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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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[image: A map of a land with water and land and trees  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]


1

Lured to the City of Barges

Sweat rolled down the tanned cheek of Limeria Moria, sliding slowly to her chin before dropping into the more than ample swell of her bust. She felt the cold finger of sweat trickling into her cleavage. The beautiful fallen princess leaned forward in her chair and raised a questioning eyebrow.

“You’ve brought me all this way for a treasure?”

“A great one,” replied the woman. “A treasure worth more than you can imagine.”

Limeria Morr leaned back in her chair, scrutinizing the woman who spoke. Qessia Hess was not bony, but she was thin and delicate. The clothes she wore were tight, fitting over her narrow curves like the scales of a snake, shimmering with precious metals. Black hair hung low to her back, a tiara gleaming with jet holding it back, while her chair was carved like the fanning tail of a peacock, every feather encrusted with jewels.

Qessia was a powerful woman. An aristocrat born of immense wealth. Her struggles lay in the courts and trading halls of the City of Barges. Not on the battlefields that Limeria knew.

Limeria was curious about the meeting. She had hesitated to come all the way to the sweltering swamp city of Vaneera, but the advance of pay had enticed her. It was rare to be offered a sack of gold merely to come and see a potential hirer.

She had half expected it to have been a ploy by Bargol, but instead she had been brought by boat down one of the murky canals of Vaneera, up steps slick with slime, and through heavy gates guarded by men in the flaming orange sashes and garish plumes she recognized at once. House Hess.

The princes of the trader clans of Vaneera were many, and the house of Hess was among the greatest. One of the founding families of the swamp city, they were not lost in their own worlds as so many nobles tended to be. Few would be willing to treat a mere mercenary with such openness, even one who had once been a princess before the destruction of her home by the barbarous Comorrans. Which begged a question.

“Why me?” Limeria asked practically.

Qessia snapped her fingers, and a bald slave clad in nothing but a transparent shift like a gossamer shroud slipped to her side, a decanter and two goblets on a serving tray. The slave poured the wine, handing one goblet to her imperious mistress, the other to Limeria. Qessia took a drink, and only then did Limeria dare take up her own and sip as well.

“The Forest of Giants is unmapped and untamed. A place of gravest peril for any who would dare enter. Few enough have ventured into those depths and fewer still have returned.” Qessia smiled tightly above her goblet. “You are one of those few, Limeria Morr.”

“There are many who enter the forest,” said Limeria, her face growing grim. “Pathfinders and scavengers of the riches of the Age of Wisdom. There are even trade routes to some of the tribes in the forest.”

Qessia gave a condescending shake of her head.

“You speak of those who risk their lives on the outskirts of the Forest of Giants. Hardly traveling a day into those cursed woods for pelts or trinkets. I speak of the interior. I speak of those who dare witness the fires of Borea still burning to the south. Those who find temples and cities lost to time. You have been there and have returned.”

Limeria glanced aside. The curtains had been drawn back from a high window, and from her vantage point she could see the half-sunken city of the swamp. The minarets of the palaces of the Twelve Families and lesser trader princes hulked out of the dark waters like the teeth of the crocodiles that feasted on the city’s many dead. Fortresses built by the gold that poured into the city, for they controlled the great cross waters of the River Dur and the Red River. But for all that they were grand things, arching buttresses and pointed minarets. A city which feared no outward enemy thanks to the deep swamps, so its lords conspired against each other even more avidly.

Hovels and rough wooden buildings rose among the stone causeways between the isles, fishermen huts rising on stilts like wading birds. Fat insects trilled in the heaviness of the night. Lights glowed like searching spirits from barges and small boats that plied the canals, and in the distance could be heard the low singing of a priestess of Arn, her voice a ghostly wail over the brackish waterways and quiet night.

“It’s a fool’s errand to travel to the interior,” Limeria said as she watched the lurking darkness, her voice dropping low, memories stirring from best forgotten realms. “The deeper you go, the darker the nightmares that come to life. Saurians as big as those barges out there. Serpents that spit venom that will kill in seconds. Cannibal tribes, hungering demons of dark shadows, and stranger things that dare not even be named.”

“Yet filled with priceless relics of the Age of Wisdom,” Qessia insisted, leaning forward. “Time and the jungle conceal these ancient ruins, but their secrets are there, still waiting to be discovered.”

Limeria shrugged, shaking off the memories like a choking mist. She took another drink, her throat suddenly dry.

“Some secrets are best forgotten,” said Limeria. “You know as well as I that when Borea fell an ancient evil was unleashed into this world. The Forest of Giants is our barrier against that evil. Best not encourage it to find its way out of the darkness.”

The noblewoman tilted her head back, eyeing the young woman across from her. Like night and day, she and Limeria were different. The once princess of Thera did not lack for curves, her breasts enticingly forming out her leather wrap, her toned midriff exposed and her powerful thighs bare against the tiny drape of her loincloth. Her soft, very ample breasts and round hips were contrasted by firm muscle that toned her stomach and bare arms, her clothing tufted with the fur of beasts from the Forest of Giants. The worn leather hilt of the sword at her side spoke of her experience wielding it. Evermore, an ancient relic blade of Thera. A sword that had tasted the blood of countless men and beasts.

She was beautiful beyond compare, her blonde hair framed her face, her full lips made to be kissed. Yet a fire burned in her eyes. Fierce as a tigress, and just as deadly.

Qessia’s smile rose, cold. “I agree.”

That drew Limeria’s attention. “What?”

Qessia sighed and cradled her chin in her palm, her eyes narrowing. “I agree. There may be treasures in those ruins, but they are too deep and too dangerous for any but the foolhardiest to try for. Sadly,” she said with a bitter twist of her lips. “One among them was Werneus Hess. My late husband.”

“Late?”

“Presumably,” she said, shrugging her thin shoulders, the scales of her dress shimmering in a wave. “He claimed to have discovered a map that led to a forgotten city deep in the jungle, and in those ruins awaited a fortune in lost treasures of the Age of Wisdom. It was an enticing prospect, but he wasn’t content with sending expeditions like any sane man. He wanted to lead it, and he has not returned for seven months.”

“And what do you want of me?” Limeria said.

“To see if he survived or not,” Qessia said with an errant flick of her hand. “It would not do for his widow not to send someone to investigate.”

Qessia beckoned, and the same bald slave approached. A scroll was laid on a silver dish that she then offered to her mistress, who took it up and unfurled it onto the table, revealing a twisting map. “A copy of my husband’s map. You will not be required to cross the perils of the inland Sea of Osepsa, nor venture into the face of the forest. Your course would follow the River Dur south by barge, then you would disembark and make your way inland to the east for the final leg of your journey. See?”

Limeria studied the map. If it was accurate - such maps were never fully accurate in Limeria’s experience – she could be spared most of the journey into the interior of the Forest of Giants simply by skirting it on the River Dur. But this would bring a different sort of trouble, for pirates were known to frequently raid that area of the river.

“Dangerous waters, but it might work.” Limeria nodded thoughtfully and took another drink. “And you want me to bring your husband back?”

“If he lives,” Qessia said irreverently. Then her eyes sharpened. “But what I truly need is his key.”

“A key?”

“To the city’s vaults, so it’s said,” Qessia said bitterly. “An heirloom passed down to the founding families of Vaneera. It is a symbol of our family’s stature. One of the Twelve Families that lacks it will not be long supported, and another will be more than willing to take our place.”

“So you want me to find this key?” Limeria said.

She nodded. “My dear husband did not trust any but himself to keep it. He would have it on his body. Bring it back. If my husband yet lives, bring him as well. But the key above all else.”

Limeria took this in stoically. She was not surprised at such ruthlessness in the other woman’s calculations. Power demanded such viciousness to maintain itself, no matter the time or the realm, and that was particularly true in Vaneera, where poison and treachery flowed in the blood of its residents as surely as the waters did the canals.

Still, Limeria shook her head. “Only a fool would venture into the Forest of Giants,” she repeated.

Again, Qessia gestured. It was the guard who stood at the wall who moved this time. A cloak of garish orange hung over his shoulder, his mailed shirt ringing, his plumed helmet shadowing a hard, if not unhandsome face as he strode through the dark towards them. Limeria noted the scar that ran down from his eye, the arrogant stride of his gait, but confidence not unwarranted, if she were to judge. He carried a chest he deposited with a thud upon the table and opened the lid with a creak. Lamplight glittered across the gold bars within the chest, flashing brightly in the gloom of the room, reflecting in Limeria’s stunned eyes.

Qessia reached in and picked out a bar, handing it to Limeria. She took it, feeling the lingering warmth of the other woman’s hand on the metal.

“All in exchange for the key,” Qessia said. “I have arranged a boat to travel to the river, and my captain,” she said, nodding to the man in the plumed helm, “Ravere, shall accompany you. Bring me the key, and all this shall be yours. Likely as not, my husband never managed to reach upriver. But no matter. The key is all I seek.”

Limeria knew she should refuse, and yet her eyes couldn’t turn from the glitter of the gold. Her mind went back to the jungle she was being asked to enter. Memories of teeth. Of red. Of the howl of monsters ringing loud over the canopy. The screams of the dying as they were torn asunder. The flitting shadows of the hunters in the dark.

Limeria had learned to think without fear. To let decisive action guide her every choice. It was the way of the barbarian. And her way back to the throne of Thera.

Limeria tapped her finger atop the chest, and at last nodded, shutting the lid with a click. “Fine,” she said. “I’ll bring you your key. But I can’t guarantee the life of your man,” she said with a look at Ravere.

“I can handle myself,” the captain said with a cool smirk.

Limeria could only chuckle and shake her head.

Qessia clapped her hands, beaming at the barbarian maiden. “Wonderful!” she said. “I knew I chose well. I have contracted a ship already. It leaves on the morrow. Please, use one of our rooms to rest. You shall sail with the tide. And,” she added with a gleam of a smile, “good fortune to us both in this.”
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Two Toads in the Stew Pot

The gondola glided through the dark waters of the canal to the dockside. The poleman called up a greeting in a local tongue to a sailor on the deck above. The man waved back and tossed down a rope ladder. The poleman began to guide the gondola nearer to the ship.

The Restless Nymph swayed gently at anchor in the wake of passing ships. Most of the ships in these parts were shallow-draft barges designed specifically for the murky swampland. The Restless Nymph was a true sailing ship. Small enough to make her way to Vaneera up the canals, nimble enough to avoid the mudbanks of the swamp, but with the sails and armament of a raider built to prey in open waters. A true mercenary ship. A pirate ship for hire, with a black hull, cannons imported from faraway Anglesey, and a figurehead of a nude nymph climbing onto the ship to have her way with the crew. 

“Qessia has hired the finest ship to be found in these waters,” murmured Ravere.

“I expect you are right. I should know,” said Limeria, reaching for the hanging ladder with a grim expression, “I’ve been aboard her before.”

“Hmmm?” Ravere glanced at her with surprise.

A bulky figure appeared at the gunwales above them, partially blocking the morning sun. Bargol wore a white robe that billowed in the humid air, sheer in the backlight and revealing his sweaty corpulence. His eyes were lidded and a contented smile spread on his face like the cat that had caught and gorged on several mice. Perhaps several dozen judging by his size.

“Greetings,” he called over the side. “Please, come aboard. We have so much to discuss before we set sail.”

Bargol welcomed them both aboard like the captain of a pleasure cruise. He shook Ravere’s hand and then embraced Limeria and kissed her cheeks. The swarthy sailors that crewed the ship eyed them suspiciously, but Bargol waddled about, fondly showing them the decks, down into the hold, and back up again to the passenger cabins.

“Of course, your cabin is there, Ravere,” said Bargol, pointing to the foremost cabin that overlooked the water. He grasped Limeria’s wrist in one flabby hand and turned to her. “You, my dear, are to stay here. At the back of the ship. I’m afraid the cabin is not as spacious as the one I gave to the captain, but I think you will find it is located just across from mine.”

Bargol winked. Limeria felt an unpleasant stirring in her loins. A memory of the last occasion she spent much time in the company of the fat trader. She closed her eyes for only a moment and she could smell the incense that had burned in his room. Could feel those hands caressing her naked body. She tugged her arm and was relieved when her wrist slid free of Bargol’s sweaty grasp.

“The cabin will be fine,” said Limeria. “We should leave soon if we are to depart before the last light. I hear it is difficult to navigate the canals after dark.”

“Of course, of course,” said Bargol, taking no offense at the way Limeria had recoiled from his grasp. “This way. The map room is just up those stairs. I will show you the course we will take to reach our, ah, forbidding destination.”

Bargol trundled up the creaking steps ahead of them. Ravere leaned towards Limeria and whispered, “You know this man?”

“It is my misfortune to know him quite well,” she said.

“Is he to be trusted?” asked the handsome captain.

“Absolutely not,” murmured Limeria and she followed Bargol up the steps.

The course Bargol had plotted to reach the Forest of Giants took them out of the swamplands at the earliest opportunity and into the wide waters of the River Dur. The river was met by many substantial tributaries to the south. Waters that could conceal the presence of corsairs that might ambush The Restless Nymph at certain bends in the river. A swamp barge would have been easy prey, so Qessia had hired a real ship. A fast one. A blockade runner. Or maybe, in different times, The Restless Nymph was herself a corsair.

Limeria wouldn’t put it past Bargol to do a little piracy. Her certainly had no problem trading in slaves, illicit substances, or stolen goods.

Bargol leaned over the map table, fat droplets of sweat occasionally falling from his bald head onto the map.

“You’ve navigated these waters before?” asked Ravere.

“Ah, yes, frequently,” said Bargol, leaning back and fanning his face. “There is a danger, particularly here and here where the terrain will conceal what lies ahead. But this ship can hold its own in a fight.”

“You’re not the captain though,” said Limeria. “Who is really in charge of this ship?”

“Ah, well, as to that,” Bargol fidgeted and looked away from her. “I needed an experienced hand for such a dangerous journey. Hmmmm. You see? Someone with a reputation for being ruthless when such ruthlessness is warranted.”

Limeria felt a coldness spreading up her back and down her arms.

“You didn’t,” she growled.

“There were few choices with the experience and ability available to me on such short notice,” said Bargol. “I chose the best to command the Nymph.”

The door to the map room swung open and the captain of The Restless Nymph strode in wearing an overtaxed corset and tight black trousers. A small tattoo of a heart decorated the cheek of Jeanna the Red just beneath one green eye.

The pirate captain was the tallest person in the room. A giant of a woman with flowing red hair that only accounted for half of her nickname. The other half was owed to the countless rivers of blood she had shed with the cutlass she wore on her hip. She wore a captain’s hat cocked to one side, a black patch over her right eye, and thick-heeled boots that added a bit to her already impressive stature.

“Limeria,” said Jeanna with a smile. “What a lovely surprise. Last I saw you was on the auction block of Persephor. How much was it your ass fetched from that Persephorian sultesh?”

It took every bit of Limeria’s willpower not to draw her blade, leap across the table, and slice off the woman’s head. For Jeanna was more than just a pirate. She was one with a habit of capturing her foes and selling them into slavery.

“You know well the exact amount,” said Limeria through clenched jaw. “But the sultesh never had the opportunity to enjoy his purchase. I killed three of his guards and escaped before nightfall.”

“Lucky for you and unlucky for him,” said Jeanna. “You’re so very skilled at warming a bed.”

“Better when I’m not tied to it,” said Limeria, menace flashing in her eyes as she stared up at the towering woman.

“Ladies, please,” said Bargol, daring to interpose himself between Limeria and Jeanna. “We all stand to make a fortune. Let us not distract ourselves with ancient history.”

“It was not even two years ago,” growled Limeria, which elicited a laugh from Jeanna.

“As they say, time heals all wounds,” Jeanna said.

“Yet you still have only one eye,” sneered Limeria.

Bargol eyes bulged with the remark and he fanned himself hurriedly. “Ladies, please. Let us cooperate on this voyage. I’m sure our dear benefactor would wish it so.”

“Unless you plan on quitting,” Jeanna said, resting her fists on the table and leaning forward, towering above the smaller woman. “Go crawling back to that old man in Eldheim. I hear you’d make a fine courtesan, if a bit uncultured.”

Limeria scowled defiantly back at her.

“I have given my word,” she said acidly. “Unlike you, I keep mine.”

“Hm. Pity,” Jeanna said. “If you’d broken the contract, there’d be a big bounty on your head. Maybe this time, your buyer could keep you. Eh, Bargol?”

Limeria looked between the pirate and the corpulent merchant prince, who laughed richly, but she could feel his eyes roam covetously across her body and saw his thick tongue lick across his lips.

Captain Ravere cleared his throat, his arms crossed over his muscular chest as he looked with disdain at everyone involved in the argument.

“Yes, yes, Mister Ravere is right,” Bargol said. “Let us focus on the now. We can all make ourselves much wealthier if we simply put aside our past differences.”

“You all think about it,” Limeria said with a dismissive motion, striding away from the map table. “My job doesn’t begin until we disembark.”

“But my dear!” Bargol cried, his fan fluttering ever more urgently like the wings of a startled bird. “We have need of your expertise. Surely you might know what we might face when we make landfall. Better to prepare for it, hm?”

Limeria stopped at the door, grabbing the frame as if to steady herself against the rock of the ship.

“You want to know what you’ll find in the Forest of Giants?” she said, turning her head, staring down the trio within the cabin. “You’ll find death. Saurians the size of buildings with mouths that can swallow a horse and rider whole. Fangs as long as your arm and claws that carve through iron like it were butter. Poisonous plants which a mere brush will see you dead in an hour.” She tilted her head back, her expression cold in its assessment. “I expect maybe a fifth of those who sail with us shall return. And that is me being kind.”

With that Limeria departed, shutting the door in her wake.
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The Heat of the Night

Limeria was expecting a knock at her cabin door.

She had felt the ship get underway, rowers bending their backs to the thump of the drums and the crack of the whip, ferrying them down the placid canals of Vaneera and towards the open river. Since the meeting she had remained in her cabin, having little desire to mingle with the crew or the others on this voyage.

But she knew it would not be long before Bargol made his move, and when she heard the light tapping, she rose from her bunk and opened the door.

One of Bargol’s slave girls awaited. Dressed in filmy silks, she had the deep bronzed complexion of Uzra, her body slender, a shadow beneath the translucent gown she wore. Her hair was done up in a long tail, braided and bound in a gold clasp, a fashion Limeria recognized as common in her native land for its royalty.

“My master seeks your company for dinner,” the woman said, her voice a hushed husk that whispered among the creaking boards of the ship.

Limeria knew she should refuse. She never came out on top of a meeting with Bargol, in more ways than one. The man was slimy as a toad, and just as slippery. But something didn’t sit right with her. Bargol was hardly poor, so could not possibly need the gold that Qessia had offered. Nor did he have to take such a risky journey himself, no matter the gold he was paid. For she knew he was above all else a physical coward. His copious flesh was never risked so blatantly.

And yet he had not only joined this expedition but volunteered his own vessel. Why? What more was going on beneath the surface of this voyage?

Limiera loathed ignorance. Too often, it decided the thin line between life and death. And even if it meant she had to indulge Bargol, she intended to know learn the truth of his motives.

“Take me to him,” she instructed the woman.

With a short bow the slave turned, Limeria following. As Bargol had promised, his room was not far, the woman opening the door and beckoning Limeria through.

