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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.


Map of Iden
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Lured by the King

Limeria Morr watched King Orrin Augusten duel.

She leaned on the rail above the Field of Blades, watching the king of Eldheim work. He was a man of many years, his hair streaked with white and his thick beard the same. Yet he was a powerful man, solid as a block of stone. Naked to the waist, the hot sun beating through the open roof and onto the sands, his dark skin bore a map of old, black scars as the badges of a life of campaign and war. Here was a man who had led from the front. He was a warrior king, not some creature of the palaces. Men half his age fell like chaff to his blade.

True, he wielded a wooden sword in the arena, but Limeria bit her lip every time his weapon slipped beneath a guard. The impact of wood on flesh sent a jolt sparking into her core as he downed another man. Two came at him from behind and Orrin turned, neatly catching both their downward swings on his sword, tilting his weapon so expertly the pair fell against each other. As they stumbled, Orrin rapped both men on the backs, sending them crashing to the ground. Letting them know that in a real battle he had just ended their lives.

Limeria licked her lips at the king’s martial prowess. She was no stranger to war. Upon her brow was the circlet of the kingdom she had been born to rule, only for it to fall before she was out of the cradle. Sheathed at her hip was the blade Evermore, her family’s ancestral weapon. A leather loincloth teased against the roundness of her rump as she lazily swung her hips and scarcely covered the gold thatched mound of her cunt. She wore a leather sling lined with fur and felt her nipples standing stiffly against it as she watched Orrin.

She had been raised among the barbarian tribes of the Iron Hills, raised to find battle as thrilling as lovemaking, and seeing the grizzled wolf of Orrin test himself against the best of his kingdom’s guard stirred her in ways that almost made her forget her reason for being in Eldheim.

“Lysander is doing well down there.”

“I think Dion is doing well too.”

Limeria glanced aside, noting that she was far from the only one enjoying the show. Several young women were crowded near the rail, watching the bout intently. The fine cut of their gowns and the gold inlaid in the stitching marked them as nobles.

“Hmph! None have a real chance of besting my father.”

Limeria recognized that voice. It was the princess.

She was a petite yet pretty woman, her gown clinging tightly to her figure, her brown hair coifed and held back by a silver circlet. Her sleeves were stitched with crimson and gold, her profile proud as she looked down on the combat below.

“Of course, princess Silvia. None will ever best your father,” one of the other women quickly gushed.

“Surely not! None have a prayer,” another hastily chimed in.

Limeria raised a brow, looking at the haughty young woman again. She had not seen Orrin’s daughter in years, but now that she was looking at the proud young woman, she spotted the resemblance. Silvia happened to glance her way, catching Limeria’s eye. Limeria gave a friendly smile, only for the princess to glare and turn, sweeping out of the room with her nose in the air, her hangers-on fluttering after her like startled geese.

Limeria snorted. Limeria was no threat to Silvia, not a true heir nor a potential bride of the king, but it seemed some things never changed. Women and men alike were prone to fill their idle moments in the palace with jealousy. Limeria supposed it was what they did to entertain themselves.

Fortunately, there was a far more interesting show going on below, and Limeria eagerly turned her attentions once more to Orrin’s contest as he battled three at time. Limeria’s hips swayed shamelessly like the flicking hindquarters of an animal in heat as she watched the old king’s blade work. He struck one blow after another, his lean muscles straining, tensing, powerful, a smooth economy of motion like a well-oiled machine. Oh, yes, that was more interesting.

Just as the clattering strikes reached a crescendo, as five warriors circled Orrin, the king reached his limit. He raised a closed hand and opened it to signal the end of the fight. He lowered his battered sword.

“Enough! Enough,” he laughed, the sound vibrating from deep within his chest, carrying across the practice ground with ease. “Good show all around. Numbers can wear down a fighter. No man is invulnerable. Do not fear even the finest swordsman, of which I am but a humble imitator. Thank you, men, for keeping this old king on his toes.”

Limeria straightened a little as Orrin’s wandering eye saw her. The king’s brow flicked up and a smile fluttered on his lip. He turned from her and nodded again to his fellows. “Until later, men. Enjoy a rest. You’ve earned it.”

Laughing, joking, and rubbing bruises, the young men wandered off to wipe the sweat free and flirt with the serving maids who’d come to watch. Limeria moved about the rail as the men departed and to the steps, descending with a teasing sway of her hips.

She felt the eyes of the soldiers on her, their talk fading as they watched the savage beauty pass among them. Perhaps they wondered if they might tame her as the king had. What pleasures her voluptuous body might offer them that some slender maid could never provide. She smiled but did not look in their direction. Limeria’s eyes were on their king.

The sharp tang of sweat hung heavy in the air, the spiciness of male exertion stirring her further as she grabbed a towel from a bench, tossing it to Orrin as she approached.

“A good match,” she said.

Orrin laughed, catching the towel. “Match? Hardly. Practice,” he said, wiping the sweat from his brow. “A king of Iden must be ready. You never know when the horns of the mountains will sound and you will be called to war once more.”

“War is a young man’s game,” Limeria said, choosing the words to pluck at his pride.

“I’m not so old I’ll leave war entirely to them.” He nodded towards a door, starting off. Without hesitation she fell in beside him, walking out of the Field of Blades and into the coolness of the barracks. “But I’m glad you’re here. I wanted to talk to you.”

“Always, my king,” she said, and meant it sincerely. When her home kingdom of Thera had fallen, she had been raised by her father’s captain among the clansmen of the Iron Hills, but she had been introduced early to Orrin. Eldheim had ridden to her kingdom’s aid but had been too late. She did not hold that against them, of course. For treachery and complacency had as much a hand in her home’s destruction as the steel of hated Comorra, and Orrin had treated her like she was his second daughter.

Almost. Not in every way.

A pair of the king’s personal guards flanked the door to the private chamber of the king. Their red cloaks hung low, their closed helmets concealing their identity. They stiffened, spears snapping to attention as they pushed open the doors for the approaching king.

Orrin nodded to the guards as he stepped inside the room to an open garden. Columns held aloft a roof which sheltered a pair of divans. A table sat between them, several maps and papers upon it, along with an amphora of wine. Several servants stood along one wall of the room, ready to provide refreshments or other service. Orrin waved a hand to dismiss them, and they departed as a well-orchestrated group.

Orrin took a seat on one of the divans with a grunt, rolling his neck, joints popping with the motion. “Ah, every day they get closer to taking me down. Good lads.”

“You’re still the best among them,” Limeria noted, taking a seat opposite the old king. She made no effort to conceal the way she looked him up and down and admired his engorged muscles. Truly, she had been too long in Bargol’s gluttonous company. She had almost forgotten what a real man could look like.

King Orrin stretched again and grunted with the effort.

“Experience, my dear. You spend the coin of youth to earn it, and you’d best pay it dearly, because you’ll not get a second chance.”

Limeria lounged back on her divan, as relaxed as a tigress, and just as dangerous. She nodded at the maps on the table. “Is that why you asked me to come here?”

The good humor in Orrin faded like the setting sun, his chiseled face growing grim as he looked down at the maps.

“It is,” he said. “Though I loathe to ask it, I was hoping to hire you for some business among the foothills.”

Limeria sat up a little straighter. It was rare for Orrin to offer her work, for though he respected her skill, he was reluctant to put her at risk.

“What has happened?”

Orn grabbed one of the scrolls and tossed it to her. Catching it, Limeria unrolled it, listening to him speak.

“The Comorrans have been raiding deep into Eldheim of late. Deeper than they have managed to reach before. Though the border forts usually keep them out, this leader of theirs, this… Skarra, is different from the others. He has somehow found a way to bypass the forts, his horsemen pouring into the plains like a knife. A dozen villages have been hit, leaving naught but ash and blood behind, the people taken as slaves, taken back beyond the Bone Mountains to be sold in Mizara.”

Limeria’s lip curled with disgust, and she tossed aside the scroll that reported an attack on one of the villages. King Orrin well knew her hatred of the Comorrans. Those who pillaged Thera and slaughtered her family. Shortsighted fools who scattered and sold the ancient treasures of her Borean heritage.

“The border forts saw nothing?” she asked, looking at the map again.

“Nothing. And when my troops catch up to these raiders, a mist arises, shrouding the barbarians in it and allowing them to slip away. Such a mist on even a sunny day that no man’s eye can penetrate. By the time it fades, they are gone.”

Limeria looked up at the king. “You suspect a relic?”

Orrin nodded.

“My advisors believe it is one of the lost treasures of Thera,” he said solemnly. “Though they know not which nor the true extent of its powers.”

“Perhaps not all the Comorrans are fools,” muttered Limeria. “Skarra? I do not know his name.”

“One of the lesser warlords but growing in power and stature with these raids.”

If one of the bloodthirsty Comorrans warlords had come upon an artifact of power from the Age of Wisdom, they would naturally conceive of only one use for it: to help them prey upon the innocent.

