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The Age of Wisdom has ended. The Age of Chaos has begun.

Threats gather for the great kingdoms of Iden.

Barbarian clans raid from their mountain villages.

Corsairs and slavers cross the sea from Aropa.

In the desert, vile sorcerers amass power and forge alliances with monsters.

In the primordial Forest of Giants, the ancient secrets of dark gods and the First Men of Borea lie waiting to be discovered.

Assassins, fiends, and traitors lurk in every shadow.

In these brutal times, Princess Limeria Morr, daughter of fallen Thera, has come of age.

Raised by barbarians and forged in war, as beautiful as she is deadly, Limeria seeks to recover treasures of her past and regain the lost kingdom that was taken by the sorcerer king Jazier of Comorra.

This is the chronicle of her vengeance.
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The Fallen Princess

The clansman’s battle cry was interrupted by the black flash of the blade that sliced through the muscle and sinew of his neck and detached his head from his shoulders. He was not the biggest or the toughest of the clansmen, but he had been the fastest. And he had raced to his doom.

His eyes rolled as his head flew, perhaps providing him with one final glimpse of the woman with the pale golden hair who had struck him dead.

The clansmen’s opening charge faltered. They stopped for a moment and stared in disbelief.

Limeria, the fallen princess of those savage lands, shook the blood from her black blade and turned to face the barbarian’s fellow clansmen. The sun gleamed from the sword called Evermore and glistened from the exquisite definition of her sweat soaked muscles.

She was a statue of terrible strength, bronzed and scarred and gorgeous, her blue eyes as fierce as her smile. Her ample bust was scarcely held in place by a leather sling and the tiny loincloth she wore left her legs exposed and her buttocks nearly bare. Such glimpses of her abundant charms were a distraction to men she faced in battle, so she flaunted them.

“Well then,” she said. “Who will be next?”

She eyed them across the sunbaked trade road that snaked through the desert badlands to the east of the Red River.

Limeria had expected an ambush. It was a good place and good time for such an attack. The caravan she had been hired to escort was loaded with treasures from across the Dashar Desert and the black cities of Uzra. Prizes the clansmen would never see among their scattered villages near the Iron Hills, forever assailed by rivals and enemies from over the Bone Mountains.

“Well? No takers?” She eyed the ragged band of raiders.

The surprise of the clansmen was short. These were not the sort to be intimidated by even a dangerous woman. Seeing a foe worth fighting, the clansmen howled and rushed towards her. Limeria whirled, her weapon rising, parrying the vicious stroke of another clansman’s axe. She let the impact slide down her blade, the burly man stumbling forward as she brought back up her sword and cut through his bull neck as easily as if she were cutting through butter.

The body fell, the head tumbling to the feet of the other raiders. Her return stroke opened the belly of another man and sent him screaming to his knees and clutching at his guts. Limeria crouched before the others, sword at the ready, a tigress at bay. Blood splashed across her tanned skin, her eyes fierce with fire. Beautiful. Terrible. A she-devil come from a fallen kingdom lost to the fires of war.

The clansmen stood against her, weapons ready, but none sought to test her mettle now. They’d thought the merchant caravan easy prey with its gaily painted wagons and fat, indolent minders. The battle should have been over in a moment, the guards scattering, the loot and women seized as had been done a hundred times before.

But this time their prey had teeth, and she bared them at the attackers with their ragged cloaks and notched blades.

“Well?” Limeria snarled, her contempt growing, the tip of her sword poised to strike, the ruby in its hilt flashing like a crimson eye. “Will none of you give me a proper fight? Come then! Evermore yet thirsts!”

A single bellowing laugh broke the stillness, and the clansmen parted as one among them moved forward. Taller than all the rest, his arms and chest were bare but for metal bracers around his wrists, his hands bearing a broadsword nearly as tall as Limeria. His body was corded with muscle like one of the apemen of the Forest of Giants, his mouth filled with yellowed teeth filed to points. A thick beard hung down to his chest, and his eyes were keen and hungry as they looked upon the curves of the woman before him.

“Shame to kill such a pretty one,” he boomed. “Throw down the sword, and I’ll let you live to warm my cock.”

“I’ll tear it off and shove it down your throat first,” she replied.

The chieftain’s leer turned to a snarl. He bellowed, raised his blade and brought it down like a hammer.

Limeria dodged it, springing back and letting his weapon whistle uselessly through the air. The chieftain came on, hurling himself forward, his sword lashing out in great swings that made the air hiss. Yet the golden-haired woman was like the mist, always just beyond his reach, his attacks never seeming to catch her.

Soon he was puffing, grunting. Frustration heated his efforts, and with a roar he swung high his blade.

Limeria saw the chance and seized it. She lunged forward under his startled guard, her sword flashing up, plunging into the giant’s chest and cleaving heart. Blood rushed out of his nose and mouth in a great spurt. The clansman’s eyes widened an instant before they glazed over, dead instantly. His sword slipped from his nerveless fingers, and he followed soon after, his fall making the earth shudder.

“Who else would quench my steel?” Limeria challenged, shifting to face the surviving clansmen.

They had lost only a tiny fraction of their number, but the fight had gone from them. They had expected easy plunder from the caravan. The sight of their chief slain along with their other dead sapped what little appetite for battle remained. With shouts the raiders turned and fled, racing back towards the rolling hills and away from the fire eyed beauty with the golden hair.

Limeria panted but let Evermore lower slowly, her pulse thumping with adrenaline. She turned as the caravan master, Seraglo, finally emerged from his wagon. He brushed aside the veiled women he had hidden among and approached Limeria with hasty steps. The plump man was wiping his brow with a silk handkerchief, his fine clothes with their glittery stitch fluttering like the feathers of a nervous peacock.

“They’re gone?” he gasped. “Chased off?”

“For now,” Limeria said, planting her foot on the corpse of the chief, wiping her blade on his ratty pants, but her eyes watched the rolling horizon and the receding backs of the clansmen. “And they’ll likely think twice before raiding along this route.”

“Should you pursue?” the merchant asked.

Limeria gave Seraglo the flat look of contempt with which she often greeted his suggestions about protection for the caravan.

“They flee now, but courage gathers in numbers, even in dogs,” she said. “You are lucky they were of the Garrin clan, who have no taste for bows, or we’d all be dead. Had I the dozen men at my back I had suggested when we set forth, perhaps I would give chase. But no,” she said, looking at the receding figures. “We were lucky, and we’d best not push it. Get this caravan underway.”

Seraglo paled and nodded quickly. He turned and raced back to the caravan, barking orders to the drivers. Limeria watched him go, sheathing her blade. Her eyes panned the hills and scraggy brush warily as Seraglo put his band to order, the surviving men hurrying to get the carts moving. Soon enough she rejoined the rolling caravan as it stumbled on again down the highway. She kept her hand close to her blade.
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The Prince of Thieves

It was the last of the raiders they saw, and within a few hours they crested a hill and saw below the thick walls and fluttering purple banners of the bridge city of Lorem.

The city sat astride the Red River, which marked the border between the dry realm of Uzra and the rough hills claimed by Eldheim. Lorem was built around a huge stone bridge which straddled the length of the mighty stream, and on either side sat the rounded shapes of huge keeps, while at their feet sprawled the angular buildings of the town, like so many stone blocks scattered in the dust.

The twin princes who ruled the city swore to no side, for Eldheim and Uzra were ever at the brink of war, and so they kept their independence. Thanks to that, the fortune of trade which travelled between the rival realms never ceased, and the river’s docks never lacked for patrons. Many travelled up the Red River to do business along its banks or struck out north for the great sea to trade in Mizara and in smaller settlements along the coast of Iden.

Guards in gray cloaks stood at the gate and watched the caravan approach. Seraglo climbed down from the lead wagon and waddled up to the gate. The guards bent their heads to Seraglo’s words, admitting the caravan shortly thereafter.

Limeria sun gold beauty caught a few looks from the guards, but she ignored them, instead eying the dusty streets with interest, noting the slender Uzran merchants in their dark robes and the daggered glances they exchanged with burly Eldheimers in simple tunics. Sharp featured Vaneerans from the swamp city moved in silken grandeur attended by wretched slaves, while dusky skinned Lushites walked draped in silver and togas.

Here and there, Limeria recognized the merchants, foolhardy Paterite missionaries, and explorers from across the distant sea. Only the boldest or most desperate made it this far south. Aropans come to escape their past and make their fortune in faraway Iden. Most would die trying, left moldering in some forgotten grave.

Scantily clad girls waved from the upper floors of blocky bordellos to entice the caravan guards loaded with their pay, while city watchmen in bronzed breastplates marched in lockstep, keeping a wary eye on the curtained stalls that crowded streets filled to bursting. Limeria passed a smithy with dozens of different weapons on display. A rug merchant hawking his wares that draped long poles. She even saw a man selling saurians taken from the Forest of Giants. None of the greater lizards, but she pitied any who thought to take the frilled reptiles as pets.

Limeria took it all in with easy familiarity as the caravan rolled its way towards the river, where the masts of barge saluted the busy quays, and not far the thick walls of a caravanserai stood like a fortress unto itself. Built of sloping sandstone, the heavy doors loomed ahead, more guards opening them as the wagons approached. The stink of horses and hay was tempered with the scent of spices and perfumes. Upper galleries looked down upon the floors, crowded with merchants from across the known world.

Seraglo swung down from his cart and hastened to speak with the manager while goods were trucked in to be stored in a stall, leaving Limeria to stand by in dutiful silence until the work was done.

The negotiations took some time, and Limeria began to frown as Seraglo spoke to the master of the caravanserai, a narrow-eyed man who wore heavy robes despite the heat. She thought she saw gold exchange hands, Seraglo nodding quickly in understanding before he returned, his fleshy face sagging with relief as he beamed at her.

“My dear, as you promised, we have been delivered. May Ashem bless you for your aid in this, for I fear my body would feed the jackals, and my daughters would warm the beds of the clansmen were it not for you.”

“Your gratitude is kind,” Limeria said, “but my pay would be better.”

“Yes. Yes, of course. Of course,” he said, offering her a pouch of gold.

“My thanks,” Limeria said, taking it, shrewdly weighing it in her palm.

“And ah,” Seraglo continued, licking his lips, his eyes running up and down her curvaceous figure, “if you might be interested to join me on a further journey, I would be most glad to pay again. And for… additional services, I could compensate you most handsomely,” he said, his eyes lingering on her chest, where her tight leathers swelled around her breasts.

She gave him a shrewd look. Paunchy and craven, she had known uglier lovers in her day, but now that she was in the city, she knew she could find a more impressive specimen. “A fine offer,” she said coolly as she tucked the coin purse into her belt. “But I go elsewhere, I think.”

“Of course. Of course. But, the journey has been long, yes? Perhaps enjoy the bathhouse before you go. It is very well regarded in these parts,” he continued eagerly. “Consider it a parting gift.”

Limeria hesitated, loathe to waste the time. Yet, at his words she felt the grit of the road, the itch of dried sweat, and the blood of the slain more acutely. The urge to be clean filled her irresistibly. She nodded.

“I think I shall.”

She left him there with his hopeful smile and made her way down a stone hall, deeper into the caravanserai, past the lodgings and to an adjoining section lined with glittering tiles. In the privacy of a side room, a stone-faced eunuch attendant took her clothes and sword.

It felt good to be rid of the stiff fabric for a time. Her bare skin tingled in the warm air, and she moved smoothly into the bathhouse, the steam from hot stones heavy as mist, scented faintly of roses and thyme. Limeria inhaled deeply, relishing the decadent feel of the moisture as she dipped a toe into the warm waters and slid into the pool. The warm waters embraced her like a lover. A hot, massaging caress that swept away the grime of the road and reached into her most tender recesses.

Oh, it had been so long. Such delights were so rarely hers, for mercenary work rarely took her to such pleasant climates. She resolved to enjoy this to her utmost, her head tilting back with a moan, her full breasts bobbing to the surface.

“Ohhhh by the Sky Father that’s good,” she groaned, wiggling her toes.

“Mmm. The waters are quite lovely, are they not? But not half as lovely as you.”

Limeria tensed instantly, her hand reaching for her sword before she recalled she’d left it with the eunuch. She cursed herself for not ensuring she was alone in the room before getting into the bath. She squinted as the clouds of steam parted, beaten back by the lazy stroke of a fan to reveal the man at the other end of the pool.

He was grotesquely fat, his olive skin glistening with sweat and oils, not a hair on his head but plenty of thick, dark curls on his chest. His neck was heavy with golden chains and the jewels that decorated him. A towel provided him modesty, if a man like he could ever be modest. Three women lounged about him, attending him. They were near naked but for some jewelry, their hair done up in nets of silver. Such splendor almost took away from the gold collars cinched tight around their throats.

Limeria had heard the man before her made collecting such beautiful women a hobby. That his whorehouses in the swamp city of Vaneera were filled with such ebullient beauties, trained to attend their master’s every wish, no matter how depraved.

And she knew the stories were true, for he had made no secret of his wish to add her to that collection.

“Bargol,” Limeria said, easing back a little, relaxing a hair but still wary, watching the fat man shrewdly. “What are you doing here?”

“Where else should I be?” the merchant prince laughed.

“Defiling your whores?”

“Mmm. I can do that anywhere, my dear,” Bargol said, tilting his head to accept a grape peeled by one of the exotic beauties at his side, his yellow teeth nibbling teasingly on her fingers. “Mhmm. But if you must know, I had heard the baths of Lorem were excellent, and I stopped by to enjoy a cleansing.”

“The sacred springs of the Virgins of Vestra couldn’t wash away your filth,” Limeria replied.

“How hurtful you are,” the fat man said, sniffing in mock anguish, dabbing at an eye with a handkerchief passed to him by a cooing slave girl. “And after all the trouble I went through to arrange this meeting.”

Limeria recalled suddenly the gold that had exchanged hands between Seraglo and the caravanserai master. She growled, realizing she had been tricked, and stood sharply, water pouring down her firm breasts and her toned stomach as she turned and climbed out of the bath. If Bargol had sought her out, it was for some purpose of his own. She wanted no part in the sort of games the prince of thieves liked to play.

“Leaving so soon?” Bargol mused as Limeria climbed out of the pool. His dark eyes sparkled with lecherous delight as he admired her firm, round backside. “But I’d heard the princess of the fallen kingdom sought news of the relics of her lost people.”

Limeria froze where she stood, one foot out of the tub, her shoulders flinching, her muscles tensing. The reminder of her old title brought a pain she wished time might soothe, but never did. She had been but a child when her homeland of Thera was drowned in a sea of violence, its people put to the sword by a barbarian horde boiling down from the frozen mountains. Only she had escaped, taken by her kingdom’s greatest champion, stolen away and to her freedom.

But it was not her title that made her freeze. It was the temptation of the relics of Thera. A land of scholars and culture, of secrets of the First Men now torched for plunder, her final memories of her homeland a holocaust of blood and slaughter. Her only mementos were her sword Evermore, and the circlet she wore upon her brow.

Her hands tightened at her sides. How long had she sought the treasures of her people? Pawned by ignorant barbarians. Scattered about the world by greedy merchants. But Thera had been a city of knowledge and sorceries, her family descended from one of the houses of the First Men, and many of the relics once held in her homeland’s vaults and academies had strange powers. Dangerous powers.

The artifacts of ancient Borea were too potent to be left loose in the world. Since she was old enough to wield a sword, she had sought them. Evermore, escaping the fall of Thera with Limeria, had been the first she discovered. An unbreakable blade lighter than steel that never dulled or chipped. A sword that could shatter an axe blade or cleave through stone. She could not ignore the possibility of locating another artifact of such power.

And the man before her knew that very well.

“Come,” Bargol crooned, as if coaxing a dove to his hand. “Join me, and let us talk, my lovely.”

With reluctance she turned back to the fat man. His eyes remained lidded, but had grown shrewd. Hungry. He licked his lips, and every instinct screamed at Limeria to leave at once, or better, get her blade to cut off his head.

Instead, she sighed in vexation and made her way about the baths.

Bargol watched her intently, and she could sense the way his eyes moved up and down her tanned curves. Her bare breasts large and firm with youthful beauty, glistening with water, her hips supple and lithe, her stomach and arms toned with muscle and subtle strength, her thighs powerful and her mound thatched in pale gold.

“Here, sit by me,” Bargol crooned, patting the bench in the waters beside him.

“Tell me what you meant first,” she said, standing and looking down at him, arms crossed.

“My, my! So impatient. Is this truly the heir of the Severed Throne? The last daughter of Thera?”

“A dead place and a dead name,” she said, with a hint of bitterness.

“Hmmm,” Bargol hummed, rubbing his wobbly stomach thoughtfully. “Yes. A pity you were raised among those barbarians in the Iron Hills instead of the palaces of princes,” Bargol sighed. Then, with another appreciative look at her figure, added, “But still… some good came from it. The wild fierceness is so enticing, yet tempered by the noble blood of ancient Borea. No other woman like you in all the world. Like a tigress draped in gold.”