Bargol was a man of excess, and before her lay evidence aplenty. His cabin resembled more a seraglio than a ship’s room. Silks draped the walls like the skirts of some dancing girl. Incense hung in the air like the shroud of a dream. Rich rugs lay on the floor and treasures from across the world were arranged here and there as pleased the corpulent sultan. A many armed statue made of gold was bolted to the floor. A large cage of a hundred multicoloured birds hung in another corner.

In the center of the room lay a low and expansive table. Fish had been prepared and still steamed among rinds of lemons. Candied nuts glistened with sugar and meats floated like barges in bowls of gravy. Fruits spilled from the horns of beasts from the Forest of Giants, and at the head of this feast, on a plump, silken cushion, rose the bulk of Bargol.

The merchant prince was nearly naked, wearing nothing but a loincloth of finest silks. His rolls of fat heaved and trembled with his every breath, his chest thick with a rug of dark hair. He was in the midst of being fed grapes by a svelte young woman, shockingly pale, slender and fair, whose platinum locks tumbled to her shoulders, her only clothes a silken loincloth and a pair of gold plates that hid her nipples from view. A slave girl from Aropa. A living ornament for a gluttonous king.

Bargol noticed Limeria and his eyes lit up. He swallowed the grape he had been fed and waved the beauty off. “Ah! Limeria! So glad you could join me. Come! Sit! Sit. You must be famished, my dear. You haven’t left your cabin since we parted from the docks.”

“I didn’t care to,” Limeria said, crossing the room, her stomach twisting in disgust at the sight of such excess, yet her core quivering with excitement. She strode to the middle of the room, a rug made from the pelt of a tiger under her boots. “Why are you here, Bargol?”

“Oh? Is this not my cabin?” the fat man chortled. He glanced about like he might see the rightful owner over one of his shoulders.

“You know what I mean.”

Bargol tittered, scooping some nuts from a bowl and rolling them in his thick fingers. “Mmm, is it so strange that I would seek out your company? My dear Limeria, when I heard that you would be hired for this task, how could I refuse the chance to share in your illustrious presence?”

“Bullshit,” she said. “What’s your game here, Bargol? You’d never risk the Restless Nymph on something like this, no matter how confident you seem. What are you really after?”

Bargol hummed lazily. “Hmmm. Such matters are weighty. And mustn’t be entertained on an empty stomach. Please,” he said, gesturing again at the cushion near him. “Let us feast, my dear, and speak candidly. Ah, but, there is a certain dress to attend my table.”

“And that is?” Limeria said, having a sneaking suspicion she already knew.

Bargol chortled. “Well…” he said, gesturing at his own corpulent body clad only in his loincloth half-hidden by his belly.

Limeria’s lip curled with disgust, yet she hardly hesitated to grant his wish. The wrap sling slid from her shoulders and her big soft breasts fell free to hang, plump and pert, against her ribcage. Pink nipples soft and slightly puffy.

The warm air teased against her skin, as if the tendrils of smoke were stroking tentacles seeping through the perfumed and humid air. Limeria put little stock in modesty, and she plopped down onto the waiting cushions with a huff. Despite herself, she found she was eyeing the food. It had been many hours since she’d eaten, and the spread before her was distinctly appetizing. The scent of the roasted meat made her mouth water and her stomach clench with hunger.

“Mmm. There. Is that not more comfortable?” Bargol crooned. “Please! Indulge. My chef spares no effort, as though his life depends upon my satisfaction. Because it does.”

“You are repulsive,” Limeria said sincerely, even as she tugged a fileted fish towards her.

“Mmm. But does that not simply entice you more,” Bargol purred, reaching out a hand and stroking Limeria’s loose, golden hair.

Limeria swatted his hand back, her other hand spearing some fish with a fork. “Talk, Bargol. What do you really want?”

Bargol chortled, reclining lazily among his cushions. “My dear! You make it sound as if I had some hidden motives. But I have none. None but to offer you my protection.”

Limeria laughed. “You? Bargol, you can barely stand without the aid of slaves. What protection do I need from you?”

Bargol hummed, sat up and reached out again, stroking her hair. “Mmm. My dear, when I learned that it was you who would be upon this vessel, and the… history of our captain, I decided I simply must be along. For I would loathe to lose you.”

“You hired her,” Limeria noted, letting him stroke her hair this time.

“I did. But I was in ignorance at the time. Can I not make amends, me sweet princess? My company would surely make even Jeanna reconsider.”

Limeria glared at the fat man. “Likely as not you planned all of this,” Limeria said.

“Can a man not make a mistake?” Bargol said, leaning towards her, his hand cupping her cheek. “And can he not seek to… make amends?”

His mouth drew nearer, the scent of the incense coiling in the air. Limeria knew she shouldn’t yield to the fat merchant. And yet, as his lips closed with hers, she did not resist them. A shiver raced through her as his soft lips met hers. As his thick tongue pushed into her mouth, making her taste the sweetness of his wine. Limeria shuddered, her core aching at the touch of the indolent fat man. Her skin warm and body heavy with a languid pleasure she could not name but wanted to explore.

Bargol hummed, his arm moving around her, pulling her closer. Limeria gasped as she felt her body press against his bulk, the sheen of his sweat sticky. She pulled back, panting, her eyes hot, aflame with anger and lust.

“You’re a bastard, Bargol,” she growled.

“Who better to have as an ally, my darling,” Bargol hummed, smacking his lips. “Mmm. But I do so regret what I have cost you. Please, allow me to pleasure you this night, my sweet princess.”

“Oh?” Limeria said, rising, stepping over him, straddling him as she loomed above his bulk. Her thumbs hooked in her loincloth, tugging it down, revealing the dewy slickness of her pussy, tufted with a flare of blonde hair. “Thinking of having another meal, Bargol?”

The fat man licked his lips, his eyes lidded and hot with anticipation. “Mmm, my darling. I have tasted many delicacies, but that one would surely be the finest of all.”

Limeria hated the man beneath her. Everything about him repelled her. And yet, such loathing only added to the excitement of the moment. To feel him beneath her. To humiliate him as he had sought so often to do to her. Even if it excited him, which was plainly evident by the bulging of his loincloth. Her knees pressed into his shoulders, her hips rocking forward, pressing her cunt against Bargol’s face.

At once Bargol’s hands grasped her firm bottom, drawing her firmly against his face, his lips kissing her velvety pussy, his tongue plunging eagerly into her hot tightness.

“Ah!” Limeria gasped, tensing as pleasure speared through her with the merchant’s tongue, her body tightening in eager delight at the skill of his tongue as it delved and lapped at her cunny. Though Bargol had likely never lifted a sword before, his skills with his mouth been practiced as eagerly as Limeria had practiced with her sword.

“F-fuck!” Limeria moaned, tossing her head back as she moved with slow, rolling purpose atop his face.

“Mmmm,” Bargol hummed as he licked her. “My dear… A taste… finer than Eldheim wine…”

The fat merchant had spent a life well-lived devouring whatever he pleased and this was all practice to the way he sucked and licked at Limeria’s cunt. His hands squeezed her bottom and held her fast against his face as his tongue delved deeper. His lips against her bud. Her thighs trembling as she grasped his sweaty, bald head in both hands.

“Ooooohhhhh,” she cried, thrusting against him. Letting him suck greedily from the sweet nectar of her cunt. Like a man with his favorite fruit, slurping at the juices. Tonguing the delicate flesh within.

The rippling wave of her orgasm drove her weight forward against him and he fell backwards among the cushions, Limeria still astride his face and his tongue still hotly adoring her sweet folds. Her hips began to move faster as she rode atop his tongue.

“You tricky bastard. I know why you came. Oooooooh. Bargol, your tongue…”

“Nnnnhnnnn,” he agreed, rolling it and beating it devilishly against her clit. His hands squeezing her ass still. Pulling her atop his face. Holding her there even as her hips jerked and she fucked against his gluttonous mouth.

“I’ll never be one of your harem girls,” cried Limeria, her hips bucking faster and her thighs squeezing against Bargol’s head. The fat merchant offered her a reply, but it was muffled by her firm bottom. His tongue was soon too deep in Limeria’s clutching cunt for him to say much of anything.

Limeria’s pleasure built. Her anger dissipated as her cunt grew warmer and warmer until it seemed it was melting. Bargol’s tongue felt incredible. He was better with that wicked appendage than most men were with their cocks.

“Beast,” she gasped, sweat dewing her body in the humid night. Pleasure tensing her muscles as her ride atop Bargol caused her breasts to bounce. And then, with a deft prod of his tongue against her clit followed by a hard suck of the same, she was cumming again. Torrents of her nectar flowing into his slurping mouth. Drenching his face as pleasure pounded through her core and made her thighs clench even tighter.

She arched atop him, calling his name as if in a dream as her ecstasy rode hard against his face. At last, she plunged away from her peak of pleasure and spilled off his face and onto the cushions beside him.

“Oh, Bargol,” she crooned, face down among the cushions and dripping with his saliva and her slippery cum. “You are… a monster.”

“An insatiable one, my lovely golden-haired princess,” he rasped, sitting up beside her. “But why are you sprawling there? The feast has only just begun!”

“Hmmmm?” Limeria lifted her sweaty face from the cushions just as Bargol grabbed her legs from behind and spread them wide. “Ah! You brute! You’ve had enough!”

She began to crawl from the cushions and fell to her knees beside the table.

“Never!” laughed Bargol, holding her legs so she couldn’t make it far and crawling after her. With a big hand on Limeria’s back, he bent her over the table, leaving her bottom raised and her heavy breasts pressed into the dessert.

“You let go of me,” she cried, even as Bargol ran his hands up the backs of her legs and admired her wiggling backside. He squeezed her cheeks. He spread them and Limeria crooned with embarrassment.

A moment later, his tongue was licking her ass and she clawed at the table with shame.

“Not there,” she cried.

“Mmmmnnnnn,” he replied, his tongue circling her sensitive rim. “Everywhere. I will feast upon you, my sweet princess! Nnnnnnn!”

His tongue thrust into the yielding clench of her ass. His fingers found her clit. Rubbing as he licked. As he feasted. As his warm saliva soaked her crack and his tongue squirmed deep into her clenching hole.

Her pleasure was forced from her. Taken from her like she was some morsel being devoured. It rose between her quaking thighs and trembled through her core. Pleasure that made her hips jerk again. That made her ass press back against the fat merchant’s face. Breath hot in her crack. His tongue so deep. So shamelessly deep.

“Oooooohhhh, Bargol,” she moaned, tremors becoming explosions. More pleasure. A third orgasm straight into a fourth as his fingers began to fuck her cunt. Her ass raised. Offered to him. Surrendered to his perverted lust. He grabbed scoops of gelatin dessert, smearing them into her crack and laughing as he licked them clean. She moaned, helpless from the pleasure, as his tongue licked her everywhere.

Then, when she knew she could not take any more, he rolled her onto her back and he was atop her. His cock slipping so easily inside her slick pussy. His lips to hers and his tongue invading her mouth. Her feet hung in the air, bouncing with his thrusts. His body so heavy and hot and sweaty. Her tongue against his. The sweetness of that dessert thrust into her mouth.

“Bargol,” she panted.

“Going to cum soon,” he grunted, his strokes quick and deep. “Shall I pull out? Shall I protect you?”

“No,” she answered without thinking. Without worrying. “Cum inside me.”

“As you wish,” he laughed and kissed her again. She was so wet from his licking that his cock seemed to glide within her silken purse. Not even the squeeze of her inner muscles could slow his thrusts. He panted. He wheezed. He kissed her again. His pleasure vibrating in a moan into her mouth.

He tensed atop her, and she tightened her legs around the fat merchant, feeling his thick cock pulsating and the heat of his cum pouring into her depths. There was so very much of it. So warm and slimy. It overflowed her. It drenched the jerking pillar of Bargol’s cock. The musk of it was in the air as he emptied his bollocks.

His strokes slowed. He was even more overheated than her as he finally drew his wilting cock from her creamy cunt.

“Oh, my sweet princess,” he laughed, flopping onto the couch. “You delight me like no other. Do you still wonder why I came on this journey? Really? I would ride a burning barge into the fires of the abyss to hold you in my arms. Silly girl.”

She felt a tug of surprising feeling for the man. He looked revolting, so sweaty and flushed on the couch. Filthy with his cum and hers. But she moved between his parted thighs and without a word she took him into her mouth.

“Hmmm?” he lifted his head in surprise and looked at her. “Limeria?”

“Mmmmm,” she replied, her eyelids fluttering closed as she began to suck him. He draped a weary hand on her sweat-darkened hair, content for the moment to merely enjoy what she was offering him.

Bargol had no problem taking it. The massive merchant groaned, easing back and lazily thrusting up into Limeria’s mouth.

Limeria moaned softly as her lips slid up and down his cock, tasting herself and his spent cum, the scent of the oils he fairly bathed in strangely sweet, so at odds with the man himself, to say nothing of the musky taste of his cock. Her core ached with lingering pleasure from her fucking. She couldn’t quite say why she was doing this, only that she wanted to. Limeria tended to trust her instincts.

And today, that meant giving the grotesque Bargol the blowjob of his life.

Bargol wheezed, his hands grasping her head, playing among her blonde locks. “Ohhhh yesssss,” Bargol moaned. “That’s it. Ah… Ohhhh my sweet. My princess. Use your royal mouth. Ah… Mnnn. Such lips… ohhhh… a sin they are not spent every day upon ah… upon my cock. Yes. Oh Limeria. Limeria! Can you feel it? Feel my need. Ah… My darling, I beg you… mmm… D-drink it all. Ohhhh Limeria. My princess! I… I…”

Bargol groaned, his bulk quaking like gelatin as he came. Limeria moaned as the heat of his cum pumped into her mouth in sharp bursts, bathing her tongue and mouth in the salty thickness of his seed. She swallowed, her throat working, her head spinning as if she were guzzling wine rather than the grotesque man’s cum.

At last, with a gasp, she pulled free of his cock, panting hard. She wiped her mouth on the back of her arm.

Bargol laughed breathlessly beneath her. “Ohhhh, my sweet. I am defeated! You have… ah… bested me. Have mercy, my darling. Take me as thy slave! Keep me as your pet, my sweet. I shall adore you every night. It will be my… mmm… my honor to rub the finest of perfumes into your lovely skin and serve your lovely pussy every day.”

Limeria couldn’t help but smile, even as she scoffed. “You? My slave? A poor joke, Bargol.”

“Ohhhh,” the oily merchant crooned, lifting his head with effort, just able to see her past the globe of his gut. “I do not jest, my sweet! Please, collar me. Do with me as you will!”

“Ha!” Limeria said, rising somewhat shakily. “You’d make a poor slave, Bargol. You can barely stand! What good would you be?”

“Mmm, none are so versed in the art of pleasure as I, my dear princess,” Bargol tittered, his fingers wiggling teasingly. “Have you not felt it tonight? In this sultry cabin? No other could please you with such devotion.”

Limeria lifted her foot, teasingly pressing it down on Bargol’s face. The position of her legs caused her freshly-filled cunny to leak a trickle of Bargol’s seed. It spilled slowly down her thigh like a glistening wax drop.

“Likely as not you’d try and collar me the first chance you get.”

Bargol chuckled with delight, cupped her foot, and began kissing the sole. Limeria shivering at the strange sensation that shot up her legs as his tongue stroked the sensitive flesh.

“Mmm,” Bargol said, his eyes sparkling. “Then you admit there is a chance?”

The sudden, vivid thought of kneeling like one of Bargol’s slave girls, a gleaming golden collar around her neck, sent a spike of revulsion through Limeria. Not for the perversity of this image, but for the possibility of it.

She pressed her foot harder on his face for a moment, pushing him back down into the cushions before Limeria lifted her foot from his grasp. She turned with a swing of her hips as she swept up her clothes. “Good night, Bargol,” she said with a glance over her shoulder at the indolent fat man. “And I still don’t believe you’re only here for me.”

“Then I shall prove it on this voyage!” Bargol cried, rolling his bulk up with the aid of his two slaves, suddenly appearing at his side. He lifted his hand in pointed declaration. “You shall know my devotion before we make land, my darling princess! And you shall know my need for you.”

Limeria rolled her eyes, departing, but giving her ass a final teasing slap for his benefit before she shut the door.

The door shut behind her and Limeria’s smile fell from her face. She could feel the rocking of the ship and the steady motion of the oars. She felt the shame she brought to herself and her family by consorting with a gluttonous prince of sin and slavery like Bargol. She felt that shame even more keenly when she realized she was being watched.

“Who is there?” said Limeria to the darkness of a side passage.

A large figure stepped forward slowly, a sliver of moonlight from a nearby porthole caught the burnished olive face of Captain Ravere with its prominent battle scar. His lidded eyes stared back at Limeria with contempt.

“What are you doing here?” demanded Limeria.

“I could not sleep,” his voice rumbled. “Need I even ask why you slink out of Bargol’s cabin with your loincloth worn on your arm?”

Limeria’s downward glance at her bare curves, marked with evidence of her night spent with Bargol, and her reddening face betrayed her embarrassment. She did not shrink from Ravere’s challenge.

“It is no business of yours what cabins I visit or what I wear,” said Limeria and she made to pass him in the corridor.

Ravere caught her arm, turned her back towards him, her bare breasts against his chest. His scent close and dangerous.

“When you lie down with hogs, you will share their filth, princess,” growled Ravere, his lip curling back from his teeth. “Do not look at me with those sullen eyes. I do not care whose bed you share, so long as you do not betray my mistress. Beware that man.”

“Mind yourself, Ravere, I do not serve you,” snarled Limeria, pulling free of his grasp and continuing down the hall. She fell into her bunk, fuming with anger, yet feeling not entirely blameless. She cared nothing for Ravere and had no loyalty to Qessia Hess, but Bargol was a temptation best avoided.

She wet her lips and tasted the faint saltiness of his seed lingering there.


4

Corsairs of the River Dur

The attack came on the third day south of the swamplands of Vaneera along the slow, wide waters of the River Dur.

Limeria was above decks, walking along the stern. A hot, humid breeze tossed her hair as she leaned on the railing and watched the eastern bank slip by. There, concealed by the first towering Kapok and gum trees of the Forest of Giants, lay the inland freshwater sea sometimes known as Lake Osepsa. These vast, dark waters were filled with saurian giants and creatures far stranger unleashed by the fall of Borea. Only the nihilistic elves of Ethulsa dared to cross these waters to fish and trade.

But she could not see Osepsa. Only sense its presence. The thickness of the jungle was absolute in its dark brooding, the shrieks of birds ringing in the warm air as oars slapped the waters to ferry them ever on.

“Like the view?”

Limeria turned her head as Jeanna sauntered over. The towering captain lifted her chin, her good eye looking down on Limeria.

“The jungle keeps its secrets,” said Limeria. “I prefer the mountains with their honest stone.”

“Surprised you’ve even come up on deck. By the sounds of it, I thought you’d be busy in Bargol’s cabin the entire trip. Enjoying your ‘feasts’ with him?”

Limeria scowled at the other woman, feeling a tingle heat reach up her neck to her face.

“What business is it of yours who I share my bed with?”

“Just wondering if there’s an opening.” Jeanna leaned over the shorter woman, her eyes flashing. She stroked an errant lock of Limeria’s golden hair. “Or did you forget what fun we’ve had?”