Limeria thought back to her childhood. Being taken by her father among the white towers of the learned quarter of Therea, down to the Vault of Ages Past, where bearded scholars and even sorcerers studied the artifacts preserved from ancient Borea. She saw the strange objects in their glass cases or carefully handled by robed men and women with white gloves. The power of such objects was respected. These were not toys for a warlord to slaughter and pillage.

The way the Comorrans had slaughtered and pillaged Thera. She blinked and saw the wise men in their robes lying crumpled upon the flagstones. The white towers of the learned quarter blackened with soot. Screams and savage laughter as weapons clashed in the recesses of her memory.

“When Thera fell,” said Limeria, tracing her fingers over the map where her family once ruled, “its vaults were cracked open by the beasts of Comorra. The wonders of the Age of Wisdom would be ill-used by such savage men, but I suppose some might be clever enough to employ them rather than sell them off as so often happened.”

“I did not mean to bring those dark moments back to you,” said Orrin softly, clearly sensing that she was reliving the fall of Thera in her mind.

“You know I have sought such treasures my entire life, to prevent exactly this sort of occurrence,” she said, finally looking up from the map with a hard expression in her steely blue eyes. “You know the chance to pry one from the dead fingers of a Comorran would excite my interest.”

“I understand what drives you, Limeria. My intention is not to manipulate you by telling you of this possible relic.”

Limeria gestured at the map, ignoring the king’s half-true apology.

“They seem to range around the northern wilds,” she said, tapping the lines on the map. “Where the foothills of the Bone Mountains rise high. Likely that is where their camp is.”

“Agreed. But my men cannot find it.” Orrin sighed. “My soldiers are of the plains and lands along them and are not used to the sunless forests bestride those foul mountains. Not like the Comorrans.”

“So I am your last resort,” said Limeria.

“First in my thoughts and the last I would wish to trouble. But, yes, I need you for this, Limeria.”

Limeria appreciated his candor. She knew Orrin did not ask this of her lightly. Though he respected her skill, he disliked sending her out into harm’s way. But he was a king above all, and the safety of his people paramount. He trusted her to succeed, but within that was the knowledge that she was, ultimately, not his blood and therefore expendable to him.

Her blood was gone. Dead and desecrated by the Comorrans. Revenge now flowed in Limeria’s veins and Orrin had inflamed her heart with this news. 

“I have been about those areas often,” she said. “The foothills are home to many clansmen. Hard men, the sort who could survive between your kingdom and the raiders of Comorra. Some I know may yet survive. They would have no qualms about helping me against your raiders.”

“Enlist them if you are able,” Orrin said. “I have found them a nuisance and my envoys have been lucky to return with their lives from encounters with those tribes. If you can, Limeria, take the relic. It is your birthright, after all. If not, warn me of where this Skarra and his raiders will strike next. I fear he will find weakness in the border forts. If those fall, the way will be open for all the clans of Comorra to descend upon Eldheim and…”

He needed not continue. Limeria knew too well. Ever since Thera fell, only those forts kept the tide of Commoran hordes from pouring down the mountains and into the heartlands of Eldheim. Bloody war and savagery would wash over the lands. Even though the Comorrans had not been united since the last days of Thera, their disparate tribes would still ravage the countryside in a tide of savagery.

“I will do what I can,” Limeria said.

Orrin closed his eyes, breathing out heavily and leaning back in his seat, his shoulders sagging as if a great weight had lifted from him. “Thank you, Limeria. You cannot know how much this means to me.”

Limeria said nothing, her eyes wandering over Orn’s body. His chest was still bare, powerful. Strong. Recalling the bouts within the Field of Blades, she felt again that molten stirring of desire.

“Ask me seems to have distressed you greatly, my king,” she said, rising.

Orrin cracked open an eye at the husk of her tone. He sat up a little straighter as Limeria sauntered to his divan, planting a knee beside him. “It has kept me occupied,” Orrin said.

“Then, might I provide you some relief, my lord?” Limeria purred, leaning in, her back curving, her chest pushed out, her hands resting on his chest, feeling the hardness of his muscles. The dark scars that sent tingles racing from her fingers and to her core. “Until I… fully… resolve your problem.”

Orrin chuckled, the deep sound vibrating from his chest and through her palms. “And how do you suggest you do that?”

Limeria smiled sweetly and began to caress both of his shoulders. She was high upon her knees, above him and looking down as she began to caress him with her powerful hands.

“A massage, of course, my king,” she purred, eyes sparkling in the low light as her fingers worked his powerful shoulders. “I would spread liniment on your aching muscles and soothe your troubles with my hands.”

“Your hands?” One of the king’s hands found Limeria’s hip. His fingers slipped just under the fur-lined edge of her loincloth.

“There are other ways, my king,” she purred, bringing her lips close to his as her hands moved from his shoulders to chest. “Lie down and I will ease your burden.”

Amusement played at the corner of his mouth. His eyes moving up and down her delicate face and back to her hard eyes, now soft with lust. He seemed to consider her offer, then answered her with a kiss. Hot and as hard as his muscles. His tongue spearing into her mouth. Tasting her deeply as she could not resist his strength. It was thrilling. Intoxicating even. It made her ache to reach down and grab his cock. To simply mount him and ride him to their mutual satisfaction.

But Orrin broke the kiss and chuckled softly.

“Very well, my sweet,” his voice rumbled through her. His big hands almost encircled her waist as he lifted her from the divan. “I know well your talents with your sword. Show me your skill with your hands.”

King Orrin stood just long enough to strip off his trousers and shorts. Shameless before her as his thick, long cock dangled freely between his muscular thighs. He smiled at her as she stared at it. Perhaps savoring her attention. Perhaps even knowing the hot surge it sent through her body.

Limeria bit her lips, so eager to be fucked by the king after his martial display that she nearly dropped to her knees to worship his scepter with hear eager mouth. But he might explode and she might swallow every drop of his seed, leaving him spent. No, a hot taste of his cum would not suffice. She craved more.

“Here, on the divan?” asked the king.

“Oh, ah, yes,” said Limeria. “Face down. To start.”

“Mmmm, no wandering fingers,” he teased, then stretched out his chiseled body upon the divan. His muscular buttocks round and firm, his cock, partially aroused, visible between his thighs as he lay upon his stomach.

Limeria’s breath caught in her throat as she admired the king. She slipped off her leather loincloth to bare the pale golden thatch of her mound and loosened the knotted sling that restrained her breasts. The weight of the tight leather eased from her soft, heavy tits. She lifted the trimmed leather from her body and let her breasts drop completely free. Pert and plump against her muscled torso, pink nipples stiff with her desire. He was watching her with his head to one side and this brought a smile to her face. Her round bottom and shapely hips swung as she sauntered closer to him. Her breasts heaving with each deep breath she took.

As she stood over him, she could smell the spice of him, the sweat of the arena, the herbal smell of oils applied before the battle, and the musk of his desire. Faint, compared to that scent of his exertions, but growing stronger.

Limeria began with her hands. She explored and admired Orrin’s muscular body. His thick neck and powerful shoulders. Her hands descending his back to knead the firm flesh. She used her weight to add to her strength as she pressed the heels of her hands into his muscles.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss,” groaned Orrin, flexing and releasing tension.

“That’s right, let it all slip away,” purred Limeria. “My mighty king.”

She pressed her hands into the small of his back and massaged the muscles of his buttocks. She dragged her nipples against his back and leaned the squishing weight of her breasts against him as her hand slipped lower. She groped between his thighs to massage the stiffening length of his cock. To press fingers along the underside of his shaft and the reach up between his legs to the slightly hairy roundness of his bollocks.

“Mmmmm. Limeria.” He chuckled softly. “I was not using my stones in the arena.”

“Were you not, my king?” she pressed kisses to the back of his neck and his shoulders. She climbed atop his back, rocking her body slowly, naked and increasingly damp with the sweat of her desire. Writhing against him to massage him with her breasts and thighs as well as her hands. “It seemed to me, mmmmmm, that you were using them well. That your cock was the most powerful of any man in the arena. That any woman, mmmmmm, should be lucky to surrender her body to you, mighty warrior.”

“Ha!” he grunted with amusement. “Limeria, you have been spending too much time in the company of that fat merchant. You are beginning to sound like one of his slave girls.”

She rolled to one side and smacked a hand against Orrin’s buttocks.

“Ah!” He cried, rolling in the other direction, his cock bouncing upright as he turned onto his back and caught her in his arms. “Careful now. To strike a king is to endanger his kingdom. I must punish you for such insolence.”

She laughed and tried to smack him again even as he kissed her. Their lips met. Moaning together, tongues dueling like Orrin had dueled those men in the arena. Limeria’s tongue was the winner.

“Forgive me, my king,” she giggled, her hand in his lap to once more find his stiff prick. Stroking him slowly as their mouths joined. As their bodies were moved by Orrin’s strength from the divan to the map table.

He carried her there and deposited her on her back. She squeezed him between her thighs, feeling his hardness rub against the mound of her cunt. Hot. Eager. Dangerous.

“Do you surrender your body to me then, Limeria?” he said, palming one soft breast as his other hand moved to wrap around his cock and tease it at her folds.

“Always,” she gasped. “Eagerly.”