Limeria’s lip curled in revulsion, but the fat thief wasn’t done lathering her with praise.

“Ohhh,” he moaned, shuddering in delight, his fat fingers wriggling. “Such a pleasure to behold you, my dear. A delight! A beauty untamed and unique among all others. I should know,” he tittered, stroking the chin of his nearest woman, her sigh of pleasure hitching as he flicked the precious stone set in her slave collar. Bargol laughed, his head lolling back towards Limeeria. “Would you care for a glass of wine, my darling princess?” he asked, beckoning to another of the slave girls, who sauntered over with an amphora. “I bought it from across the desert. Hard to get since Uzra began charging such outrageous prices for goods.”

“Enough of this,” Limeria snapped. “Tell me of this treasure. Or is your tongue forked? Simply spinning lies to ogle me?”

“Perish the thought!” Bargol cried. “Lie? To you? My darling, I would only ever tell the truth. Mmm. But my memory does fade in and out these days. I may have some news of a prize. But I get so forgetful while pent up. Might you indulge me in some… attentions…”

Limeria’s frown deepened, but she did not look away as Bargol tossed aside the washcloth that hid his lap from her. His cock was thick and large, much like him. A deep tanned color, it was already half-hard, rising from beneath his gut as if a timber straining to hold back his corpulence. His belly bulged atop it.

Limeria stared at the fat merchant’s thick cock. Her immediate instinct was giving him a hard enough kick to his stones to ensure he produced no more heirs, but a cooler voice prevailed in her head. Bargol was repulsive, to be sure, but there was no denying his extensive connections. If there was treasure of her people to be had, Bargol would know where to find it.

“You do realize I hate you,” Limeria said, moving slowly towards the reclining merchant.

“Ah, but my dear,” rumbled Bargol, stroking his fat belly and watching her approach. “It always begins as a transaction, but business has a way of becoming pleasure. And besides, does that not make it all the more enticing? Hmm?” Bargol hummed, reaching out for her with his meaty paws. “Now, come closer, my lovely princess. Let me feel you beneath my fingers. Let me know what it is my secrets will buy me.”

Limeria rolled her eyes as she stepped into the reach of the fat merchant. His fleshy arm wrapped around her waist. She bumped against the soft expanse of his gut and he looked up at her standing beside him. He chuckled softly as his fat fingers began to explore her naked, glistening body. Caressing her muscular thigh, her hips, the firm washboard of her abdomen, and higher, to the softness of her breast. His fingers crawling up one generous swell and over to the other. Pulling her lower so that he might fairly embed his fingers in that soft flesh. Pushing. Squeezing. Pinching the rising pink bud of one nipple.

Limeria tried to keep her expression still, but it was hard. Though Bargol was everything she hated, his depraved and debauched existence made him as skilled at pleasure as she was with the sword, and already she could feel the heat of desire coil in her belly like fire, and her pussy flush with growing arousal.

“Ahhh, Limeria,” Bargol chortled. “You are the finest of women, my darling. Born in a palace, raised on a battlefield, and trained between the sheets. Ohhhh, to collar you…”

“There will be no collaring,” Limeria said firmly. “I’d sooner fuck a bullfrog than you, Bargol.”

“How cruel you are. Mmm. But I assure you, my princess, that I could serve you far better than any beast.”

“Of that I doubt. Now spill your secrets, Bargol,” she said, slapping his hand from her breasts. “What is this treasure of which you spoke? Where can I find it? Or do I need to wring it from your fat neck?”

“Mmm, perhaps not from my neck, my sweet. But should you wish to use your hands on another part of me, I would hardly object,” he chortled as his gaze left her figure and settled meaningfully on the fully erect thickness of his dark cock rising from beneath his belly. He leaned back, his weight shifting, and the cock bounced upright. Obscene and brown like some fat, woody mushroom poking up from the steamy water, a thicket of dark hair surrounded its root waving in the water like threads of algae and his bollocks seemed enormous and swollen with his seed.

Limeria was half tempted to choke him anyway. His confidence was unbearably irritating. Doubly so because she knew he had her. If she wanted the secrets in his head she could not simply beat them out. She had to play his game.

“By the gods,” Limeria muttered, rolling her eyes at the heavens for testing her so. “If you’re playing me false, Bargol…”

“May Myrra, mother of all, strike me down should I lie to so beautiful a woman,” the fat man crooned. “Now, my dear, you know what you must do. It is a simple request for such a beautiful woman.”

Limeria sighed as her hand slipped into the warm water and found the root of his cock, grasping him just above his bollocks. He thrust to meet her, his lap leaving the water. Her fingers wrapped around the thick shaft and her hand brushed the wet hair of his loins. Much to her chagrin, this would hardly be the first time she had shared a bed with the fat merchant. He often conspired to cross her path, and only when he had some leverage to get what he desired from her. Some deal that was irresistible.

“Mmmm. That’s it,” Bargol groaned, his bloated gut quivering with his pleasure. “Ohhh, my fallen beauty. Such hands… Stroke me now, my princess. Coax the honey from my prick.”

He leaned his head to get a better view as Limeria began to reluctantly massage the fat merchant’s oily cock. The scent of him was thick in the air. Perfume, sweat, and a woody musk like sarrow weed, a mildly intoxicating herb smoked by certain nomadic tribes.

Bargol reached a lazy hand beneath Limeria to fondle her dangling breasts as they shook with the motion of her arm. Her hand pumping his brown cock. Thumb massaging beneath his crown. Feeling him squeeze and palm her heavy breasts. Her shoulder muscles tensed from the effort. Massaging him. Hating him. Aroused by the act, disgusted by his attention, but stroking his cock for what it meant for her legacy.

“For such a well-muscled specimen your breasts are so soft and heavy,” Bargol purred. “Luscious without compare. Might you be willing that I have a mold made of them, my sweetling? I would adore to drink my wine from cups molded from their shape. Nearly pitchers. Mmm. It would be like drinking the sweet milk of your royal cream.”

“Do you ever shut up?” Limeria grunted, squeezing his cock a little more tightly and working her hand faster.

“But my darling! Do you not wish me to speak of all I know of your lost treasure?”

“Then do it. And stop dancing about it, you fat pig,” Limeria growled, trying to ignore his fondling. She squeezed his cock harder in her hand.

“Mmm. If you were to use your tongue, my sweet, it might encourage me to use mine.”

By the many gods of Eldheim, this fat pig wasn’t going to make it easy. With a groan, Limeria bent lower and leaned her face towards his jutting cock. She reached out with her tongue and let it brush that darkening tip. Tasting him. The bitterness. The faint, salty sweetness of his first dewy pre.

“Ohhhhh,” Bargol groaned, quivering with ecstasy. “That’s it. Ahhh, your royal mouth is most… mmm… skilled.”

“Talk. Now. Or I stop,” Limeria snapped, looking sidelong at him with contempt ablaze in her blue eyes.

“Mmm. Such a haaaard bargain, my princess.” His fat hand stroked her golden hair. “But as you wish. It is… a mask. Oh, my sweet princess. Your royal tongue is a delight. Now take my manhood… into your mouth.”

She reluctantly obeyed him, a warmth pulsing between her thighs as she leaned her head down lower. Bent low at the waist to suck his tip as her hand continued to massage him. One arm resting on his soft belly for stability. She stood over him with her head bent, her mouth pleasuring him, sucking, breasts filling the merchant’s hands. His fondling growing more wanton by the moment.

“So good. Suck, my dear. My savage princess. Suck my cock. Ohhhhh, yes, that will make me spill my secrets and everything else.”

“Mmm!” Limeria growled, letting her teeth graze his tip.

Bargol winced and waved a bejeweled hand to calm her.

“Yes, yes. About the mask… it is ancient and powerful. A mask forged by the strange metal of the First Men of Borea. It glows with inner light and compels obedience. It saps the will of whoever its wearer desires. To possess such an artifact is to enslave everyone to your will. To dominate… ohhhhh… flick your tongue just like that. Yes, my lovely. Let me… let me reply to your tender tongue.”

“Mph?” Limeria looked sidelong at the merchant as he released her breasts and grabbed hold of her hips. He pulled her so she suddenly was astride his belly, standing over his lap, her head down and her bottom was in the merchant’s face.

“Yes! Ohhhh, the precious flower of a princess! Now I shall feast!” Bargol grabbed her firm hips and pulled her down. Limeria’s startled mouth slid free of his cock as she nearly sat upon his face. His tongue suddenly thrust against her cunt. Licking and tasting her. Flicking at the sensitive bud of her pleasure.

“Ohhhh! Bargol! You… ah… You bastard! What are you doing back there?” She looked back at him, his nose buried in her ass and his tongue furiously lapping at her cunt. He mumbled a reply, which she felt as vibrations deep into her core. Her pleasure was stirred by his gluttonous licking and she knew she would soon be wailing with ecstasy. To prevent such a humiliating admission, she returned her mouth to the merchant’s fat cock.

It was easier this way. To ignore his teasing words and submit to the pleasure of his tongue. To feel his fat hands stroking her body, his breath hot in her most intimate places, and to reciprocate in kind. Leaning over his huge girth. Her breasts hanging low enough to touch his belly as she bent over him and sucked. Slurped. Surrendered to the needful circle of pleasure. His tongue. Her mouth. Their bodies united in purpose. His cock. Her cunt. Sucking, licking, tasting the flow of honey.

“Mmmmmnnnnnn!” cried Bargol, tensing beneath her.

“Mmmmmmnnn!” agreed Limeria, her mouth full of the fat merchant’s swollen manhood.

Their pleasure erupted simultaneously. Limeria’s flowing outward from her core in hot, rippling waves that throbbed in her clit. Bargol’s fat shaft stiffening and then exploding in hot pumps of thick, salty cum. She found it difficult to swallow it all in this unusual position and it spilled from her lips like molten candle wax down his twitching manhood, Limeria feeling every pulse of him as he emptied his pleasure into her moaning mouth. She could not restrain herself from bucking her hips and riding her round ass back against the fat merchant until the last shudders of her pleasure.

With some effort, Limeria finally dismounted from Bargol’s face, but the subtle weakness of her legs prevented her from escaping before the fat merchant had caught her waist and tugged her back onto his lap. She gasped, her soft rump landing on his wide leg, her body falling against his gut as it wobbled with his laughter.

“What’s this? Leaving so soon? But my dear, I haven’t even told you where your prize lies.”

Limeria grimaced, pushing herself a little off his gut, turning in his arms and glaring into his soft face. “Fine. Tell me, then.”

“It’s hidden, of course, my honeysuckle,” Bargol purred, his beefy fingers cupping her breast, tracing lazy circles around her nipple, making Limeria suck in a breath with sensitive desire. “Bought by a certain nobleman of Eldheim. He has been making… mmm… excellent use of it.”

Limeria stiffened atop Bargol’s lap. “Eldheim?” she said. “Who? Who in that city?”

“Ah, my dear. You must forgive me. The name is on… the tip of my tongue,” Bargol crooned as he cupped her breast and lifted it, meeting her eyes as he delicately kissed around her areola.

Limeria shuddered with revulsion and a tingling glow of lust. She hated this man, his excesses repulsing her along with his weakness. And yet, she knew too well she needed what he knew. And even in her loathing, there was a strange sort of pleasure. They both knew too well she couldn’t leave after being teased such information. Eldheim was like a second home to her, a great city too precious to abandon. A lone bastion of order in a world that seemed to grow more dangerous every day.

If what Bargol said was true, she didn’t dare refuse his information, and weaken the city at such a perilous time.

“By Myrra, what more do you want?” she sighed in exasperation. “Another kiss on your fat hog of a cock?”

“Hmmm,” Bargol hummed, still palming her breast as he eased back, his soft lips moving in an oily smile, his hand brushing down her waist and to her hips, handling the soft globe of her bum, glistening with sweat and water. He gave it a sudden spank, Limeria jolting at the sharp sensation that surged straight into her core.

“Bastard!” she snapped, face flushed at the humiliation. “Do that again and I’ll thin your gut with a knife!”

“Of course, my tigress. Forgive your servant for his play. As for your request, though your lips and tongue are a delight my dear… mmm… Limeria, I fear they will not suffice for my price.”

“Then what do you want?” Limeria growled, glaring into his lidded eyes.

Bargol chortled.

“Why, merely look,” he said, nodding to his lap and the thick, turgidity of his cock, the dark shaft once more at full mast. “Your lovely body has awakened my desires anew, my princess. Should you sate them… mmm… perhaps I would be willing to help you. Even tell you of a hidden way into this noble’s palace. Provided you satisfy my needs.”

Limeria rolled her eyes in exasperation. “That’s always what you want,” she said.

“Can you blame me, my delight? Until you join my sweet harem, how else can you expect me to enjoy such lovely… lovely beauty…” Bargol crooned, kissing her shoulder and her throat. “It would be so good,” he crooned.

Limeria groaned, for though she may have found Bargol a caricature of corruption and decadence of the civilized world, he did know how to pleasure a woman. Not hard when he had dozens to practice on. And reluctance only seemed to entice him more, the bloated merchant chortling and stroking her ass in admiration, as if trying to memorize every inch of her.

Limeria had already made her decision to extract the answers she required from Bargol before she let him touch her. She stroked his soft belly and pressed her ample breasts to him. Spreading his oily slickness to her own body as she writhed against him and slowly straddled the fat merchant’s lap. His hands were all over her bottom. Squeezing and spreading her shamelessly as he leaned up to press a kiss to her lips. His hot tongue thrust into her mouth a she positioned herself over the rising pillar of his cock.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned against his lips, teasing herself with slow rolls of her hips, dragging her cunt against the fat head of Bargol’s cock.

Bargol might have pleasured a thousand slave girls, but Limeria had bedded many of the finest warriors of Iden. She had tangled with barbarian clansmen, warriors of Eldheim, and strangers from faraway lands. Whenever the savage princess deigned to share her body with a man, it was for her own pleasure.

And with Bargol, that was no exception. Loathe him though she might for his slaving and gross flattery, his fat cock could satisfy. So she would simply overlook his manipulation and take her pleasure from this bloated merchant.

“Mmmmmm!” Bargol moaned as she broke the kiss. His fat fingers kneaded her ass. “Your fires burn so hot, princess! Has the taste of my seed awakened such lust within you?”

“Far from it,” laughed Limeria, rolling her hips and dragging her soft folds back across the fat merchant’s cockhead. He groaned with pleasure and squeezed her ass tighter. She looked down at him with contempt. “The only excitement I feel is for the artifacts of Thera. If what you said is true, you have aided me, Bargol. And if what you said is lies… mmmmm… the pain I will inflict upon you will be—AH!”

She cried out as he spanked her ass with both hands and squeezed it roughly.

“Speak not of pain, my lovely flower,” gasped Bargol. “Your body yearns for my cock and my cock… hnnnnn… strains for your luscious heat. I speak only the truth to you, Limeria. I would never betray the trust of such a beauty.”

She did not believe his words for a moment. He would sell her into slavery if he could find a way. That did not stop her hips from thrusting downward to impale herself upon the fat pillar of his cock. She rode her tight cunt down onto his hardness. Sliding to the root and feel his cock stretch her and fill her almost completely.

“Gods,” she moaned, inner walls tightening around him.

She felt the fat crown of his manhood bull against her womb with each downward ride of her hips. Her ass smacking wetly against him. His hands cradling her weight and encouraging her to ride up and down. She was so very wet after the tongue lashing he had given her. Trembling with pleasure as she began to move faster and with greater urgency. Her more than ample bust bouncing and her stiff pink nipples dragging against the oily coarseness of his chest.

“Ohhhh yessssss,” Bargol groaned, his head rolling back, the necklaces which decorated him jangling with his hitching breath. “Oh my… mmm… da-arling. You are… ah… so wonderfully tiiiiight.”

“Sh-shut your fat mouth,” Limeria gasped.

“Mmmm, if I… hm… but could. Oh my dear, allow me to… nnn… compose a sonnet to praise your body and the delights it… mmm… possesses…”

Limeria clenched her teeth, her face burning with pleasure and shame as she filled herself with the fat man’s cock, her hands sliding along his gut as she at last bottomed out, gasping as his manhood twitched within her. She suddenly found herself leaning against Bargol’s blubbery chest, his face right in front of her own, looking down at her with mocking amusement.

His hands grasped her hips suddenly, making her jolt with the clap of flesh against flesh. Then, showing startling strength for such flabby arms, he began to bounce her atop his lap.

Limeria couldn’t suppress the shuddering moan that escaped her as she felt his cock drag against her inner walls as he lifted and dropped her. She smacked off his gut, her breasts slapping his flabby chest lewdly.

“Oh yesssss!” Bargol groaned, chortling. “Yes. That’s it, my honeysuckle sweet. Ride me my… mmm… sweet! Take my cock like the mare does her stallion. Ohhhhh my princess. I shall… ah… stretch you well before… mmm… before this night is throuuuuugh!”

