I “would no longer have 

to experience the pain of this War” if I came with them 

to a foreign coastal country called Nymphvale to live a 

life of pleasure. At first I refused, not really trusting their 

offer, but the temptation became too great and I followed 

their footsteps into that lecherous place to the southeast of 

the continent. I wish I had never gone with these men in 

the first place, and I have my cowardice and gullibility to 

blame. 

 The mystics led me to the outskirts of Nymphvale 

after a three-day journey away from the Western and East-

ern Kingdom through the Badlands of Thaumonto. Upon 

entering Nymphvale, I was immediately possessed by a 

sense of excitement, and beheld before me a seemingly 

endless garden-valley full of pomegranate trees with pome-
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 Next to the pomegranates, the third colossus de-

picted a sphinx with the body of a female cougar dotted 

with eyes and puckering lips, angelic wings sprouting from 

its back, meeting in the shape of a heart, and the head of 

a beautiful woman. Finally, the fourth and last statue, to 

my far right, depicted a naked being with its genitals and 

breasts replaced by the buds of an amaranth, a red tulip, a 

water lily, and an orchid, and its head being replaced by the 

bud of a dark red rose. 
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A
s I neared the capital and passed through the 

thickets of the trees and through the fields of 

flowers now standing straight as if aroused by 

my presence, the mystics brought my attention to the four 

gorgeous statues made of carnation-colored slabs of rose 

quartz near the gates of the heart-shaped city-state of Ero-

Om. The first monolith, to my far left depicted a giant 

anatomical representation of a human heart with maggots 

pouring out of its many vertical mouths. The second, to my 

center left, depicted a pair of large pomegranates hanging 

from a curved tree weighed by the fruit, with red juicy 

liquid streaming out from their crystal calyxes and into a 

circular fountain pool at the base of the statue. 
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Her name was Elleinad, she told me, when she 

introduced herself the day I saw her for the 

first time amidst the pomegranate trees. With 

her golden hair flowing in the moaning wind, she said she 

was an outcast of Ero-Om for rejecting the promiscuous 

lifestyle of the nymphs and maintaining herself pure and 

chaste whenever travelers, men, satyrs, and women alike, 

offered themselves to her. Her pale face was stunning, 

but what was especially commendable about her was her 

gleaming armor and weapons she used to defend herself. 

She was a warrior more so than a nymph, and pointed her 

sword with a thorny, spiky hilt towards the walls of Ero-

Om as a display of her dangerous strength, as well as her 

 I was speechless upon viewing the colossi around 

Ero-Om, but the mystics told me there was “more beauty 

to be seen within the city’s gates”. Consumed by curiosity 

and immobilized by the dream-like quality of this foreign 

land, I entered the confines of the metropolis and gradually 

lost myself more and more in a sea of gorgeous nymphs, 

whose terrible beauty, angelic voices, and dexterity with 

lyres and harps kept me within the walls of Ero-Om, and 

the borders of Nymphvale for many weeks, and then many 

months. During my stay, the three mystics seemed to vanish 

from my mind as I soon forgot about them amidst my days 

of pleasure. When the women found out about my status 

as Korapanth the Tiger Prince, they, with the passionate 

hearts of cougars, dragged me into adventures beyond my 

wildest dreams all across the countryside. 

 From Ero-Om I ventured with the nymphs to the 

peach-colored sands of the Virgin’s Shore, where the clear 

waves glowed under the crimson setting Sun and crashed 

upon the beach, and the tall rocks that stood erect not far 

from there. From that place, I was taken back to the gar-

den-valleys where the pomegranates grew, and prodded to 

partake of the fruit for my joy and happiness. All was seem-

ingly well, until she appeared out of the sea of nymphs to 

warn me of the truth behind Nymphvale’s residents. 
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my life from the false abyss that Nymphvale seemed now to 

be. Inwardly, I would also come to berate and hate myself 

for letting myself be absorbed in this country of perversion. 

hatred for her own lecherous nation. On her breastplate 

and shield were a purple pentagon-shaped emblem or seal 

with a white, five petaled lotus in the center-- a symbol, 

she proclaimed, of Chastity.  

 “Korapanth, the Tiger Prince… that is your name 

and title, right?” Elleinad asked. 

 “You must leave as soon as you can from Nymph-

vale. I am warning you ahead of time while there is still a 

chance for you to escape this deceitful place and return to 

your home Kingdom, as broken and divisive as it is. The 

nymphs of Ero-Om, although gorgeous and willing to satisfy 

your lustful desires, are not who you think they are. Behind 

those adorable faces are beasts of incomparable ugliness-- 

monsters who have been plotting to gain your trust and 

intimacy so that they may steal your soul, and turn you into 

a mindless animal like them-- obsessed with pleasure to the 

point of absolute and abhorrent decadence. Leave now be-

fore their spells and bewitchments become too strong for 

you to resist- before your fate is sealed!”