She spread her legs wide to present herself to him. Her tufted cunny damp with her nectar. Her breasts heaving with lustful gasps as she gazed up at his muscles.

“Old enough to be your father,” he reminded her, lightly tapping the weight of his cockhead against the pulsing bud of her clit. He slid lower, to tease her slit. She pressed herself against his touch. Crying out. Delighting in the way he liked to remind her of his age.

“And I am old enough to know better,” she moaned as two of his fingers slipped into the clutching heat of her channel. “Yet here I am, on your table, spreading my legs for you.”

“Ah, the folly of youth,” Orrin chuckled as he grasped her lovely hips. “How I do enjoy it.”

“Oh do youuuuuu!”

Limeria groaned as he pushed his cock against her folds, past them, filling her with his manhood with a slow thrust. She gasped, clutching the table beneath her, as he began to fuck her.

“Ohhhh Orrin!” she moaned.

“Gods but you’re tight,” Orrin gasped.

Limeria laughed, lazily lifting her hips. “Hmmm. If it pleases you, my… ha… king.”

“Believe me, Limeria,” Orrin grunted, grinning as he gave her bottom a rude slap. “Few things please me more.”

Limeria gasped at the sharp sting of pain. “H-hey!”

“Payback, my dear. Now lie back. I claim my royal right.”

Limeria opened her mouth to retort, but Orrin instead leaned down, kissing her again as he began to forcefully fuck her. Limeria cried out into his lips, her lashes fluttering. Her pleasure welling. She supposed she could argue later.

And she had hardly the breath to do it now.

“Mmmmnnnn,” she groaned, arching beneath him as his cock drove into her with unhurried power, rutting her atop the table. Her hands looped around him, clinging to Orrin’s back, pulling him into her clutching depths again and again.

“Oh, my sweet, you were ready for this, weren’t you?” Orrin chuckled, his kiss smothering her lips and rough, grasping hands moving over her heaving breasts.

Limeria’s breath began to come short and fast. She broke the kiss, gasping.

“Yes. Yessss! Fuck me, my king. Fuck me hard! Don’t… ah… stop. Give it all to meeeee!”

“Anything for you,” Orrin grunted, grasping her waist, lifting her up. Limeria squealed in surprise, then cried out in bliss as Orrin fell back onto his couch, Limeria mounted on his lap, his hips bouncing her atop his cock, driving his thick manhood into her squeezing pussy.

“Oh fuuuuuuuck!” Limeria moaned, arms around him, her breasts mashed to his chest, nipples rubbing his scars and hard muscles with every swing of her hips. “Yes! Fuck yesss! My king! Fuck me! Take meeee! Give me that cock. Oh gods… oh gods, Orrin. I… I’m about to… going to… Ooooooooh!”

She cried out her high as she came, her cunny squeezing his cock, milking him as she was driven down yet again onto his shaft. Orrin groaned in delight, devouring her moaning lips with a kiss, making her keen and whimper, shudders of submissive bliss radiating through her as her pussy twitched around his powerful cock. Even though she was riding atop him, he was in full control of her body. Her ecstasy.

She felt his swollen hardness, straining within her. She knew he was close.

“Mmmmm! Cum for me, my king,” she gasped, still wracked with pleasure. “Spill your seed into me eager flesh.”

It was a risk, to do such a thing, but one they both undertook with surging pleasure. Orrin groaned and hilted within her, his mighty cock pulsing against the clutching softness of her channel. Her orgasmic pleasure milked his manhood. His hands tightened on her hips, his cock throbbing as she felt the first spurting slickness of his cum flood into her depths.

“Gods,” he groaned. “Oh gods… yes!”

His muscles tensed and his bollocks tightened, pumping spurt after spurt of his seed into Limeria’s eager pussy. She felt the molten, liquid sensation of it, wet against his cock and dripping down her thighs. Her pleasure spent as he gushed the last of his seed into her depths.

Panting, Limeria sagged against him. Again Orrin’s lips found hers, their kiss slower now. Passionate. She groaned as she felt his cum leak from her, running down her and onto his lap.

“Ohhhhhh, my king. I’ve… ah… made a mess.”

“It’s fine,” Orrin breathed, stroking her hair, his eyes lidded and hot with sated pleasure.

“Hmmm. But the night is young, my king. I wager… we can make a bigger mess before that…”

Orrin cracked open an eye as Limeria rose off his cock, her legs buckling as she sought to keep his cum within her. With a flirty grin she went to her knees before his legs and withered cock.

“What… hrn!” Orrin grunted as Limeria began to gently stroke his cock, her fingers wrapping around him, her other hand cradling his sagging stones. “Ohhhhhh, Limeria. That… ha…”

“My king, surely you have more in you,” she cooed, running her tongue up along his cock, tasting their mingled juices, a shiver racing up from her core.

“I’m not so old… ha… that a beautiful woman adoring my cock won’t rouse me,” Orrin said.

“So I see,” Limeria said, her smile growing as Orrin’s cock swelled once more to its full heft. “But I have a long trip, my king. Might I have a special treat to see me on my way?”

“A hard thing to refuse,” Orrin chuckled.

“Hard as you,” Limeria observed, marveling at Orrin’s freshly engorged manhood. She gave him another wink, then leaned forward and took his cock between her lips, tasting the strong flavor of his seed upon her tongue as she began to slowly suck him off. She moaned around him, her hard, blue eyes gazing up over the dark, chiseled wall of his abdomen.

She well knew the dangers of the task he asked of her. And she intended to enjoy herself thoroughly, lest she never return…


2

Cave of the Reptile

The land that climbed the slopes of the Bone Mountains was as barren as its name suggested. Hard red rocks jutted out of the landscape like knives, the sharp edges glinting in the harsh daylight. The few trees that grew there were withered and thin, and even these receded until Limeria rode alone but for scraps of scrub, her eyes intent, searching for the sign until at last she spotted it.

Like the tip of a spear thrusting from the cracked, baked earth of the mountainside, the obelisk rose before her, its shadow stretching across the landscape in a black wedge. Not even legends spoke of what people had raised the stone she now rode towards, the clop of her horse’s hooves a lonely sound that echoed among the ragged cliffs. She passed what could, millennia ago, have been the bases of pillars or the foundations of buildings. Things that not even the bones of which remained, smashed in ages past, forgotten by the present and future.

Only the obelisk itself stood to mark what had once been. It was faceless, time and wind having eroded away the carvings which once graced its heights. Traces of some ancient meaning ran along its length, twisting like a serpent wrapped around the stone, but indecipherable with time. Limeria rode about it, eyeing the strange, flowing symbol, unsure if it held meaning or was merely the remnant of decoration. Looking at the symbol coiled around the obelisk sent a strange pain through Limeria’s head and down into her core. As though an emptiness yearned to be filled.

“Bah, I have no time for this,” she muttered, yanking the reins of her horse to guide her it away from the obelisk. She turned her head, though could feel the presence of that black pillar in her mind as her horse picked his way towards the walls of the nearby cliffs. She dismounted before a cleft among the rocks and squeezed through them with some effort.

Within the cleft, hollowed into its face, was a single cave mouth with a dusty curtain strung across it. Limeria approached it and rapped the hilt of her sword against the rock.

“Come in.”

The sibilant sound of that voice shivered up Limeria’s spine, but she pushed aside the curtain and moved inside.

The interior was lit by flames that gave no smoke and burned beneath the weight of a heavy metal cauldron. Shelves had been carved in the walls, now containing stoppered jars and strange looking tools. Several scrolls filled a wooden rack, while herbs hung from the ceiling to dry, spicing the air with their aroma. Carvings ran along the walls, better preserved in the sheltered darkness of the cave, but the gloom denied her a good look at them.

She was glad she couldn’t see them clearly.

A shadow moved deeper within the cave, and Limeria forced herself not to start as the figure stepped nearer into the light. A long, rough robe garbed them, but a reptilian muzzle pushed slightly past the hood. Copper scales gleamed and eyes of cold cunning looked at her. The ancient lizardman smiled, a grotesque mockery as he spread his clawed hands in greeting.

“If it isn’t my dear shapely human! How good to see you again.”

“Scholozar,” Limeria said with a nod at the snakeman. “I received your message at the inn. How did you even get it to me there?”

“Magic and beasts are wonderful thingsssss,” hissed Scholozar, waving a clawed hand as if casting a spell. “I ssssspeak to the bird, the bird sssspeaks to the boy, the boy goes down into the place where humans gather and leaves my message.”

It had been some time since she had freed him from the prison of the sorcerer Petros, who had been using the serpent man to teach him how to use an enchanted mask to dominate the minds of Eldheim’s nobles. Since his escape, Scholozar had retreated to among the barren mountains, living as he wished. He had left the message for Limeria at an inn she frequented, much to her surprise, to offer her his services.

After their first encounter, and the carnal favor Scholozar had requested in exchange for his aid, Limeria had a strong suspicion of why he might offer his services again. It wasn’t gratitude for his freedom. She found those suspicions confirmed by the way Scholozar’s reptilian eyes were positively riveted to her large chest. He stared at her breasts heaving against the fur lining of her sling and his forked tongue flicked the air as he tasted her scent.