Limeria swatted away Jeanna’s arrogant caress.

“I’d rather not wake up in the hold of a slaver’s ship again,” Limeria said acidly.

“Oh, please, do not pretend you are above such treachery. You live and fight among barbarians.” Jeanna leaned down, bringing her face closer and practically inviting Limeria to strike her. “Besides, you escaped, didn’t you?”

“No thanks to you.”

“Bygones be…”

Jeanna trailed off, her entire stance growing taut like a bowstring being drawn. Limeria felt the sudden tension and turned swiftly back towards the waters.

A cove had come into view, cut into the shore like a giant had scooped it from the sandbar. Heavy trees curtained the entrance with their leaves, but those were being pushed apart as a sleek, black vessel cut through the waters to the sudden beat of drums. Oars slashed at the river’s surface, the ram at the head of the strange vessel sharp, the deck swarming with figures dressed in piecemeal crimson cloth and bristling with steel.

“Pirates,” Limeria hissed.

Jeanna was already moving, roaring orders as she sprang onto the upper deck. Crew exploded into motion, the sails running up, the drumbeat from below deck quickening as the oarsmen put new life into their labors, throwing the Restless Nymph forward.

Limeria rushed after the other woman. She snatched a bow and quiver of arrows from a startled marine and slung the latter around her waist, taking up her point at the raised quarterdeck. At the rail she took up position, fitting an arrow into her bow as the black ship rushed upon them. She cursed. It had been well hidden, and any chance out outdistancing their foe was lost as it sped after them like a pike.

“What’s happening?” Ravere barked, bursting from below decks, ramming his helmet on, his mail glittering in the hot sun.

“A bit of sport to keep us entertained!” Jeanna favored Ravere and Limeria with a devilish grin as she hauled on the wheel of the ship’s helm.

Limeria said nothing. The Restless Nymph was a fast ship, but the pirate’s lean bark was faster and more maneuverable. Their oarsmen were fresh, rested while the Nymph’s had been plying their work all morning, and it showed with the rapidity in which the enemy ship overtook them. Limeria drew the bow taut, sighting down it at the figures hanging from the enemy ship’s rigging, baying like dogs awaiting the meeting of vessels.

Limeria loosed her arrow, the viperish hiss of its passage ending in the breast of one of the pirates. The man fell to the waters with a splash, a sudden foaming and fins signaling the sharks that lurked beneath.

“One,” Limeria muttered, fitting another arrow.

Marines hastened to the deck as the enemy ship closed. The thump of oars echoed across the blue waters, broken only by a scream as Limeria picked off another pirate. Her attention focused for a moment on the wicked black ram at the prow of the pirate vessel.

“They’ll break us into splinters if they use that ram,” shouted Limeria.

“They won’t get the chance!” Jeanna laughed, hauling on the helm with both hands.

On the enemy craft came, trying to maneuver itself to plunge the iron tip of its ram into the side of the Nymph, but never quite managing as Jeanna manipulated the wheel. Stray arrows flashed from the enemy ship, burying themselves in the wood, even as Limeria’s own took its bloody toll.

“Oars up!” Jeanna roared.

The paddles facing the pirates suddenly rose, sinking into the side of the Nymph. The pirate’s dark craft sped on along their side, only for the Restless Nymph to jerk as the oars on the free side hit the water. The Nymph swung its hull against the pirate’s craft, smashing the oars of the pirate’s craft like toothpicks, ripping chunks from the lighter vessel.

Shouts of dismay came from below and cheers from above, a sound suddenly quelled as grapples clanked onto the Restless Nymph.

“Boarders!” Limeria cried, dropping the bow and drawing her crimson blade. Archery was a hunter’s tool, bladework was where a true warrior excelled. Her blood was up and a smile upon her face as she vaulted the quarterdeck, landing lightly just as the first boarder pulled himself onto the Nymph. Her blade sliced the man’s head off, his corpse tumbling back into the waters, but by then the wave of pirates rose, and she was pressed on three sides and fighting for her life.

Limeria braced herself as a wiry pirate naked to the waist and wielding two swords howled and hurled himself at her, his weapons a blur of steel. She parried his assault, metal clashing as she retreated before his furious swings. But savagery was no match for skill, and through the weaving death he made she saw an opening and took it, along with the man’s hand.

The pirate screamed as he swung up his bloody stump, and in that fateful moment she cut him down, already another taking his place. She caught a flash of steel and spotted Ravere battling the boarders, his armor thwarting the thin blades of the pirates while his sword took a brutal toll. Hired marins roared as they fought back the enemy, the deck slick with blood and battling bodies.

“No quarter!” Jeanna cried, striding like a goddess of war, the statuesque woman slashing with her cutlass, parrying with a belaying pin as she fought on the rolling deck, her savage grin relishing the bloodsport.

Limeria buried her blade in the chest of one pirate and barely kicked him over in time to draw the blade and parry another attack. A pirate with a scarred face came at her with a pair of punch daggers. One opened a slash on Limeria’s arm. The other went for her thigh, but she kicked it lower and stomped on the blade. The surprised pirate tried to slash Limeria’s face with his other dagger and she drove the much longer blade of her sword under his armpit and into his heart. The pirate gurgled out a curse and sagged to the deck.

Limeria stepped over him and surveyed the battle again. The tide seemed to be turning, but Jeanna was in trouble. The big pirate had gotten out too far ahead of the others and was surrounded by pirates, parrying and blocking with the belaying pin and the sword in a desperate struggle. Her motions were a blur of skill and speed, but Limeria could see the woman’s strength fading by the moment.

I should let her die, thought the fallen princess. But such a thought lasted for only an instant and then she fought her way towards Jeanna, cutting through two retreating pirates to get to the group surrounding the redheaded captain.

“Need some help?” shouted Limeria, impaling one of Jeanna’s attackers.

“From the likes of you? Hah! You’ll likely only make things worse!” Jeanna caught an attack on her blade and thumped the pirate responsible in the nose with the belaying pin. He recoiled, grabbing at his broken nose, and another man was in his place and attacking immediately.

A pirate blade slashed Jeanna’s coat. Another skewered her hat when she ducked to avoid the pirate’s lunge. Blood dripped from a glancing blow on the back of her hand and her parrying slowed. Limeria again considered abandoning the arrogant slaver bitch to her fate, but Limeria’s sense of honor would not permit it. Jeanna was on her side, fighting on her side, and she could not simply abandon the woman.

Limeria’s blade sliced through armor, flesh, and bone with impossible sharpness. It never lost its edge as she carved her bloody path through the pirates and reached Jeanna’s side.

“I told you! I don’t need any help!” shouted Jeanna, kicking a pirate over with her bootheel and burying her blade in the guts of another.

A trident came at Jeanna’s face and Limeria caught it on her own blade and swung it to the ground. The pirate, shocked to have his weapon blocked by a third party, was even more shocked to have his forehead dented by the rounded handle of Jeanna’s belaying pin. He crumpled instantly dead to the ground.

“Thanks,” snarled Jeanna, then turned to face another attacker. The two women stood back-to-back, fending off the handful of furious pirates until the crew finally drove the rest of them overboard. The damaged pirate vessel was shoved away by oarsmen and went drifting away behind the Nymph, only a few bloodied survivors remaining on its upper deck.

“Ha! Try it again, dogs! I’ll send the rest of you to hell!” shouted Jeanna. The other crew joined her at the gunwales, taunting and jeering at the defeated pirates as their damaged ship was carried away by the currents. Jeanna turned to the cheering crew and shouted, “Enough of that! Tend to the wounded! Back to the oars with the rest of you deck apes!”

Limeria mopped at the blood on her arm as the crew went rushing back to their duties. Jeanna suddenly wheeled on her and grabbed Limeria by her uninjured arm.

“What do you think you are doing!?” shouted Limeria. “Unhand me!”

“Captain?” Ravere stepped into Jeanna’s path.

“Well fought, warrior,” said Jeanna, brushing past him and dragging Limeria behind her.

Limeria found herself pulled by the big redhead into the upper decks of the ship and straight into the map room. Jeanna shoved Limeria past her, knocking her into the table and sending several charts sliding onto the floor. Limeria turned on Jeanna, cocking back one fist to punch the captain in her remaining eye.

Before Limeria could land a blow, Jeanna landed a kiss. It was passionate and aggressive. Smothering. She drove Limeria back against the table and ran her hands down over Limeria’s sides to her shapely hips.

“Yes, you’re a fighter,” hissed Jeanna. “Hot blooded. As I remember. Mmmmmmm.”

“Stop that,” growled Limeria, holding Jeanna back with both hands. “Just what do you think you are doing?”

“You saved me from a face full of trident out there on the deck,” purred Jeanna, fluttering her lashes on her one eye. “I’ll pay it back in here. Mmmmmm. With a kiss or two.”

Jeanna forced aside Limeria’s hands and kissed the fallen princess again, thrusting her hot tongue into Limeria’s mouth and slipping a hand up Limeria’s toned, blood-flecked body to cradle her breast. For a moment, Limeria was outmatched. Her body was fresh from the fight, still pumping with adrenaline, and the lusty kiss awakened her own desire. Her tongue fenced with Jeanna’s. A steamy moan escaped her lips.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Jeanna, her fingers slipping under Limeria’s top and over her nipple. Jeanna pinched Limeria’s sensitive nipple, hard, sending a hot shock of pleasure and pain through Limeria’s body.

“Mmmmm! Bitch!” Limeria gasped into the other woman’s lips.

“You know you love it,” Jeanna hissed. “Remember the Spoiled Maiden? We made that cabin rock more than the waves.”

Limeria did remember. All too well, in fact. She had been young then, barely past eighteen when she found herself at sea, and joining a pirate crew. It had been off the coast of Mizara, she and Jeanna sailing about the seas between Iden and Aropa. They raided merchant ships from the northern continent and battled rival pirates and spent their time between those adventures wrapped in each other’s arms. A fact that had only made the sting of Jeanna’s later betrayal all the more painful.

Limeria moaned as Jeanna grasped her breast, squeezing that soft orb, sending shocks of arousal pulsing into the fallen princess’s core. Jeanna kissed her again, Limeria’s body responding as it always did, stretching up against the other woman, offering more of herself to the cruel amazon’s touch.

“Fuck,” Jeanna groaned as her hand yanked away the knot of Limeria’s loincloth, her palm pressing against the barbarian’s mound, running a finger along the heat of Limeria’s folds to feel her dampness. “Gods, you’re so ready for me. Knew it. I missed this too much, slut. Should have kept you.”

“Then why sell me out?” Limeria gasped, her eyes blazing.

“Not important,” Jeanna said with a smirk. “Only this is. Now kiss me, my lovely mountain whore!”

Again their lips met. Limeria moaned, her tongue once more warring with Jeanna’s, their hands upon each other’s bodies, stroking. Pinching. Grasping. Squeezing. Rampaging across the terrain of their luscious bodies. Lust thumped in Limeria’s veins with every beat of her heart. She rocked to the other woman’s touch with wanton pleasure.

Yet something nagged her. A memory suddenly stirred. Limeria groaned, pulling back. “Jeanna,” she gasped. “What… what happened to the Spoiled Maiden?”

The pirate paused, her good eye narrowing. “That’s not important,” she growled, moving in for another kiss.

Limeria ducked it, spinning them around and taking a step back. Breathing quick, adrenaline still pumping, she scrutinized Jeanna. “What happened to your ship?” she demanded hotly. “Why are you working for Bargol?”

Jeanna glared at her, face unreadable in the gloom of the map room. She grinned suddenly. “Sank,” she said, propping her ass up on the table, her plump breasts shamelessly bare from her open bodice. Nipples stiff and pink against the creamy white.

“Sank?” Limeria said.

She shrugged, looping an arm around Limeria’s waist. “Turns out those Galamancan ships I plundered complained to their king. I set sail one day and came across a dozen warships flying the crossed keys and out for my blood. Well, they didn’t get it, but they took the Spoiled Maiden.”

Limeria didn’t resist this time, finding herself tugged into the taller woman’s lap, her body fitting neatly against Jeanna’s side. “I… I didn’t know.”

Jeanna shrugged. “It was only wood. But if you truly feel that bad about it…”

Jeanna suddenly pushed Limeria off her and to her knees. Limeria gasped, finding herself between Jeanna’s thighs, the pirate opening up her breeches to reveal the slickness of her red-thatched pussy, her other hand grasping Limeria by the back of the head and forcing her against her cunny.

Limeria was startled, but as she found herself pressed against Jeanna’s cove, her reaction was almost more instinct than rational thought. Her lips kissed the other woman’s fleshy folds, tasting the tartness that stirred even more memories within her. Memories of passion and danger and the crash of waves and steel. Sweat and lust. The writhing of bodies and the burning pyres of enemy ships lighting up the night in glorious conflagration.

Jeanna moaned above her, her hips rocking as Limeria’s tongue delved into the softness of her pussy, her powerful thighs tightening around the princess’s head.

“Oh fuck yesssss!” the pirate moaned. “Get in there. Mmmm. Oh Limeria, fuck. I missed… ah… those lips. You always knew how to be a good girl. Yes, just there. That’s the spot. Ah!”

“Mmmm,” replied Limeria, looking up with lidded eyes, past the pirate’s heaving bust.

The pirate gasped as Limeria nipped her clit, the tall woman’s toned thighs jolting with the sensation, her eyes blazing in temper and desire. “Oh, you naughty little bitch!”

“I thought you loved it,” Limeria said, a bratty pout on her lips as she flicked her tongue at the pirate’s clit.

Jeanna hissed, her teeth biting down on her lower lip. “I fucking do! Now shut up and make me cum!”

Her hand forced Limeria back against her pussy, and Limeria had no qualm about obeying. For now. That she hated the other woman was evident, and yet, she felt also a tremor of sorrow. For what was a captain without her ship? And Limeria knew that Jeanna had loved her ship, no matter her claims now. That the proud pirate would work as a ferryman for Bargol only attested to how far the other woman had fallen.

Confusion between pity and anger stirred in Limeria’s breast and cunny, finding expression in the strokes of her tongue and the act of pleasuring the pirate. Much to Limeria’s annoyance, servicing the woman who had nearly sold her into slavery stirred her desire, heating her blood and sending aches of pleasure to her core. As she licked and sucked at Jeanna, she could not resist slipping one hand between her own thighs, stroking her straining but. She lapped urgently at the pirate’s pussy, knowing just how to make Jeanna gasp, moan, and tighten her legs around Limeria’s head with the growing ecstasy of orgasm.

Limeria moaned, burying her face in the other woman’s muff, her hand cradling Jeanna’s thigh while the other furiously stroked herself. Fingers upon her clit. Curling into her hot channel. Moaning louder against Jeanna’s hot cunt as she slid her tongue up Jeanna’s slit and to the other woman’s clit. Circling. Flicking. Teasing the fierce pirate in ways she knew the other woman loved.

Her memories were clearly correct. Already Jeanna was gasping, her face red and flushed, her body bucking against Limeria’s face, her breathing coming in short, hot pants as her thighs tightened like a vise around the smaller woman’s head.

“Oh fuck yesss!” Jeanna groaned, gripping Limeria’s hair tightly. “Yes! Fuck! Make me cum with your tongue you royal fucking slut! Get your tongue nnnn! In there! By the Lamp of Sarem yes. Oh fuck yes. Yes! Ohhhhh fuuuuuuuck!”

Jeanna wailed in delight as her legs tightened around Limeria’s head, her body shuddering with her sudden peak. Limeria could hear the thumping of Jeanna’s heartbeat in her clenching thighs. The nectar flowing into her mouth. The sweat and smell of the woman engulfing her completely.

“Mmmmnnnnnnn!” moaned Limeria, sucking hard. Tonguing deep. And fucking herself with her fingers. Making herself cum because she knew, deep down, that Jeanna was a terribly selfish lover and would never do it for her.

“Thhhaaaaat’s right, you little slut princess,” moaned Jeanna, giving Limeria’s lips and chin a thorough coating of slick girlcum. “Lick it all up. Lick out every drop. Mmmmmm. You remembered just how to please me.”

“Mmmmm,” murmured Limeria, her tongue slowing as she eased her fingers from her shuddering cunt. Jeanna released Limeria from between her thighs and Limeria slowly lifted her flushed face.

“Almost good enough that I want to keep you around,” chuckled Jeanna.

The pirate curled a finger beneath Limeria’s chin and tilted her face upwards to give her a steamy kiss. Their tongues slithered in the lingering sweetness of Jeanna’s cum. Limeria wanted more. She wanted to be fucked. She wanted the pirate to repay what she had just done. But Jeanna was content. She broke the kiss and leaned back languidly.

“I should throw you back down on that table and ride your face,” growled Limeria.

“Temper, temper, princess,” purred Jeanna. “You have an able tongue and… mmmm… you know your place. I enjoyed reminiscing about old times, but now I have work to do. Those barge rats Bargol hired need to be supervised and motivated.”

Jeanna stood and shook the tangles from her scarlet hair. She pulled on her clothing and started towards the door. Limeria caught Jeanna’s wrist.

“This isn’t over,” hissed Limeria, her voice low and serious.

“No, it isn’t, until I get paid. Then you can leave my borrowed ship and set off on whatever adventure you want on dry land.” She shook her hand free of Limeria’s grasp. “Until then, you and your gluttonous benefactor enjoy each other’s company.”

Limeria’s eyes blazed with anger. Jeanna laughed.

“Oh, don’t pretend you don’t find pleasures with that unctuous sultan. I told you before, I heard the shameful noises you were making in his quarters. Some princess you are. Does it not embarrass you to spread your legs for that fat man?”

“I care nothing for him,” said Limeria. “He is vile.”

“Mmmhmmm,” murmured Jeanna, a twinkle of cruel amusement in her eye as she departed.

Jeanna’s taunting only stung all the more when Limeria found herself outside the door to Bargol’s cabin later that night. She was still hot from spilling blood and unsatisfied from her encounter with Jeanna. The buxom giantess had used her more brazenly than Bargol himself. And it bothered Limeria that she had enjoyed being used, particularly by that treacherous bitch.

She lifted her hand to knock on Bargol’s door. It swung open before her knuckles made contact. She was greeted by a small, bronze-skinned slave girl wearing a veil of golden fabric and with dark-rimmed eyes of deep, innocent brown.

“I want to see Bargol,” growled Limeria.

“Master is waiting for you in his bed,” said the woman. “This way.”

Limeria hesitated. He was waiting? The presumptuousness of the fat merchant rankled her. But she followed the slave girl into his bedroom where the bronzed walrus of a man had spread face down upon his bed with his face resting in his pillows and his nudity barely covered by a too-small towel draped across his buttocks. His body glistened with oil as two slave girls worked it into his shoulders and back.

His head lifted as Limeria approached. She could smell the perfume in the oil and faintly see the bulge of his bollocks between his plump thighs under the shadow of the towel.

“Ah, my dear,” he grunted, rolling over with the effort of a beached ship being turned by rope teams. His flab redistributing and his belly wobbling as he finally turned onto his back. The towel gone and his thick, flaccid hose of cock fully exposed.

“Bargol,” said Limeria, her lip curling with disgust even as she felt a hot pit open in her stomach. She tried to look at his sweaty face and not that brown length of meat between his legs.

“Done with your visit with the captain?”

“No secrets on a ship, eh?” said Limeria, her cheeks coloring.