Limeria tried to deny the sensations aching up through her as she rode the grotesque merchant, but it was all she could do not to let him lead her totally in it. Her feet found purchase at last on the slick tiles of the bathhouse, her hips beginning to roll, adding her own efforts into fucking herself atop Bargol.

“Ah! Ah! Mnnnn!” she groaned.

Limeria could hardly stand the pleasures wracking her body as she rode faster atop the fat prince of thieves. The water churned and his fat corpulence wobbled with the force of her bucking hips. His powerful, kneading hands moving her faster atop his straining cock. Few men had awakened such ecstasy within the princess, and yet more was to come.

She felt soft, fluttering touches on her arms, like the brush of a butterfly’s wings. Limeria’s eyes flew open as the soft bodies of two of the slave girls pressed against her on either side. The comely women cooed as their hands moved over her, cupping her breasts, fondling them as they lovingly began to kiss and touch her. Hands caressed and cradled her heaving tits. Hands found her thighs and reached between them to stroke her clit.

The slave girls kissed her shoulders and neck as the began to stroke Limeria’s riding body. The two girls were beautiful and shapely, one blonde and the other brunette. They were soft women, pets that ate and drank as they pleased and only exerted themselves in Bargol’s bed. Yet they were strong enough from their servitude and well-educated in the pleasures they might impart.

They caressed Limeria as she rode atop Bargol’s cock, each movement of the fallen princess led by the indolent merchant and his squeezing hands upon her bottom.

Limeria’s bouncing motions increased, her oily bottom slapping loudly against Bargol’s lap. The slave girls began to kiss the princess of the fallen kingdom upon her breasts and their tongues flicked out at her bouncing nipples. The brunette sucked one pink bud and the blonde circled another hardened nub with her tongue.

“Oh g-gooooods!” Limeria moaned, her lips tight to deny Bargol the pleasure of her building ecstasy.

Not that her withholding was successful. The merchant grinned at her, sweat beading his brow and his face contorted with pleasure as Limeria rode against his belly and stuffed herself full of his cock. He could no doubt feel the building tension in her core. The way her slick cunt squeezed and twitched around his fat cock.

“Ah! Ohhhh my princess dear, you would make such a fine addition… mmmmmm… to my harem,” the merchant groaned. “A body like this was made to be pampered and pleasured. Not face the… ha… the hardships… the struggles of… the world.”

“I will… never be… ah… mnnn! Y-yours,” she grunted, letting her anger fuel the motion of her hips.

Bargol groaned at the sudden increase in her pace. The undeniable movement of a woman pursuing her own pleasure.

“Yes, yes, my dear, but… oooooohhh… no reason you shouldn’t… spend your free moments in in luxurious relaxation, oiled and a worshipped by my entire harem. Look at them, Limeria. Their soft pink tongues could… could serve all of you. Their hands… massage your tired muscles. Ahhh! By the gods, enough! Kiss me, my darling!” He leaned up, squeezing his chest against the heads of the slaves pleasuring Limeria as he planted a kiss on the barbarian princess’s lips.

“Mmm!” She cried out, stiffening in surprise as Bargol thrust his tongue into her mouth.

Limeria found it impossible to conceal her pleasure from him and her tongue began to move against his, tasting sweet wine and sugary delights he’d been dining on. Her moans muffled by his lips. Her hips moving with her building lust. He spanked her ass possessively and she cried out and pulled back from his lips.

“Careful, Bargol, one more slap like that and—”

Smack!

His hand spanked her ass again and he rammed his cock upwards in the same moment.

“Ahhhh!” she cried in surprise that turned to pleasure, quivering at the sudden peak. Bargol laughed knowingly.

“Don’t be shy, my lovely princess. For tonight, you are my queen and I am your king!”

“Bastard!” gasped Limeria, her hips moving more urgently. Her breasts bouncing against the cooing slaves. “You… you overstep!”

“Vistya!” Bargol grabbed the blonde by her hair. “Put your tongue to use on Queen Limeria! You too, Thyla! Show our guest the proper hospitality.”

“Yes, master,” the two slavegirls said and crawled behind Limeria.

“Hey, what are they doing to… ooohhhhh!” Limeria arched atop Bargol’s cock as she felt Vistya plunge her tongue between Limeria’s ass cheeks. The blonde slavegirl practically buried her face against Limeria’s bouncing bum and licked eagerly as the brunette moved lower and began to tongue Bargol’s bollocks, cock, and Limeria’s gliding cuntlips.

The sensation of two tongues joining the deep fucking Limeria was getting from her ride atop Bargol’s fat brown cock was enough to drive her to the brink. She wailed as the fountaining pleasure surged through her.

“Ahhhhh! Bargol! You ba-aaaaastaaaaard!” she cried, falling against him. Clinging to him even as her hips moved on their own accord with her wild lust. Fucking herself with his cock. Letting him enjoy the pleasure of fucking her and yet forcing her to do all the work. “T-tell me! Who bought the mask? Tell me the name of the nobleman… oohhhh… in Eldheim!”

Bargol laughed and squeezed her spread ass tighter as Vistya feasted on Limeria’s hot, clenching hole.

“Tell me you want it, first. No, not the mask. Tell me you want my seed. Beg me for it.”

Limeria wanted to refuse him. She wanted to throttle him, in fact. But she did neither. She had to know the identity of the man who had purchased the mask that was her rightful inheritance. She had to do whatever Bargol wanted.

With the slave girls tonguing her twitching cunt and her tightly clenched asshole, with her hips rolling and rocking and plunging her pussy atop Bargol’s cock, she looked into the merchant’s eyes and, breathlessly, surrendered to his demand.

“F-fine you fat b-bastard! Cum for me, Bargol,” she panted. “I need to feel it inside me. Spill your seed into my… oohhhh… my cunt, you worthless hog!”

“Is that what you crave my dear? More than anything? To feel my seed gushing into that tight royal quim?” He kissed her again briefly, separating after only a moment to lean back and watch her ride atop his cock. “Tell me, my honeysuckle. Tell me you must have it. Ohh!”

“Yesssss!” Limeria threw her head back, bouncing hard and fast atop him and reveling in the sensation of the slave girls adding their tongues to the pleasure. “That’s right. I can feel your cock surging. Swelling up inside me like some gorging serpent. Ohhhhhh, dripping inside me! Just d-do it! Cum! Cum for me!”

“Yesssss!” roared Bargol, thrusting and making his belly wobble. “Yesss! Take it, Limeria! My beautiful warrior queen! Ohhhhh! Take my cum!”

“Ahhhh!” was the only answer Limeria could offer as pleasure seized hold of her body. She surrendered to the fat cock of the merchant. To his spanking, squeezing hands. To the hot, wet tongues of his slave girls. Lapping and rimming her delicate holes. Driving her over the edge and to an ecstasy she had known only rarely before. She bounced furiously atop the fat merchant, her muscles standing in oiled relief and her plump tits bouncing against her toned torso. Forcefully cumming. Powerfully clenching atop his cock.

In that moment of ecstasy, Bargol’s bellow of release erupted along with the hot torrents of his seed. His manhood pulsing and gushing into Limeria’s cunt in a molten eruption to put Mount Hastoruth to shame. His cock drenching her clutching walls in spurt after spurt of the fat merchant’s cum.

Limeria’s orgasm was so intense, so complete, that all she could do was collapse atop the fat body of the merchant like he was some wobbling mattress. He held her in his arms and kissed her again. His tongue lazy in her mouth and his breath hot and overflowing. Limeria groaned, too exhausted to fight it, and sluggishly kissed him back.

Bargol’s cock finally wilted inside her even as the slave girls continued to lick. She felt his manhood slip free of her creamy cunt and the slave girls draw back, fetching damp towels and beginning to clean her without hesitation.

“Oooh,” Limeria groaned, shuddering with aftershocks as the slave girls stroked her spent body. More tired than after her fight with the clansmen on the road. But then, no surprise. A fight with Bargol was far more exhausting. And near as messy.

“Ah my princess,” Bargol moaned beneath her, his hand stroking her hip, rising to tease along her breast. “This shall be a memory I cherish all my days.”

His touch woke her from her stupor. Limeria grabbed his hand as it moved along her flushed face, her glare fierce once more.

“No more… no more games, Bargol,” she growled. “Tell me what you know.”

Bargol chortled and drew back his hand.

“Hmm. So fierce. But you will need it, my dear Limeria. For the noble you seek is named Petros. His home lies near the higher hills of Eldheim, and he is well known for his festivities. He was powerful before, but has grown even more of late, his fetes renowned around the city and environs. Anyone who is anyone attends. Some say he has ambitions for the crown of Eldheim itself!”

“The people would never support that,” Limeria said, shifting uncomfortably as the cooing slave girls continued to bathe her with delicate strokes and touches.

Bargol chuckled, his eyes glinting darkly. “Mmm. Do you believe so? King Orrin is wise, but he is old as well. Some might whisper new blood is needed to hold the borders against the barbarians who threaten it. And certainly, with that mask, Petros shall not lack for allies, willing or not…”

Limeria scowled. “Perhaps,” she said reluctantly. The games of politics irritated her at best.

“At any rate,” Bargol hummed, setting his bulk against the edge of the baths with a grunt as he ogled her luscious figure openly, “a civil war is likely to be prevented were that… mmm, mask to be lost. If it were to vanish along with certain other treasures in his vault, perhaps Petros might be forced to reconsider his path. Or perhaps not.”

“So I steal it,” Limeria said, raising her arms as the soapy hands of the slave girls cleaned her chest and body, shivers of remembered pleasure sparking through her and to the hollow place beneath her tummy. It was all she could do to keep herself from grinding atop Bargol’s bulk.

“Indeed,” Bargol said, admiring the hands of his slave girls shaping and massaging Limeria’s soapy breasts. “And as it so happens, I have some men within the city awaiting to accomplish just that. I would be beholden to you, my sweet, if you were to aid them in this… mmm… endeavor.”

“You do?”

“A secret way into Petros’s manor has been found,” Bargol said contentedly as a petite slave girl began to massage his bronzed bulk with oils once more, her delicate hands moving lovingly over the rolls of his fat, making him glisten like a seal. “Petros’s home was built on the ruins of an Uzran temple, razed when Eldheim won its independence. Through its secret tunnels, a way into the home of the noble can be found, bypassing his many guards and security, straight into the heart of his lair and vault.”

“If you know this, why not go inside already?” Limeria demanded.

Bargol chortled slyly, humming in pleasure. “Mmm. And lose the opportunity to entice my sweet princess to my arms? My dear Limeria, I am a man of many appetites, but none compare to my hunger for your lovely flesh.”

Limeria rolled her eyes at his tone and the greedy glint in his eye, even as she felt again a hot stirring of lingering lust for the corpulent merchant prince. She felt his cock thicken against her leg and she rose suddenly, making the girls bathing her fall back in surprise.

“I’m leaving,” she said.

“Already?” Bargol hummed as his chest was slathered in glistening oils by adoring hands. “My dear! You have but arrived. No doubt you are still exhausted. Come! My barge awaits in the docks. We can sail along the mighty Red River as near to Eldheim as we can, and on our journey we shall explore our bodies with the abandon that would put the whorehouses of Vaneera to shame!”

Limeria gave the fat man an exasperated look. “Do you never quit?” she asked.

“Quit you? Never,” Bargol laughed with a jiggle of his belly, his greedy eyes running over her figure. “Not so long as those royal curves are beyond my grasp, my beloved princess.”

Limeria scoffed, turning sharply and providing him an excellent view of her lovely bum and glistening inner thighs. “Then enjoy the view while you can, Bargol,” she said, delivering a sharp spank upon her own rear, making the firm flesh jump. “For you’ll not see it anywhere but your dreams for a long time to come.”

Bargol licked his lips again as Limeria pushed into the waters of the pool, crossing the baths and sending ripples waving across the surface.

“Hmmm. A temptress to the end,” Bargol said at her back. “And we shall meet again, my darling princess! Seek out Rameen at The Boar’s Spear! He shall guide you to the entrance to the tunnels. And should you wish to celebrate your triumph when it is done, seek me out! For I should be delighted to join you in such revelries.”

Limeria couldn’t help but snort, her ears burning at his suggestive tone and the giggles and moans of the slave girls as they lay once more against their master, the sounds of pleasure chasing her out of the waters and the baths, the slap of her feet on the tiles soon fading away.
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The Aged King

The great city of Eldheim was a bastion of enduring strength amid the chaos that consumed Iden. It was a comfort to Limeria by its very existence in a time of untold horror and upheaval.

The barren flatlands receded in Limeria’s wake as she rode the highway towards the mighty city. Hills and rocky landscape surrounded her, broken by plateaus where swathes of fields grew golden with ripening wheat. Now and then she passed a shrine to one of the many gods of the kingdom. Then, out of the country rose the great walls of the city itself.

Eldheim’s highest spires appeared over the distant hills. Built upon tiers, it climbed like a lone mountain above the ragged hills, shining with the white stone which composed it, the crowded markets and commoner districts sprawling and squeezed within the walls, while the noble palaces and districts rose above them on the higher hills.

Eldheim had been old before Thera, old before even Uzra, and now it loomed defiant against the forces conspiring to topple its king. The city seemed to overflow its own walls, sun baked settlements spilling out among the fields and countryside of the flatlands. Farmsteads and villages protected only by proximity to the great city.

Once, this place had been jungle all the way to the distant Forest of Giants. But with the fall of Borea, a new world had been carved from the northern reaches of Iden. Eldheim was the most enduring remnant of this last, great civilization of mankind. 

As Limeria neared the outer walls, she passed many merchants and farmers going to the city, for Eldheim was both wealthy and secure, a difficult combination in the world Limeria knew. Entering it, she had to fight against the crowds that jammed the streets and market squares. A veritable sea of humanity that filled her with a familiar claustrophobic uneasiness as she hurried her mount up the winding avenues towards the upper districts, where colonnaded palaces and temples etched of white and gray stone faced out like tiny fortresses, and noble ladies and men walked followed by trains of slaves and servants.

All this Limeria noted as she rode, reaching the high palace’s promenade, there met by the royal guard in purple cloaks and crested helms. They knew her well, for she was a common sight at the palace.

King Orrin had been good friends and staunch allies of her parents all those years before Thera fell, and he had treated her kindly whenever she came to visit. When she had been entrusted to her protector, Roan, he had intended to travel to the city. But instead, they had been harried all the way out of the Bone Mountains and had fallen in with the barbarians of the Iron Hills. Roan had been a member of their tribes, and she had been brought up among them as the fires of war raged and her home burned to the ground.

Limeria had been an adult, just barely, when she finally returned to Eldheim. Though many things had changed within the city, King Orrin still ruled, and he welcomed her with open arms each time she visited.

The royal guards stopped as they led her through the palace. She was approached by a tall, slender man with unpleasantly long, dark hair and hunched shoulders. She did not know his name, but she knew him to be one of Orrin’s advisors.

“Apologies, my lady, but the king is in council,” said the tall man, eyeing Limeria in her dusty boots and revealing loincloth and sling with a hint of contempt. “If you wish, you may observe until the session is finished.”

“I wish,” said Limeria, unashamed of her brazen beauty in a place of wealth and power.

The purple cloaked guards conducted her down marble halls and through gardens filled with lush greenery and finely worked stone statues. Noble women in long, veiled gowns watched her go, curious about her fierce attire in a place of such civilized beauty. Soon she crossed a paved square and came to the chamber of the Court.

The Court lay beneath a domed ceiling through which light peeked in by slits in the stone, illuminating the room below. Concentric rings of seats sank into the floor and filling them were the most venerable nobility of the city’s patriarchs. At the far end stood the high throne in which Orrin sat, and before him a man stood, speaking to the crowded chamber with grandiose gestures, his voice echoing in the sacred silence.

Leaving her escort at the doors, Limeria walked slowly around the perimeter of the chamber, looking between the bars of pillars and down at the floor below. The speaker stood, swathed in a black toga trimmed with blue, his eyes piercing as his voice held the room in the palm of his hand. An aquiline nose defined his pale face, giving him a hawkish if handsome look, his voice ringing like a tolling bell in the domed chamber.

“And can we not see the enemies are not the Comorran barbarians?” the man said. “The border forts hold the worst of their depredations back. Why need we to fear them? They are little more than curs baying in the wilds. A mere payment of gold will see them happily back to their huts to trouble us no more. A pittance of baubles they can admire.

“But do not think that I see this as a weakness of our noble sons who hold back this savage tide!” he said his hand ranging about the room as if to forestall the question, the other to his breast in a plea to forbearance. “Do not suspect that I do not believe our warriors equal to these barbarian dogs. No! Only that our efforts are far better placed elsewhere. Has not Uzra been gathering her forces? Do we not think that our fighting men might not be better placed against the east? Or against the savages of the Iron Hills which take their tolls among our travelers and trade? My fellow citizens,” he cried, raising his hands as he turned slowly to encompass the silent many who watched him speak, “a pittance to buy off the barbarians and draw our true might against our other enemies is what I ask. What any sane man would propose!