“You’re a clever old snake, luring me up here, Scholozar,” she chuckled, betraying no shame or discomfort at the way he looked at her body. “But this is not a social visit. I have come to ask you a few questions.”

“YessssssSSsss,” he hissed, delight evident in his narrowing eyes. His tongue flicked the scaly rim of his mouth as he perhaps imagined latching his mouth to her breasts. “I have many answers. Do you have the right questions? I will sssshare and you will sssshare and we will be sssssatisfied.”

Limeria shrugged her shoulders, rolling them, the motion lifting and bouncing her breasts against her sling. “Hmmm. My questions concern an… artifact, Scholozar.”

“Ah, of course,” he breathed, licking his lips as he watched her chest bounce. “I have a great deal of experience with those. Oh yesss…”

“So I understand,” Limeria said, cupping her breasts. “Gods but it’s hot in here. Would you mind if I made myself a little more… comfortable?”

“Not at all. Not at all,” Scholozar said, his hissing lisp becoming more obvious.

“Thank you,” Limeria sighed, reaching behind her, thrusting out her chest as she loosened the knot of her sling until she felt some of the tension release. She groaned as the slackening let her bound breasts hang free within the fur-trimmed sling. Her cleavage deepened and sweat gleamed like diamonds on her skin as she sighed. She shook her hair, fluffing it lazily. “Mmm. That’s much better.”

Scholozar licked his lips, utterly enraptured by the sight of Limeria’s dangling breasts nearly spilling from her loosened sling. She forced herself not to chuckle. Though Scholozar was a monster, ancient and powerful, he had one confessed weakness, and that was the ‘flesh bags’ of humans. Limeria was perfectly willing to take advantage of the old lizard’s fixation.

“I do appreciate your help,” Limeria said, taking a seat on a rickety chair.

“Of courssssse,” Scholozar hissed, hovering near her, his serpentine hiss becoming more prominent with his arousal. “Anything for the warmblood angel who ressscued me, my dear. But, what isssss it you came to assssk me?”

“Do you know of a relic that can conjure mists even during the brightest day?” she asked.

Scholozar’s claws twitched. “Hmmm. Yesssss. I may know something of that. A relic, you say? It may be the Urn of Amor.”

“That… sounds familiar.” Limeria furrowed her brow as she slowly tugged on the furry edge of her sling. The pale pink of her areolas crept into view as the fur trim of the sling caught against the stiff buds of her nipples. She stopped just short of revealing her nipples, her thumb hooked into the sling, promising to stretch it downward further. Her gaze searching Scholozar’s lusty reptilian eyes. “How does the urn work?”

“Ssssssssss!” Scholozar’s tongue flicked at the air impatiently. “It is simple, as such things are. The stopper seals the mists within the urn. When it is removed, they… they gush out... they erupt.”

“They gush?” Limeria gave the sling the slightest tug and her left nipple appeared above the edge of her bra. Prominent and plump, her areola crinkled with her arousal. Scholozar let out an excited hiss.

“Of… of course,” said Scholozar, flexing his fingers and licking at the air. “Mists dense enough to hide anything. Generalsssssss could hide armiesss. Ssssssorcersssss could conceal ssssecrets.”

Limeria gave her sling another tug and yanked it beneath her breasts. Scholozar hissed loudly as her glorious orbs burst free. Her pink nipples thick and erect and her soft mounds bouncing slightly with the motion. The snakeman reached for Limeria’s breasts with both clawed hands, but she leaned back in the chair.

“Pleeeassssse,” whined the snakemen. “It hassss been so long.”

“You have not told me the most important thing, Scholozar,” she purred softly, pulling the sling away complete and tossing it aside. She squeezed and hefted her breasts in her hands. Running her thumbs up and down to stroke her nipples. She pinched her nipples and tugged them to lift her breasts slightly, letting out a soft moan as she did. The snakeman echoed her moan and she saw the bulge in his robes.

“What issssss it?” he hissed, fidgeting with his claws.

“How do I get it?” demanded Limeria. She could see that her game was growing dangerous. Scholozar’s bestial side was threatening to take over. But he knew something. “How do I find Skarra?”

“Hhhsssssss!” Scholozar’s hiss was growing angry, his reptilian lust barely contained. “The sssslaver? The raider? He traverses these mountains and uses the mists to hide his way. But to go near him is to doom yourself to slavery or worse, my sssssweet. Let usss not ssspeak of it.”

“Where?” Limeria gave her nipples another sharp tug and shuddered with the hot pang of pleasure that followed.

“The Valley of Kesk,” hissed Scholozar, baring his fangs in anger. “No watchful eye will ever catch him there. Twice every moon he sssssallies forth with his raiders.”

“I thought there were monsters there,” said Limeria. “Dangerous beasts.”

“Ssssome,” agreed Scholozar. “But even they cannot catch him through those mists. But Limeria. You cannot go. I know you are brave. But thissss is too dangerous.”

“I will be the judge of that,” chuckled Limeria, slowly uncovering her breasts. She leaned back in the chair and parted her toned thighs. She grasped the edges of the chair with her hands and arched her back to offer up her heaving breasts. “You have been helpful to me, Scholozar. Take your reward.”

His scaly hands were upon her in an instant, seeming to devour her breasts as he pressed his fanged snout to her face and slipped his tongue into her mouth. The kiss surprised Limeria, and she let out a smothered moan against his scaly lips. He practically bowled her over the back of the chair with his urgent need. She felt the bulging reptilian cock beneath his robe rubbing at her loincloth. Pressing needfully to the soft furrow of her cunt.

“Mmmmm!” she moaned against his snout and thrusting tongue. His hands getting rough on her breasts with his excitement. Squeezing and pinching and making her lose control of the situation. “Mmmmphmm! Scholozar… mmmphh!”

Then he did bowl her over the back of the chair, her head luckily saved from being cracked open by a discarded cloak and some sort of leathery cushion.

“Sssssweeet Limeria,” he hissed, tongue flicking at her lips. Her neck. Hands squeezing and shaping her breasts. His bulge rubbing rhythmically at her loincloth. “I sssssent the note to lure you here. I prefer ssssolitude, but I crave your company.”

“Well, I am here now, Scholozar,” she moaned, reaching for the bulge in his robe. “Make good use of this visit.”

“I sssshall!” he hissed with excitement.

Limeria liked to be on top, but she could appreciate a man who took charge just as much. Scholozar was done waiting. He tore aside her loincloth and drew back his robe to reveal his glistening pink cock, ridged and already dripping with his lust. The flared tip pressed at her folds and he drove it to the hilt into Limeria’s eager cunt.

She cried out, filled by him, arching upon the floor of his cave, thrusting herself against him until she felt the smooth scales of his loins against her thighs. The bulging root of his cock invaded her cunt with each thrust as the lusty lizard began to move atop her. One clawed hand pinned her wrists above her head. The other hand teased her neck, her heaving breasts, and even tickled her abdomen.

But these were mere distractions for that big reptilian cock plundering her depths. Being taken by a non-human was always such a thrill. Sometimes scary, sometimes even painful, but always thrilling.

It was neither scary nor painful with Scholozar. His cock was just big enough to stretch her tender walls, but not big enough to hurt, and though he was forceful he was not violent. He was there for the pleasure of the act, just like her. Their bodies moved in unison. Her human flesh surrendering to his reptilian dominance.

“Yesssss!” she cried, her pleasure swelling. “Ohhhhhh, Scholozar, I’m going to cum!”

“Give your pleassssure to me!” hissed the snakeman, slamming his cock harder and faster into her and driving her down against the floor.

“Ahhhhh!” cried Limeria, momentarily at his mercy as his cock plunged her over the edge. Pleasure clutched and rippled from her core and gripped at his thrusting cock. Wave after wave of pleasure, her nectar overflowing with each stroke until she was certain one climax was rippling into the next. Her juices poured from her cunt and trickled down the crack of her ass.

Scholozar suddenly drew his cock from inside her. He grabbed her by her shoulders and rolled her onto her stomach with such suddenness it took her breath away. He bent her arms behind her back, locking her wrists with one hand and feeding his fat cock back into her quivering cunt.

“What are you… OOHHHH!”

She could not speak, her face pressed to the old cloak, her tits mashed to the floor and her hips raised as the snakeman pounded into her from behind. His scaley hips smacking against her plush bottom. His fat cock swelling inside her, his bulge stretching her folds.

This was a breeding position, she realized. He was claiming her cunt as if she was his mate. The thought sent another hot, rippling pang of pleasure through her body. Scholozar felt it and hissed with pleasure of his own.

“Oh yesssss!” Limeria moaned as the snakeman fucked her beneath him, her hips swinging, driving her back to receive his cock, his hips spanking her bottom audibly, the wet slapping sound echoing in the cave. “Yesss! Fuck! Ahn! Ah! G-give me your cock, Scholozar. Fuck me. Mate meeee!”

“Ssssso sssssoft! Ssssooo warmm!” Scholozar groaned, his body leaning over her, the coolness of him sending pleasant shivers racing up and down her spine. His free hand engulfed her tits again, fondling and molding each greedily, his cock hammering her with growing urgency, his scaly palm smooth, his claws digging in almost painfully but never quite.