“Not from me anyway,” chuckled Bargol. “I watched you today, Limeria. You were magnificent. Your sword reaping a harvest of gore and your courage unmatched by even your old friend Jeanna.”

“I suppose you were cowering belowdecks?” Limeria folded her arms across her breasts, squishing them with annoyance as she peered down at the big man sprawling on the bed.

He groped at his own body and laughed, “I have so very much to protect, my dear. I am not a fighter. I am a lover. A master.”

He reached out for her and his fingers tickled against hers. She looked down at his fat digits playing against hers and let him catch her hand and pull her closer. She bumped against the bed and he caught her in both his hands.

“We are almost to the mouth of the Lassama Tributary, my lovely. Into the great and terrible jungle. Our journey will only grow more perilous. Let us savor these moments of calm together. Bask in precious pleasures. Permit me to do for you, mmmmm, what Jeanna would not.”

Limeria knew well the pleasures Bargol could offer her. Intense but guilty pleasures. Ecstasy that drew her deeper into his web. Bur Jeanna had left her wanting and Bargol had everything she desired.

Except a backbone.

“You are a coward, Bargol,” she said even as she crawled into the bed beside him.

“Yes, a miserable weakling,” he chuckled as his hands reached for her body. “Oh, my sweet Limeria, you will protect me, won’t you?”

His hands were so eager. They pulled away her loincloth to bare her toned bottom and the tufted mound of her cunt as she slid astride his oiled leg. His hands moved swiftly to her breasts. Untying her sling and filling his hands with the softness of her breasts. Fingers reaching to the peaks of each mound as he squeezed the soft flesh and gently tugged at her stiffening nipples.

“Ohhhhhhh, I might guard you,” moaned Limeria, shuddering with guilty pleasure and thrusting her sensitive flesh into his hands. “If you do a good job for me.”

“Yes, oh, yes, so very good,” he laughed, his hands moving back to her hips and sliding her body up his bulk to bury himself in her breasts. He pressed his face into them. Moaning and squeezing her ass as he smothered his face and kissed her breasts. The heat of his mouth found a nipple. His fingers found the crack of her ass. Teasing her. Stroking her sensitive clench as he sucked at her nipple.

Limeria whined with pleasure. His mouth suckling urgently. His finger making her feel so very naughty, pressing and teasing at the knot of her asshole. She climbed his jiggling body and straddled his face. His tongue was buried in her cunny in an instant. His hands encouraging her to sit heavily upon his face. To smother his nose and lips with her steamy cunt.

“Ooooo, Bargol, you beast,” she moaned, her hips jerking as she used the fat merchant to satisfy what Jeanna had not. She was so lost in the molten rhythm of her pleasure that she did not object as he wriggled a finger between her cheeks again and pushed it insistently at her asshole.

“Mmmmmmnnn!” he moaned, tonguing vigorously at her folds and finally pushing his finger into her hot clench.

“Oooooo!” crooned Limeria, her ass taking his finger to its last knuckle as her cunt seemed to burst with pleasure. The merchant licked unerringly at her throbbing clit and her hips moved to thrust her slick cunny in pursuit of the peak of her pleasure. Fucking herself against his finger. Grinding her cunt against his tongue.

Bargol devoured her pussy as though it were the sweet fruit of a melon. His tongue stroked and wriggled, urging her towards her inevitable peak. Pleasure burned in her veins, throbbing through her as his finger spread the oil around her tight asshole, pumping into her, stirring strange, forbidden pleasures she had so rarely indulged. Limeria panted, her weight pressing down on Bargol’s bald head, her breasts heaving with her pleasure.

“Bargol… Oh gods… gods yes. D-deeper. Ah. Bargol. Don’t… don’t stop. Don’t stop until… until I… I… Mnnnnn!”

Her thighs tightened around his head, her body arching, quivering with the sudden surge of her hot pleasure. It burst in her chest and through her body in a sudden swell of molten lust, her body quivering as she came with gasping moans of ecstasy.

“Mmmm,” Bargol moaned, his sensuous lips pressing against her pussy as he drank her juices down, his eyes lidded with cruel cunning and pleasure, his hot breath steaming from his nose and against her mound.

Limeria gasped, sagging atop Bargol, her muscles weak with the afterglow of her orgasm, the ache and burn of battle and lust deadening her limbs. Bargol barely had to struggle to flip over her naked body, sending her tumbling among the cushions, her pale breasts rising, falling with her panting breath.

His bulk rolled over her, Bargol crouching above her like a hog suddenly finding a creamy cake amid the slop in his pen. The lamplight glistened across his oiled body, his arms planted on either side of her, his dark eyes glittering like gimlets from the pudgy, smoothness of a face smeared with her juices. His eyes were lidded, yet Limeria could see a heat burn within them. A cunning cruelty that made her heart thrill and stomach tighten with instinctive fear.

“Delicious, my sweet,” Bargol breathed as he leaned in closer. “You are a feast for the senses. Your beauty fills my sight. Taste. Your lips as sweet as your cunt. Mmm. Touch,” he breathed, his hand stroking her flank, up to her breast to lift a lock of her golden hair. “Scent,” he sighed, bringing her hair to his nose and inhaling deeply. “Mmm. And sound.”

“Ah!” she gasped as he gave her nipple a tweak. “P-pig,” she gasped, yet the fire of contempt came out more a burning of desire as she looked upon his corpulence.

Bargol laughed, his fat jiggling as he stretched down upon her, his gut pressing into her firm breast and muscled stomach as if to smother her with his bulk, the bedding cratering beneath her. “Mmm. I admit I do indulge in my appetites, my sweet princess. Tastes that might shock you. Horrify you. Hmmm. But I think we might both enjoy them greatly. You have lusts that cannot be sated by any mere man, my sweet. You need something more.”

She laughed breathlessly but made no effort to escape the prison of his bulk, especially as she felt the thickness of his cock press against her inner thigh as if seeking out her hot pussy. “You would be equal to that, Bargol. I swear you weigh the same as three men!”

“And I have the lusts of twenty,” he purred, and kissed her.

Limeria moaned as his lips pressed against hers. They held none of the savage conquering of Jeanna. His lips were soft, suckling, his tongue teasing against her mouth until her lips parted with a gasp. His acknowledgement of his own baseness amused and thrilled her. Disarmed her with his easiness. Bargol moaned, his tongue slipping into her mouth, tasting Limeria’s tongue. Limeria had fought many duels in her life, but in this one she was outmatched, her mouth surrendering to Bargol’s kiss with barely a struggle.

Her body ached with the pleasure of his touch and tongue. She stretched beneath him, her breathing hard with his bulk pressing down on her chest, his thick, wiry hair rubbing her tender nipples and breasts. She might have been ashamed, surrendering so wantonly to his caress, but such shame was already known upon the ship. Her secret out.

“My poor princess,” Bargol breathed between the locking of their lips. “Denied by our dear captain. I would never deny you, my sweet Limeria. You should be spoiled as your lineage merits. A princess catered to. Pleasured every day. Every night. Your body singing under the ecstasies of flesh and feast. I would deny you no joy no matter how depraved. I would be your willing slave. Were you still a princess of the palace, I would abandon my riches, throw myself upon my knees, and beg to kiss your dainty toes and be your slave.”

Limeria laughed, catching her breath between kisses, her lidded eyes smoldering. “You? Not for long, Bargol. If you were mine, I’d be your slave within a month.”

His eyes sparked with mirth. “Mmm. So you admit it?”

She flushed, realizing what he meant. And yet the denial didn’t come to her lips. Merely a growl.

“Mmm. The tigress shows her fangs,” Bargol tittered. “Well, I must tame her, no?”

“Ah!” Limeria gasped as she felt his legs bunch around her, the fat head of his cock press against her pussy, stroke it with teasing rolls of his hips. “B-Bargol!”

“Shall your slave fuck you, my princess?” He crooned, pushing forward, parting her labia around the tip of his cock. “Shall I pleasure my royal charge?”

“Ohhhh! F-fucking do iiiiit!” Limeria groaned.

“As you wish,” Bargol purred, “my princess.”

Again his lips met hers, fairly sucking the breath that left her in a gasp as his cock pushed into her, filling her with a stroke of the fat merchant’s hips. Limeria moaned, pressed into the bed, trapped under his bulk as Bargol began to saw into her, plunging his cock into her aching pussy, her toes curling, lightning shooting through her as she took his cock, helpless beneath his bulk, moaning as Bargol plowed her into the bed.

Limeria panted, gasped, her ass clenching with every stroke of his thick cock. That she knew he was a monster, that he would collar and enslave her at the first opportunity only thrilled her more. That he spoke the truth of every word. That were she his, he would subject her to depravities only dreamed of by the most decadent empires at their height.

It was a thrilling thing to ride so close to such peril. To see the chasm of submission and resist it, but only just.

“Yesssssss, fuck me,” she cried.

“As you wish,” groaned Bargol, intensifying his thrusts to make her his body jiggle and Limeria’s large breasts sway and splash against her ribcage.

Limeria moaned, moving beneath him, the shame of that knowledge only stoking her desire more. Her body slick with the oil that rubbed off him and onto her, slickening her with his scent and unguents as though he was massaging them into her himself. Her pussy ached, tightening, squeezing Bargol’s fat cock as he rode her.

“Bargol!” Limeria gasped, her voice keening. “Ohhhhh! Bargol! Ah! F-fuck me! Fuck meeeee!”

“Your slave mmm… obeys the royal command,” Bargol panted, his rutting increasing its pace, his cock plunging into her with even greater urgency. Fucking her beneath him. Mating her, his wheezing breath so much like a pig Limeria almost laughed, only for the sound to change to a gasp as his cock thrust yet deeper inside her tight cunt.

“B-Bargol!” Limeria cried out. “Bargol! I… I’m so close. I… I…”

“Cum for me, my sweet. Cum for your slave. Cum… mmmm… for Bargol,” he groaned.

Limeria couldn’t hold back anymore. She rode his cock, her voice rising, her arms wrapping around him, then slipping off his oiled back as a wail rose from her. Her pussy tightening around him with the sudden explosion of orgasm. As she tightened around him, Bargol gave forth a bellow like a bull, hilting his cock inside of her, cumming within her in a great, hot flood.

Limeria groaned, her pussy milking his cock, sucking at him lovingly as she twitched with the ecstasy of her shameful orgasm. A great river pouring into her and leaking out around his pulsing cock. The shame of the moment heightened as Bargol sagged atop her as if deflated by his orgasm, fairly smothering her beneath his bulk.

Limeria sagged similarly into the cushions beneath Bargol, panting, sweat beading her brow and body where oil did not glisten. Bargol rose from her, towering above her as he knelt with his cock still impaling the molten heat of her pussy.

“Mmm. My dear, a finer pleasure I cannot find.”

“Hah,” Limeria gasped, but lacked the energy to riposte. “I’d best… best get to my room.”

“So far away,” Bargol crooned, rolling onto his side, gathering her in his arms and pulling her against his bulk. “Stay with me this night, my sweet. A more comfortable bed you shall not find.”

Limiera scoffed but found herself curiously unwilling to leave the bed of the fat merchant. “I doubt we’ll sleep much,” she said, inhaling the thick scent of his perfumed chest.

Bargol chortled, his hands roaming across her body, his head bending down to kiss her again.

Limeria was to discover she was quite right.
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The Serpent and the Sultan

The Lassama River was known by another name, as Bargol informed her: the Poison River. As the Restless Nymph hove towards the river mouth, Limeria thought the name grimly accurate.

The banks were lost amid the sheer riot of greenery which exploded from its edges, so tall and thick it resembled the maw of some vast saurian waiting to swallow them whole. The River Dur had been a churning brown flow a league across. The Lassama was narrow and black as ink, where water could even be seen through the choking green water plants covering the surface. These entangled the oars and were to be avoided in greatest density lest the ship become snarled in their hidden roots. The smell of the jungle met the stench of rotting things hidden beneath the surface of the Lassama.

Limeria could tell the forbidding impression was not lost on the crew, who eyed the waiting way into the Forest of Giants with mingled awe and apprehension.

Limeria watched as the mast was hauled in, the thumping of the oars growing muffled as they ferried The Restless Nymph into that tunnel of greenery. A lurking darkness awaited beyond the trees, the shrieks of birds cutting through the air, making men flinch and some clutch amulets to distant gods.

The low thump of Limeria’s boots seemed to echo as she prowled the decks, her eyes roaming across the forbidding shorelines, feeling a familiar sense of danger and tension grow in her. A wild instinct of untamed wariness that drew her senses tauter than any civilized realm would know. For they were beyond the tamed realms of man. This was the forest primeval. Unconquered by axe or flame. A savage realm that knew no master and to whom life held no greater meaning than the iron law of nature alone.

Limeria breathed in, the humid air heavy with the smell of swampy waters and rotting foliage. The hidden reek of spilled blood, dead things, and pure primordial desire, be it for violence or carnal pleasures. Limeria’s fingers tingled with anticipation at these familiar scents. She felt a taut springiness in her muscles. This was her home. Her realm in truth. A place without lies or treachery, but only the savage honesty of violence.

She saw Ravere standing by the prow, his eyes narrowed as if trying to stare down the dark waters ahead, his hand gripping the hilt of his blade until his knuckles were white.

“Never seen the Forest of Giants?” Limeria said.

He turned his head towards her, the plume of his helm waving as he tilted it from some vines that brushed the ship.

“Is it all so forbidding?” he asked.

“No,” Limeria said, coming to stand beside him, her gaze roaming the shore and murky waters. “There are places hidden within the forest of incomparable beauty. But we’re sailing directly into the heart. There is not a more dangerous place in all of Iden than here.”

Ravere lifted a lip in a quiet snarl, stroking the pommel of his sword. “I have faced danger before,” he said. Then, added, “What can we expect?”

“Death behind every tree. Menace in every leaf. We…”

She trailed off, tensing. Some animal instinct, once forgotten, now stirred anew to warn her mind that something was awry. She looked about like a wolf sniffing the air, her eyes narrowed.

“What?” Ravere said, looking alarmed.

“Something’s wrong,” she said. “I-”

The ship suddenly rocked as something thumped against it. Limeria swayed, bracing her legs. She looked quickly over the side, in time to see something dark slip through the waters under the ship. The nearby water plants shuddered and then fell still.

“What is it?” Ravere said, joining her at the rail.

For long moments there was no sign of whatever it had been, but Limeria knew the danger had not passed. Something in the water, something huge, had decided that this ship was prey.

“Yeaaaaaaaaah!”

They whirled at the scream. A sailor had dropped the rope he’d been gathering up and was staring at a great, black head which rose from the waters. Scales glistened in the weak light breaking through the canopy, the wedged head of a colossal serpent topped the trunk. It opened its mouth wide, baring huge fangs, and struck.

The river serpent lunged onto the deck, rocking the vessel with its weight, it bore the sailor nearly over the other side. The serpent bunched against the rail, its weight tilting the ship and cracking the wood as it lifted its head. The sailor’s legs kicked furiously from its jaws for a moment, then they were sucked into the serpent’s mouth, a bulge going down its throat. Its golden eyes glared at the others frozen in horror upon the deck. A tongue as big as a man’s arm flicked out and tasted the air.

Limeria’s hand flew to Evermore, drawing her heavy blade with a note of leather against steel. The sound broke the shocked spell on the rest of the crew. In an instant, men were screaming, running about the deck, and searching for harpoons and other arms to battle the creature. The serpent’s head began to weave as it sought its next prey.

“Kill it!” Limeria roared, rushing across the deck. The serpent swung towards her, a hiss escaping it. Its body bunched defensively, its weight concentrating and causing the ship’s list to grow more extreme. Unsecured objects slid across the deck and crashed through the railings. A man screamed and slid right off the deck and began thrashing in the water. Limeria braced herself against a mast to keep from following the man over the side.

Limeria saw those deadly golden eyes staring down at her and could sense the sudden tensing of the serpent’s muscular coils. She threw herself flat as it lunged for her, rolling away from its wiggling body as it hit the mast so hard the wood cracked. It slithered around the spar, climbing halfway up it like a vine around a trellis. It hissed down at her from its new height.

The immense serpent opened its jaws and long streams of saliva spilled from its mouth. Its tongue was close enough to nearly touch Limeria. She was ready for that flicking tongue and lunged forward, slashing with her sword. The serpent lunged forward in the same moment and her blade snapped through a tooth as the snake’s huge mouth closed over her head and shoulders. By pure luck she had avoided all but one of its massive fangs and this had only managed to impale the back of her loincloth. Then the snake swallowed and she felt herself being lifted upwards into its slimy mouth.

She remembered that sailor, gulped down and crushed by the snake’s inner muscles. She was facing a slick, dark passage that loomed above her as the snake tilted and moved over the deck with Limeria’s feet still sticking out of its mouth. She could hear shouts. Feel blows raining down on its scales.

Limeria was being smothered and crushed as she was drawn deeper. Death was coming.

This was no fitting fate for a princess, fallen or not. She had too much reason to live. Too much yet unfinished. Determination surged within her and with it a new burst of vitality. This stupid creature would not stand in the way of her rightful ascension to the throne.

Her grip tightened on her sword and with all her strength she slid the back of the blade down her body and against her boot. Then, as the snake closed its jaws, Limeria pressed with her boot and drove the keen edge of the sword through the soft inner muscles of the snake. It tensed and twisted above her. She pressed harder with her boot, feeling the blade cutting through the flesh of the serpent. Blood spurted around her. Slimy and thick.

Suddenly, light flooded in beneath her as the snake unhinged its jaws and forced her out with a squeeze of its throat muscles. She slid to the deck, covered in slime and gore, but unharmed. She stared up into that fleshy maw and did not hesitate to drive her sword into the roof of its mouth with both hands. The snake reared up and slammed down on the deck. It thrashed violently, knocking Limeria aside as it coiled on itself and went rolling over the splintered railing and into the water.

Limeria stood, shaking blood from Evermore and walking to the edge of the deck. There was no sign of the snake. Not even a ripple in the water or a cloud of blood. With any luck, it had plunged deep, and it had died.

“Are you alright?” asked Ravere, standing beside her and peering at her filth-smeared body.

“I live another day,” she said. “The others?”

“Two dead,” said Jeanna. Her nose twitched and her lip curled in disgust. “By the gods, you smell awful.”

“Victory often smells like blood.” Limeria finished wiping her blade clean and sheathed it. As she walked back towards the cabin, Jeanna called after her.

“I don’t think I was smelling victory. More of a snake guts smell.”

The crew returned to their stations at the urging of Captain Jeanna and the ship got underway again. No words were spoken to commemorate the lost crew. The heat was oppressive, and the men of the ship seemed to sag at their posts. Even Jeanna seemed to wilt on the bridge as she eyed the surrounding jungle. It was no relief when they came upon the remains of an ancient stone dock and the listing hulk of a vessel half-submerged in the dark waters.

Limeria glanced at the copy of the map left by Qessia’s husband. She studied it and then gazed back out from the bridge at the derelict ship and the way the landscape beyond the docks rose like a mountain. A great, swaying mountain of mega-flora. As if the laws that governed growth no longer applied in this region.

“This is it,” said Limeria, without any doubt. “Make anchor at that dock.”

“No,” said Jeanna. “We make anchor here. You can take a launch to the dock if you wish.”