“For it has been fifteen long years since the Comorrans brought low Thera, and where has their master been since? Where is the sorcerer who led those savage hordes? Jazier has vanished. I say he is dead! The barbarians will never muster in the numbers they once did. They range as wild animals, so let us throw them some crumbs to sate their hungers,” he said, flicking a hand, head tilted back with contempt as if tossing scraps to a stray hound. “And in the meantime, let us turn our attention to our true enemies in Urzra.”

As he ended his speech, applause rained down from the lords sitting on the benches. Limeria’s gaze ran over them with contempt. Fools, she thought, knowing only too well the raids from the Comorrans were nothing compared to what could be.

She had been among the Bone Mountains. She had seen the hordes as they put Thera to the torch and poured through the passes. To give the Comorrans gold would be nothing more than an invitation to invade and despoil yet further. You did not feed red meat to a saurian and think to make it a pet or it would gorge on your livestock and then your kin. A beast could not be bribed.

The applause faded swiftly, she noted, as the man on the throne rose.

King Orrin Augusten was a man of years, but he bore them with all the firm dignity which he’d spent them. Tall, his toga fell across a powerful chest, his arms as dark as mahogany and thick with muscle, his dark hair threaded with white, much like his short beard. In him was all the vigor of the old lion. A fierceness slumbering, experienced yet ready to tear the throat from the youngster who bit at his heels. He stood straight and strong, a stone the tides of time had broken against, firm as a mountain at the head of the room as he surveyed the many attending.

“You have heard our friend speak,” he said, voice thundering without rancor to fill the chamber. “Now hear me. We shall not pay the barbarians at our gates, for to do so is to entice them further. To pay them so is a measure of weakness, and strength is all the Comorrans understand.

“Do we forget the loss of Thera?” he said. “Do we forget the burning of that city? The death? Their women taken as bed slaves by the Comorran brutes? Their men put to the sword? Their children burned on pyres so a new generation would not be born? Thera decided to pay would be better than to fight, and in the end they paid dearly indeed.

“My friends,” Orrin said with a sweeping gesture, his gaze taking in the whole crowd. Limeria felt his eyes land on her and stood straighter, noting a slight smile touch the king’s lips. “My friends,” Orrin said again, fixing on the group around him. “We must stand strong against the enemies beyond our borders. We will not let gold be the currency of our realm, but instead have it be courage and strength of arms! Eldheim shall not pay the barbarians who threaten us. For we do not fear them, and we must never give sign we do.

“We are brave sons and daughters of the First Men,” he declared, his passion growing and his arms sweeping to encompass all within the chamber. “We do not forget our birthright! We do not quake or quail before the threats of barbarians! We are Eldheim! We live in flesh and blood, not in the half-remembered books of history! We write those books ourselves with strength and courage!”

Applause thundered in the hall. Limeria felt her chest swell with pride, and yet, she noted many of the younger men in the audience did not join. Instead, they sat, looking with contempt at the old man, their bodies lazy and lounging casually in the seats of power they filled.

Limeria felt unease coil like a black snake in her stomach as the meeting adjourned. Men crowded around the two speakers, and she saw a great many about the hawk-faced man from before. His bearing proud, the gaze he cast at the old king was fierce as he and his supporters walked out of the room, deep in a knot of conversation.

As they departed, Limeria descended the steps towards the throne. By the time she arrived the group had dispersed. Orrin disentangled himself from the last few nobles, breaking through the wall of their bodies. He gave Limeria a subtle nod and drifted towards the rear doors, followed closely by her.

In silence she joined him, walking down a hall that led to some private, spartan chambers, which looked down upon the city from a wide balcony. Pillars held the ceiling aloft, the walls inlaid with mosaics of hunts and battle, while some divans sat facing the world below. The view overlooked much of Eldheim and the sweeping plains, the daylight waning, washing a low light through the chamber, the room filled with the pleasant warmth blowing in from the plains. Servants were busy putting out food and drink. As he strode inside Orrin sighed and cast aside his toga with satisfaction, leaving him in nothing but a pair of loose pants.

“By Myrra that chair is uncomfortable,” he groaned, rolling his shoulders, his dark skin tough and leathery, crisscrossed with the faded lines of scars from decades of war.

“No doubt you’d prefer a saddle,” Limeria said, taking her time to admire the old man’s physique. Even the age upon him, the etching of time, merely heightened his apparent strength. The body of a warrior and statesman. A true king, so different from the oily softness of the merchant prince she had so lately quit.

Orrin laughed heartily. “Indeed I would. Give me a blade and an enemy to slay any day. Bah! Politicking,” he sighed, pouring himself a glass of wine from a waiting decanter. “It is impossible to take these flowery words seriously after knowing the truth of battle.”

“Life and death in the balance and the stink of blood upon your blade,” said Limeria.

“Aye. But this is the way of kings, I have sadly found. Sorry you had to see that, Limeria. Gods above but Petros is a talker. And a fool!”

Limeria gave Orrin a quick look, the image of the man on the floor burning into her mind. “That was Petros?”

“You’ve heard of him as well? Hah! Seems his fame is growing,” Orrin said bitterly. He poured another goblet of wine and passed it to her, Limeria accepting with a nod. “I swear his influence swells every day. And it couldn’t be a worse time for it! The Comorrans and the clansmen raid more brazenly than ever. Bands slip past the border forts like smoke on the wind!”

Recalling the bandits she fought on the road, Limeria nodded. “There are many. But have the roads ever been safe?”

“Not since Thera fell,” Orrin said sadly, then recalled who he was speaking with. An odd look of embarrassment vexed him. “My apologies. What I said in the chamber about Thera… I didn’t…”

“It’s alright,” Limeria said with a shrug. “I barely remember the place.”

Orrin shook his head with a sigh. “A pity. It truly was a beautiful city. A place of learning and arts. Of fine tastes and women.”

“Perhaps they should have taken up the sword more often than the pen,” Limeria said dryly.

Orrin shook his head again. “Perhaps. Perhaps. Ah, but you’d have enjoyed life there among the academies and great temples of the sisters. So many secrets in those old temples. So much lost when Thera burned.” Orrin sighed and took a seat on the divan, his eyes running over her. He smiled fondly. “But I expect you have learned your own share of secrets from a harsher world, Limeria. How you have grown into such a lovely young woman.”

Limeria smirked, taking a drink of her wine.

“Mmm. Do you think so, my king?” she said with a lazy swing of her hips. Though Orrin was near old enough to be her grandfather, he was as handsome as any man she had bedded. She felt a familiar stirring of desire. “Am I as lovely as you say?”

“Can a man not admire beauty?” Orrin asked as he eased back on the divan, lounging like a lion in the sun, but his eyes smoldering with hunger of a different kind. “A great man should. It gives life richness. Ah, my dear, were you only brought here by Roan those many years ago, I’d have raised you as a princess deserves to be.”

“And have you think of me as your daughter?” Limeria said with a smoky smile, swirling her glass of wine as she took her turn admiring the old king’s physique. “And you as my father? Hm. Now that would be a shame.”

Orrin chuckled, but the sound was rougher. He gestured, and the servants quietly bowed and vanished out the door. “Would it now? And why might that be?”

Heat fairly steamed from Limeria’s body as she reached a hand to her neck and caressed her own supple skin. She watched his reaction as she untied her sling and let it slip from beneath the heaviness of her breasts. The fabric clung for a moment before the weight of it slithered over her stiff nipples and dropped from the ample softness of her mounds.

Orrin’s smile only grew as he watched her undress.

“If you were my father by blood, it would be so shameful for us to indulge our desires, your majesty,” she said, her hands following the falling cloth, stroking her breasts and sensitive pink buds. Bending them beneath her passing fingers. Caressing the firmness of her abdomen and easing down her loincloth. She revealed herself to him in sensual increments, turning and twisting her body so that he saw her toned physique and the softness between her thighs.

“I hear among the Comorran they do not hold to such taboos,” murmured Orrin, his voice low and hot as he admired her. “That a father might know his daughter and a sister her brother. Revolting.”

“Disgusting,” agreed Limeria, running one hand over her golden mound.

“But we are a more civilized people, are we not?”

“Yes, and fortunate, then, that I was raised among the hills,” Limeria purred, her voice rough with the lustful hunger of the wild people. Her firm curves writhing out of her clinging loincloth to bare the last bit of her body to him.

She let him admire her bottom, the backs of her thighs, her muscular legs and delicate feet. As Orrin reached for her, she turned onto her back on the divan beside him, parting her thighs and then covering her mound with one hand. Her voice was hot, burning with the lust of a woman ready to take what she wanted, unbound by the proprieties of the cities.

“Well, my king? Shall you take what you desire?”

Orrin chuckled. Moved closer, his hand already squeezing the thickness of his cock through his toga. “Take a girl not even as old as my daughter?” he said.

“I have heard tales of a younger king of Eldheim doing so,” Limeria said, her fingers running along her pussy. “That when he rode through the streets, fathers would hide their daughters lest they become his prize.”

“Hmm. The old tales hold some truth,” Orrin said, moving over her.

“Ohhhh, my lord,” she moaned, slipping her hand away from her mound to offer herself to him. “Then do it, my lord. I must serve the throne.”

“Yesssss, you must,” he said, laughing as he pushed her legs wide and pressed his muscular body atop her.

He had held her in such a way several times before. Since she had come to womanhood, she had been an occasional lover of the king. Hardly visiting enough to be called a mistress, but with deep ties of history that made her more than some courtesan. He growled as he kissed her. His tongue teasing her lips apart. His hands, strong and callused, gathering the softness of her breasts. Her nipples stiff with desire. Her body aching for his touch.

“Oohhhhh, my liege,” she whimpered, hooking her legs around him so the bulge within his toga pressed against her bare cunt. “Take me. Seize me! Fuck me with your mighty scepter!”

“My sinful Limeria,” Orrin laughed, kissing her breasts. Her shoulder. Whispering into her ear. “My wicked barbarian princess. The treasure of those savage lands you inhabit.”

One of his strong hands pressed between their bodies and drew open his toga. She felt the hot hardness of his cock. Rubbing against her mound. Pressing between her thighs. He stroked himself as his kiss returned to her lips. Orrin’s desires might have resembled Bargol’s, but the old king was everything that merchant was not.

And she relished it.

“Ohhhh!” she moaned against his lips.

He thrust his cock into her in that moment, claiming her silken cunt with the force of a warrior king. Sheathing his hardness within her and driving her back into the cushions. His body pressed atop her, heavy, but so powerful. Arching with the force of his thrusts as he moved with the rhythm of his desire. Their game of playing roles had become too complex for the animal lust their bodies embraced. They only spoke in kisses. Racing one another towards ecstasy.

Each thrust from Orrin shook Limeria’s breasts. Each stroke drove another spike of pleasure into her core. Her cunt gripping his slick cock. Feeling the impact of his heavy bollocks against her ass. The way the angled crown of his cock beat against her sensitive inner walls. Insistent. Forceful. A battering ram that sought to claim her with his desire.

“Oh, Limeria,” he gasped between kisses. “I should have asked you… mmmm… to be my bride. But I know I could… hnnnnn… never imprison you… as my queen.”

His manhood throbbed inside her. She caressed his dark skin and powerful muscles. She wrapped her arms around his neck, hanging from him, moving beneath him, leaning her head up to chase his words with her kiss. Her cunt gripping him tightly but unable to slow the powerful thrusts of his cock.

“You will always be… my king,” she panted. “Yes. Please! More. More! Make me… ah… make me c-cum!”

He chuckled at her needful cries. “I shall fill you to the brim, my sweet princess,” he grunted. “Give you all… that you lust for!”

“Yessss,” she cried, spilling the pale gold of her hair among the cushions on the divan. Holding him in her arms as he drove deep. His full weight atop her. His aged muscles standing out in sharp relief, shoulders and chest raked with nearly black scars, but his aged body full of vigor. Knowing that he was old enough to be more than her father only excited her further. She felt her pleasure tightening and coiling around the thrusting hardness of his cock. “Ohhhhhh, my king! I cannot stand it! Drive deep! Drive true!”

His kiss was savage. His thrusts those of a warrior charging to victory. She could only cling to him, reminded of his strength and that for all her own skill as a warrior she remained much smaller than him. His straining, sweat-damp muscles flexed as he plowed her. His lips kissing and possessing her. No game, that. For that moment, she was his completely.

“Ohhhhhhhh Oooooorrin!” she cried, her pleasure surging. Her body surrendering to his strength. Waves of warm ecstasy rippling from within. Each drag of his cock against her clit sending another trembling pulse through her body.

He made her cum. He let her cum. Then, with the certainty of experience and skill, he drew his cock from inside her quivering cunt. He took a moment, breathing heavily, to look down upon her and admire his victory. Her body aching and flushed and damp with sweat. Her cunt sopping with her nectar. Then, with a sharp bark of laughter, he picked her up into his arms and sat back onto the divan. She was pulled astride his lap and her cunt slid down upon his hardness.

No words were needed between them. They locked eyes and she rested her hands upon his shoulders as she began to ride his cock. His grip nearly encircled her waist. Her sensitive nipples dragged against the coarse hairs of chest as she moved up and down atop him. Faster. Faster. Panting and still not breaking that stare into his eyes.

“Cum for me,” was all she said. His hands cradled her ass. Squeezed it. Spanked it once. Twice. She repeated, “Cum, my king!”

“Limeriaaaaaa!” Orrin groaned, thrusting up into her, holding her in strong hands weathered by the hilts of blades and hafts of spears. Strong, confident hands that bounced her atop his cock as he drove into her with all the vigor of a younger man and all the experience and control of his age. Limeria cried out, the combination more than she could bear. She hilted herself atop his lap, her blonde hair flying about her face as she came again with a sweet cry, the sudden tightening of her pussy at last wringing a climax from the old king.

With a throaty groan Orrin buried his manhood to the hilt within her, his body tensing as he came, cock pulsing within her and emptying his bollocks. Spurt after hot spurt drenching her inner walls. With a fluttery gasp, Limeria fell against him, her breasts heaving from the intensity of their coupling.

Orrin was breathing as hard as her, his barrel chest rising and falling beneath her. His hand slowly stroked her blonde mane, his grunt of satisfaction deep and low.

“Ah, Limeria,” he groaned. “Were I but twenty years younger, I would still make you my bride.”

She laughed breathlessly. “You could try, Orrin. But I think you’d find me hard to tame even in your prime.”

“Too true,” he said, huffing. “Gods I hate getting old. Not too long ago, I’d have kept you in my bed all the night and into the next day. Youth is surely wasted on the young.”

“Like Petros?” Limeria said.

Orrin scoffed.

“Those sons who follow him are soft, I fear,” he said. “A shame to say that of men of Eldheim, yet it’s true. They have not seen the wars when Thera fell, and the dam of the Bone Mountains burst upon our borders. They have no idea the weight of the sacrifice that was required to throw the Comorrans back, and I fear they do not believe those times may come again. They think me a fool.”

“Did they always?”

Orrin grimaced. “In truth? No. Though they did not understand why I and their fathers keep so many troops at the borders, they respected me and believed me wise enough to do so. Only that damned priest, Rasham, stood against me. Now, though? Petros seems to have captured their imagination with his words of paying off the Commorans and waging war against the clansmen and Uzrans.”

“How odd,” Limeria mused.

Orrin’s palm suddenly smacked against her round rump, making Limeria cry out with the jolt of pain.

“Do not play games with me, Limeria,” Orrin said roughly, his face suddenly as hard as a cliff of granite. “You have little interest in the court intrigues of Eldheim. You know something. I would hear it.”

Limeria rolled her hips, her pussy flexing around Orrin’s half-softened cock, making the old king grunt.

“Hmph,” she said, tossing her blonde hair back over her shoulder. “I suppose you would see through it. I fear Petros has gained some relic once held in Thera. A treasure of the First Men made from their strange alloys. It enables him to influence the minds of those who hear him speak.”

“Sorcery?” Orrin growled, his hand stroking and squeezing her rump as he gazed into the distance thoughtfully. “I have noticed he holds far more sway than he once did.”

“Can you not seize the mask from him?”

“But where is it? I did not see it upon his face, did you?”

Limeria shook her head. “Perhaps it is hidden in some way. Or perhaps he uses it to dominate them when others cannot see. You could have him taken and searched. Force him to admit it is the source of his power.”

Orrin sighed and eased back with a rueful shake of his head.

“The ways of the barbarian do not always triumph in the court of Eldheim, my dear. What you suggest would do more harm than good. Even should I find it, to seek it on so flimsy evidence would invite dark questions from his allies. And even should I succeed, to do so would make me seem a tyrant, and many would think I feared his influence.”

“Perhaps you should fear it if he has a relic of ancient Borea,” said Limeria.

Orrin grunted without agreeing. “The crown is heavy to bear, Limeria. Any decision as king will have consequences to match the severity of the action.”

Limeria shrugged, acknowledging his reasons, even if she didn’t share them. Among the Iron Hills, to kill your enemy was merely common sense, and even among the clans duels were common.