“Ah! Oh g-gods, Scholozar. I… I can’t… I… Mmmmm!”

Limeria cried out, arching under him as she felt her core burst with the high of her orgasm. Her hips bucked shamelessly as she rode that peak of pleasure, her inner walls rippling, sucking, squeezing his cock.

“Hssssss!” the snakeman cried, burying his wedged dick deep within her, pulling her arms back, impaling her on his cock as he came, spurt after shuddering spurt, filling her with the cool oiliness of his cum.

Limeria moaned softly, wiggling with delight at her pleasured peak. She felt Scholozar’s grip loosen on her wrists, and she slipped her hands from him, planting them on the ground and pushing herself back up, her bum knocking the snakeman back. Scholozar groaned as he flopped backwards, his cock sliding out of her pussy with a wet sound, the snakeman flopping onto the floor with a blissful expression on his reptilian face.

She eased back onto his cock and he shuddered. Her inner walls gripping him as she rode slowly up and down his slowly deflating length. The last spill of his cum dripping out into her cum-flooded cunt. Limeria reached a hand between her legs, rocking her hips slowly as she fingered her clit, chasing one last burst of pleasure as Scholozar watched with lidded pleasure. His hands fell to her hips, her plush bottom, squeezing and admiring it as he she took her last bit of ecstasy from him. Furiously rubbing her clit and finally squeezing his retreating cock out of her pussy with the force of her final orgasm.

“Hnnnnnnnn…. Ohhhhh… yesssssss!”

“By the Old Godsssssss, Limeria,” hissed the snakeman. “You are insssssatiable.”

Limeria chuckled in agreement, easing forward and climbing back to her feet. She smiled down at Scholozar as she scooped up her abandoned clothes. “Thank you, Scholozar, for the assistance. Always a pleasure.

“Hsssss… A mutual one… my ssssweet,” the snakeman groaned.

Still chuckling, Limeria strutted out of the cave, her bottom swaying tantalizingly for the watching snakeman as she left the shadows of the cave and rejoined the harsh light of day.
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Meeting the Tribesmen

The Valley of Kesk.

Limeria knew it well. It was where the Bone Mountains fell away before the timeless onslaught of the Red River. Those raging waters cleaved through the range from the desert slave hold of Mizara to the east to the green plains of Eldheim and beyond. This valley separated the Bone Mountains from the blasted southern range of the Dry Sorrow Peaks. A deep and treacherous valley where the river was at its narrowest and many beasts were known to venture from the countless caves that dotted the cliffs.

Before Thera had fallen, the Comorran raider bands had used the valley as their redoubt, knowing that it controlled the transit of the mountains and that civilized men were unlikely to venture there to hunt them down. It was safety for the Comorrans from Thera and Eldheim, but at a price, for not many raiders survived the beasts that lurked among those caves.

Limeria found herself impressed by Skarra’s ingenuity. All would assume he took the Coastal Pass, which Thera once guarded, and thus concentrated his forces on Eldheim’s border forts there. Little wonder no pursuer had been able to overtake them if they lurked in the Valley of Kesk.

But there was another enemy one would have to face to cross the Valley of Kesk, for the Iron Hills clung to the steppes of the Bone Mountains, and to cross it would require one to pass through clansmen territory, and they did not suffer trespass easily.

Limeria rode along the hard landscape, her horse’s hooves flashing as it ran along the perilous cuts of passes and slopes. She was near the Bone Mountains now, and below she could see the foliage growing thick. Her eyes scanned the sky until she spotted the snaking smoke climbing into the heavens, and then she smiled.

She found them.

She spurred her horse on, the beast galloping along a narrow trail that clung to a sudden drop. She slowed when she came upon a small valley sheltered beneath the rocky landscape.

Below lay a small village built into the shelter of the cliffs. Round huts spread about it, climbing on tiers of rock, built around a flowing stream. Men in leathers carrying spears wandered about on their business, horses everywhere in rounded pens. Woman in simple gowns bent by the river, gathering water in pots to take to their horses, while young men rode ponies in the pens, practicing their horsemanship.

The Iberan Clan.

Limeria felt the tug of a smile. Often, the Iberans would be raiding, and it looked as if they might be preparing for the same here. She saw javelins being gathered, the women mending shields, the clamor of forges audible even as high as she was. Her eyes wandered until she found the great hall sitting at the end of the settlement, almost up against the cliffs. Huge walls made of crudely mortared stone, wooden beams arching above and sporting the horse heads of their horse god Equus. There was no greater horseman than the Iberan, as Limeria knew well, for she had spent much time in their company.

She felt a sudden pang of loss at the thought. The sight reminded her of Roan, the man who had saved her from her burning homeland, and who had raised her in the Iron Hills. He had introduced her to a number of the tribes, having her learn their skills and weapons, preparing her to one day retake her throne. A lost effort, she thought, and one he had never lived to see. Roan had died in the Forest of Giants. Taken by a great saurian, a legend even among those savage monsters.

His screams echoed in her mind. Limeria blinked back her tears and spurred her horse on with a sudden snap of the reins. The beast whinnied, cantering down the slope, dislodging pebbles that rattled down the rocks to the village below.

She made no attempt to hide her approach, and as she drew near, several horsemen swung themselves into their saddles, riding bareback with ease, javelins in hand as they came to confront her.

She slowed as she drew near, the Iberan warriors glaring at her from under iron helms marked with the three wheels of their clan. They whirled their horses around her, watching her with hard eyes.

“Who are you?” one demanded, jabbing a javelin her way. “Why do you enter our valley?”

“Is that any way to treat a guest?” Limeria said. She peered at the man, then grinned. “Eh, Torbin?”

Torbin straightened in his saddle, his eyes opening wide with surprise. “You… by the gods! Limeria? Is that you?”

She laughed aloud. “Finally, you recognize me. Do many women with hair of gold and a brazen bust like mine ride down alone to your village?”

Torbin shook his head, bemused. “Madness it must be. I never thought I’d see you again. Arms down, boys! This is the Wild Mare!”

Limeria winced at the nickname, and of what it spoke. It had been given to her by the chief’s son, Cyndar, when she was first learning horsemanship. He’d called her that due to how none of the other men of the clan had been able to catch her once she was mounted on a horse. Not even the adults.

But there were other reasons as well. The name had taken on a different meaning when Roan had taken her from the tribe. Cyndar had asked her to be his bride, and she refused. Not to be undone, Cyndar had then gone off and stolen over a dozen horses from a neighboring clan, offering them to Roan for her, only to be refused again. It had stung his pride hard, and she had not seen him since.

“How is Cyndar?” she asked.

Torbin’s grin grew mischievous as he swung down from his horse, offering her his hand. She accepted it, dismounting.

“Ha! His fury burned as bright as his hair when you left. He mounted his steed and rode for three days and nights I heard and slew a mountain cat in his wrath! But he’ll be glad to see you. Hey!” he shouted at the gangly young men who had drawn closer with interest. “Take the wild one’s horse and see it fed and watered, or I’ll tan your hides upon the stripping post!”

The boys jumped, rushing to obey the warrior. Limeria caught a number eyeing her with what they thought was subtlety, stealing glimpses of her full breasts and curved hips. She gave them a wink, making them blush furiously, and felt their eyes staring at her rear as she strode with swinging hips alongside Torbin towards the longhouse.

Torbin thrust open the door proudly, leading Limeria inside. “Chief!” he called. “See what Mother Mountain has sent down to us!”

Limeria ducked in after him, the interior again stabbing her with nostalgia. The scent of horses and sweat and straw hung thick in the air. Shields sporting the signs of the families of the clan decorated the walls along with crossed javelins. Huge wooden posts held aloft the ceiling, carved with the myths of the Clansmen and the Iberan foremost among them. Rugs depicting horses and battles hung from the walls, benches ringing the room. She followed them, until her eyes at last landed on the throne.

Once, she had known old Avanes on the throne, the man grizzled with years and wars, but his eyes fierce with the savage soul of the steppe people. But it was a different man who sat there now. Different, yet familiar.

Even when young, Cyndar had been well muscled, but now he was a man of stunning build. He was shirtless, displaying the tight firmness of his chest and stomach, skin tanned the bronze of a warrior, a cloak of a mountain cat hanging from his shoulders. Loose pants that didn’t quite hide his bulge garbed him, his face shaven, but his red hair wild and long and braided over his shoulder. A crown of unpolished gold sat on his brow, and his face was handsome and sharp. Braces of leather were wrapped around his wrists, studded with metal, while cuffs of gold hugged his biceps.

He had been drinking wine in the company of his warriors, but when his eyes fell on Limeria he lowered his cup and regarded her. She could fairly feel the fire that blazed suddenly within him. She was momentarily taken aback at the sight of the youth she recalled being replaced by the man, and a similar fire kindled deep within her core at the sight of him.

Cyndar put aside his cup and watched intently as she was brought across the floor to him, his eyes looking her up and down.