Limeria squinted at the ruddy, sinking sun. It would not be wise to set out in this treacherous forest just before nightfall.

“I will depart in the morning,” said Limeria.

Jeanna shrugged but was so sweaty and slouched against the rudder that it seemed more like a spasm than a gesture.

“I am paid by the day,” rasped the big captain. “I will post a double watch while we are here. You should go clean off that stinking mess. You’re starting to attract flies.”

Limeria returned to the relative coolness below decks. She could not endure another supper in the ship’s galley, though she knew it was wise to eat well before venturing into the forest. She heeded Jeanna’s advice and washed herself with a cloth and a basin of fresh water. The smell was finally cleaned from her skin, and she emptied the red-stained water from the basin.

She lay in her small bunk, sweat glistening on her sun bronzed skin as the shadow of night slowly engulfed the river. The night insects began to sing, their strange lights winking in the trees on either side of the river. The heat hardly lessened with nightfall and sleep did not come to Limeria.

She turned in her bunk, her sweat soaking the sheets. When she closed her eyes, she saw the gullet of the serpent or the downfall of her family. She imagined perils in the forest and depravity suffered to survive.

She found that she could calm her thoughts by focusing on more pleasant memories that were just as vivid. In this way, she found herself recounting her nights with Bargol. The pleasures he gave her and the pleasures she returned to him. These agitated her in a different way and soon she had swung from fatalism to unwanted desire. This proved even more difficult to dispel, until Limeria was certain she could not sleep until she had confronted such lust.

“Once more,” she said, sitting up in her bed as the sheet clung to her sweat-damp breasts. “I will bid my farewell to him tonight.”

She wore a gown of sheerest muslin. Though loose and modest, it clung to her sweat-damp curves as she moved through the ship by candlelight. Limeria was glad for the double watch on deck. It made the corridors within the ship all but empty.

She reached the door to Bargol’s cabin and raised her hand to knock. The door clicked open and a slave girl swung it wide with her head bowed. Limeria hesitated as cool air buffeted her body. So cool and pleasant that it almost chilled her sweaty body.

“What is this?” she whispered.

“Come in, Limeria,” called Bargol, a barely-seen mountain of flesh concealed by curtains. “You are letting out the cool air.”

She entered his spacious cabin and the slave shut the door behind her. The chill in the air grew more pronounced as Limeria slowly approached the curtained entrance to Bargol’s bedchamber. She could hear the fat merchant stirring and saw mist emanating from his quarters. She reached out curiously and drew back the curtain. A thick wooden box stood upon a pedestal at the foot of Bargol’s bed. Within the box was a blue chunk of ice that shed mist that spilled out of the box and to the floor.

Bargol sat up in the bed, his immense body cooled by the ice. A smile on his face as he watched Limeria step slowly into the chamber. The curtain slipped back into place behind her and she found, with the sweat still drying on her body, that it was almost unpleasantly cold in the room.

“How did you do this?” she wondered, her nipples stiffening against the cold and a shiver running over her skin.

“Wealth is a power all its own,” chuckled Bargol. “It is a shard of the Eternal Glacier. They say it does not ever melt, though I have had to replace it more than once so this is not quite true. I saved it for the most miserable heat of our journey. Is it not wondrous?”

“It’s cold,” she said, wrapping her arms across her breasts.

Bargol smiled at that.

“Come then, my sweet, I will warm you,” he held out a flabby arm to her.

Limeria hesitated, the cold chilling her ardor, but in the end she couldn’t quite resist. The danger she would face tomorrow lit a fire within her. She could feel the closeness of death like a cold touch on the back of her neck, waiting to yank her into the dark bosom of the long night. Life yearned to make itself known. To challenge it.

Even if it was with such a gluttonous ogre as Bargol.

She slipped onto the bed, finding herself drawn towards the man’s dark bulk. His eyes glittered, the curl of his beard flicking up like a devil’s tongue as he wrapped his arm about her and pulled her closer. Her eyes were drawn down to the thickness of his cock jutting from between his thick thighs.

“I’m surprised to find you even this hard in such cold,” she observed.

“I am a man of many mysteries, my princess,” Bargol chortled, amusement plain. He leaned in closer, and Limeria couldn’t quite resist pressing against the warmth of his body, his fat fingers stroking her arm, the chill of the air sending tingles of sensitive excitement through her to her core. “And yet, I fear I am not nearly as… hmmm… impressive as I may be. The chill affects me too, my jewel of the barbarous lands. Might you aid me?”

Limeria couldn’t suppress a smirk. “Hm?” she said, pressing against him, her bare breasts rubbing against his bulk. “Is my presence not enough to fully arouse you, Bargol?”

The fat man chuckled, stroking his beard. “Mmm. You tease this poor man, my dear. But perhaps you can inspire me to my… hmm… fullest attention?”

Limeria rose to her knees, stretching across him like a basking tigress, any reluctance she first felt chased away by the warmth of the fat man and the decadent indulgence of the chill air. “Well, you did provide this delightful relief from the heat…”

Her hand stroked his chest, teasing the wiry hair which coated him, Bargol groaning as her hand glided lower, slipping into his lap. She filled her palm with his heavy cock, a quiet thrill racing through her as she worked her fingers around his girth and began to stroke him, the heat of his arousal radiating into her palm as she stroked his yielding shaft.

“Ohhhh my sweet,” Bargol groaned, head tilting back as she caressed his cock. “Such… ah… hands! Truly you are a… ooooh… master of every blade.”

“Is that right?” Limeria said, leaning further against his bulk, the oily sheen of his skin rubbing against her, seeming to coat her in the heat of his body. “You think this short sword worthy of my time?”

“Ohhhh! Such cruelty!” Bargol groaned, head tilting back, his bulk quivering like gelatin as she worked his cock. “My sweet, I swear! My blade… ah… is far greater than this.”

“Is that right? This I have to see,” she chuckled, pumping his cock, her other hand gliding lower, cradling his balls, warming them with her palm, feeling their heaviness.

“I fear… mmm… the heat of your hand shan’t be enough. Perhaps something warmer…”

Limeria couldn’t suppress a laugh. “Oh my. Whatever could I use? Wait! I think I have an idea.”

Leaning over his lap, fairly pushing her ass into Bargol’s face, Limeria kissed the tip of his cock. The scent of his perfume and taste of his musky shaft sent a sinful thrill radiating down to her core. It was almost possible to forget how much she loathed everything this disgusting merchant represented - the gluttonous slaver and murderous criminal - yet that only served to excite her further.

“Mmmm,” she hummed, angling his manhood towards her mouth, her soft lips lingering on the tip, teasing him with ever deepening kisses against his musky crown.

“Ohhhh my dear! That’s ittttt!” Bargol groaned, grasping her narrow waist. “You have… ah… hit upon the solution! Allow me to share in it.”

“Hmm? Whammph!” Limeria gasped as Bargol suddenly lifted her legs over his shoulders, leaning back as he pushed his head between her thighs, holding her atop his bulk as he buried his face in her pussy, his tongue delving lovingly into her tight cunt.

Limeria moaned, her legs instinctively tightening around his head, her mouth descending on his cock, taking it nearly to the root in a single go. Her annoyance at the fat man for taking such a liberty was pushed aside for the excitement of her position, fairly hanging upside atop Bargol, his cock plunging into her mouth as his tongue beathed and devoured her sweaty cunt.

“Mmmmm!” Limeria moaned, her breasts dragging down Bargol’s gut, her legs shifting, her knees locking on his shoulders, arms bracing her on the bed as she pushed herself up and down, sucking him off in such a strange and exciting position.

“Mmmm! My sweet… ah… your warmth… ohhhh… excites me s-so,” Bargol gasped, his every word nearly smothered by her muff, his tongue lashing her pussy in ways that made her stomach tighten and core ache. His breath steaming hotly against the crinkled clench of her arse.

“Mmmm,” Limeria replied, her mouth far too busy to answer, her nose nestling against Bargol’s balls with every downward stroke, the muscles of her arms burning with the effort of holding herself up in the strange position, blood rushing to her head, sending her thoughts spinning in a haze of pleasure and giddy desire.

The cold air lapped at her back, against the sensitive, naked flesh of her ass and the crease between. Hot and cold slithering down her crack with each brush of glacier air and Bargol’s exhalations. The need to make him cum made her wriggle, her own approaching orgasm sending shocks through the taut muscles of her legs.

“Mmm. Mmm! Mmmmmm!” Limeria groaned, her eyelids fluttering as her thighs tightened around Bargol’s head, her orgasm surging through her in a rush of delight, her arms weakening, plunging her deep down onto Bargol’s cock.

“Ohhhhh!” Bargol cried, his grasp on her waist squeezing her as she pushed him past the brink, as his cock plunged to the root into her throat. He came in a hot geyser. His thick seed pumping into her throat, only to flow back down as she failed to properly swallow, drenching his balls with his slimy white cum as it leaked from between her lips.

The strange, exciting, shameful sensation thrummed through Limeria, making the fallen princess moan, sweetening the shocks of her orgasmic high as she tasted the strong saltiness of his cum, trying to swallow as best she could.

The spasms of Limeria’s pleasure slowly receded until she was left nursing on Bargol’s faintly pulsating cock. Cum still trickling into her throat as she swallowed again and again. His breath hot against her cunt. His tongue slowing as he came down from his own peak.

“Ohhhh, my sweet,” he moaned and kissed her cunt as she swallowed around him. “You never fail to delight me. I sometimes I wonder… hmmmm… if you would do this for me on a more permanent basis.”

That prompted her to lift her head from his lap. Cum dripping from her chin and overflow making a mess of his thick brown cock and slowly relaxing bollocks. She held him in her hand, slowly wanking him near her face as she struggled to catch her breath.

“You push me too far, Bargol. Every time. You take what could be nice and you try to possess it. Just enjoy the pleasures we share and hope you will taste them again.”

“Mmmmm, I could taste them for days on end,” he growled, tightening his grip on her waist and plunging his tongue deep into her cunt. He lapped and lewdly sucked at her pussy.

Limeria whimpered with pleasure and enjoyed his eager tongue for a moment longer. She could have pushed her ass back against his face and let him suck her cunt all night. It was tempting. But she knew it was not wise. She swung her leg over him and dismounted from his face. She rolled beside him onto the bed. She might have rolled all the way off and escaped, but he reached out and caught her, pulling her close against his side.

“Bargol,” she murmured, pushing on his belly and trying to wriggle out of his grasp. “I must have sleep before I set out in the morning.”

“There are things more important than sleep,” he said, holding her tight and pressing a kiss to her lips. She protested against his smothering mouth, but he would not relent. She yielded and his tongue invaded her mouth. Stirred the heat within her again. Left her softly panting as he finally broke the kiss.

“What?” she demanded, looking into his dark eyes.

“There is something I must tell you, my dear,” he whispered. He stroked her hip with one hand and murmured, “Be careful on your journey. Those who travel with you may not be the most trustworthy souls on this expedition.”

That got her attention. Bargol was not a man known to give away things for free, particularly secrets. So he must have a motive to tell her such a thing.

“You speak of Ravere?”

“Hmmm, possible,” said Bargol, stroking Limeria’s hip and slowly reaching around her to squeeze her ass.

Limeria grabbed his fat face in one hand, almost choking him.

“Out with it, Bargol,” she growled. “What do you know?”

“Ahhhh, only possibilities,” he said. “I might have someone in Qessia’s inner circle and Qessia cares only for the key, not for who delivers it. In fact, she would prefer the matter to be simplified.”

“Bastard,” muttered Limeria.

“Me? But I have given you the truth,” protested Bargol, his brow knitting as he looked at her with genuine hurt.

Limeria’s expression softened. She turned her hand on his throat into a caress.

“No, sweet Bargol. You have told me the truth, whatever your reasons.”

“My reasons?” he chuckled in a way that she felt through his jiggling belly pressed against her body. “Simple, my lovely princess. I have great affection for you. If you were to die, I would never again be allowed to hold you in my arms. I would never know the pleasures you bring to my bed. I would never—”

She pressed to him and kissed him. Her tongue the aggressor. Her hand reaching for his cock.

“Your point is made, Bargol,” she whispered against his lips. “Best not to keep speaking and risk squandering my good will.”

He took her in his arms, chortling as he kissed her in reply. His tongue slow and heavy and sweet with her lingering taste. His cock growing in her grasp.

“Then let me put my tongue to better use and quiet my foolish words,” he rasped and rolled to face her, his body spilling against her on the bed as he pressed another kiss to her lips. His tongue probing and luxuriating in her mouth. His saliva melting and mingling with hers as their kiss grew prolonged and their lips moved hotly together. The heat of her desire welling in her cunt. Her need to be taken and fucked by the huge merchant and his fat cock.

“Fuck me, Bargol,” she whispered. “Once more before I sleep for the night.”

“Oh, I shall put you to sleep, my dear,” he laughed, rolling her onto her back. “Right here in my bed. You will sleep with exhaustion, your body pressed to mine.”

Bargol nearly steamed with his body’s heat in the cool air from his ice. He was a great, blubbery walrus upon her. His skin soft and slippery as he flopped against her and began passionately kissing her. His hands consumed her breasts like some delights and then he feasted upon them. Tonguing and sucking at her nipples. Kissing them and pressing his face into the soft valley between them as she giggled and stroked his bald head.

Limeria held nothing back from the Bargol. Her body was his for the night and he feasted upon her. His cock claimed her cunt and seemed to wedge her tender folds wide. His fat bollocks slapped against her ass as he held her foot to his face and kissed her arch. She giggled at this, but soon his mighty thrusts turned her giggling to cries of pleasure. The bed shaking. The ship actually swaying at anchor. She was slammed down into the bed by his weight, thighs wide apart and her hips pressed beneath him.

He came inside her without asking. Pouring his seed deep into her pussy. Dribbling it out around his spurting cock so she felt the warm pulse of it down her crack.

When he withdrew his trembling cock, she took it in her mouth, bathing his prick and stiffening it once more. And he took her again, from behind this time. His big hands on her shapely hips and Limeria thrusting back against him. Colliding with loud damp slaps until they were both cumming. Her pussy throbbing around his spurting cock. He fell against her back. Wheezing. Kissing her. Reaching beneath her to fondle her dangling breasts.

“Your ass,” he rasped, and she knew exactly what he meant. The night would not be over until he had claimed every hole.

“This once,” she agreed, sprawling face down on the bed and moaning lustily as Bargol prepared her with his tongue and his fat fingers. The wet, slithering sensation of his licking intensified until she was fairly gasping with need to be fucked in her ass.

When she was whimpering with lust, he knelt and turned her over, pushed her legs back. He gazed down upon her with lidded eyes as he gripped his root tightly and fed his cock into the spit-damp divot of her hole. Her breasts swayed. The bed shook. Bargol stretched her wide with his cock as she begged him to fuck her.

His face darkened with exertion. He thrust hard and drove down to his root into her ass, groaning loudly as he poured his hot cum into her back passage. He stayed inside her, kissing her as she used her fingers to make herself cum.

“There is something else I ask of you, my sweet,” whispered Bargol, his breath hot in Limeria’s ear. She squeezed his softening cock in her clenching ass and looked back at him over her shoulder.

“Here? Tonight?”

“Mmmmm,” he moaned, kissing her shoulder and neck. Nibbling at her ear. His breath hot and stirring her sweaty desire. “No, my beauty. When we make our return to Vaneera. I have a business proposition for you.”

“Save it for the journey home then,” murmured Limeria, turning to kiss him

He accepted her disinterest in talking more about his business with an agreeable moan. In the morning, she would journey into the Forest of Giants. Few returned to tell of its dangers.

She did not need Bargol’s business muddling her thoughts.
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Into the Jungle’s Dark Heart

The next morning, it was a sober group that rowed from The Restless Nymph and to the waiting dock. Ancient stone had crumbled under the clutch of vines, squeezed as if by green pythons as Limeria stepped onto the pier and made her way to the listing hulk of the abandoned ship, climbing aboard before the others had even disembarked.

She searched the derelict, listing ship quickly, and as she did, her annoyance grew. Though the humidity of the jungle had already begun to rot the wood, and the creepers reached across the upper decks, the ship was mostly intact. The cabins and pilothouse remained and had only been ransacked by animals. In one cabin she found a chest still locked and she broke it open with a kick.

Within were writing and sketching books and journals bearing the seal of the Hess family. There was no doubt this was the expedition ship of Werneus Hess. Limeria paged through the books, mildly impressed with Hess’ sketch work of various flora and fauna of the jungle. The journals were dense and discursive, covering the minutiae of Hess’ life intermingled with obsessive details and wild conjecture about the Forest of Giants. The man did not seem mad, not quite, but he was clearly singularly driven to find this lost city.

There were other items of some value within the chest. A gold shaving kit, silver cups, a crystal decanter, yet there was no sign of the precious key.

“He took it ashore with him,” muttered Limeria, slamming the lid of the chest closed again. She moved from the cabins to the stairs accessing the ship’s hold. The lower hold was flooded and something large had taken up residence in this submerged portion. She could not see it but she could see its wake moving slowly. Limeria wanted no quarrel with that beast and stayed away from the tilting stairs leading down into the dark water.

She made her way back out onto the deck where she found others among the landing party looting items from the ship. Brass navigational tools from the pilothouse. A horn for sounding warnings at night. Things the sailors thought might hold value back in Vaneera.

“Leave those things on the deck,” she advised the men. “They will only slow you down in the jungle. We can collect them when we return. There is no one here to steal them.”

Some listened, some did not. Limeria noted which among this landing party were fools.

Ravere stood near the edge of the dock and offered Limeria a hand hopping over the railing and down from the ship.

“Anything?” he asked.

“This is your master’s ship,” she said, landing lightly and brushing back her hair. She handed Ravere a handkerchief bearing the Hess crest. “There is no sign of this key.”

She glanced at Ravere’s cuirass and armored greaves. She thought to suggest he leave his armor behind for the same reason she had told the other men to abandon their loot. But Ravere was powerfully built and hardly sweating in the sweltering jungle heat. He was a man accustomed to the swamps of Vaneera, where he wore this polished suit of armor with pride. Limeria decided not to offer the soldier any advice.

She turned instead to the dock and the trail into the jungle. Though overgrown again since the expedition, it was still obvious that a road had been paved long ago and then had been hacked from the jungle by the earlier expedition.

“They went ashore,” said Limeria, nodding towards the path. “All of them, apparently.”

“Then he may live,” said Ravere, squinting at the jungle with determination.

Jeanna gave a rough laugh at that. The captain stepped off the launch and onto the dock. She strode over to them with a swagger, grinning.

“They live? You joke!” She nodded at the ship. “That wreck was forgotten. It rests its keel on the bottom. Sunk. No one came back for it. Unless your man and his whole crew decided to start a new colony, they’re dead.”

Ravere glared at the captain, but Limeria nodded. “It seems so. But they’ll have gone into the city. We’ll pick up the trail there.”

“You will,” Jeanna said, the statuesque pirate resting a hand lazily on the hilt of her sword. “But if you’re not back in two days, I set sail.”

Limeria glared at the pirate. “What?”

“My job was to get you up the river,” Jeanna said with a teasing shrug. “I’ll not wait longer before setting out. This place is too deadly to risk it. And like you said when we set off on our journey,” she added with a flash of teeth, “this is where your job begins. Right?”