“I see,” she said, suddenly rising, her pussy sliding up and off his cock. “Then good night, Orrin. It was good to see you.”

“Hold on,” Orrin said, sitting up even as Limeria bent to gather up her clothes, his alarm not keeping him from casting another admiring look at the blonde’s stunning form, her profile lit by the waning daylight as if she were cast from gold, shadows playing across her curves like greedy hands. “Limeria? What are you planning?”

“Me?” she said, tossing on the hide of her sling and hiking on tying on her loincloth. “Nothing, my king. Nothing at all.”

She left him with a flash of a smile and a swing of her hips, striding back down the corridor and leaving the king behind. She could tell that he was torn between letting her go and chasing her down. By the time Orrin made his choice, Limeria was already gone from the palace, and making her way down into Eldheim’s tangled streets once more.


4

The Thing in the Tunnels

Below the upper tiers of the city, where the stone had faded from white to gray and shadows pooled deep in even the brightest day, lay the slums of Eldheim. Stone buildings still stood here, but among them had been cobbled hovels of wood and spar. Shutters were sealed against the prowling darkness, and where the upper realms knew roads of flagstone, only the squalor of dirt paths veined the narrow streets and alleys, where wandered rats and men who were lower than dogs.

Limeria was unsurprised to find The Boar’s Spear sandwiched among such squalor. Nor was she particularly startled to find a man waiting outside the inn, leaning against the wall and in the shadows of a wooden awning. Hunched forward, shorter than her by near a head, he slipped out of the darkness and into the moonlight, tilting his head so his ruined face was visible. Scars knitted the flesh like a patchwork doll’s, one eye sewn shut grotesquely, the other fairly bulging from the socket and peering at her from the shadows of his hood.

“Limeria, you be, eh?” he said, his voice a reedy hiss.

“And you must be Rameen.” She looked about the dead street. “You were waiting?”

He laughed coarsely. “Bargol has many eyes, and Rameen is but one of them. I knew to wait tonight. But had I known you were so beautiful, I’d gladly have stood outside every night for a week to catch a glimpse.”

Limeria glared at the wretched man. “You know the way into Petros’s palace?”

“Of course. Of course. I know the way. Shall we?”

He made an inviting gesture into the bar. Limeria eyed him, but knowing it was her best chance to get the mask, she entered.

The inside of the inn was as dilapidated as the outside. Crude chairs and tables were scattered around, the wood splintered, the floor stained with cheap wine and more than one dark spill that looked like blood. The bar itself was little more than a few pieces of wood at the back, the bartender a massive slab of a man with only one ear and a pugnacious face.

The rest of the bar, however, was otherwise empty, and much to her surprise, Rameen did not lead her to a table, but shuffled to the back of the common room. The bartender nodded as they passed, Rameen opening a door and leading her down some creaking wooden steps to the cellar, where immense wine casks stood arranged in rows.

A lone table sat in the middle of the room with a solitary lamp whose glow lit the space. Limeria took it all in with a glance, then fixed the scarred man with her gaze. “What is your plan?”

The thief reached into his jerkin and pulled out a rolled piece of fragile vellum. He spread it on the table, revealing a map of networked lines.

“Eldheim was built by the descendants of the First Men. Very clever, yes? Ways of building things that are not done anymore. Lots of tunnels and drains going every which way beneath the city. The others, they forget them, but not Rameen. He remembers.” Rameen traced one of the lines on the crumbling velum with a stubby finger. “Secrets down there. Ancient temples sometimes to the dark gods. Petros’s home is built atop one of those ancient temples, and the tunnels should lead inside.”

Limeria leaned over the table and scrutinized the map closely. The perplexing tangle of tunnels, pipes, and gangways made little sense to a woman used to the deserts and jungles.

“Has it all been explored?” she asked.

“Some,” Rameen said reluctantly, then in a lower tone, “but not all. Parts have caved in. Others blocked off. And… at times, men go missing in the tunnels. Oh yes. Some say lost. Others that they were taken by the things left behind by the followers of the dark gods when they fled in centuries past. Oh yes.”

“And where did you get this map?”

Rameen chuckled and stroked the aged paper. “Scholars in this city talk of their love of knowledge, but the truly wise know the value of gold. And smugglers have used the routes before as well. Yes. Once we have concluded our visit of Petros’s vault, perhaps we can do business, hm? I have many prizes. Oh yes. Rameen knows how to get his hands on many prizes…”

Limeria saw his eye linger on the swell of her breasts, his hand twitching as he tried to sneak it towards her, but the look on her face forestalled him. She crossed her arms before her chest with a growl. “Then you will show me the way?”

Rameen frowned in disappointment and changed his groping reach to instead sweep up the map, tucking it into his cloak once more. “Yes, yes. I know the way. I will show it. Yes. Let’s be off. The rewards await us still. Come, this way.”

Rameen shuffled over to one of the casks and grasped the spout, giving it a curious twist. With a creak, the entire front of the barrel swung open, revealing the dark mouth of a tunnel.

“Smuggler’s hole. This way. Rameen will be your guide. Yes, he will. Stay close. Very close,” Rameen leered, picking up the lantern and climbing into the mouth of the tunnel.

With some reluctance, Limeria moved after him, Rameen swinging the cask shut behind them, locking them in the blackness of the underground.

A lantern flared in Rameen’s hand, casting rippling fingers of light across the stone passage ahead. Limeria could not help but notice the evidence the passage had been shored up against collapse with recent timber. Could a few old beams prop up the weight of the city above? The thought of tons of stone pressing down on her made Limeria’s skin crawl.

“There are collapses down here you said?” she asked, ducking beneath one of the timbers.

“Oh, yes, sometimes.” Rameen smiled at her over his shoulder. “But you feel cave-ins coming in your feet. If you don’t feel the stone shaking, don’t worry.”

“Right, don’t worry,” she muttered and followed her scarred guide into the inky dark, following behind the thief’s fluttering lamp as the glow illuminated the tight, winding path through the earth.

Naught but the shuffle of their footsteps could be heard for some time. Now and again, they passed passages that branched away, some closed off by walls of gray debris caved in long ago. At one point, Limeria felt sure she saw eyes gleaming from a tunnel, but a look showed nothing, and then she hastened closer to Rameen as he led the way.

They had been walking for what seemed hours in the claustrophobic depths when Rameen came to a sudden stop, his guttering lamp gleaming off a huge bronzed door set in the wall. Green with age, a serpent was carved with uncanny mastery into the surface. Jet eyes flashed from its profile, fangs open as if in preparation to strike.

“Worshippers of Rath,” he murmured. “The dark god of serpents.”

“I have seen a fallen temple of Rath in the Forest of Giants,” murmured Limeria, eyeing the serpent on the door with growing apprehension. “There was a pit of bones with a hundred skeletons in it.” She looked to her guide. “There is a cult beneath the city? Now?”

Rameen shrugged. “Could be, but not here. This door is old.”

Rameen reached into his pocket and brought out a strange brass device flaring like a star. He fitted the face into a setting in the door. The little man grunted as he twisted it, and old metal groaning heavily in the narrow space. The serpent in the stone writhed, shifting in its pattern, coiling back unto itself with a metallic rattle as the door opened a sliver.

Grabbing the rim of the door, Limeria pulled. Her boots dug into the dust of the tunnel as she strained, muscles tightening with effort until the metal creaked, sliding open enough to admit them. Rameen hustled inside, and Limeria slipped in after, even as the door began to grind shut on its own.

She panted on the other side, recovering her breath as she looked about in interest. By the lantern’s glow they stood in a large chamber that had once served as the inner sanctum for the cult of Rath. It had stood the tests of ages well, and cracks and some scattered fallen masonry did little to diminish its grim grandeur. Black stone arched above them, ribbed with obsidian carved like curving serpents, the stone glistening in the light of the torch like oil. Lines were worked in the floor, forming geometric patterns layered in dust and meeting in the center of the room where an empty altar lay.

Limeria had heard tell that the priests of Rath offered up sacrifices to their serpent god, tying down fair young women to be fed to immense serpents so that their god might offer them favor. She thought again of that pit of skeletons she had seen in the fallen temple.

Limeria looked again at the serpentine onyx that surrounded them and shuddered. It was not just the motif of serpents that disturbed her, it was the design of those serpents. They were not jungle snakes. They were horrifying snakes. Grotesque and with mouths with too many teeth, or too many eyes, or mouths more like those of a worm than a snake.

“Not a very welcoming place,” she muttered in the brooding silence.

“No. No,” said Rameen, squinting at her over his shoulder. “We’ll not be long. No. We won’t stay here. Bad things about. Bad things that hunt.”

Rameen shuffled past an obsidian statue covered in winding serpents and into an arched tunnel. Limeria hastened to keep up with the man.

“Guards placed here by Petros? Or… something else?” she said.

Rameen tittered. “Not even the warriors of Petros come down here. Too smart for that. Too dangerous for them.”

“Dangerous for us,” said Limeria.

“Dangerous for you. Rameen knows the way. Rameen is not afraid.”

They rounded a corner and were forced to stop. The way was blocked by a heavy gate of black iron. On the other side, stairs and faint light were visible. Rameen once more drew out the star-shaped key and fitted it into a slot on the gate and turned it in the lock.

Or at least, he tried to. He grunted and tried again, but the key would not turn despite his efforts. Limeria was about to ask the ugly little man if he had come this way before when she heard a sound from the way they had come. A sound that echoed in the sacrificial chamber and down the stone hallway. A low, hissing, slithering sound that seemed to come from every direction.

She drew Evermore as Rameen repeatedly tried the key in the lock.

“Quickly,” she said in a low voice, her eyes straining against the gloom. “Something comes.”

Rameen’s efforts became more frantic as the sound of the approaching creature grew louder. A shadow moved just beyond the dim glow of their lantern. A bulk moving sinuously from the darkness and into the light.

Limeria sucked in a breath at the sight of the thing that weaved into view. Rameen screamed, dropping the key which clattered to the floor at his feet. He cowered against the gate as if trying to press his body through the bars.

The wedged head of an immense serpent rose above them, the cold reptilian eyes gazing inscrutably down at them. Dark scales shone faintly in the lamplight, glittering as it swayed atop its coils. It was a massive beast, bigger than any she had seen before, even larger than many of the saurians among the Forest of Giants.  Cold, reptilian death which had hid in the bowels of the tunnels for centuries uncounted, growing with every stolen meal.

And a meal it had found.

“Monster,” Limeria growled. She took a step towards the creature, gripping Evermore with both hands and facing down the horror.

“Holy Myrra, goddess of good, protect your son in this time,” Rameen moaned, pawing at nearly a dozen charms of different gods that jangled around his throat, and he’d likely cut from the necks of true worshippers as a final prize.

The serpent swayed before them, weaving its wedged head slowly in the air. Limeria moved with it, careful not to give it a still target.

And yet, its weaving motions seemed… strange. She blinked, squinting, the serpent’s eyes seeming to glow a golden glow.

“What…” Limeria gasped, squinting, her eyes aching.

“Ohhh…”

Limeria risked a quick glance to her side, and to her shock saw Rameen staring at the creature, head tilted back, an expression of stupefaction on his scarred face.

“Rameen?” Limeria hissed.

The thief didn’t answer, but took a shaky step forward, staring in awe at the monster.

It happened so fast Limeria hadn’t a chance to intervene. The serpent’s head suddenly split in six scaley petals like no serpent Limeria had ever seen. Six mouths as one that hissed open to reveal countless hooked teeth and a grotesque pink gullet. The scaly petals snapped shut around Rameen just as quickly as they opened, engulfing his upper half in the mouth of the serpent. The coils of the serpent unfurled and wrapped around Rameen’s body as it lunged forward.

Rameen never even had a chance to scream before his entire upper half vanished into the maw of the beast.

“No!” Limeria cried, lunging, but as quickly as it struck the snake pulled away, Rameen’s legs kicking uselessly from its lips as the serpent tilted back its head and forced the thief into its mouth. Limeria watched in horrified fascination as a fleshy bulge slid down the snake’s gullet, vanishing into its body.

The serpent was not satisfied with a single meal when it could have two. It turned to her, blood oozing out from the seams of its strange mouth. Its long, pink tongue shot out and flicked at the air.

Limeria tensed, sword coming up again as she faced the creature. Its yellow eyes again seemed to glow in the darkness, shining like lanterns among its black scales. Limeria blinked, finding herself staring into those eyes as a lightness filled her anew, her limbs turning numb as… as…

She blinked.

Blinked again.

Her vision swam and swirled as she felt her legs quiver. A scent of oil and something else reached her.

The room seemed to fade. Become as intangible as smoke. She squeezed her aching eyes shut, then opened them. Something was wrong. Something was… was different. Her mind felt sluggish. As if wrapped in a fog.

A shape moved towards her. Coalescing out of the dark. Thick, meaty fingers reached out, and she groaned as she felt Bargol’s touch upon her skin.

“My princess. My dear,” the merchant crooned as his hands moved over her, as deft and pleasurable as ever.

“Wh… what?” Limeria gasped, her lashes fluttering as Bargol’s lips pressed to hers. As his meaty hand grasped her breast. The other her hip. Weakness shot through her like a fever. Her pussy ached with emptiness and need she didn’t understand.

Visions flittered before her eyes. Bargol’s face loomed before her, his oily skin shimmering, distorting. Shifting as more eyes grew and faded. His mouth opened wider yet. Yawning before her. The heat of his breath washed over her as he leaned forward, pulling her towards his gullet. A throb of need pulsed within her core. The need to be swallowed. To slide into that gullet.

Limeria swayed, her hand fumbling for the blade in her hand. Her thumb brushed the crimson stone set in the hilt.

There was a flash. She gasped as Bargol suddenly ballooned, his flesh growing black, his face opening even wider, wider, revealing itself for the pink gullet of the massive serpent looming before her, its wide mouth nearly around her head to swallow her whole. Limeria’s eyes shot wide open and she screamed, slashing savagely at its maw.

Her blade cut deep. Foul blood poured from the serpent’s mouth. The monster howled in pain, rearing back, coils thrashing, smashing onyx statues into powder. Limeria fell back, panting, the serpent’s blood oozing down her blade as the beast turned back towards her, yellow eyes fairly radiating the fire of its hate and agonies. Its hypnotism had failed, but it was far from done. Again, its maw opened, and it lunged as it had when it devoured Rameen.

Forewarned by her guide’s grisly fate, Limeria dodged its mad charge, stumbling a little as the creature surged past her, slamming into the great door behind her. Stone and metal squealed as the gate fell with a thunderous crash, ripped from its moorings and borne down under the beast’s weight. The impact raised a cloud of choking dust, nearly snuffing out the guttering lamp that sat nearby.

Limeria screamed a battle cry, raising high her sword. As the serpent’s stunned head turned towards her, she plunged the tip of her blade between its eyes, transfixing its brain with her steel.

The serpent shuddered, its body convulsing with the sudden death throes, its six-part mouth blossoming one final, grotesque time. It slumped beneath her, falling across the door with the flaps of its mouth hanging open and its long tongue red with blood. The head of the beast fell, thudding to the stone floor at Limeria’s feet.

Gasping, Limeria wrenched her sword from the monster’s brow, shuddering at the sight of its hypnotic eyes, still open, still radiating the malevolent evil of its nature.

Limeria leaned against the wall, panting hard and fast as she felt her head begin to clear. She looked again at her sword, the red jewel gleaming like a blooddrop. She had been given Evermore when she was old enough to hold it. Said to have been the greatest treasure of Thera, the fabled blade of kings. A blade that never dulled. That never needed the kiss of a whetstone or knew the sting of rust. Forged by the First Men.

And, it appeared, it had other properties as well.

Limeria shook her head, dismissing the mystery for now and looking again at the corpse of the monster. She could see the bulge where Rameen now resided inside the dead serpent. She prodded that lump with the blade of Evermore. Nothing. She prodded it again. It did not move. Her guide was surely dead.

She might have cut him loose from the serpent on the surface, but there was no guarantee this creature was alone in the depths. She had best keep moving.

Though her head throbbed with the influence of the creature’s gaze and her heart hammered with adrenaline, she forced herself past the creature’s corpse, pausing just long enough to snatch up the lamp and key Rameen had used. She gave no more thought to the dead thief, for he was far beyond her aid, and she moved on and up the ancient staircase that twisted ahead and up.

The lamp had begun to burn low by the time she reached what she hoped was her destination. The stairs ended at another door like the one which had furnished her entrance to the lost temple. She fitted the key into the slot and turned it with a grunt.

The metal clicked as the serpent designs shifted and writhed across the surface, the door opening with a creak as she put her shoulder to it. Sword in hand, she slipped through, to discover what secret awaited her.


5

The Prisoner

Limeria had never imagined the cold, slimy stone of a dungeon could feel welcoming. After the menacing onyx serpents of the forgotten temple, she felt relieved to find the bars of a cell and a musty gray interior. The door she had just entered closed behind her and she realized it was disguised as the same stone used everywhere else in the dungeon.