A grudging smile cut across his face, and he gestured his warriors and advisers away. These men departed with a wave of Cyndar’s hand and Torbin followed them out so that only Limeria remained within the longhouse. The crackling of the hearth became loud in the sudden emptiness.

“You return to me now, Limeria Morr, and I wonder if this is a blessing or a curse.” His words had been seasoned by time. A deep, rich bass that rumbled within Limeria and stirred her arousal. The horseman sat forward upon his throne. “Yet you are as fair as ever, Limeria. As fair as I remember you when you slipped like sand through my fingers. Perhaps even more so with the years and our separation. There is certainly… more of you to admire.”

“The house of love is not built upon an avalanche,” said Limeria. She saw her words stung him more than she meant, and she softened her tone. “I come to you with a warning and to ask for your help. I have no right to ask any favor from you, but I hope that our old friendship will permit you to forget past… disagreements.”

“Disagreements?” He shook his head, his beaded braids clinking softly. He seemed about to say more but then he sat back in his throne and patted his huge hands upon the arms of it. “Give me this warning and then ask me this favor.”

“There have been unusual mists in the mountains to the south,” she said.

“You tell me nothing I do not know. My scouts have seen it.”

“The mists conceal Skarra and his Comorran raiding parties. They pass through your territories without a fight and raid the fertile lands of Eldheim for food, gold, and slaves.” Limeria could see by Cyndar’s furrowing brow and sparking anger that this was not something his scouts had told him. She continued carefully, “I can only presume that you do not allow the savage Comorran killers to pass through here without even raising an alarm.”

“How can this be?” Murmured Cyndar. “How does Skarra have the power to control the mists?”

“He possesses the Urn of Amor, an artifact that allows him to summon or dispel dense mists to shroud the movements of his raiding parties. He passes through your lands uncontested and after raiding Eldheim he summons them again and escapes before he can be captured or killed by the mustering armies.”

“He will die for this!” Cyndar slammed his fist down on the arm of his throne hard enough to send a crack through the wood. “I have no care for the troubles of the flatlanders of Eldheim, but Skarra is a cruel savage! He will not launch his attacks through my territory! What do you ask of me?”

She had him. She saw it in his eyes. Her smile was genuine as she approached him, feeling the warmth of his hearth against her face. She reached out and caressed his muscular arm.

“Ride with me,” she said. “Help me to devise a plan to stop him. To take this artifact from him and teach him a lesson for his trespassing.”

He leaned closer to her and sniffed at her.

“You smell of coldbloods. I fear the reason you come into my longhouse smelling like a serpent is that you are one. You tempt me with your beauty. With your sweet words. “But I am no longer the boy ruled by his heart and his loins. If I am to shed Comorran blood, then I am glad. But I do not trust you, Limeria. It has been too long.” He caught her hand in his and his eyes blazed. “The wounds are too deep.”

“How do I heal these wounds?” whispered Limeria, meeting his intense gaze.

“Submit to me,” he said, pulling her a step closer. “Here. Now. Submit and kneel before me. Admit you were wrong to leave me.”

She might have argued, for she knew leaving this fledgling barbarian king behind was the only way that either of them could achieve their destiny. But she did not have the time nor the inclination to waste her breath on shouting at Cyndar.

Her lashed fluttered. Her breath caught in her throat, and she clung to the arm of his throne and slowly knelt beside his knee.

“I submit,” she said, knowing the tradition of these clans as well as her own. She bowed her head. “I am a subject of your authority, Cyndar. Spill my blood or use my sword as you choose. By the fires of the mountain, I submit.”

“It is not your blood or your sword that I will claim,” said Cyndar. “Only what I desired all these years we were apart.”

“Cyndar, I—”

He caught her hair in one massive hand, wrapping it and tightening his fist to her scalp to turn her face to look up at him. As he did, he leaned down to her and pressed a kiss to her lips. It was savage. Almost cruel. His tongue thrust into her mouth. He pressed her back, overbalancing her, and knocked her to the fur of a mountain bear that had been spread before his throne upon the floor. He was upon her then, his body overpowering even to Limeria, his strength far greater than her own.

“You might have been my queen,” he grunted as he yanked at the knot of the wrap containing her breasts. “Instead, you became a wild woman. The lost princess of a fallen kingdom.”

“I am here now,” she gasped as he yanked at her sling and freed her breasts.

“Mmmmnnhnnn,” he murmured, caressing both her breasts in his hands. He squeezed them and shaped them with obvious relish. He ran his tongue across her stiff nipples, then lunged for her lips once more. Ravishing her with his kiss. Fondling her roughly and with burning lust.

There was an urgency to his actions that revealed the intensity of his need to have her. He tore at her clothes. He stripped her naked and could not keep his hands from her power curves. Though Scholozar had marked her with his pleasure, Cyndar did not hesitate to taste her cunt. He thrust his tongue into her tight channel and lapped at her slick folds. Just as she was certain he would make her cum, he moved atop her again, and in his hand he held the mighty scepter of his ancestors. A cock thatched with red at its root, so thick and so well-formed that Limeria let out a gasp as he grazed it along the quaking folds of her cunt.

“My lost love,” he said and drove deep with his first thrust.

Limeria cried out as he entered her, that first thrust spearing her with pleasure, sending ecstasy rushing through her with masculine violence. She moaned, rocking beneath him, his cock plowing into her with the powerful strokes of his body.

“Ohhhhh my kiiiiing!” Limeria moaned, her arms moving around him, clinging to his back, clawing the bronzed flesh of his muscular body until she felt the warmth of blood.

The pain only intensified Cyndar’s lust. He growled low and thrust harder into her, bending down and kissing her so fiercely she felt sure her lips would bruise. But she did not care. She welcomed his harsh love and answered it with her own, her tongue warring with his as he fucked her atop the furs, plowing her with savage bursts of his powerful muscles.

He was different from all her lovers before. She had tasted the affections of the wild men of the hills before, but never like this. This was a king of his savage people. Through blood and iron, he enforced his rule, and this gave him a dominating intensity of lovemaking unlike any other. He took her as a stallion would a mare, mounting her with primal lust, a growl rumbling in his chest, quickening her heart even as his hand captured her soft breast and squeezed it with his lusty hunger.

“Mmmmm!” she moaned, her lashes fluttering, her body yielding to him, every thrust of his cock sending shockwaves rocking her to the core. “Ah!” she gasped. “G-gods yes! Cyndar! Oh, gods yessss! Take me, my king. Take me, my looooord!”

“Limeria… ha… Yes. Yesss!” he moaned, increasing his pace, rutting her savagely under the light of the flames and the arms of his ancestors, his thick cock filling her as deep as she could take, his balls slapping her ass as he fucked her harder than ever.

“Yes! Yesss!” Limeria wailed. “Yes, my king! Ah! Fuck me! Fill me! Give me your cum! My lord. Ohhhhh my looooooord!”

Her orgasm burned through her like a bursting star, a flash of heat that threatened to consume her, tearing a scream of utter ecstasy from her lips. Cyndar howled as he buried his cock within her, the sudden tightness of her climax pushing him over the edge, his roar booming in the rafters of the great hall as he came. He threw back his head and bellowed as the heat of his cum pulsed into Limeria’s depths in a molten flood.

Limeria shuddered with that moment of pleasure, her body aching, yielding wonderfully to him. Her inner walls quivered as she drank of his cum, her breasts heaving with her gasping breaths as she came down from that wonderful high.

She sagged upon the pelt, panting hotly with pleasure, her eyes lidded as Cyndar’s body rested atop her, the dense weight of his muscles dominating her softer form in that way that made her body yearn to feel him more.

With a grunt Cyndar pulled back, unsheathing himself from her stuffed pussy. With a groan Limeria sat up, their mingled cum oozing onto the pelt beneath her.

“Was it… was it all you dreamed?” she asked impishly.

Cyndar stroked her cheek. “I’ve had many dreams of you, Limeria,” he said. “This was but one.”

She felt herself blush and shook it off. “Will you hear my plan, then?” she asked.

Cyndar nodded. “I will listen,” he said, pulling her once more towards him, his hand engulfing her breast. “But I will enjoy myself as you talk.”

Limeria had no objections, though it made it more difficult to get her point across. Cyndar’s hands were hungry for her body, and he was deft at discovering the places that made her gasp and lose her train of thought. And she could feel his displeasure as she explained her plan, his touch growing less tender, more aggressive. Caresses becoming pinches and flicks.

“You ask much of me,” he growled when she finished, his hands roughly squeezing her breasts as he leaned his face close to hers. “Did you think I would agree so easily?”

“It’s the only way,” Limeria said, her cheeks warm. “A rider from you. The indulgences of me.”

Cyndar tightened his grip on her breasts. “If you expect me to agree to this,” he said, his voice rough as stone grinding against itself, “then I expect you to be ready to pay for it.”

“You ask a night?” Limeria asked, her core aching for him to say yes.

“More than one,” he said, kneading her soft breasts. “Until you begin your mission, I will mark your body so you do not forget yourself. No matter what that beast does to you.”

Limeria moaned as he ran his tongue up her neck and nipped hard at her earlobe, sucking at the wound.