Limeria huffed but didn’t argue the point. Ravere turned his head and barked some orders at the sailors who had come ashore. The men looked on the primeval jungle and the tunnel of a path carved through it towards the city with clear trepidation. Most already had their weapons drawn and were handling them uneasily. Yet there was a grim resolve in them as well. A tired fatalism that saw them move into line at Ravere’s command and begin to walk down the broken road.

Limeria took the lead, her sword out as they passed into the jungle. Cries of birds and the hiss of hidden saurians echoed among the fronds. Sculptures rose out of the darkness, choked by vines and roots and trees. Horrifying visages of snakes and reptilian monsters that stared down at them as they passed like forsaken guardians, watching the march of men into the black heart of their dead realm. Silent witnesses to the passages of the unwelcome living.

A great gate into the city rose ahead, its arch inlaid with yet more of the strange carvings, worked of a black stone that glistened like oil in the sunlight. Through it lay a square which spread wide before them, a large pool filled with more brackish waters. Blocks of ancient buildings rose around them in colossal stone, the tombs of a people the ages laid low and extinguished. Temples and palaces spreading out deeper into the city, their tiered towers sporting the crooked growths of trees.

Colonnades marched down in rows along the square, their sculptures depicting dizzying acts of ages past. Limeria wandered near one of these, brushing aside a growth of moss to reveal the carvings. The script was unfamiliar, yet the people could not be mistaken for human with their snouts and tails. In the carvings, these figures wore elaborate headdresses and carried weapons and devices of a bygone age.

“What is it?” murmured Ravere, his eyes shifting warily around the ruins.

“Old ones,” murmured Limeria. “Serpentmen. Lizardkin precursors from the high days of Borea. Their gods unknowable and strange. They possessed artifacts to rival any of the great houses of mankind or elves.”

She looked away from him at the outlines of the city around them, ruins fading into green oblivion, reclaimed by the riotous jungle growth. She could see the traces of the greatness of this place. Towers that must have reached for the sky. Temples now shattered and tumbled, edifices that might have once been as large as an entire district in Eldheim. For the first time, she understood the obsession of Werneus Hess.

A flicker of movement caught Limeria’s eye. She turned, for an instant spotting something man-shaped within one of the buildings. A flicker of suggestion lost in the shadows a second later, leaving her wondering if she’d seen anything at all. Evermore tight in her hand, she moved to the building, lizards and newts scattering before her as she reached the door and peered inside.

Nothing awaited her but shadows and a bare, stone room. And yet, her nose twitched at a strange scent that lingered in the air. Something musty and animal. Something so familiar, and yet so strange…

“What was it?” demanded Ravere, joining her with sword in hand.

“I’m not certain,” said Limeria, sniffing one last time. “Animals maybe.”

“We’ll search the city. The palaces should be a good start,” Ravere said, his voice echoing weirdly in the sacred silence of the city.

Limeria glanced back, and with a last look inside the building, she moved back into the sunlight and the square.

Ravere gave a nod at the vast building at the end of the square. Limeria turned to it, a nameless shiver working down her spine at the sight of it. Rising out of the city, it towered over countless other tiered temples, topped with a vast, onyx dome half fallen in, like an egg that had birthed some monster. More colonnades led to it, many of these toppled, but the sheer vastness of its architecture seemed to defy even the mountains with its timelessness.

“A good place to begin,” Limeria said, despite her misgivings, recognizing that it had likely drawn the treasure hunters they sought.

“Move!” Ravere snapped at his men.

With considerable reluctance, their words whispering under the weight of the ruins around them, the crew did as commanded. Men who faced screaming pirates and rallied to battle a monstrous snake shook now under the choking vastness of the ruins. They moved in a knot, comforted together like herded grazers before the nameless ages that surrounded them.

Limeria led them, reaching the steps to the ruined palace before the men had crossed half the square.

It was then she heard it.

A howl rose from somewhere in the ruins. She turned, something about that sound scraping her nerves with the wrongness of the cadence. The echoing howl grew, picked up by a dozen more. A chorus ringing among the cavernous windows and abandoned avenues.

Sailors turned, raising their weapons, almost relieved at the sound that spoke of a foe of flesh and blood to fight.

And then they saw the enemy.

They came tearing from the buildings and abandoned streets all around them. Beasts, wolves, and yet they walked as men. Fur covered powerful frames and fangs gleamed in canine muzzles. Snarls and yips escaped from animal throats, yet it was humanoid hands that clutched clubs and spears, and with a loping gait that was half man, half beast, that closed in seconds the distance with the horrified crewmen.

The shock of the sight lasted but a moment, but that was nearly enough. In an instant the beastmen had raced across the distance and were upon the crew. Men roared and beasts howled as they met with steel and claw and flint. Ravere’s voice rose among the others, his armor shining as he stepped forward, sweeping his blade against the monsters that assailed the crew, the crude weapons of the beastmen splintering against his steel.

Limeria took a step towards them, but nearly a dozen of the creatures broke from the attack and turned her way. Atop the steps of the temple she swung her blade, shearing through a wooden spear and slicing deep into the first beastman’s chest. With a howl of pain it fell, blood splashing across the ancient stone. There was no shortage of other foes to take his place.

Limeria found herself beset, retreating, her sword flashing, slicing the heads of thrusting spears and cleaving grasping claws. She fought with a snarl, as savage as the monsters who came for her, but even as she battled, she could tell her fight was lost.

From her vantage point she saw the crew go down beneath a wave of furry bodies, Ravere howling as he hewed about himself, claws and blades scraping off his armour, only for him to be dragged down, the plume of his helm snapped off as the beastmen forced the man to his knees. Even in the midst of battle she noted the sailors were being captured rather than slain but had no more time to consider as she realized that once the crew was taken, the entire pack would turn upon her.

Limeria cursed, a sudden sweep of her blade bowling the wolfmen back, and in that instant of reprieve she turned and fled up the steps. With a howl she was pursued, black claws scrabbling on the stone in the monster’s eagerness to catch her. Thrown spears splintered around her as she pivoted and raced across the upper tier of the temple’s exterior.

Buildings rose near at hand, almost level with her. Practically feeling the hot breath of her pursuers, she turned her steps and leaped over the void!

She soared several feet, her hair trailing gold and her loincloth flapping indecently as the roof of a building rushed up. She landed in a roll, the impact jarring, but as she rose back to her feet she did so with a vicious swing of her blade.

A pursuing wolfman howled as she split his belly in midair, sending his entrails spewing and the beastmen crashing across the roof to hit the ledge in a bloody heap. Her act gave the others pause, the beastmen gathering, barking and snarling at the lip of the temple’s ledge, even as she turned and jumped down a hole in the roof and into the building below.

Limeria landed hard and rolled again. She came up with her sword in a parry posture and good thing, because she rolled to her feet she was confronted by the biggest of the wolfmen yet encountered. The hulking, gray-furred wolf swung his black laws at her and she caught them on the flat of her blade. The blow was powerful enough to drive her back a step. She retreated further, out from under the hole in the roof, and into the shadows.

This only gave the wolf an even greater advantage. His sharp eyes and dark fur allowed him to move and strike with a suddenness that put Limeria off balance. She blocked desperately and found herself retreating into another corridor of the abandoned palace. Suddenly, the floor crumbled beneath her and she fell into the darkness. She hit a pile of rocks and slid down to the dusty floor.

The wolfman fell upon her, snarling and knocking her sword from her grasp. His jaws clamped down on her bracer and she rolled with the heavy brute into the deeper darkness.

“Bastard! Let go of me!” she cried as the wolfman seemed to be trying to wrench her arm out of socket by shaking his head from side to side. She punched him repeatedly in his face and snout. Finally striking his eye and causing him to release her arm. She got her feet beneath her and kicked with all her strength. The wolfman was knocked back and Limeria turned onto her hands and knees and scrambled through the dust for Evermore. She felt the grip in her hand and light pulsed from the edge of the sword.

She rolled onto her back, bringing it up just as the wolfman fell upon her again. The sword nearly impaled him, but instead the blade caught his ribcage and sliced along his flank. Hot blood spurted out and splattered across Limeria’s heaving breasts.

The wolfman howled in pain and retreated. The crazed look in his eye dimmed. Something almost human returned to him.

“Ffffforgive me,” he growled, holding a hand to the wound on his side.

“You speak?” Limeria pulled herself to her feet, out of breath and banged up, but not seriously wounded.

“Currssssed,” he growled. “The silver-haired queen. She cursssssed us. Controls ussss. With her magic. Makessss beasts of men and men of… grrrrr… beasts.”

“Silver-haired queen? Human?”

The wolfman nodded his head. It was an oddly human gesture from an eight-foot-tall creature with the head and fur of a direwolf. Limeria walked closer to the beast. He took a step back and held up one clawed hand.

“Let me see your wound,” she said, sheathing her sword. “The magic of my sword must have weakened her hold on you. But the blade’s power can steal life. Let me see.”

The wolfman moved his clawed hand away from the wound. It was bad. Not deep but afflicted by Evermore’s hungry power.

“The darkness is in your blood,” said Limeria. “This will hurt a bit.”

She reached into the small pouch on her hip and took out a plug of janusroot. She bit off a piece, chewed quickly, and then spit it into her hand. She pressed the wad of chewed root to the wound.

“GGGRRRRR!” snarled the wolfman, baring his fangs and licking his lips. He watched with fury as Limeria spread the poultice over his wound.

“It will suck out the darkness,” she said. “It’s not venom, not exactly, but it acts much the same. You are lucky. Most of my foes don’t live long enough to feel it.”

“Grrrrrrrr,” replied the wolfman. His eyes fell upon Limeria’s sling. It was torn open, and her left breast was exposed. She had not even noticed, but the wolfman certainly had. He licked his lips again and she saw a glistening red pillar of flesh rising from his furry loins.

“Calm yourself, beast,” she warned and took a step back.

“Not me,” growled the wolf. “Your scent. Your body. Awakens my animal and my human side.”

“Oh?” Limeria found herself gazing directly at that glistening red cock. A beastly thing, but huge and exciting. She shook her head. “I need to find this silver-haired woman. She will have the key. Do you know her name?”

“Tyrrana,” snarled the wolfman. “I will not take you. Verrrry bad.”

“But I’m bad too,” purred Limeria, pressing a hand to the furry chest of the wolfman.

“Hhrrr?” He growled and looked down. His sharp eyes narrowed as Limeria’s hand descended his gray abdomen to the obscene red length of his glistening cock. Her fingers teased against its flattened, bestial tip and his black lips curled in surprise. “What arrrrrre you doing?”

“You’re so excited,” cooed Limeria. “I thought maybe if I calmed you down a little you would reconsider and take me to see Tyrrana.”

The wolfman stiffened as Limeria’s hand wrapped around his shaft and began to slowly work up and down his cock. A drooling ooze of precum formed at the flared head of his cock and dribbled down over Limeria’s fingers.

She could hear the baying of the other wolfmen, searching for her, perhaps, but they were moving in the wrong direction. She had time.

“Not take you,” growled the wolfman, but he did not pull away from Limeria nor try to stop her in any other way.

“Oh, really?” whispered Limeria, stroking his cock faster and making her breasts jiggle with the effort. “What if I just leaned over and did… this?”

She looked up at him as she ran her pink tongue over the head of the wolfman’s reddish-pink cock. She tasted the strange salty sourness of the wolf’s oily pre. It tasted like the residue of most men, but also different. Somehow raw and bestial and overly salty. A growl escaped the wolfman’s lips as he slowly draped one clawed hand atop Limeria’s shoulder and upper back. Encouraging her without forcing her.

“Mmmmmm, you want me to suck it?” she asked, teasing him again with her tongue. “Maybe I’ll even let you fuck me. But if I do, you must take me to this woman who made you into a wolfman. What do you say?”

She twirled her tongue around the head of his cock, gazing up at him as she awaited his answer.

“Rarg… Rarg take to queeeeen,” the wolfman finally growled.

“And I will take your cock,” Limeria said. “So nice when we come to a civil agreement.”

With a wink, Limeria dipped forward, wrapping her lips around his cock and taking him deep into her mouth. Rarg gave a low howl, head tilting back as the fallen princess took him, her lips running up and down his red cock, tasting the thick, musky flavor of his feral manhood. His hand tightened on her head, his growls growing heavier. Deeper.

Limeria had never taken a man like Rarg, though she might say she’d fucked beastlier men. A strange excitement ached within her. Among the Iron Hills, there were many legends of beasts taking the form of men and claiming women who had wandered far from the tribes. She had not put much stock in such stories, attributing them to actual bestiality rather than shapeshifting men.

But perhaps there was truth to such tales.

Limeria tucked her knees under her, pushing her upper body into Rarg’s lap, her breasts pressed against his balls, her hand around the root of the wolfman’s cock as she sucked him with growing urgency. Rarg groaned, panting, his tongue lolling, the sounds coming from him growing rougher. Thicker. More animal.

Such sounds thrilled her, and even the way his hand tightened on her head excited her. She moaned, her lidded eyes looking up at Rarg’s bestial visage, the hot wash of his breath hitting her face as she worked herself faster atop his cock. Sucking him harder. Moaning upon his cock.

“Hr! Hrrrr!” Rarg grunted, his chest heaving. “Suck. Suck cock… Good at suck. Bitch good… good suck cock. Hr. Hrrr! Hrrrrrooooooo!”

His hand pushed her down as far as she’d go. Limeria’s eyes opened wide as she felt the base of his cock thicken, her fingers slipping around his knotting canine cock as he unloaded his cum down her throat. She groaned, lashes fluttering as she drank the hot, rapidly spurting bestial seed he pumped into her, struggling not to choke on the musty cum. His knot stuffing her lips.

She pulled her lips from him with a gasp, panting. She wiped her mouth on the back of her arm, her core hot and stirred with her arousal. “Then… then we should-”

“More.”

“Hm?”

Rarg suddenly lurched up, towering over her. Limeria looked up at the massive wolfman, shocked at the sheer size of him again. Her eyes flashed down to his cock, and she saw that though the knot had begun to deflate, he had not. His shaft twitched, thick and heavy, red and ready for her.

Rarg grabbed her, throwing her over a piece of the fallen ceiling. Limeria landed over the rock with a grunt, her rump raised, loincloth flipped back by Rarg’s paw.

“Ah! R-Rarg! What are you oooooh!” Limeria suddenly gasped as she felt the wolf’s paws grasp her hips and his cold nose press against her round ass, his tongue lapping at her cunny, slick with her arousal.

“Heat,” the wolfman panted. “Bitch in heat. Need cock. Need fuck!”

“W-what!? I am not in heat! Rarg, you – Ah! Hey!” She squealed as he growled, grabbing her loincloth and tearing it completely off her with a brutal motion. “Rarg! You accursed mnnnn!” she groaned again as his nose was pushed fully against her ass, his hot breath washing over her mound moments before his tongue began to lap hungrily at her tight cunny.

Limeria clutched the stone as the wolfman licked her out, pleasure and indignation swirling in her stomach. She realized with a start that the roughness of his touch and his speech growing more basic meant the effect of her blade was waning. Her eyes caught a flicker of red, spotting Evermore near at hand. She reached out, grasped the handle.

Then moaned as Rarg pushed his nose against the knot of her asshole, his tongue running up the sensitive flesh of her crack. Limeria’s hand shook on her blade.

Maybe… Maybe she’d wait just a… a few minutes more…

Her heart quickened as she heard the low, hungry growl of the wolfman. She felt his nose rise from her bottom, only for his furry body to lean over her. She gasped as his paws grasped her wrists, holding her down like a beast, his breath steaming the back of her neck, the tip of his wedged cock rubbing against her pussy.

“Ohhhhh gooooods,” Limeria groaned. “Yesssss! Fuck me, beast. Fuck me, Rarg!”

“Rarg… maaaaate!” the wolfman howled.

Limeria cried out as Rarg pushed his cock into her pussy, impaling her with his crimson manhood. The feel of it was like nothing she had known before.

Rarg snarled, his hips beating against her bottom, rutting her more like an animal than a man. Her inner walls rippled around his red cock, her moans coming in staccato gasps as his hips furiously spanked her pert bottom.

“Ah! Ah! R-Rarg! Oh g-gods… Gods yes! Fuck me. Ohhhhh! Fuck me Rarg! Fuck me like a biiiiiitch!”

“Rarg fuck!” the wolfman snarled, hilting his knot within her with each word. “Rarg fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

Limeria clutched the stone beneath her as she was roughly mounted by the beast. Her burning cheek pressed against the cool rock, feminine gasps escaping her with every pound of his hips. Her pleasure twisting in the hollow space beneath her tummy. Her orgasm growing nearer. Higher. Hotter. Tighter. She rose to her tiptoes, pushing her ass back, Rarg’s cock slamming into her at a new, gloriously good angle.

“Yes! Yes! Rarg! Oh Raaaarg! Yesssss! Fuuuuuuuuck!”

She wailed her peak to the forgotten tomb of the building, her body tightening, flexing around his inhuman cock with a sudden sweet swell of pleasure. Her body bucked, her ass clenching, muscles spasming with the high.

Which was only made greater with Rarg’s own orgasm.

The wolfman threw back his head, a howl of pleasure escaping his maw as he slammed himself home within her. Nothing could have prepared Limeria for the sudden swelling of his knot. The feeling of being sealed, stretched, plugged with his hot flesh as he filled her with hot spurts of his massive canine cock.

“Ohhhhhhh yessssss!” Limeria groaned, her knuckles white as she clung to the stone with that sweet ecstasy of orgasm.

Atop her, Rarg slowed, his panting ragged, his furry body resting atop her, pressing her down into the stone as his grip loosened and adjusted him to a more comfortable position. Limeria lay beneath him for a long, pleasant moment.

Until she heard the low, feral growl from his throat.

Her eyes shooting open, the sweetness of afterglow flying away like doves to the hounds of fear, she realized the danger. She grasped her blade again and knocked the hilt against Rarg’s thigh. Almost at once the wolfman jolted as if shocked, his growl losing its bite and becoming a whimper.

“Hrrr… Rarg sorry,” the wolfman grunted, rising off her, the red eyes of his cursed nature fading once more. His cock pulled free of Limeria’s creamy cunt with a slurp.

“You would do well to remember yourself,” Limeria said, sitting up heavily, even as she could see the big wolfman struggling with exactly that. She was still breathing hard as she examined Rarg. He stood, head hung, ears flat like a beaten dog. Eyes flicking from her to the doorway out of the crumbling building. Howls echoed through the streets. Each sound making Rarg’s furry ears twitch.

She knew his control would not last. Whatever it was that made him a beast had only loosened its hold but had far from released him. Time was not her ally, in more ways than one.

“Show me to this queen,” she commanded.
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The Queen of the Beasts

The dead city echoed with the howls of the hunting wolfmen. Most of the beasts had entered the great temple, but several groups patrolled outside, noses raised to sniff at the air for a fresh scent or down low to sniff at the overgrown stones in search of a trail. With the wolfmen patrolling, it was impossible to make an approach to the great temple undetected until after dark.

Limeria waited. She pressed her body against Rarg’s fur to conceal her scent. The ruins of the great temple stood outlined in the milk-light of the moon. When the time was right, Limeria and Rarg slipped between patrols and began to scale the temple’s side. A fissure in the walls, made in ages past through some cataclysmic force, afforded them entrance into its black halls. Limeria’s eyes strained against the shadows, her every sense on edge as she followed Rarg. They dared no torches, and only the occasional crack and beam of moonlight revealed their path.