“Am I locked in now?” she whispered.

She approached the bars and tried the door, which opened with a noisome creak.

Limeria winced as she stepped through and into the dungeon proper. A glow caught her eye and she turned, discovering a guard standing not far. The stocky man held high a torch, his face scrunched up beneath his helmet as he peered her way, no doubt wondering at the noise.

So great was his shock to see a voluptuous beauty emerge from what had before been an empty cell, it took him a moment to understand what was happening. But when he saw her sword, his eyes shot wide open, and he fumbled for a spiked mace hanging from his belt.

Limeria cleared the distance to the man in an instant. Evermore flashed in the light of the torch as her blade sliced open the man’s throat. Only a wet gurgle and gush of blood escaped his lips.

She tossed aside her torch to catch the guard with one arm as he collapsed. She lowered him gently to his knees and let him drop dead as the last of his blood poured out. Limeria held her breath, waiting to find if the noise would attract further attention.

“No fears. The others will not be along for some time.”

Limeria turned sharply to the rasping voice, the light of her lamp falling over a robed figure slumped in one of the cells. The figure rose with a whisper of cloth and padded towards the bars, his face lost in the shadows of his hood, his hands tucked into the tattered sleeves he wore.

“Who are you?” Limeria demanded.

The man reached out and grasped the bars, and Limeria reeled back at the face that moved into the light. A saurian snout jutted from beneath his robe, faded shades of pale purple clinging to scales that seemed as old as the stones of the dungeon, yellow-green eyes peering out from drooping eyelids. His fanged mouth opened slowly.

“What are you?” Limeria gasped. It was a silly question, for he was clearly a lizardkin of some kind, but like none she had ever seen before. His face sunken to his skull and his skin drooping from his jaws. His slitted pupils narrowed and betrayed a keen intelligence unlike the primitive savagery of every lizardkin she had encountered before.

“Does my appearance sssstartle you, warmblood?” he hissed in amusement, a forked tongue flicking in the air. “You are not so different from me, human. I see it in your noble face. You are connected to ancient Borea. Your people among the First Men. My people fought the First Men.”

“The old ones?” whispered Limeria.

“Yessssss,” he hissed with satisfaction. “Good that it is so. You have come for the mask, haven’t you?”

Limeria tensed, her eyes narrowing. “How do you know of that?” she demanded.

“How? Simple,” the snakeman said with an errant wave of his talons at the ceiling. “The foolish warmblood monkey above hassss been forcing me to divulge its secrets for quite sssssome time now. Learning all he can of it,” the serpent man said, his voice having a strange lilt to it, his mouth unused to forming the syllables of the human tongue. “But he has learned little of its powers. Oh yesssss. If he knew all its secrets, he would kill me at once!”

“It belongs to me,” said Limeria.

“Yessssss,” hissed the snakeman with amusement. “An ancient treasure with many ssssecrets. You are prettier than the other. My fellows warned me of moving among warmbloodssss. How right they were. But the bait wassss good indeed. I like to think the others would have fallen for it as well.”

“What others? There are more of your kind?” Limeria demanded.

“Beware ssssuch knowledge, warmblood,” he hissed, his reptilian eyes alien and inscrutable. “Ignorance is an excellent defense. But I shall tell you sssssome. My name is Scholozar, and I am just an old snake, but one that might offer you some aid. Hmmm. Oh yesssss indeed I might. For the price of my freedom, of course. Such a small thing to you, warmblood, but so infinitely precious to me. The key is on his belt,” Scholozar said with a nod at the dead guard.

“How can you help me?” she demanded.

“You come for the mask? I can bring you to it. But I cannot unless you free me from my cell.”

Limeria glanced at the key thoughtfully, then bent down and unhooked it from the guard’s belt. She held it loosely, not missing the greedy gleam in Scholozar’s eye as she held it, considering the strange creature.

She knew it was possible to negotiate with lizardkin. That they were simple-minded and cruel, but did keep to their word. This creature’s offer was tempting, and with the loss of Rameen, she realized she needed the help.

At last, Limeria moved forward and unlocked the cell. She stepped back as the serpent-man slipped from the cell and into the open, straightening slowly, stretching with a creaking groan of his limbs.

“Sssssss!” he hissed. “That is good indeed. It has been too long since I tasted freedom. You’d think a few millennia living would make one more patient. You would be missssstaken.”

She doubted that this creature had lived thousands of years as it had casually mentioned, but the thought that it was not just related to the old ones but actually one of them made her wary.

“You’ll hardly enjoy it long, creature, if you don’t tell me how you will aid me,” Limeria said, her hand still gripping Evermore.

“Sss! Do not be so testy, female. Mmm. And a most impressive female you are,” Scholozar said, his eyes running up and down her figure. “Hmmm. Such lovely soft breasts you have, warmblood. Evolution truly is a wonderful thing, no?”

“I have little patience for you,” growled Limeria.

Scholozar spread his clawed hands, his lips curling across the needles of his teeth, twitching at the unnatural effort to approximate a grin.

“A mere jest! But not really. I do enjoy the touch of a human. Oh yes. Those sweet, succulent daughters of Borea were so innocent. I kept several in my personal house. With their treasures and their comfortable lives, they were soft. How the collar of slavery chafed upon their necks. Oh, but they were so timid. Not like you, my beauty. So… ample… and so bold. Mmmmm, a feast for my hungry eyes,” Scholozar said, fairly drooling as he formed two orbs with his scaly hands, tracing further an hourglass outline in the air.

Limeria had no idea what the strange creature was rambling about, but there was no mistaking the licentiousness of his gaze. Men were all the same, regardless of species, it seemed, be they hairless or scaled. She planted her free hand on her hip, her other holding her sword tightly. “Are you done?”

Scholozar flicked his fingers. “Not quite. You want the warmblood who owns this palace dead, yes? Well! You are not alone in this desssssire. I too would have him dead and the rats gnawing on his bones, but I can wait a long time. The benefit of the cold blood, you understand. But you are a bit more impatient. I can bring you straight to him. For a… price…”

“I have freed you from your prison. What more do you ask of me, serpent?” Limeria said, having a sneaking suspicion she knew the answer.

He waved a clawed hand irreverently and let out a clicking chuckle.

“A trifle really. Sssssuch a small thing. Or, rather, two large things,” Scholozar said, eying her chest again greedily. “Mmm. To think some sssssacks of fat would be so appealing!”

He growled like a crocodile and moved forward. Limeria instantly moved back, her sword coming up sharply.

Scholozar retreated at once, wincing, his talons clicking as they fluttered and flexed.

“My apologies, warmblood. It has just been… ssssso long. I appreciate cold, narrow spaces asssss much as the next old one, but even I have my limitssss. And with nothing but a mute guard to talk to, and a wretched monkey berating me with questions, you can sssssee how I might forget myself.”

“A mute?” Limeria said, glancing again at the corpse.

“Can you imagine the tumult if word spread in Eldheim that one such as I were beneath this palace?” Scholozar said with another needled smile. “Not that such rumors would live for long. Nor would our mutual friend.”

His hissing laughter chilled Limeria more than his inhuman mannerism.

“But there issss no need for this blade, my lovely warmblood,” he said, gently pressing Evermore downward with one clawed hand. Scholozar moved closer again, his robe tickling against Limeria’s exposed flesh. His other hand moving to her hip and caressing her as his slitted yellow eyes flashed and his tongue flicked at his snout. “Come. We will ssssseal this bargain. The mask for… warmth.”

Limeria knew she should have buried her sword in the hissing reptile, but she was now in unknown territory. With the loss of her guide, it behooved her to find another, lest she stumble through the palace above and into Petros’ guards. As repulsive as Scholozar was, he was her best chance.

And she would be lying to say there wasn’t some strange appeal. He was a monster, true. But she had known more repulsive men. Bargol for one.

“Fine. But quickly,” she growled. “We should not linger long.”

“I have lingered here for half an eternity,” rasped the serpent. “There is no harm in staying a while longer to enjoy these heavy sssssacks of flesh.”

His clawed hands were smooth and cool against her bare midriff. His fingers climbing her toned abdomen to the soft weight of her breasts through her sling. Gathering them in his hands. Freeing them from her leathers with a downward tug so that their softness spilled free with her gasp.

Before he could do more, she caught his wrist, glaring into his eyes. “You will take me to the mask?” she said.

“Of courssssse,” he hissed. “For this bounty, I would take you to ten such baubles.”

“Fine,” she said, releasing his hand. “Then… just be quick.”

“Ssss. Such impatience,” Scholozar hissed as his scaly hands covered her pink nipples and areolas. His touch cool and forceful as he molded her overflowing breasts with his long fingers. “Ssss. But ssssso worth it. Feel me now, human. Feel how my staff rissssssesssss.”

Her hand found it poking obscenely from beneath his robe. Slick and lurid pink in the torchlight of the cells. Glistening with his body’s natural wetness. Shaped almost like a human man’s, but with ridges on the underside and a pronounced flattening at its tip. The sight of it was obscene. The unusual shape was strangely thrilling. She caressed his length, reaching into his robe to feel the opening where this inhuman cock emerged from his scaly loins.

“It’s… bigger than I expected,” Limeria admitted, feeling her heart pound as the reptile ravished her breasts in his eager hands. His head dipped to her chest, the hood falling back from his robe to reveal his scaly head with a slight ridge of bone along the back of his neck. He was not ugly, she decided, though her natural revulsion still made him unappealing. In fact, he was almost attractive in the complex patterns of pale purple shaded scales.

“Not ssssooo big that it would not disappear between these,” Scholozar rasped, squeezing Limeria’s breasts roughly together and pressing his face against the softness of her bosom. His tongue flicked at her soft valley and danced and teased over her nipples. She felt the pinch of his sharp teeth as his mouth opened and he sucked at one breast. Not biting, but his mouth open wide and her sensitive flesh drawn against his teeth with the suction.

“Mnnnn,” she groaned, pleasure throbbing in her nipple as the reptile sucked at her breast.

“Hmnnnn?” He pulled back and looked at her with disappointment. “Sssso big I thought surely they would be laden with milk.”

“N-no,” Limeria panted, struggling to keep her hands on his cock. “I have never birthed a child.”

“Ahhhhhhh, well ssssuch potions exist to fill these without the need for a welp,” Scholozar rasped. “A pity I lack them. But next time…”

“There won’t be a next time,” Limeria growled.

Scholozar gave a rasping laugh. “We shall sssssee,” he hissed, opening the trap of his mouth, fairly unhinging his jaw as he mouthed Limeria’s other breast. She stifled a cry as he nearly engulfed her soft orb with his eager mouth. Sucking her until his saliva was oozing down her breast. Licking her sensitive nipple with the delicate feathery touch of his tongue.

“Ohhhhh, g-gods,” Limeria moaned, trying to stroke him with one hand as she clung to him with the other. “Haven’t… haven’t you had your fill yet? We must be going.”

“Ssssss. Not yet.” Scholozar’s yellow eyes narrowed in the torchlight. “I will take my pleasure from these. Will you give it?”

Limeria grimaced, but she had come this far. Her heart pounding. Unable to stop the momentum of lust carrying them both deeper into this strange, sinful moment. She reluctantly went to her knees and confronted the obscenity of his cock. The inhuman aroma of it. The length more than filled her hands. So slick and musky with Schoozar’s reptilian lust.

She didn’t need to do much to satisfy him. The reptile clearly had his tastes and Limeria could only guess how long he had been without a woman. She gathered her breasts and pressed them tightly together. With only a little direction from her touch she guided him to that soft valley and he thrust between her ample mounds. His cock long enough that when he hilted within her cleavage, rocking her forward, his tip emerged across her chin and smeared her lips with his musky slime.

Shame burned in Limeria’s face as the slimy reptilian cock plundered her breasts, and yet she made no effort to stop it. The strange pleasure that burned in her core made her hips rock, pussy aching with need. Scholozar was forceful, growling and having his way with Limeria’s tits and rubbing his cock in her face with every stroke. Humiliating, yet tantalizing the lovely warrior princess.

“Ancestors forgive me,” Limeria whispered, though the words did not prevent her from sticking out her tongue to let the reptilian cock slide into her mouth, tasting the salty oil that welled from Scholozar’s tip. She sucked and her lips popped wetly around the crown of his cock.

“Nnnnnn yessss like that,” he groaned. “A sweet taste!”

His thrusts grew faster. His hissing more urgent.

Scholozar let out a loud hissing sound like steam escaping from a kettle and drove his cock between Limeria’s soft breasts and deep into her mouth. His cum erupted, spurting oily gouts of his seed against the back of her throat. Limeria groaned as she drank the pumping seed of the reptilian as he fucked her tits, filling her mouth full and squeezing her breasts so tightly around his cock that his sharp claws drew pricks of blood.

“SSssSSSssss! Oh yessssss!” Scholozar moaned, head lolling with limp satisfaction. “This was what I’ve misssssed for sooooo long.”

“Mphm,” Limeria replied, swallowing the last of his load, feeling the oily weight of it settle in her stomach. Her cheeks flushed but her skin tingling with the heat of lingering desire.

Scholozar’s strokes slowed and he lets his cock slide from her mouth, releasing her breasts from around his twitching shaft. A yellowish trail of spunk connected him to her chin. She gasped and looked up at him, her face burning with shame. Her cunt steaming with need.

“You have satisfied our agreement,” the snake-man said.

A sudden flash of temper had her scowl. How dare he? How dare he presume to take what he wanted from her so easily?

“You haven’t satisfied me,” Limeria retorted, rising to her feet. Now that her initial revulsion had passed, she found herself annoyed. Aroused. She took hold of his cock once more. Her hand forceful. Squeezing. Testing him. Her cheeks flushed as she wondered how the strange cock would feel within her.

Scholozar let out a hiss of sensitivity, his eyes widening with surprise, then lidding with excitement. Within a few strokes she had prevented his cock from retreating into his scaly slit and had coaxed him back to hardness.

“Sss… I sssseee I have been ungenerous. You must be satisfied, human. Turn around, daughter of Borea, and I will give you a true taste of pleasure.”

“Daughter of Thera,” she corrected.

Limeria knew she was being foolish. She wasn’t even sure she wanted this. But the thought of letting the lizard go after using her vexed her. She felt the heat of her lust burn within her veins as she turned and freed her loincloth from her shapely hips. The leather flap dropped down her plush bottom, revealing the peachy globes of her ass and the slick, gold-thatched gash of her cunny. She planted her hands against the cool stone of the dungeon wall and thrust out her rump brazenly, giving the snakeman a look over her shoulder.

“Hurry up,” she growled. “Or are you struck dumb by the sight of a woman in need of pleasure?”

“Ssss! You are brash, warmblood” Scholozar hissed as his scaly hands grasped her pale hips, stroking her flesh hungrily. “I have you know there is none among the old onesssss who enjoy the bounty of the human female more. Hmmm, and you are bountiful,” he continued as he stroked her flanks, his hands sneaking around her front and filling his palms with her soft titflesh.

Limeria moaned as his scaly hands squeezed her, the coolness of his skin making her own heat of desire all the more intense. She rocked her hips back, pressing her ass against his cock, making the snakeman suck in a sharp breath as she ground her hot cunny against his cool, slimy flesh.

“Stop talking and fuck me, damn you!” She looked back at him over her shoulder with angry desire ablaze in her blue eyes.

“Such impatience! But it is one of your kind’s charm. And I would hate to… hrrr… refuuuuuse!”

Scholozar thrust his hips forward with the striking force of a serpent, his slippery cock parting Limeria’s hot, sensitive folds and stretching wide the tight channel of her pleasure. She cried out as he hilted within her, his scaly hips colliding with her firm round ass and smacking loudly within the silent dungeon.

“Hnnn aahhh!” A gasp and cry caught in Limeria’s throat as the wizened snakeman tightened his hold on her hips.

“Yessssssss! Your heat surrounds me! So much… warmer… than even those titssssss!” Scholozar leaned against her back and hammered his cock into her with intense, rapid thrusts. The smooth scales of his hips beat against her lush bottom. Her hands spread against the cool stone of the dungeon wall. Her tits swinging and bouncing, nipples grazing cold stone and then her entire breasts mashed against the wall as Scholozar pressed heavily behind her.

“Oh fuck… by the gods… that’s deep,” she moaned, her cunt quaking around every stroke. His cool length stirring her lust until she felt the liquid desire dripping down her thighs. His cock sloshing within her as he beat his hips against her ass.

His claws dug into her soft flesh without breaking the skin. His moldering breath washed over her shoulder and his delicate, flicking tongue played at her neck and earlobe.

Scholozar let out a long series of clicks that Limeria felt vibrating through her back and into her body. His thrusts intensifying. The ridges on the underside of his cock beating against her clit. His raspy breathing growing heavier as his cock seemed to swell within her stretched cunt.

“Don’t slow down,” she gasped, on the verge of ecstasy. “Ohhhhhh fuck, it’s so deep. Harder. Fuck me harder, you two-legged snake. Show me what you can do! Make me cummmm!”