“Mmmm. I submit to your terms,” she gasped, and with a will, yielded once more to Cyndar’s hunger for her flesh.


4

Prey in the Valley of the Mists

Shaggy forest swallowed the Valley of Kesk, steeping it in the midnight terrors of the hunter and hunted. The whoop of birds and howl of triumphant predators rang through the night. The dense fronds stirred with the movement of unseen beasts and deep darkness smothered those who dared descend into the valley.

Limeria crouched in the small camp that had served as her home the last few nights, Cyndar beside her while several of his clansmen patrolled about the clearing. She watched the fire thoughtfully, seeing it flutter and dance, its glow reflected off her face.

“You are sure he will pass through here?” Cyndar asked.

“Of course,” Limeria said. “You saw the tracks as well as I. Skarra’s horses and men have moved through here many times.”

It had been easy to find the tracks. Clearly the Comorrans did not fear the Iberans discovering their journey through the mists, and Limeria did not blame them. Though the valley lay within the territory of the clan, they used it for little, and rarely traversed it. Too many beasts and saurians made the place their home, and the phantom mists had filled the superstitious barbarian scouts with fear until she had explained their origin.

Not to mention the numbers of raiders.

Though she did not doubt Cyndar’s courage, the thousands of men who marched under Skarra’s banner outnumbered every fighting man of Cyndar’s clan more than five to one.

“If he does not come, what then?” Cyndar asked.

Limeria frowned into the flames. “I-”

“It comes!”

Limeria bolted to her feet, looking to the voice. From out of the darkness galloped Torbin, his horse whinnying as the man brought it about in the light of the flames, his eyes wild.

“The mists! They come!” he shouted, pointing the way he had come.

Limeria looked, and as Torbin had said, she saw a dense mist reaching tendrils through the jungle’s darkness, seeping past foliage and wrapping the terrain in its choking embrace. Even the way the mist moved filled her with revulsion. Unnatural, oily, it rolled across the jungle like creeping death. A wave of deep smoke like the pyres of the burning dead.

“By Equus’s balls!” Cyndar gasped, rising with her, his hand going to his sword.

Limeria whirled and grabbed his hand before he could draw, thrusting his blade back into its sheathe. “No! That is not the plan!”

Cyndar looked at the approaching mist, disgust on his face. He turned to her again. “This is unholy. We don’t need to do this-”

She grabbed his face. “You must!” she said. “Please!”

She could see that every fiber in him yearned to stay, but her hard gaze brokered no disagreement. Her plan was one of sacrifice and she did not want to see Cyndar nor his clansmen butchered by the Comorrans.

Cyndar finally snarled, turning to his clansmen. “Mount up! Swiftly!”

His men obeyed, hurrying to their horses. Within moments the warriors were astride their steeds, a man bringing Cyndar’s. Before he mounted the beast, the barbarian king grabbed Limeria by the waist and pulled her flush to his chest. She gasped, feeling the hard muscles of his form and the heat of his body as his mouth descended on hers, claiming her with a kiss so fierce it stole her breath away.

He pulled back, panting. “We will come,” he said.

“Yes,” Limeria said, panting. “But… now you must go.”

With a final look at the mist boiling out of the jungle, Cyndar grabbed the reins of his dark horse and swung himself into the saddle. He gave a shout, the group riding off into the jungle away the mists, the thunder of their hooves fading quickly into the distance.

Limeria took a deep breath, drawing her sword. Evermore shone dully in the glow of the fire. She held her breath as the mists overtook her, washing over her in a thick mass, swallowing her in the obscuring white depths.

Sound grew muffled. The crackle of her fire oddly hollow, like the featherlight tapping of a drum. The mist seemed thinner around her sword, as if repelled by the dark steel as Limeria tensed, waiting.

Her ears pricked up as she heard the dull thump of a hoof. The faintest clink of metal. She turned her head as the sound suddenly ceased.

Sweat dripped down her brow, her hand tightening on the hilt of her blade.

She sank back from the fire as she heard the faintest crunch of footsteps on undergrowth. Higher her sword came, steadying in her grasp. A shadowy shape suddenly lurched out of the mists.

“Rooooooaaaaa!” came the bellowing cry, a flash of steel descending on her.

Limeria dodged it, the brutal blow slicing deep through the air, bearing with it ribbons of mist. She swung her sword about, slicing through the back of the man’s neck, severing his head. The corpse fell, mist swishing out of the way. She saw the heavy leathers that clothed him and the great pelt of a dead bear that served as cloak, the man’s head rolling to a halt, a thick beard braided and tusks jutting up from his lower jaw.

The sight sent a shudder racing through Limeria. A Comorran. She knew it.

More Comorrans rushed out of the mists. Huge, hulking figures clad in the pelts of beasts against the cold air of their mountain homeland, their weapons crude yet fitted to their brutal masters. Limeria stood, her sword at the ready, her heart racing as the barbarous men closed around her.

With a bellowing war cry another rushed in, his axe whistling through the air. Limeria’s blade swept up, severing his hand from the wrist. The man howled, clutching his stump and Limeria finished him by opening his throat with another sweep of her blade.

The rest of the barbarians roared and rushed her. She danced back, her large blade wielded with speed and precision as she wove a dance of death between her and the Comorrans. Two more fell to her, their bodies reeling as they died. She found her back to the trunk of one of the great trees that filled the valley, her sword held before her, the Comorrans surrounding her.

Hate burned deep in her soul for the monsters she faced. The men who had ravaged her homeland and slaughtered her people. The sight of their dead made her blood race and her chest heave with excitement. The urge to kill more of them thumping in her veins.

She brought Evermore around with a flourish and felt the blade bite into unseen flesh. Comorrans screamed and severed limbs fell. Steel met her blade on her return swing. Steel that broke against her blade. She surged forward, momentarily entertaining a fantasy of slaughtering all the Comorrans herself.

Another beastly man fell beneath her swings without even a shout of pain. She stepped over him and was struck on the shoulders by a club. It stole the wind from her lungs and staggered her forward. She managed to fend off a sword thrust at her abdomen, but another blow fell upon the back of her head. She saw stars and her guard dropped.

She heard the savage tongue of the Comorrans as they closed in around her. Tusked, shadowy, brutes reached out of the mist and took hold of her arms. Evermore was wrenched from her fingers. A fist slammed into her abdomen. Another grabbed her by her hair and yanked her head to the side. The edge of a blade pressed to her neck.

“No more fight, bitch,” snarled one of the Comorrans. His savage face appeared from the mist. Like some half-remembered ancestor of a human, with heavy brow, small, dark eyes, and a jutting, tusked jaw. He pushed aside the blade at her neck and gripped her throat in his hairy hand. More hands reached around Limeria from behind, tearing open her sling and roughly fondling the softness of her breasts. Hot, hulking bodies closed in around her. More hands began to squeeze and fondle her.

“Skarra,” she managed, “won’t be happy… if you kill me.”

“Not kill,” said the Comorran in front of her. “Just have some fun.”

He lunged forward, pressing her back against other Comorrans and their stinking, muscular bodies. The Comorran ran his tongue over Limeria’s cheek and reached his hand between her legs to roughly squeeze her sex. He plucked aside her loincloth and stroked the seam of her cunt.

“Golden hairs make good slaves, especially ones with fat milk meat like these,” chuckled the Comorran, stifling her protest with a foul-tasting kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth and two of his thick, grimy fingers plunged into her cunt.

A distant horn sounded in the mists. The Comorrans continued to fondle and squeeze her with their grimy hands for a moment longer. The horn sounded again, and they backed away. The one that had been kissing her was the last to retreat. His rough fingers slipped from Limeria’s cunt. He moved behind her, locking an arm across her throat. She felt the pressure on her neck and began to struggle again.

“No fight,” he rasped, pinning her to his chest. “Just make you sleep. Take you to Skarra. He give you what you deserve, lowland slut.”

Darkness closed in around Limeria. She wondered if her plan had been foolish. If she had not pushed it too far and killed too many to receive anything other than death from the Comorrans. She thrashed with sudden fear.

“Shhhhhhhhh,” rasped the Comorran choking her, his tusk brushing against her right ear. “Sleep, lowlander. There will be more pain to come.”

Darkness won, swallowing her up and taking away her fears. She floated along a cold river with black waters. The places of her youth burned along the riverbanks. The ghosts of her family, friends, and enemies watched from the burning ruins.

“Mother?” called Limeria. “Father?”

The flow of the river quickened and Limeria was drawn towards the sound of thunderous rapids. She was bumped and turned and submerged in frothy water. She emerged only to realize she was approaching a waterfall. There was nothing to grab onto. Nothing to slow her inevitable plunge over the falls.

She sailed over the edge and dropped through the air, not into some continuation of the river or some vast lake, but the yawning mouth of a hungry saurian beast.

“Noooo!” screamed Limeria as the mouth snapped shut around her and she began to slide into the monster’s slimy gullet.