 Before I could protest, the armored woman dis-

appeared behind the trees as a flock of the nymphs came 

to me to drag me away towards Ero-Om, giggling all the 

while. I would not see Elleinad again until the day of my                   

betrayal, and would come to thank her for her role in saving 
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 I had known in those days that I was being used and 

manipulated, but had no idea the nymphs were subtly do-

ing this by showering me with love, affection, and pleasure. 

The words of Elleinad echoed in my brain as I wondered 

where she could have gone, when I had felt the warm touch 

of the six most seductive nymphs of Ero-Om by my side, 

who made my worries and concerns immediately go away 

by presenting me with an abundance of fruits for me to eat. 

 I tried to fight the overwhelming power of the 

Nymphvalians that exuded from the six amulets dangling 

from their slender necks, and succeeded in standing up 

from the creamy sand of the beach, putting my Princely 

cape and armor back on. The nymphs, startled at my recoil 

from their grasp, looked at me with worried faces, suspect-

ing something ill was on my mind. It was then that I finally 

took a good look at their eyes, which I always found myself 

attracted to, and noticed to my horror that the irises of their 

eyes were beginning to glow a bright pinkish red, as were their 

amulets. 

 Unnerved and slightly disturbed at the nymphs that 

had undergone their subtle ocular transformations, noth-

ing prepared me for what would happen next to them that 

would forever make me regret I ever visited Nymphvale.
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Elleinad the Fatal was right about the nymphs, and 

I should have listened to her when I still had time 

to save myself. The Sun was still setting, casting 

the sky in a scarlet-purple hue, and I was lying content in 

Virgin’s Shore for what must have been the one hundredth 

time since the day (I could not remember) I was led by the 

mystics into Ero-Om. Having spent so much time in ec-

stasy in Nymphvale caused my mind to forget my troubles 

back at home in the Eastern and Western Kingdom. My 

mother and father by this point were mere thought-wisps 

that I occasionally thought about but immediately brushed 

away from my consciousness out of my contempt for the 

pain and suffering they caused me. 
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It was then that I saw the nymphs in their true form 

as hideous witches with saggy, wrinkled skin, and 

bladed, vampiric teeth protruding from their lips, 

and, shockingly enough, from the flower of their genitals. 

Locks of their once splendid hair, to my despair, began 

intertwining and hissing like venomous snakes, while their 

nails began growing at an exponential rate, turning into 

manicured claws of various shades of pink, red, purple, 

black, and gold. From their backs sprouted wings dotted 

with the petals of wilted flowers and plants, and from their 

throats, their graceful voices became distorted shrieks 

loud enough to shake the earth to its core. They sudden-

ly, to my revulsion, possessed the pungent smell of rotting 

 Standing firm upon my convictions, and desiring no 

longer to pursue the falsehoods of Ero-Om, I told the flock 

of women that I had to return to my kingdom and resume 

my duties as heir to either the East or the West, and began 

promptly walking back towards Ero-Om in an attempt to 

pass its walls and idols. 

 Moments later, as if by magic, I felt a sudden pull 

in the strings of my heart of immense intensity-- some ter-

rifyingly powerful supernatural force that compelled me to 

turn my head back to the nymphs I abandoned alone on the 

Shore. To this day, I am still scarred by the abominations I 

now saw emergent from the nymphs.
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dead corpses, whereas they once had the sweet, intoxicat-

ing smell of the flowers and trees. Before I knew it, I was 

running as fast as my legs could take me past the walls of 

Ero-Om, mustering a strength of willpower I didn’t know 

I had in order to resist the powers of the “nymphs”. Scared 

out of my wits, I saw they were running on all fours or 

flying across the reddened sky-- trying to hunt me down 

and have their way with me. Hanging in the sky was the 

still setting Sun, which cast malevolent shadows and sil-

houettes in the sand of the beast-women that snaked across 

the land. I now knew that if I didn’t make back up North 

to my broken Kingdom, I wouldn’t live to see the next day 

(better alive and somewhat well than suffer great pain at 

the brink of death!)

 I had forced my body to sprint past the walls of Ero-

Om and was about to pass the silent watch of the four co-

lossal statues near the gates, when, looking back behind me, 

my heart stopped seeing more “nymphs” and satyrs bursting 

out of the side gates of Ero-Om, all metamorphosed into 

their hideous alternate forms-- wilted petals and all. They 

all simultaneously took to the heavens, sounding like dying 

harpies rather than humanoid beings as they began circling 

me miles above the ground like vicious hawks, ready to 

swoop down at a moment’s notice. 
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 Realizing the situation turning in my favor, I ran 

faster past the statues of Ero-Om, only to hear the ground 

tremble, and see the unthinkable loom behind my caped fig-

ure: the sight of all four colossi of Nymphvale, moving on 

their own towards the armies of Elleinad. As if things could 

not get any worse, I saw in the distance two horrific beasts 

rising from the waves of Virgin’s Shore, apparently having 

been summoned by the more powerful nymphs of Ero-Om. 