Scholozar let out a threatening hiss of lustful anger. He grabbed Limeria by her shoulders, forcing her body lower against the wall, and he hunched over her for leverage. His hips pummeled her ass with loud slaps and his cock began to churn her nectar into a warm froth. She cried out, her pleasure echoing through the dungeon, a song accompanied by the lewd rhythm of the reptile’s thrusts.

“Warmbloodsssssss… always driven wild by my cock,” he hissed. “Like they want to breed!”

“Yes! Yes! Fuck… ah… C-cum. Cum in me! Cum in me right… n-nooooooow!”

Her cry heralded her orgasm, her inner walls rippling around his cock, squeezing it with the sudden spasm of her climax. Scholozar hissed, his hands reaching between Limeria and the wall to roughly squeeze her pressed tits. He thrust into her a final time, groaning as he came. His oily seed pumping into her hot cunt with jolts of the lizard’s bony hips. Spurt after spurt painting her inner walls and lubricating his final strokes. A musk of spent pleasure in the air.

Limeria groaned, arms trembling as she sagged against the wall, panting hot and fast as the thrill of pleasure ebbed from her. She felt Scholozar unsheathe his cock from within her with a satisfied hiss. Their mingled nectar spilled from her stretched cunny to the floor in a shameless gush.

She straightened with a sigh, shaking her head. She felt more herself, her purpose firmed once more in her mind. She shrugged, pushing Scholozar off and slapping his hands from her breasts.

“Enough. Enough!” she said. “You had your fill.”

“I doubt I shall ever have my fill of thossssse lovely orbs,” the snakeman hissed with another greedy look at her. “My kind and yoursssss do not breed easily, but there are spellsssss and potions that could open the gates of your womb to my—”

Limeria silenced him with a hard glare. She crouched and tore a rag torn from the guard’s tunic, using it to clean herself of the monster’s cum. Her cunt was still very sensitive after being fucked by the wanton lizard and the coarse cloth dragged against her clit. She suppressed a wince of pleasure.

“You said you could bring me to the mask. Was that a lie?”

“Sssss! Not at all!” the snakeman said, watching her dress with evident disappointment. “As I said, I have a way. I know where the fool keeps it when not at his pathetic fetes. I will even bring you to it. But first, I shall need a disguise,” he said with a meaningful look at the dead guard.

Limeria looked Scholozar up and down with a scoff.

“Somehow, I doubt that those we meet will mistake your scales for armour.”

“Perhaps not yet,” Scholozar said, kneeling beside the corpse and rolling back the man’s sleeve. Limeria frowned in confusion, then recoiled in horror as Scholozar opened his mouth wide and bit deep into the dead man’s flesh, tearing a great hunk of meat from his arm.

Limeria shuddered at the sight as the snakeman chewed and swallowed. She did not like the way the reptile seemed to relish the taste. But the true surprise was yet to come. She gaped as Scholozar’s features seemed to meld together like smearing paint, his features twisting, reforming, his snout receding, his scales smoothing to bronzed flesh and a flat nose, his build growing shorter. Thicker.

Within moments where Scholozar stood, a copy of the guard was instead. The man grinned at her with an uneven smile, and it seemed to Limeria that his rotting teeth narrowed to bloodied fangs for a moment before reforming once again.

“There we are,” Scholozar said with plain amusement.

“How?” Limeria gasped.

“The old magic is lost to your kind, warmblood, but I remember it well. Had I enough to eat of him, I could show you something truly amazing! But,” Scholozar mused as he looked at his now human hand, “this should do for now. Come! Time to show you to your mask. The payment was surely well received.”

Limeria cast a look at the dead man on the floor with misgivings, wondering if what she had unleashed was worse than what she came to this palace to stop. But it was too late for second guessing, and she helped Scholozar drag the corpse into one of the cells where the snakeman soon donned the man’s clothes as well.
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The Mask of Domination

It was not a short nor easy path out of the depths, but Scholozar moved confidently through the darkness, his steps eerily silent even though he wore the boots of a dead man. Limeria struggled to keep up with the transformed old one. She could still feel him inside her. His strange cock. His clawed hands squeezing her breasts. She was so lost in these recent memories that she walked into the back of the man as he stopped at a precipice. She nearly knocked him into some sort of drainage sump.

“Ssss! Mind where you step, warmblood,” the disguised lizard man muttered.

She cursed herself. She had to remain focused. This Petros was not a man to underestimate. Not when she was so close to her goal.

“Listen,” said Scholozar, cocking his head to the side. “Do you hear?”

She strained and caught the distant thumping of drums, almost like the beating of a heart. Scholozar leaned out over the sump and into a high cylindrical chamber.

“Up there,” he rasped, “is the ritual chamber. There he uses his mask to dominate and control. He playsssss at being a king, but with that mask, he will soon be crowned the master of Eldheim.”

“It’s that powerful?” Limeria said.

Scholozar glanced back at her, and again she saw the gleam of his slitted pupils.

“Among you warmbloods? Perhapssss. Ah,” he said almost wistfully. “How innocent your kind are of true power, and its black costs. But come. We climb. We get your mask.”

Before she could ask how they were supposed to climb up the sheer walls, Scholozar had swung out and begun to scale the wall like a lizard, his fingers once more claws with which he pulled himself up between slimy brickwork. Limeria was not about to be shown up by the old one. She grabbed the slime-softened mortar between two bricks and pulled herself up behind him, using Scholozar’s claw-marks to make it easier on her human fingers, her dangling loincloth hardly covering her round rump as she deftly scaled the wall behind him.

It was a long, exhausting climb. The drumbeat grew louder with each handhold she passed. Near the top, the ceiling reverberated with the thudding sound, echoing in her bones as if to knock her off her perch by sheer vibration.

“Thissss way, quickly,” said the lizard.

There seemed to be nowhere to go, but Scholozar slipped into a narrow shaft and began to crawl. Limeria joined him, pressing in against his back and finally emerging into a warm, torchlit chamber. They were hidden by a billowing curtain, beyond the part of the room lit by the torches.

The torches were being held in a perimeter by bare-chested women with their blank faces painted white like skulls. Their bodies were oiled and they stood upright and at attention. Interspersed among these women were guards armed with spears and wearing red cloaks and similar skull paint. A rank of drummers crouched behind this line, rhythmically pounding on their instruments.

Within the perimeter of masked attendees was a gilded throne occupied by none other than Petros. He wore a mask of translucent, silvery crystal shaped like a man’s skull upon his face, and there was no doubt in Limeria’s mind it was the item she sought, for a disturbing crimson glow emanated from its skeletal sockets. Petros was naked save for the mask and a loincloth, his body lean and hairless. His mouth, chin, and part of his aquiline nose visible from under the mask’s upper jaw.

“Approach me,” Petros said, his voice booming and whispering with authority in such a way that Limeria almost took a step towards him, only for Scholozar to stop her by thrusting an arm out in her path.

Another answered the command of Petros. A woman dressed in diaphanous silks strode past the line of drummers, torchbearers, and warriors. She was young and voluptuous, with creamy white skin that spoke to a life of idleness. A noblewoman bearing all the hallmarks of Eldheim’s blood, her hair was worn up in a dark pile of ringlets, held back by a golden clasp. Her hips swayed and her plump bottom was visible through the clinging sheer garment. Her expression was strangely blank.

“She is completely under his power,” Limeria murmured in awe.

“Yes,” rasped Scholozar. “He has often boasted to me he uses the mask to seduce the noble wives and daughters of Eldheim. Once they are in his power, he seeks to impregnate them and uses their love for him to warp and control their fathers and husbands.”

Limeria eyed the woman as she reached the throne and knelt before Petros.

“I know her,” Limeria said in growing shock. “That is Irinia, the daughter of Lord Yarthos. One of King Orrin’s most loyal followers.”

“Not loyal for long,” Scholozar chuckled. “Not with his daughter doing that…”

Limeria looked again as Petros shamelessly untied his loincloth and let the thick hose of his cock hang free. It dangled over his bollocks and drooped onto the seat of his throne. Enormous and not even erect.

“Pleasure me,” he commanded, and his voice rippled through the room with such force that several of the masked women and even a few of the men took a step out of their line. Limeria felt it too. A ripple of compulsion that filled her mind with images of her tongue tracing the false-king’s bollocks or swirling around the head of his cock. Her breasts squeezing him. Her ass grinding against him. Her cunt impaled upon his huge cock.

She fought it back, and so did the masked men and women as they returned to the line. But poor Irinia was being directly controlled by the mask’s power and she had no hope of resisting. Those glowing red eyes flared with diabolical power and the curvy young woman fell to her knees, crawling between Petros’ parted thighs wantonly. Her head blocked Limeria’s view of what was happening, but she could certainly hear the wet sounds of the young woman’s mouth. Soon, the dark ringlets began to bounce and shake as she bobbed her head in the lap of the masked man, urging him to full arousal.

“Enough, my sweet,” declared Petros. “Climb atop me, Irinia, and you shall have your reward. Obey your king. Ride the scepter of Petros!”

“Yes,” Irinia gasped between strokes of her tongue. “Yes, my master…”

A strange jealousy stirred in Limeria’s depths as she watched the shapely noble daughter climb onto the throne atop Petros. Irinia folded her legs and knelt astride him, grasping his long cock and lowering the tufted mound of her cunt to his twitching tip. He did not even move his hands from the arms of the throne.

“Ride me now,” he commanded and Irinia immediately impaled her cunt onto his cock. A whimper of pleasure escaped her lips, her back stiffening, head tilting back with a cry of obedient pleasure as she began to bounce atop him, her plump bottom slapping against his lap and jiggling with each downward stroke. Her hips rolling. Her lips parting in a wordless moan of ecstasy.

“Yesssss,” Petros growled, grasping her hips, driving her down harder onto his cock. “Your womb will bear the seed of the king. Your father will fall in line and support my ascension. You will guarantee me that. Promise me, Irinia.”

“I p-promise!” the voluptuous young woman gasped, riding harder atop Petros’ lap. “I live… live to serve you…”

“We must do something,” Limeria whispered to Scholozar.

“Must we? Can we not at least let them finish this performance?” the snakeman said, eyes riveted to the scene as he stroked his chin, licking his lips. “Mmm. The sight of those flesh sacks bouncing atop her chest is quite… appealing…”

“No. We must act before he claims her womb!” Limeria hissed.

Scholozar sighed. “Very well. Perhaps there is something that can be done.”

“What?” Limeria asked.

Scholozar smiled, then suddenly grasped Limeria by her biceps and shoved her through the curtain. Surprised, she stumbled through the cloth, and Scholozar followed behind her, prodding her between her shoulder blades with the tip of his sword.

“Your majesty,” Scholozar shouted. “Forgive my intrusion. I have captured this woman skulking about in the underground.”

The drumming stopped. The guards and topless women turned to face Limeria. They stared at her with a mixture of confusion and lust, their glassy eyes barely seeming to properly see her. Irinia ignored the interruption, compelled to continue her ride atop Petros’ lap. Her hips working faster and her breath coming in loud gasps.

Petros, however, was not so easily preoccupied. His head turned and Limeria stiffened as his eyes fell upon her. She felt her limbs grow heavy, numb, as if her control over her own body were growing weaker. Petros lifted his chin, gazing down at her as she was prodded into the middle of the chamber. The ill red glow from the sockets of the skull burned brighter as they ran down her luscious form.

“What are you doing?” Limeria hissed beneath her breath at the creature behind her.

“You wanted to stop him,” Scholozar murmured. “And he is stopped.”

“You-”

“When he expends his paltry seed, his focus shall be broken,” Scholozar continued as he prodded her into the middle of the room. “The power of the mask shall be at its weakest. Then is the time you shall strike. As long as you have will enough to resist him.”

Limeria heard the amusement in the monster’s voice. A biting retort was on her tongue, when Petros’s voice forestalled any argument.

“Well, well,” the noble said, his voice thrumming in the air, his thrusts slowing in the woman atop his lap, her whine of disappointment ignored. “So, we have an unexpected guest. What brings you to my home, oh princess? Did Orrin send a woman to kill me? How pathetic the old man has become.”

Limeria grit her teeth as she felt another wave of compulsion wash over her, the admission nearly forcing itself from between her lips.

“Orrin is… a f-finer king than you would ever make!”

Petros laughed throatily, fully stopping his thrusts into Irinia, his full attention on Limeria. The plump noblewoman whimpered with need and rode even more urgently atop him. Her blushing cunt gripped Petros as she bounced atop him. Petros stroked Irinia’s ass idly.

“Do you truly believe that old man should still be king? I know you warm his bed. All of Eldheim knows that secret. But I wonder, will you still sing his praises were you to take my royal scepter? Many a maiden has had a vivid change of heart afterwards.”

Limeria’s lip curled with contempt.

“A puny rod for a puny man,” Limeria shot back, even as her eyes were drawn to the long, glistening shaft impaling the maiden still bouncing atop his lap.

Petros laughed, but there was an edge of anger to it now. One that hissed through the air like a thrown dagger.

“Get you off me,” he commanded Irinia, pushing at the voluptuous noblewoman riding his cock.

At once the maiden’s face grew slack.

“Yes, master,” she said flatly as she shakily rose, her pussy sliding off his cock, his length still glistening with her juices as she staggered off his lap and knelt beside his throne. She gazed up at him like a dog awaiting its next command. Petros ignored her imploring look and rose, standing at his full height, muscled and strong, a picture of potent masculinity, his cock still jutting up with his obvious arousal.

“Remove your clothes,” he commanded Limeria.

Her hands were moving almost before she realized it. Limeria resisted, but realized a better chance to get near the sorcerer would not come. Her eyes roamed around the guards that filled the chamber, and reluctantly, she allowed the will beyond her own to move her fingers, stripping aside her sling, her full breasts revealed in the fluttering torchlight. Her loincloth went next, falling to the floor, revealing her pussy and inner thighs. She winced at the clang of her blade but held herself back lest she reveal her ruse.

Yet even as she stripped, she felt a strange thrill of pleasure. A sense of abandonment of her own power that horrified and aroused her in equal measure. An easiness to the submission, like sinking into a steaming tub of bathwater, and a sinful delight in being so taken advantage of by her foe.

Petros smirked as he looked over her lovely form. He raised a hand, crooked his finger, and commanded, “Come to me, princess.”

His words shot through her as if displacing her own will, and she began to walk towards him. Limeria felt a thrum work up her spine as she climbed the throne and came to stand before him, his smirk plain under the teeth of the skull mask he wore. He leaned forward, his hand rising, and it was all she could do not to lean into that touch as he stroked her cheek.

“A fine woman,” Petros said, his voice growing low and husky, filled with the reverberations of the mask’s power. Limeria’s legs trembled as her knees grew weak with his overwhelming presence. “The blood of Thera is ancient and precious. Too precious fine for Orrin for certain. I have heard that you’ve warmed his cock many times before, princess of the fallen throne. Such a waste of fine flesh. He will be dead soon enough, and a new king raised to the throne.

“But a king must wed a queen,” he said, running his hand down her cheek and to her full breast, cupping one, his thumb lazily teasing circles around her budding nipple. A brush sent a jolt of pleasure ringing to her core. Limeria gasped, squeezing her eyes shut to deny the ecstasy of his touch.

“Hmmm. Yes,” Petros said, licking his lips. “I had thought to take Orrin’s daughter, but she lacks the… womanly curves you have. Yes indeed,” he growled deeper, his eyes burning in the lurid glow of the mask. “Oh yes. Perhaps a clean break is needed. I may keep his daughter as a concubine. Or perhaps I shall make you and her fight for the right to bear the heir to my throne. Such possibilities.”

His will caressed her mind, and she felt the possibilities of his yearning. A future of serving and adoring Petros. Of bearing his sons. Of serving that mighty cock.

“How it will hurt that old fool to see you by my side,” Petros said, leaning in closer, his voice growing rough with hatred for his rival. “How it will wound him to see your belly fat with my son. Your breasts heavy with milk. Your gaze filled with love for me. Adoration. Worship. Yes,” Petros growled, seizing her jaw in his hand, tilting her head. “Yes. I think I like that indeed.”

He kissed her suddenly. Harsh. Brutal. Limeria stiffened at the rough handling, her soul flinching, but her body submitting. Her lips parted and his tongue pushed into her mouth, deepening the kiss savagely, his hand grasping her teat, squeezing it as she pushed herself against him with a willing groan.

Petros broke the kiss with a gasp, his handsome face alive with the fire of lust.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, you will do nicely! Now come,” he said, pulling her down with him, taking a seat on the throne with her atop his lap, straddling his legs. “Take my cock, princess. Know the manhood of your king!”

The power of his command filled her. Barely a glimmer of resistance left in her fought him. Her hand was upon his cock before she properly registered it, grasping his long, throbbing shaft. She felt the slickness upon him from the nectar of Irinia’s flower. Her body reacted and her hand began to move against his cock. Stroking it. Guiding his tip to the hot entrance of her cunt.