Through twists and turns, Limeria followed her guide, forced to trust his beastly senses, Evermore drawn and in hand. Soon, she saw a triangular doorway ahead, lit from within by some hellish glow and from which came a low murmur of voices. She and Rarg slowed their pace, creeping ahead at a crawl.

They crept into a vast room, the ceiling a dome carved with more of the ancient writing of the forgotten city. They stood on a balcony, half-crumbled and perilous, that ringed about the whole chamber. The red glow originated from a pair of huge brass thuribles filled with hot coals that hung by chains from what remained of the domed ceiling. Slits were cut in the brass shutters of each censer so that the pair resembled two enormous glowing eyes.

The voice drifted up from the lower level beneath the smoldering false eyes. Limeria peered over the edge of the balcony for a better look.

A ritual was underway, though its worshippers were not what she expected. A huge, demonic statue with the body of a man and head of a snake loomed at the end of the room, the light from the censers casting fluttering shadows on the figures before it. Dozens of the wolfmen crouched around the edges of the room, while in the center kneeled the crew of The Restless Nymph who had been taken, their wrists bound behind them.

A woman stood before the statue. Silver hair hung down to her lower back, her body sinuously curvy. Nearly as tall as Jeanna, she was garbed in a black silk loincloth and cloak that framed her figure like some savage goddess. Her skin was tanned an olive hue, her face beautiful if sharp, predatory almost like a cat’s. A necklace set with a jet stone hung between the swell of her breasts, and in her hand was a strange staff.

The staff drew Limeria’s eyes. It was a tall thing, with a head like a snarling wolf wrought of gold and eyes of rubies that burned like fire. Gold vines coiled around it, wrapping from the base and about the head like a collar.

Limeria stared, struck by the savage beauty. As she watched, the priestess of the jungle swung her staff towards the wolfmen.

“Bring the first!” she commanded.

Like whipped dogs, two of the beastmen grabbed a sailor and dragged him to the beauty’s feet, throwing him down before her. The man struggled to get his knees under him, writhing like a worm, much to the silver haired woman’s amusement. When the man at last managed to lift his head, the woman raised her staff into the air.

The censers flared, coals hissing in a sudden rush of heat and light. The glow of their fires seemed to catch in the eyes of her staff, and the woman swung it down towards the petrified sailor, touching his brow.

The man stilled, his trembling ceasing. His eyes grew dim and glassy, staring up at the unhallowed goddess before him dumbly.

“Rise anew!” the woman crowed, her voice filling the vast amphitheater like a challenge to the gods. “Rise for the Staff of Kahn! Rise for your mistress. Rise for Tyrrana!”

The red glow of the staff seeped into his nose and mouth as vapor drawn by his breath. A shudder wracked him. He arched as though a spear had been driven into his chest, his mouth opening wide. An unearthly scream tore from his throat.

Limeria gasped, stunned with horror as his skin split, torn like a tattered garment to reveal swelling muscles and a coat of black fur. His arms and legs twisted, bones reshaping, form growing. He yanked his limbs free of his bonds, fingers elongating to claws, face stretching into a bestial muzzle. His ears grew sharp, his eyes red, and his scream of pain turned to a howl as his transformation completed.

Horrified silence paralyzed Limeria at the sight as what was once a man knelt before Tyrrana. The sailor had become another of the savage wolfmen. The woman reached down, stroking his head as she might a pet, his subservient whimper barely audible.

“Good boy,” she said almost mockingly, then swept her staff towards the watching pack. “Now join your brothers.”

With a cringing lope, the beastman rose and moved to join the other wolves, lost among his brethren at once.

Limeria shook herself from her shock, fighting back the nausea and horror at what she had witnessed. To transform a man so completely was powerful magic. Old magic. There was no time for such uncertainty. She had to act, and quickly.

“Stay here,” whispered Limeria, casting a glance over her shoulder at Rarg.

The wolfman’s ears perked with fear and he growled an urgent objection. Limeria couldn’t hear what he said. She jumped onto the railing of the encircling balcony and began to run along the narrow railing. Some of the wolfmen noticed her first. They began to growl and bark. Stones gave way beneath her feet as she ran, dropping away into the darkness and slamming down like cannon shots. She heard a scream of fury as the silver-haired Tyrrana commanded her wolfmen to attack.

Limeria timed her jump perfectly, sailing over the vast chamber and catching one of the hanging censers. The heat of the brass vessel burned her fingers as she began to swing with her momentum, sailing out over the ritual chamber like a pendulum comet of embers, until she had passed over the wolfmen and the captured sailors.

At the peak of the swing, with the coals bursting loose from the eye slits and her body slowing, Limeria gave her upper body a twist. The sudden motion snapped the slender chain supporting the censer and Limeria dropped almost straight down. She rolled the moment she hit and the brass orb struck behind her, exploding like a powder-filled cannon shot. She was thrown into the wolves as the nearest rank of the furry creatures yelped in pain and surprise.

The beasts went mad with fear. A few were struck with the showering coals and began to writhe in agony. One began to burn and run around the room in a panic as the others fought desperately to keep away from the wolfman. Limeria, hurting from her fall and the coals, but uninjured, turned on Tyrrana. The silver-haired witch towered over Limeria, but she looked bereft with her loyal army of wolfmen suddenly in a panic.

“You!” shouted Tyrrana, backing away. “I know you! I have seen you in my dreams!”

“Really? I don’t dream about you at all!” Limeria charged at the woman, swinging her sword and nearly lopping off Tyrrana’s head. The witch was fast for a woman her size. She retreated and hissed out words in an ancient, forbidden tongue. A stream of serpents launched from her fingers. Limeria deflected most of them with her sword, but still a serpent wrapped around her neck and another sunk its fangs into her bicep. Limeria felt the hot stab of venom and struggled to tear the snake from her arm as the other serpent began to constrict around her neck.

“Foolish girl,” sneered Tyrrana. “Kneel before me and I will spare you. Kneel and I will make you my slave.”

“Not… anyone’s… slave!” shouted Limeria, tearing the venomous snake from her arm and slicing into the one around her neck with her sword.

Tyrrana laughed and prepared to use more of her strange magic, but before she could, Rarg appeared from behind her. The hulking wolfman grabbed Tyrrana from behind, tearing the amulet from around her neck as he sunk his jaws into her shoulder. Tyrrana screamed in pain, her casting interrupted.

Limeria stole the opportunity to run to the sailors. She sliced quickly through their bonds, pausing for a moment to lop the head off the one wolfman who overcame his fear of fire and attacked her. The sailors were not in the best shape, with several bleeding from wolf bites and others dazed by some sort of magic, but they all knew this was their one chance at freedom. They armed themselves with whatever they could find and formed up against the panicked wolves.

An explosive crack and a puff of red smoke drew Limeria’s attention back to Rarg’s struggle with the self-proclaimed queen. The witch was nowhere to be seen and Rarg was choking and staggering back from the cloud of red smoke. Limeria ran to him and helped to steady him.

“Now is our chance to get out of here! Do you know the way?”

Rarg, still coughing, nodded his lupine head. Limeria shouted to the sailors, and they retreated with her towards one of the exits from the chamber.

Their escape from the temple and the lost city was harried by the wolfmen. Several assaulted their retreat from the darkness and had to be dealt with by Limeria. The sailors could fight them off with candlesticks and torches, but only Limeria could finish off the beasts with Evermore. By the time they reached the forest, she was drenched in blood and covered in shallow scratches from the claws of the dying wolves.

Limeria was exhausted, almost delirious with adrenaline and pain, but her first sight of The Restless Nymph at anchor in the river filled her with hope. She kicked at the sailors and drove them on ahead of her. She had gone from supporting Rarg to realizing the wolfman was supporting her.

He stopped as the sailors ran ahead towards the waiting rowboat on the shore.

“You can come with us,” said Limeria.

The wolfman looked at her sadly.

“I do not belong,” he growled. “Already feel the beast returning. Soon I will be like the others again. Hunting. Hungering.”

“I might—”

“No,” said Rarg and he pushed the onyx stone into Limeria’s hand. “This is the key you sought. I know it is what brought you here.”

Limeria turned the large stone over in her hand and revealed a key worked into a carved compartment in the back of the stone. It was a perfect fit, secure in the space and completely concealed.

“How did you know?” asked Limeria.

Rarg stared at her. His eyes suddenly distant.

“Rarg? Were you part of the expedition before—”

“GGGGrrrrrrrrgggggggllllkkkk,” gurgled the wolfman, his eyes suddenly rolling to white in his head. Half the length of a silver blade pushed its way through his back and out his chest.

“Hurrrrrts,” growled the wolf, sliding forward on the blade as Limeria caught him in her arms. He fell from the impaling sword. Ravere stepped around the wolfman and plucked the gem and the key from Limeria’s hand. She was too stunned to stop him.

“You,” said Limeria. “I knew it would be you.”

“Forgot me, didn’t you?” Ravere hung the stone around his neck. “My mistress will reward me well for this. And for disposing of you.”

He readied his sword with a flourish. Limeria had to let Rarg slump to the ground to parry Ravere’s first blow. His second drove her back and nearly knocked her over. His third drove her to one knee, but she pushed back and forced him onto his back foot. She managed a swing, but he deflected it easily and Evermore skipped harmlessly from the captain’s armor.

“You’re tired, woman,” Revere sneered, driving Limeria back across the stone docks with another clash of their blades, sparks flashing in the darkness. “So hurry and die!”

Limeria saved her breath, bringing up Evermore to block a vicious downward chop. The blow drove her to her knees, Revere’s eyes flashing, his scar twisting as he saw his triumph. He brought his blade high once more.

A whistle shrieked through the night air. Ravere turned sharply.

Torches from the waiting launch at the dock illuminated Jeanna as she cocked back her arm. The pirate grinned and let fly a dagger. The steel flashed through the gloom right and embedded itself in Ravere’s eye. The man shuddered, swaying, his remaining eye going wide in disbelief, then rolled back along with the rest of him. With a crash of metal, the man toppled to the stone, his blade falling from his nerveless fingers.

Limeria stared at the dead man, her chest heaving with exertion. She only looked up when Jeanna came before her, the pirate offering a hand.

“Now we’re even,” she said.

Limeria nodded and took the other woman’s hand, Jeanna pulling Limeria to her feet, only to yank the smaller woman against her. Limeria gasped, finding herself tugged tightly against Jeanna’s body, the taller woman’s arm looping around the barbarian princess, a tigerish growl rising from her throat. “But I wouldn’t say no to some extra gratitude,” she said.

Limeria felt herself grow flush, but before she could reply a piercing howl rose from the jungle, a sound picked up by dozens more. She looked back in alarm and broke suddenly from Jeanna’s grasp, bending over Ravere and tearing the key from the man’s neck.

“Wolves?” Jeanna said.

“Worse,” Limeria said with a glance at Rarg’s corpse. Jeanna looked at the body, and not even the worldly pirate could suppress a shocked recoil from the corpse. “Quick!” Limeria cried. “To the launch. Now!”

Jeanna wasted no time arguing. The two women sprinted across the jetty and towards the boat. It had nearly finished casting off when Jeanna leaped aboard followed closely by Limeria. Not even bothering to untie the rope, she sliced it free with a cut from Evermore, the panicked muscles of rowing sailors sending the boat surging towards the waiting ship like a skipped stone.

Limeria crouched at the rear as the sailors hurried them to The Restless Nymph, her eyes watching the docks and jungle recede. From the foliage swarmed the wolfman pack, the beastmen baying, a few hurling spears uselessly at the departing launch, others wading out into the water but turning back as the current began to carry them away. As they did so, Limeria caught sight of the sorceress stepping from the jungle, watching them with her strange, golden eyes.

Limeria met the woman’s gaze, feeling a twisting thrill of hatred and desire rush up her spine. Tension crackled between them. Then, with a knowing smile that made Limeria’s jaw tighten, the sorceress stepped back, and was swallowed in the darkness of the jungle once more.
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The Captain’s Orders

Limeria draped her bunk with exhaustion, arms and legs sprawled thrown wide for some hint of relief, clothing stripped and tossed in a corner. Even after wiping herself down, sweat sprang to her naked flesh. She glistened. She stewed.

Through the hull she could hear the slow thump of the oars rattling in their locks, propelling them back down the river at all speed. Away from the lost city and its bestial residents. Away from the witch with the golden eyes.

Far, far away.

She felt the weight on her chest and picked up the key, feeling the cord it strung about her neck bite as her fingers traced the strange facets of the stone. She thought of that poor sailor being transformed by the witch’s magic. That led her to think of Rarg. He had known the secrets of the key. Secrets that had cost him his life. As her fingers traced the key pressed into the hollow of the stone she remembered the way Rarg’s clawed hands had felt upon her body. Her breasts. Her hips. Her cunt aching as his crimson kick invaded her.

A shudder worked through her. Perhaps Qessia’s husband hadn’t died on his expedition, but in the end, had fallen to the hands of her own guard captain. Limeria shook her head and dropped the necklace back onto her chest with a sigh.

She heard footsteps outside her door and sat up just in time for it to open with a bang and Jeanna to enter uninvited.

“Had a nice rest?” the pirate said.

Limeria covered for her survive, leaning back against the pillows and making no effort to conceal her naked body.

“It was a start,” said Limeria, looking away from Jeanna and up at the ceiling. “Too bad it was so rudely interrupted.”

“Rude? No, if I were rude, I would tie you up and sink you and that boar’s son you cavort with over the side to feed the river serpents,” Jeanna said, looming over the bunk. “I think a little gratitude is owed under the circumstances.”

Limeria did not even look in the direction of the statuesque captain.

“What? For saving my life? Do you think that makes up for selling me into—”

Jeanna violently seized hold of Limeria by the hair, winding it around her fist and yanking upwards to bring Limeria’s face closer. The suddenness of the attack caught Limeria by surprise. She looked up, wide-eyed, grabbing Jeanna’s forearm with both hands, and the captain descended and pressed a brutal kiss to Limeria’s lips.

“Mmmmmm!” Limeria stiffened, gasped, but the heat of the passion rapidly melted her, Limeria groaning and arching beneath the pirate. Jeanna chuckled, breaking the kiss, licking her lips.

“Mmm. Love it,” she said.

Limeria blinked and shook her head, focusing on the pirate queen. “What… what was that for?”

“Payback for saving you,” Jeanna said.

“I thought you said we’re even,” Limeria said.

“Yeah. I did,” Jeanna said, stripping out of her jerkin as if clothes were the least important thing in the world. “But then I thought, I saved you right here. And that seems to warrant some extra reward.”

“That makes no sense,” Limeria said, though she couldn’t suppress the huskiness in her voice as she looked upon Jeanna's firm muscles and ample breasts.

Jeanna finished undressing, her cunt bare, her breasts rising slowly with her breathing. She posed and let the warrior princess soak in the view for a moment before moving forward again.

“I suppose it doesn’t make much sense. I just wanted to fuck you,” the pirate said, climbing astride Limeria on the bunk, grabbing the other woman’s wrists and pinning them above Limeria’s blonde head. “Any problems with that?” she growled.

Limeria couldn’t suppress a laugh. “I suppose not.”

“You suppose?” Jenna chuckled. “Good slut. Now kiss your captain.”

Jeanna kissed Limeria like she had something to prove, holding Limeria’s lips locked tightly against hers and thrusting her tongue forcefully into Limeria’s mouth. This dominance reached beyond payback for saving Limeria’s life or the superiority that came along with Jeanna being the captain of the ship. The big pirate was dominating Limeria with her raw physical presence and power. It was the sort of thing a beast might do. A hungry one.

Jeanna’s mouth smothered Limeria’s. Her kiss devouring Limeria and her tongue thrusting overwhelming Limeria’s. Probing deep. Almost deep enough to gag Limeria as she was momentarily overwhelmed by Jeanna. The weight of her. The strength of her. The desire steaming from her as she pinned Limeria to the bed.

“Mmmmmmm!” cried Limeria, finally managing to break the kiss. “I can barely breathe!”

“Shut up,” said Jeanna with a grin. “You’re mine, princess. My slutty slave. Just for tonight. Just for now. Admit it.”

“You’ll never put a collar on me again,” growled Limeria, a hint of real anger creeping into her voice.

“Oh, touched a nerve?” Jeanna grinned, pushing Limeria’s hands down hard onto the mattress. “Well, I’ll touch more than a nerve. Admit it or not, you’re going to belong to me tonight. The truth is I never should have sold you to that slaver. Oh, no, I should have kept you for myself.”

With that, Jeanna thrust her toned leg between Limeria’s thighs and against the cunt of the beautiful princess. Limeria cried out, pleasure meeting the anticipation that had been building within her. She arched beneath Jeanna and the big pirate kissed her again. Tongue thrusting into Limeria’s mouth and then drawing back. Jeanna licking her way to Limeria’s ear. Nibbling, then kissing and sucking down to Limeria’s shoulder.

Jeanna pressed tightly atop Limeria. Outmatching her physically, but only because Limeria refused to fight back. She let the captain win. Let her dominate her.

Savored it.

“Yessss,” moaned Limeria as Jeanna kissed lower. The captain chuckled as she kissed Limeria’s heaving breasts. Tongued her pink tips and caught a nipple in her mouth and sucked. Limeria pressed against her face. Feeding her nipple into that warm suction only to have Jeanna pull away. Releasing her breast with a soft, wet pop. The captain rose above her, body glistening with sweat in the humid night. Her breasts magnificent. Her smile wicked.

“I’m not here to pleasure you, slut,” said Jeanna, finally releasing Limeria’s hands and squatting above her hips. “You are here for my pleasure. Say it.”

“Yes,” said Limeria, a hint of acid sarcasm in her tone as she added, “I live to serve you, Jeanna, so brave and true. Courageous slave taker. Heroic--”

“Ha! I’ll smother that wicked tongue!” Jeanna laughed as she roughly grabbed a handful of Limeria’s fair hair and twisted it around her fingers. She yanked Limeria’s head back onto the bed, already damp with sweat, and Jeanna crawled atop Limeria’s face. The captain’s steaming cunt was almost within reach. The scent of her sweat and arousal thick in Limeria’s nostrils.

She was making Limeria look at it in the moonlight. See those pink petals, swollen with need. The faint glistening dew of Jeanna’s desire. The crinkling clench of her asshole. Her thighs spread, cunt descending. Closer and closer until Limeria could see nothing else but the darkness between Jeanna’s powerful thighs.

“Go on, slut,” moaned Jeanna. “Do what you do best. I remember those long nights with your obedient tongue on my… ooooooohhhhh…”

Obedient indeed. Limeria could not resist giving Jeanna exactly what the domineering pirate desired: a submissive, eager tongue for her steaming twat. A hot seat for her luscious ass.

“There you are, my little slave,” laughed Jeanna.

“Mmmmmm!” replied the warrior princess.

Limeria licked at that raunchy groove of the pirate’s cunt and reached up to cradle Jeanna’s firm ass with both hands. Limeria squeezed and pulled Jeanna down against her face. Her tongue was deep int that quivering cunt. Each roll of Limera’s tongue met Jeanna’s fat clit as the pirate began to move and grind against Limeria’s face.