One beast was a crimson seven headed sea serpent with sev-

en heart shaped hoods similar to those of cobras. 

 Another beast, which made me shudder for a bit, was 

a great rocky monster with the head of a goat with six eyes, 

six curved horns and six thin gills for breathing, six large 

stone protrusions on its back (that I realized were the erect 

rocks of the coast of the Shore), large feet, and a thrashing 

serpentine fish tail ending in a crescent-shaped club. Its roar 

was so powerful that the it caused the mountains of Nymph-

vale far, far away to shudder in fear, and thus experience 

lethal landslides. In my head I counted only six beasts from 

the side of the Nymphvalians, but soon realized what the   

seventh colossi of the seven Beasts of Taintedness, oppos-

ing the seven Creatures of Chastity, was: from above the 

iridiscent  oceans of Virgin’s Shore, the Sun I always took 

for granted began descending closer and closer towards the 

 Just when I thought I was doomed, and just when 

my feelings of hope were crushed at ever getting out of 

Nymphvale, I saw, in the distance, emerging from the pink 

glittering mist, an army of flying horses with lotus petals as 

feathers, reined in by women armed with breastplates and 

golden bows-- their leader in front being Elleinad the Fatal, 

who brandished her sword as a sign of her desire to battle. 

Behind the army of pegacorns were seven gargantuan crea-

tures emerging from the mist that were ready to demolish 

all that stood in their way. 

 All of them were bathed in a pale white light and a 

storm of lotus flower petals: a swan like creature with two 

heads and four wings, a massive pinkish butterfly with a 

thorax and abdomen made of opal,  a thorny, humanoid 

tree-giant with the head of a passion flower, a tortoise with 

a shell of a polished moonstone cabochon,  a  feathered stag 

with large dove wings, a three headed crane with white fire 

emanating from its head, three necks, wings, and  long legs, 

and, finally, a pale blue lion with a mane, tail, and claws 

of diamond. The seven Creatures of Chastity, as Elleniad 

proclaimed them to be amidst her cries of battle, lunged 

for Ero-Om as they passed by me. Their humongous size 

caused them to outshine the Sun for a few seconds as they 

cast the twilight sky in an angelic glow. 



    
    26 

    
    27

wind: the neighs of dying pegacorns drowned out by the 

screams of fallen colossi and the collapsing of Ero-Om’s                                       

Jerichoan walls.

 This Nymphvalian War brought about by the fair 

Elleinad’s efforts, however, paled in destructive comparison 

to what I saw upon returning to my broken Kingdom: both 

Vaitaria and Yilmari reduced to mostly burning rubble, its 

winding roads and cities littered with the charred corps-

es of thousands of soldiers and war animals. An old man 

who   survived the apparent war between both the kingdoms  

managed to find me to his disbelief in Yilmari, and told me 

that after my departure, “the Queen and the King accused 

each other of kidnapping and hiding me, leading to a Sev-

en-Year War that has left both nations now in ruins”. 

 My eyes welled up when I realized I had been gone 

for seven years, abandoning my mother and father when I 

should have taken action and fulfilled my own desires for 

peace. As for the King and Queen, the old man related to 

me, “they are still alive but have turned as wicked as can 

be, with your mother driving Yilmari to poverty while she 

lives in luxury, and your father transforming Vaitaria into a 

bloody, violent nation of cannibalistic murderers, and bru-

tally executing anyone who defies him”. Hearing the awful 

news, I stared at the old man, and began to cry. 

doomed continent, beginning to boil the seas and turning 

the sky into a deep shade of twilight indigo speckled with 

bright red. It soon grazed the tips of Ero-Om’s spires be-

fore revealing amidst its fiery splendor a thousand eyes and 

hundreds of shining golden tentacles. The real Sun was no-

where to be found as I surmised the seventh beast had been 

keeping Nymphvale’s side of the world in perpetual sunset 

when it would have normally been in permanent midnight. 

The Fourteen Colossi, I knew, were about to clash in an 

epic confrontation for the ages.

 With no time to spare, I kept running for dear life 

through the garden-valleys with the pomegranate trees 

grown by the nymphs of the wood, avoiding the horrible 

beast-women that got in my way and tried to swipe me 

or pounce me with their large nails, or carry me upward 

with their wilted wings that emanated a pungent smell 

of dead, rotting corpses. My sword was my only defense 

against the foul, desperate creatures, but thanks to it, I 

survived the onslaught, and managed to make my way to 

the unguarded borders of Nymphvale, where I found to 

my surprise the three dead bodies of the three mystics that 

first led me into Nymphvale, all stabbed in the heart by 

the same thorned sword. From afar and behind me, I could 

hear the faint sounds of bloody battle being carried by the 
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