“No,” she whimpered, stroking him at her entrance. Her cunny poised so the lips dragged against his swollen crown. She gazed into those glowing red eyes. Fought the will that reached into her mind. She knew his power. She could feel it throbbing in her ovaries.

This was how he did it. How he claimed these noblewomen and turned them to his cause. Their bodies taken, commanded to be fertile by his will, and their souls claimed by the demonic power of the mask. His corruption like a dagger buried in their hearts.

“A willful cunt,” Petros rasped, his voice rough with lust and triumph, his hips jerking so that his cock dragged against her clit. “Do not resist me. Stronger minds than yours have succumbed to my power. Give yourself to me, fallen princess. Give yourself to the future king.”

“You’ll… mmmmm… never be king,” she whimpered, unable to pull away from him or escape the pleasure of his cock teasing against her. Her hand kept working on his length, betraying her desire despite his words.

“So brave,” he chuckled as he lounged upon his throne. “Your strength only sweetens my victory over you, princess. It only makes me desire you as my queen all the more. Come. Join me in this unbreakable union.”

The drums resumed and Limeria felt the pounding inside her as if the drummers were beating at the membrane in her core. Thump, thump-thump, thump-thump, thump. Again and again. The red glow in the eyes of the mask flared again and Petros’ voice echoed in the emptiness of her mind.

“Impale yourself upon my cock, Princess of Thera. Ride your king.”

“Ohhhhhhhh,” she cried, her head falling back with relief as she caught the head of his cock against her entrance and began to slide down onto his long pillar. She rode him down to the root until she was flush against his lap, sitting with his throbbing cock impaling her pussy. Then, with a needful swing of her hips, she rode upwards again, her nipples dragging his muscular chest, her lips pressing to his as she kissed him.

Her howl of anger echoed in the empty chamber of her mind. Her will enthralled by the desires of Petros. Her body moving with the urgency of a wanton pleasure slave. Her breasts began to bounce as her nipples dragged up and down against his chest. Her mouth yielding to his thrusting tongue. Her cunt clutching at his shaft. Petros let his hands trace the curves of her hips and began to cradle and squeeze her firm bottom.

“Yes. Yessss! That’s right, Limeria,” he rasped against her lips. “Do you feel it? Your body craves my seed. Your womb is mine. Your soul is mine. Forever! I will claim you and turn you into my queen and Orrin will be further debased!”

“Yesssss,” Limeria cried, her pleasure building as she rode harder and harder atop the false king’s lap. Her cunt gripping him. Her ecstasy fizzing and threatening to explode in a starburst.

“Beg me for it,” he said, his grip tightening on her ass and his jaw clenching. “Beg me for my seed, princess slut! Beg to become… mmmmm… my queen!”

“Oh, yes! Yesssss, Petros!” Limeria cried, bouncing so hard atop his lap that the throne began to shake. “Claim me with your seed! Make me your queen! Ah. Ah! Oh g-gods yesssss!”

The light flared in the eyes of the mask as if it hungered for her soul itself. She could feel her pleasure tightening around him. Feel his cock surging and about to burst within her depths. She wanted it so desperately.

“Take it, my beautiful fallen princess! Take the seed of your… KIIING!”

It was the glow in the eyes that saved her from enslavement. At the peak of her pleasure, at the moment of Petros’ explosive release, she looked into those growing red eyes and she saw her family’s palace burning. She saw her past being consumed by those red flames and she herself and her future being devoured by the glow. Although gripped with pleasure, she rode upwards and let Petros’ long cock slide from her quivering quim.

Petros roared in pleasure and rage as he erupted, too far gone to hold back, his hot seed splashing her bottom, her crack, her cunt, and the backs of her thighs.

But not inside.

As she rode forward, Limeria’s breasts caught the mask and dislodged it from Petros’s face. It might have dropped to the floor, but she shot out a deft hand and caught it. Felt the surprising lightness of it in her grasp. Felt fury as Petros looked up with her in anger.

But she no longer felt his mind dominating hers.

“Clumsy slut! Now I’ll have to tie you down and fuck you properly!” he sneered, his cock still twitching and dripping out his cum. “The seed of a king is a precious thing and must not be wasted! Now give me back that mask!”

“This? You want this back?” She held the mask towards him.

“Yes!” he snapped and reached for it.

She swung it at his face and the edge of it collided with his forehead with a sickening crunch. Despite its strange, light weight, it was harder than steel. His head jerked back, blood spraying across the back of his throne. Savage exultation rose within Limeria, making her giddy from the sheer overwhelming stream of emotions that dark night had made her endure.

She swung the delicate, unbreakable mask again and again at him, battering his face and head as though swinging a cleaver. Blood spurted, hot and pungent, and he slumped lifeless in his throne. Blood flecked her face and body. Her blood-smeared breasts heaved with the exertion of the moment.

The drumming stopped. The warriors and masked women looked on in shocked confusion. Some shouted with anger. Others recoiled in horror. Several warriors brandished weapons and started towards her.

She turned their way and put the mask on her face. She felt the rush of power. The need to control and dominate. Ancient ages of Borea, the First Men, speaking through her as though her words were propelled by a raging river of history.

“Stop!” she shouted and all of them stopped, even Scholozar. She stood from the throne and gathered her clothing. “Stand back! You will let me go!”

Like wooden dolls the warriors stiffly stood aside. Only Scholozar remained in her path. He picked up her sword and handed it to her.

“You know, you don’t have to use that on me,” he said quickly.

Her glare would have put a basilisk to shame. She pulled on her loincloth and buckled her sword back to her side. She nodded towards the gilded entrance to the room and set off, the disguised lizardman falling in behind her.

As they reached the doors Limeria paused and looked back at the stunned guards and maidens deflowered by Petros. She again glanced at the slumped figure on the crude throne, blood and brain splattered across the stone.

“I was never here,” she said, her voice reverberating with the force of command. “You will all forget what has transpired this night.”

Glassy eyes watched her and heads nodded. With a final glare about the room and the dead eyed servitors, Limeria turned and strode from the chamber, Scholozar close upon her heels.


7

The Fleeting Taste of Victory

Orrin looked at the mask that Limeria placed on the table before him. The translucent, silvery crystals still glistened with ruby drops of blood, though its bearer had clearly bathed since her ordeal. Now, Limeria sat on a couch opposite Orrin, wearing nothing but a loose robe that slipped partly open against the swell of her breasts.

The king had been summoned from his bed by a trusted servant and had barely spent the time to throw on a toga before adjourning to one of his receiving rooms where he’d found her waiting. He’d listened to her tale in silence, servants dismissed, naught but the flutter of lamps which lined the pillars of his chamber interrupting her tale. And now that she finished, he picked up the mask and turned it over in his hands. He could feel the power in it, like a subtle vibration that trembled up his arms. An echo of blackest sorcery, compelling, powerful beyond mere words. A thing that made the old king frown deep into his beard.

“So this was the source of all Petros’s power,” he said and looked up at Limeria. “Did any witness you leave his palace?”

Limeria scoffed as she took a swig of wine.

“Many,” she admitted, wiping her mouth on the back of her hand, slouching back on the opposite divan, her loose robe tumbling around her shapely form. “But they were so deep in Petros’ spell a single command was enough to make them forget they ever saw me.”

“I see,” Orrin said. “And, this serpent man?”

“Slipped away as soon as I was out the gate,” she admitted. “But he told me he would seek me out again. For my…” She grimaced. “...shapeliness.”

Orrin nodded and put down the mask. He brooded over the sockets that burned with their malefic glow. “And, what will you do with it?”

“Toss it into the deepest hole I can find.”

Orrin raised his head in surprise.

“You will? But, Limeria. With such a thing, rebuilding Thera might not be a dream. You could create an army with this. Bring kings and lords to your side to march them into the mountains and against the Comorrans.”

Limeria shook her head, her expression grim.

“No,” she said, gazing at the mask wrathfully. “Though I could do all that, what would it gain me? A kingdom of slaves. Enthralled puppets such as Petros wielded. They would no more follow me than a cow does the goader’s whip. No,” she said, shaking her head again. “It is of no use to me, and too dangerous to be in the hands of another.”

Orrin eased back into his couch, arms propping up on the back as he gazed at the young woman sitting across from him with approval and even pride. “I agree,” he said. “And I am impressed, Limeria. Many would seize the power of this artifact and use it, regardless of its cost to others.”

She shrugged. “It would do them small good. The moment another puts it on, they will rule whatever the fool has built. What sort of kingdom is that? Where men follow not a ruler, not a cause, but merely a crown? No,” she said with a distasteful look at the mask. “It’s a black thing, and I’ll be glad to be finally rid of it.”

“Indeed,” Orrin said. “But you have done my kingdom a great service, Limeria. And one that none will ever truly know of.”

She nodded firmly.

“That mask is a treasure of Thera, so I am in some way responsible. But it would be best if none ever knew what I did. It was my duty. And it was my pleasure, Orrin,” she said. “Eldheim is better off without a man like Petros. He was a rot that needed to be cut out sooner rather than later.”

“I agree. And yet,” Orrin said, stroking his beard, “perhaps some reward can still be given.”

She caught the heat in his look and her smile grew smoky. She set down the goblet of wine and rose, stretching lazily, the filmy white robe she wore pushed back by her firm, young breasts, unveiling her toned form and the golden down of her cunt atop the velvet pink of her cunny.

“Perhaps,” she said, moving around the table and towards him, her legs whispering against her robe, an image of feminine loveliness and savage beauty. “And I was thinking the taste of Petros would be hard to get rid of. Not even a bath could rid me of the feel of his stain.”

Orrin laughed, stretching out an arm and taking her hand. “Perhaps I can help with that.”

“I think you can,” she said, allowing him to tug her down and against his dark chest, her lips descending on his. A tremor of delight coursed through her as his hands again took hold of her, grasping her hips and waist, pulling her further against him. Her hands played across his chest, feeling the hardness of his muscles and the faded crease of old scars. A moan escaped her, captured by Orrin’s lips as the old king deepened their kiss.

He broke off, chuckling.

“Well,” he said, stroking his beard. “What reward does the princess of Thera deserve for her aid to my kingdom?”

“A royal scepter might be nice,” she said, her hand moving to his lap, tugging open his toga until his shaft sprang free, thick and dark against her white fingers. Her grin flashed and her eyes grew lidded as she glanced at Orrin, her hand wrapping around his length.

“Hmmm,” Orrin groaned, his head tilting back, eyes sliding shut as her hand moved up and down his manhood. “You do seem… ha… handy with one.”

“I can use more than my hands, my king,” Limeria said, her head dipping down, her blonde hair tumbling around her face as her lips tenderly kissed his cock, her tongue tasting the thick, masculine taste of his shaft. She moaned softly, her lips taking his tip, lovingly sucking, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock.

Orrin groaned. “Damned tease,” he grunted.

“Forgive me, my king,” she said with a playful smirk. “Let me demonstrate my devotion.”

Limeria could not suppress a moan of pure lust as her mouth descended upon Orrin’s cock. Her lips parted. Her tongue pressed beneath his shaft as she began to suck him. She felt him tense, Orrin groaning as her soft lips ran up and down his cock, sucking him with abandon, relishing the taste of him. The subtle smokiness of his age mingled with the pungency of his manhood and the sourness of sweat.

Doing this for Orrin thrilled her in ways she didn’t bother trying to define. The taste of a warrior’s cock. The taste of a true man.

Orrin’s groan deepened, his hand resting on her head, urging her down onto him. “Limeria… ah… Gods above, that’s good.”

Good? She could do better than good. Limeria hollowed her cheeks, sucking him more hungrily, adoring his shaft with soft hums of pleasure and devotion, bobbing atop his lap as her hand reached beneath him, cradling and fondling the stones in his warm, soft pouch.

“Ah!” Orrin grunted. “Fuck… Oh Limeria… Oh gods yes. Like that. Oh my princess… Suck it.”

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around him, taking him to the back of her mouth and then swallowing. She winced as his cock’s fat crown slid into her throat. Her eyes watered as she took him deep, looking up at him up the aged stone wall of his abdomen, until her nose was pressed into the musky fuzz of his loins and her tongue could taste the softness of his bollocks.

“Ohhhh, you’ve learned new tricks,” he groaned, his hand tightening in her hair. “Gods, you would have made… hnnnnn… such a wife. We might have ruled… together.”

She gave his cock a few more swallows and then pulled her lips back to his tip. She looked up at him, blinking the tears from her eyes, and rasped, “Why does everyone want to make a wife of me? You want me, because I will not be your wife. Because you can never possess me, Orrin.”

With a devilish look in her eyes, Limeria gripped his spit-slick shaft and pulled him with her onto the floor. She parted her powerful thighs and offered the slick cove of her womanhood to him.

“I would never want to tame you, my dear,” he chuckled as he teased her entrance with his hard cock. Each movement of his hips grazed the the fat tip of his straining scepter against Limeria’s furrow and the sensitive bud of her clit. She moaned as her lust built. She wrapped her legs around him and squeezed him against her aching cunt.

“You could try,” she whispered. “You could pin me down and try.”

“As strong as you have grown, Limeria?” He grinned, rocking his hips forward and sliding his cock again across the length of her warm, soft petals. “I’m not certain I can still pin you down. But… let’s put our strength to the test.”

His hands were suddenly upon hers, pinning them above her head. He kissed her neck. Bit at her ear. Made her moan and arch with desire. She gasped and tried to push his hands away.

“I shall try,” growled Orrin, forcing her hands back down above her head, his breath hot in her ear. He rose atop her, brown eyes aflame with desire, his strong, dark body contrasting with her creamy fleshy. “Let us see if this wild woman of the hills can yet be tamed.”

“You haven’t a chance old maAAAHHH!” Limeria’s objection became a cry of delight as he sunk the full length of his hard cock into her quaking quim. A shudder of ecstasy ran through her as the much older man hilted inside her tight young cunt. Her thighs fell wide as he skewered her with his mighty spear. Slapping his bollocks against her with each stroke as he kept her hands pinned to the floor above her head no matter how she struggled.

“Is this what you want?” he growled, smirking down at her and taking her with deep, confident strokes. “My sweet young daughter of Thera? For the king to make you his queen?”

“Ohhhhhhh, it’s mnn… funny,” she gasped, each stroke driving deep and sending another tremor of pleasure through her body. “Funny… that you think… you can!”

She bucked her hips with such force she nearly dislodged him. He drove his cock right back in, hilting inside her and using his muscular body to slam her bottom back down to the floor. Pinning her again. Claiming her cunt with every stroke. Taming her with his impressive strength.

“I know I can,” Orrin growled. “I could have you in my bed each night. Sitting beside me in court. Watching me from the queen’s box at every speech.”

“You do like to wield words more than spears of late,” she laughed.

Orrin got the better of Limeria for a few more strokes, driving her into the floor and making her muscles strain and her soft breasts shudder with each thrust.

“My spear can tame a wild woman like you,” he growled, switching to a one-handed grip of Limeria’s wrists so he could free his other hand to fondle her breast.

It was a mistake. Limeria twisted her hands free of his grasp and used her arms and her incredibly powerful legs to dislodge the elder king. He grunted in surprise as his cock slid free of her slick cunt and he was thrown onto his back. He tried to sit up and regain control of the situation, but Limeria was already atop him, her body turned around as she straddled him and pushed him back down to the floor.

“Then shut up and fuck me!” laughed Limeria as she hilted him within herself once more, her hips rocking, riding her atop his thick, powerful cock once more.

Orrin moaned, but didn’t debate her further. Instead, his hands grasped her hips, holding her steady and bouncing her atop his cock, Limeria moaning, joining him in it, riding him with panting urgency and building pleasure.

She felt her peak rising like a great beast of the sea ascending from the depths. It burst from within her with sudden force, breaking the surface as her honey flowed in hot, rippling pulses of pleasure.

“Ohhhh, Ooooorrin! Yesssss,” she wailed. It was at that moment, with a cry of pleasure escaping her parted lips, that Orrin erupted with his own climax. Hot cum filled her in thick bursts as pump after pump of his seed poured into her fluttering pussy. Uniting them in that moment of pleasure. In that triumph of ecstasy.

Coming down from the high, Limeria rolled off him and onto the floor, breathing hot, hard and fast. Contented pleasure coiled in her stomach as she stared at the ceiling, smiling. Warm seed trickling from her cunt and down the sensitive clench of her ass.

Orrin moved over her, planting his hands on either side of her head.

“Did you enjoy that, my princess?” the king asked.

“Mmm. Very,” she cooed, stretching beneath him. “And to think I called you an old man. You have the energy of one half your age,” she said.

Orrin laughed and kissed her again, Limeria willingly surrendering her lips to him. For she knew it would be the last succor she knew for some time. Tomorrow she would be riding out the city gates and back into the savage lands beyond this bastion of civilization. It was who she was. Her legacy waited to be recovered. The kingdom of Thera alive so long as Limeria’s heart still beat.

For now, she enjoyed the arms of her king and lover. She would soak in her triumph, and all the pleasures that came with that narrow victory.

The savage lands would be waiting.
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