The heat built between Jeanna’s clenching thighs. Sweat soaked Limeria’s face, but she hardly cared, grabbing and groping at that shapely bottom as her tongue probed deep into Jeanna’s cunt. Nectar spilled into her mouth as she sucked at the pirate’s fleshy folds.

“Ohhhhh, you’ve not forgotten your skills, I see,” moaned Jeanna, riding harder. She leaned her shoulders back and thrust a hand between Limeria’s thighs. “And look how wet it’s making you. I should have kept you chained to my bed that night. Ohhhhhhh… you would have made a perfect addition… mmmmmm… to my furniture!”

“Nnnnnhhhhnnnn!” replied Limeria, her tongue deep and tasting the flowing sweetness of Jeanna’s pleasure.

There, smothered beneath the thighs of the beautiful captain, Limeria felt herself returning to who she was with Jeanna before. That naïve, vulnerable younger woman taken under the wing of a bigger, stronger woman and ruthlessly used. That liberating feeling of belonging to Jeanna, however briefly it had been, and almost being sold into slavery because of her willingness to obey.

Like she was obeying again. Moaning with pleasure from Jeanna’s fingers as she licked at Jeanna’s soaking cunt. Her mouth flooded with the older woman’s nectar. Breathing the power of her scent. The sweltering heat of those thighs. Jeanna’s fingers rubbing vigorously at Limeria’s clit. Driving greater and greater pulses of submissive pleasure into the smothered princess.

“Yessss! Oh, that’s right! Your wicked little tongue! It remembers me so well! Just there! Harder! Deeper! Ohhhh!” Jeanna threw back her head and rode down hard atop Limeria’s face. Her cunt clutching at Limeria’s tongue. Her fingers rubbing furiously at Limeria’s clit.

It was more than Limeria could stand. She gave in to the surge of pleasure, lifting her hips off the bed and thrusting her cunt against Jeanna’s fingers as she began to cum. Jeanna was there with her, riding hard against Limeria’s face and drenching Limeria in the hot flood of her womanly nectar.

“Mmmmmm!” cried Limeria. Smothered, barely able to breathe, yet squeezing Jeanna’s ass hard and urging the big woman to ride her. To use her. To claim her prize. Limeria bucking against those fingers. Taking them as they curled into her pussy. Trembling beneath Jeanna as they found an uneven mutual climax.

The waves of pleasure receded. Their breathing recovered. Limeria felt the last quivering of Jeanna’s thighs.

“Well done, princess,” chuckled Jeanna.

The pirate captain dismounted with a creak of the bunk, lazily pulling Limeria into her arms and kissing her hotly. Their tongues shared the sweetness of Jeanna’s cunt and Jeanna’s fingers continued to tease at Limeria’s clit. Awakening and renewing the promise of pleasure.

Jeanna lounged among the pillows, her thighs spread shamelessly wide as Limeria worshipped those heaving, pink-capped breasts with her lips and tongue and caresses with a hand between the captain’s thighs.

“Always eager for more,” purred Jeanna, stroking Limeria’s head like an obedient pet. “Suck them both. Suck them until my nipples are as red as cherries.”

“You always did enjoy having your breasts played with,” Limeria observed, impishly nipping one of Jeanna’s plump nipples.

Jeanna hissed and gave the fallen princess a spank, the crack of flesh on flesh almost as loud as the moan that followed. “Naughty slut,” the pirate growled. “But don’t stop.”

“Mmm. Never,” Limeria agreed, already suckling the other firm teat of the woman, relishing the ache of pleasure and mutual orgasms the pair had shared.

It would be a long trip back to Vaneera and Limeria had just found a new playmate for passing the time.


9

Toad Swallows Snake

Qessia Hess stirred like a serpent on her throne as a bald slave conducted Limeria into the merchant queen’s chambers once more. The few lamps were turned low, their flicker reflecting off the ends of aged scrolls that filled the notches in a wall, the curtains of the window drawn and the faint scent of incense hanging in the air. It was late, the murky darkness beyond the windows seeming to leech into the chamber as Qessia stretched up, her dress so sheer and slinky her slender frame looked more like it was coated in scales than sequins.

“Do you have it?” Qessia hissed.

Limeria reached into the pouch at her belt and drew out the key, dangling it from the end of its leather loop. Qessia’s eyes flashed, and her hand twitched hungrily, fairly snatching it from Limeria’s grasp, coveting it like Limeria held Qessia’s stolen child.

“At last,” Qessia murmured, stroking the facets of the stone. “At long last…”

Limeria cleared her throat, and Qessia’s eyes flashed back to the warrior woman. “And, what of my husband? And Ravere?”

“Dead. The both of them, I’m afraid,” Limeria said. “The jungle claimed them.”

Qessia sighed, straightening in her throne and closing her eyes with maudlin despair. “I see,” she said. “A pity.”

“Yes,” Limeria said, crossing her arms and lounging back on the balls of her feet. “It was. But, Ravere said something… strange before he died.”

“Did he?” Qessia said, one eye opening, her hand placing the key on the arm of her throne, glancing sidelong at Limeria with disinterest. “What was it?”

“He said that you would reward him well for returning it. And disposing of me.”

The hiss of the lamps filled the long silence that followed. At last, Qessia shrugged. “How strange. This would be the first I’ve heard of it. Surely you wouldn’t suspect me of trying to betray you, would you?”

“Then you didn’t tell him to kill me?”

Qessia chuckled, her hands rising in a careless shrug. “Of course not. I haven’t the slightest idea why he thought that. Perhaps he was merely being greedy, or thought he could ingratiate himself deeper into my circle. He was an ambitious man and had often expressed his feelings for me. Poor fool. But as you must know, men often do stupid things for those they love.”

“I have heard that,” Limeria said drily. “And, my payment?”

Qessia gestured to the chest of gold in the cluttered corner. “There, as agreed.”

Limeria sensed motion reflected dimly in the metal vessel of a lamp. An indistinct human figure approached her from behind. Something glinted in its hands.

“Then our business is concluded?” Limeria said.

“That it is,” Qessia said, her eyes flicking over Limeria’s shoulder.

“Good,” Limeria said, smiled.

And drew Evermore, whirling about in the same motion. The eyes of the slave who had been creeping up behind her widened as her blade arched up, slicing off his upraised hand with a dagger in it. The man howled, grasping his bleeding stump, and Limeria finished him with another vicious slash across the throat.

Qessia reared up on her throne, gripping the arms. “Guards!” she howled. “Guards!”

Limeria lazily wiped her sword clean on the dead man’s tunic, her head tilting towards Qessia.

The merchant queen narrowed her eyes, hissing at the barbarian princess. “Do you think you’ll get away with this? Your head will decorate the gates of Vaneera before the dawn bells ring!”

“I doubt that,” Limeria said as the door finally opened. Qessia turned her relieved eyes towards the doorway, only for her expression to fall in shock as the unctuous bulk of Bargol pushed his way through the doors. The merchant minced in, his oiled head glistening in the lamplight, his bulk dressed in fluttering silks that did nothing to mask his size.

“What are you doing here?” Qessia snarled. “What’s going on?”

“Bargol,” Limeria said, nodding. “You’re late.”

“Forgive me, my beloved princess,” the fat man crooned, bobbing his head in apology. “I fear the guards of the estate were more difficult to overcome than I had hoped. Some proved loyal to their mistress. Can you believe it?”

“In Vaneera? That is a surprise,” Limeria said blandly.

Qessia’s crimson face had begun to pale. She looked between the pair with growing nervousness. “What… what is this?”

Limeria looked her way, smiled. “This? Why, it’s simple. I’m making a contract. Bargol here has been quite eager to get onto the council of Vaneera for a while now, and since you won’t be needing your seat, I thought it would only be polite.”

Qessia gaped like a landed fish. “But… but I…”

“And there’ll be no question of his getting it,” Limeria said with a look at the object on the throne, “with your key. Bargol? I know she’s not your usual fare, but do you think she’d make a good slave?”

Bargol stroked his chins, looking Qessia up and down with hunger. “Hmm… She would be a bother to break, my princess, and certainly doesn’t compare to your beauty. But I think I can make something of her. Oh yes indeed…”

Qessia shrank back at Bargol’s lidded gaze. Her eyes flickered to the doorway as rough men in Bargol’s livery forced their way in. “N-no!” she whimpered. “Please, I…”

“Take care, men,” Bargol crooned, rubbing his hands as the guards grabbed Qessia. “Do not hurt her. She will be most valuable merchandise indeed.”

Limeria watched in satisfaction as the fight fled the woman. She offered no resistance as their hands manacled her and dragged her out of the room. Once she was gone, Bargol stepped towards the peacock throne, rubbing his hands in glee as he turned and gingerly sat down. His large posterior was a bit of a tight fit, but a squirm of his hips and he looked almost regal atop the throne.

“Hmmmm… Not bad. Not bad at all,” Bargol said, taking up the key and draping it over his neck.

“Is it comfortable?” Limeria asked, laughing at the fat man’s theatrics.

“Mmmm. Very. But I think I know… hmmm… something that would make it even more comfortable.”

He waggled his brows and stretched his arm towards her. With a laugh, Limeria strutted towards him, swinging her hips like some seraglio slut, giddy excitement bubbling in her. It had felt good to make Qessia pay for her betrayal, and the night was yet young. Without preamble she tugged upon the knot of her loincloth, letting it slip from her hips and flutter to the floor. Bargol chortled as her loincloth was followed soon after by her sling, leaving her naked as she slid into Bargol’s lap. The fat man’s arm looped around her waist, grabbing a palmful of her bum and giving it a lusty squeeze.

“Ohhh yes. That’s much better,” Bargol purred as he tucked her against his bulk. “A throne for a prince. Mmm. And a princess upon his lap.”

“You remember our deal, Bargol?” Limeria said.

“How could I forget, my jewel of the stars,” Bargol said, lifting her hand and kissing her fingers. “I am, of course, your servant, my sweet. For your aid in… mmm… granting me Qessia’s position and… hmm… her precious key to the council, I will back your every effort to restore Thera with the fullness of my new station on the council of Vaneera. I cannot promise much action from those vipers, but I shall be ever your servant.”

He leaned towards her lips to take them with a kiss. She pulled back, demanding more.

“And? What of the other matter?”

“And I shall give The Restless Nymph to Jeanna to keep so she might rape, pillage, and strike fear once more into the seas.”

Limeria moaned softly as Bargol sucked on her fingers, a familiar warmth coiling in the hollow space beneath her tummy as she rubbed against the oiled merchant. “G-good. That’s good…”

Bargol chortled, sucking on her index finger adoringly, his eyes looking up at her shrewdly as he slipped the digit from between his lips. “Mmm. But… indulge your servant, my darling. Why give Jeanna a ship? Did you not hate her?”

“I hate you too,” she reminded the merchant, giving his chest a playful swat. “That doesn’t mean I can’t use you.”

Bargol chortled, his bulk jiggling with his mirth. “Hmm. Too true. You have the cunning of royalty, my sweet. But, my jewel of the stars and moons, might there be an extra reward to your loyal servant for carrying out your instructions so well? To seize a Vaneeran palace is no small feat.”

“Ha!” Limeria said. Limeria said, arching against him, pushing her breasts towards his flabby lips. “You said yourself you coveted Qessia’s seat on the council. This was likely your endgame all along, down to me sitting naked upon your lap. Am I not your puppet?”

“My dear! You give me too much credit.”

“Do I?” Limeria said with a knowing look.

“Mmm,” Bargol chortled, leaning in, lovingly suckling on her nipple while his flabby fingers stroked up and down her narrow waist and hips. “Well… perhaps I hoped for… hmm… something of this sort. But, should you still feel your servant is worthy… hmmm… of a small reward…”

Limeria laughed, a sound cut off with a gasp as Bargol sucked quite hard at her nipple, sending a shock of pleasure sparking into her core. To fuck Bargol on the throne of the woman who had tried to kill her? A woman Limeria had just sold into Bargol’s harem, to be trained and broken into one of the fat merchant’s cooing pleasure slaves?

“Well, you have been a good boy,” Limeria panted.

She slipped her hand between them as he engulfed her nipple in his hot, suckling mouth. She found the familiar bulge in Bargol’s linen robe. She drew the cloth aside and filled her hand with the stiffening length of his cock.

“Mmmmmmm,” he moaned against her breasts as her hand began to work him. “My dear, you delight me with your eagerness.”

“Just… trying to get this over with,” she lied poorly as she lifted her hips and teased his fat cockhead against the slick furrow of her cunt. Bargol’s hands cradled her hips, and he leaned his head back to watch her folds drag atop his bulbous cock.

“Perhaps tonight I will leave you with a gift,” he chuckled, and tightened his grip on her hips.

His words and the amusement twinkling in his eyes surprised Limeria. She let out a gasp as he pulled her down onto his cock, impaling her on his thick, throbbing flesh. He filled her so completely. Her silky inner walls contracted around him and felt the full measure of his size. Her slick cunt clutching every ridge and bulging vein.

“Do not… speak of such things,” she gasped as she began to move atop his lap. “I am yours for the moment only.”

“Ah, but my dear, I could offer so much better than a life of peril,” he said, his hands sliding possessively to hear firm, round ass and encouraging her to ride his lap faster. She bounced atop him, sliding up and down that thick cock, her mind drifting to fantasies of a life of lust with Bargol. Pampered by him. Pleasured by him.

Pleasuring him.

“Oohhhhhhhhh,” she moaned, tossing her head as she rode faster in pursuit of her own climax.

“Ha! That is not a ‘no’,” chuckled Bargol, tightening his grip on Limeria’s bottom and pressing kisses to her breasts as they swung against his face.

Limeria could feel herself slipping. Losing control. The ride atop his cock felt too good for her to think clearly. Her cuntlips gripping him. His bulging cock pressing deep inside her each time she rode his cock down to his balls. Faster and faster, her breath coming in strained gasps as her tits swung and slapped against him. Thinking and behaving like one of Bargol’s collared slave girls.

“Bargol,” she gasped.

“My sweet princess?” he said, smiling at her and watching her ride.

“I’m… going to… have to…” She wanted to stop. Dismount from him and stop it. But she couldn’t. Her body demanded that she see it through. “You bastard.”

“Mmmmm, maybe, but I’ve made so much of myself without a name to fall back on,” laughed the fat man, pressing a hot kiss to Limeria’s lips. She yielded to his mouth in an instant. Almost eager to surrender her lips to him. To open to his probing tongue. To suck at the thrusting thickness of his tongue. The kiss was sloppy and intermittent as she bounced harder and harder atop Bargol. The throne shook with the force of the ride. Her ass smacked loudly against Bargol’s oiled thighs.

“Bargol,” she gasped against his lips.

“You’re going to cum for me now, aren’t you?” His voice was quiet, almost a whisper, but it burned with the intensity of the moment. “Say it.”

“I am,” she cried weakly, sweat trickling down her cheek and dripping against her breasts as she worked her hips. “I can’t… can’t stop.”

“No, you can’t,” he agreed, squeezing her ass. “Ride me. Cum for me, Limeria. You know what you want to call me. I can feel it with each shudder of your pleasure. I will not ask you to say that word. But perhaps… you must say it.”

“N-no,” she cried, her thighs shaking and her cunt tightening around him. “No, not that.”

He kept one hand on her ass and slipped the other up her muscular back to cradle the back of her head. Fingers tangled in her sweaty hair. Holding her face close to his as her hips worked urgently and her cunt slid up and down his cock. She could feel him getting closer as well. She wanted desperately to stop this. To deny him even a chance of claiming her womb.

But she couldn’t stop. It felt so good and she was so close.

He kissed her again and she could not escape. Their lips were salty with sweat in the heat of the jungle. His breath wheezing from his lips. His tongue slithering into her mouth again. Her nipples dragging against his hairy chest. Her ass slapping loudly against his legs. Cunt tightening. Muscles tensing.

“Cum for me, Limeria,” he whispered.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Ohhhhhhh… ohhhhhh Bargol! I can’t…. can’t stop!”

“No, you can’t,” he agreed and smashed another kiss to her lips. His cock throbbed, his fingers tightened in her sweat damp hair.

Pleasure burst from deep within her and she cried out against his kiss. Ecstasy, rippling up from within her in waves. Gripping his cock and squeezing around it again and again. Tensing and releasing. Her pleasure peaking and she felt Bargol close behind. The fat criminal prince was savoring that moment. Thrusting his hot tongue into her mouth as he pulled her down onto his cock and erupted.

“MMMM!” he cried against her lips, burying his tongue in her mouth and impaling her onto his cock. It pulsated with the force of his orgasm and she felt the hot spurt of his seed. Pumping again and again into her clutching depths. Drenching her womb in his gushing load of cream. The was no escape from the pleasure of it and against all sense she began to cum again, so close on the heels of her last orgasm that it seemed almost a continuation.

Her inner walls squeezing and milking his spurting cock. Draining him with her pussy. Draining him like she wanted every drop inside her.

The tension left them both and she collapsed against him, breathless and shuddering with aftershocks. He held her in his arms. His big hands stroking her back as he kissed her shoulder and neck.

“You didn’t say it,” he chuckled.

“No,” she replied weakly. “I will never be one of your slave girls, Bargol. I will never call you master.”

“You don’t have to call me master,” he said. “I know the truth. I see the mark. It’s in your eyes. I feel it each time you cum for me. Did you like it when I filled you with my seed, my sweet?”

“Shut up,” she said hotly, covering his mouth with her hand. She pressed her face to his thick, sweaty neck and kissed him. She felt him shake with laughter that was muffled by her hand. She drew her hand away. Her inner muscles squeezed, and she felt his cock slip free of her pussy as his cum began to leak from her folds. Her eyes blazed as she met his lidded gaze, “What are you laughing about now?”

“Oh, my princess, nothing. Nothing at all,” Bargol tittered.

“You liar,” Limeria said hotly, but she couldn’t suppress her own small grin. “Hmph. Whatever,” she said, stretching lazily, her pussy squeezing another spurt of his hot cum down her inner thighs. “Mm. I suppose I’d best be off, then.”

“Ah, but my sweet! Shall you not stay with me tonight? I shall prepare a most comfortable bed.”

“What? This?” she said, slapping his gut.

Again Bargol chortled. “Ohhh, my sweet, if you would use your most devoted servant as a bed, he would be most delighted! And I should offer you such delights before the night has come.”

“More the reason not to linger,” Limeria said. “I have things yet to do, Bargol. And fucking you all day isn’t one of them.”

“Ah, but such a delight it would be,” the fat merchant prince said. “Shall I show you the eagerness of your slave, my princess?”

“Always so greedy,” Limeria said with a smirk. “I have been smothering under your flab in this heat for too long. I must return to Eldheim. To the mountains.”

“Running to the old king?” Bargol said with a frown. “He was practically your father. Does it not stir shame in you to warm his bed? No, stay with me, my dear. The night, at least. A night of a thousand pleasures.”

Bargol was gluttonous in all things and Limeria rankled that he would openly insult her relationship with King Orn. But she did not resist his caress.

It had been a long journey, and she could use a day to recuperate. Her revenge was done, the horrors of the Forest of Giants far behind her. So why not enjoy a night of fun? With that in mind, Limeria leaned down, pressing another kiss to Bargol’s hungry mouth, moaning as she felt his thick cock stir against her thigh anew.

She might hate Bargol, true.

But there was no denying that he provided her with certain addictive amusements.
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