Something tightened against her scalp. Her head was lifted and the black nightmare of being devoured was replaced with the real horror of Skarra. His claw-like hand was wound tightly in Limeria’s sweaty hair. His was tusked, like all Comorrans, with one tusk being as big as a dagger and sharpened and the other broken and jagged. His brow was heavy, his cheeks marked with overlapping ritual scars, and his eyes, small, but almost seeming to glow with his intelligence.

“You wake,” his voice rumbled. “Good. Less fun if you sleep.”

Limeria blinked and took in her surroundings. She was inside a tent or yurt made of pelts and lit by the red glow of flames in a brazier. She was upright, standing, her ankles bound with crude rope and her arms stretched wide and tied to a wooden frame. Her breasts were bare. Her cunt exposed. Her body bruised and cut, but scarcely more harmed than when she had been captured.

The Comorrans had not violated her while she was unconscious, perhaps out of fear or respect for their master. Skarra. Face-to-face with the beast now. Hulking and muscular. His body as much that of a hunched simian as a man. Patchy with fur and covered in scars. His cock long and limp between his thighs.

“Why do you come here, woman? What fool are you?”

“S-scout,” rasped Limeria. “Scout of Eldheim.”

“So you come here? No. Eldheim not foolish enough for that. Too many skulls of Eldheim on spears in the foothills.” He tightened his hold on her hair, yanking her head back and exposing her throat. He teased his sharp, black fingernails on her throat. “Why you really come to valley?”

“Not my orders,” grunted Limeria. “They didn’t… didn’t pay me. I deserted and there was nowhere else to run. I came looking for… for you.”

“Me?” Skarra’s lips spread into a gruesome smile. He brought his face closer to her. “You found Skarra, fool scout of Eldheim. What do you say before I fuck you and bleed you?”

Limeria swallowed hard. Her genuine fear of Skarra’s brutality helped to inform her ruse of being a captured scout.

“P-please, wait, hear me out,” she said.

“I am listening, pretty meat,” he said, his gaze roaming down to her sweat-slicked breasts. He palmed her left breast almost gently, playing his thumb back and forth over her sensitive nipple as he hefted the weight of her flesh.

Limeria tried not to show how his touch made her skin crawl. “Eldheim… had hired me to scout after you and find you. I tracked down your trail, as they asked, but when I asked for my pay, they said not before I led them to you.”

Skarra laughed. “Fool of you to do that work,” he said, his rough hand squeezing her breast to the point of pain.

Limeria groaned, writhing at the sensation, yet held tight by her bonds. She tried not to think of how her heart raced as that tusked maw moved in closer. “I… I demanded they pay me first, but they refused. And I… I realized I would never get my… my payment.”

“Smart,” Skarra said, lifting her breasts up, his red eyes gazing into her as he smirked and licked her nipples.

“Mmm!” Limeria moaned, biting her lower lip as Skarra’s other hand reached between her quivering thighs and cupped her mound. Her body strained with tension, her helpless position only making her breath come hotter and faster as he stroked her roughly.

“Keep talking,” Skarra growled, pushing a finger near as thick as a cock into her.

“Ah!” Limeria gasped as the monstrous Comorran began to pump hid digit roughly in and out of her tight passage. “Ohhh! I… I decided I’d… I’d get my money a-another way. I came looking for you to… to help you!”

Skarra roared with laughter, the sound echoing in the tent. “You think I pay you not to hunt me? You stupider than you look. No one catches Skarra!”

“N-no! I want to h-help you take Roban!”

Skarra’s laughter faded to chuckles, but his eyes had grown more intent, his grin sharper. Limeria wasn’t surprised. Roban was one of the most defensible of the Border Forts and had ended countless Comorran attacks like waves breaking against a rocky coast.

“What can slut offer me there?” Skarra growled.

Limeria squirmed as his finger rubbed her inner walls in new ways. Ways that made her keen and head pound like the drums outside the tent. “The… the Eldheimers, they’re… they’re sending a punishment force up to the pass. Going looking for you. The Border Forts are… are barely manned. I can g-guide you into Roba. If… if I can share in the… the spoils…”

Skarra chuckled again. “Slut thinks high of herself. She thinks she can give me Roban?”

“I kn-knooooow a secret way… ah… in,” she panted, the ropes digging into her wrists as she writhed. “I can show you… I can.”

“Skarra isn’t so sure. I think woman isn’t telling me everything. But we Comorrans have saying,” Skarra said, pulling his finger from her sucking pussy.

“Wh-what?” Limeria gasped, sagging for a moment in relief, only to tense anew as a knife appeared in the brute’s hand.

“That women only honest when taking Comorran cock!”

The blade flashed and Limeria winced, only to feel the ropes around her wrists give way. A moment later the blade fell and parted the ropes tying her ankles. She fell from the rack and to the floor of the tent, her hands and feet throbbing as circulation returned to them. She looked up and froze in shock.

Skarra had thrust his hips forward and was dangling his filthy hose of cock in her face. Limeria couldn’t help but gape. Some bulls were less hung than the man before her, his massive cock fairly filling her view, its veiny girth throbbing from his earlier amusements with her body.

“Now, you show who is the master,” Skarra growled, grabbing her head and shoving her against his swelling cock.

Limeria gasped as he was forced against his turgid length. The animal reek of him invaded her nose and made her head feel light and spinning. Her disgust threatened to choke her, but she knew this was her only chance, and that hesitation in the tent of Skarra meant death.

Her numb hands rose, stroking him. Her tongue slipped past her lips and ran up along his acrid manhood, her tastebuds recoiling from the vile bitterness of the brute’s cock. Skarra growled, his grip tightening in her hair, shoving her harder against him.

“Swallow cock!” the brutish warlord barked.

He pushed his shaft against her mouth, the tip prodding her lips and smearing her with ooze of his beastly desire. She hastily opened, and at once he filled her with his length, knocking at the back of her throat, choking her on his cock. She coughed but had taken men near his size before. He laughed at her efforts. Tilting her head, she groaned as the bulb of his tip shoved against the back of her throat. He drew back and thrust again, his heavy, musty bollocks swinging against her chin as he hit the back of her throat once more.

“Yesssss,” Skarra groaned as the blunt head of his cock pushed into the tightness of her throat, forcing tears from her eyes at the pain of his violation. “You make a fine whore!”

She couldn’t quite keep the glare from her eyes at that, but Skarra merely laughed and forced her head down onto his cock. His huge cock was a gagging, throbbing totem of the people who had destroyed her homeland. Heat burned through her. Ached from her core. Her lips began to slide up and down his shaft, swallowing him down, the rhythm aided by Skarra’s hand forcing her as he fucked her mouth without care for her comfort or desire. She was nothing but a pretty hole for him. A thing to fuck and claim. To seize his pleasure from and enjoy.

His pace increased, his breathing growing heavier and hotter. His balls slapped her chin with a wet rhythm as he frantically rutted her, forcing her to swallow his cock, tears streaming from her eyes from the alien sensation. She had never allowed any man to treat her so roughly. She would have killed them.

“Hr! Hr! Yes! Swallow cum! Swallow Comorran seeeeed!”

Skarra roared the last, hilting once again in her mouth, his cock pulsing, throbbing, pouring his acrid cum down her throat in great bursts of boiling seed. Limeria groaned, shuddering, her stomach feeling heavy as he pumped her full of his cum.

Limeria was helpless to escape his smothering loins. His cock remained buried in her throat as he held her face with her nose pressed to his thicket of hair. She felt the aftershocks of his climax. Tasted the trickle of his oily seed down her throat. It disgusted her. Enraged her.

It made her cunt throb with desire.

“Nnnnnggggkkkk,” she gurgled, drool spilling down her chin and her eyes watering from the effort of simply breathing.

“You think this is end? This beginning.” He tilted her head back just enough that she was forced to look up his muscular, battle-scarred, hairy body. His cock was still stuffed down her throat. “You war prize, silly scout. I break you like a wild pony and make you into fuck sleeve. Keep you in tent. Use you each night. Oh, yes, pretty scout. I break you.”

He unsheathed his mighty cock from her throat, trailing glistening strands to Limeria’s lips. She coughed as he held her by her hair and turned her roughly around. He shoved her face down to the bare earth of the floor. She started to lay flat, but Skarra grabbed her hips and pulled Limeria’s firm, round ass towards him.

“See if cunt breeds as well as throat,” snarled the brute. He roughly fondled and squeezed Limeria’s cunt as if testing its receptiveness. He thrust three thick fingers into her tight cove, and she whined with surprise. His fingers pumped in and out of her slick passage and his thumb pressed at the divot of her asshole. She gasped as both holes were invaded by Skarra’s digits. Her cunt making lewd noises as he rocked her forward against his beating knuckles.

Then his fingers were out, giving her a moment to catch her breath. But only a moment. His fat cockhead was against her. Still dripping with the slime of her throat and his oozing cum. He pushed and her cuntlips yielded. Limeria cried out as the steel of Skarra’s cock impaled the soft, hot flesh of her trembling depths.

She hated him, wanted to cut off his cock and stuff it down his savage throat, but worst of all was how good it felt. How much she savored each savage thrust of that beastly cock as he took her with animal force. His scruffy body beating against her ass. His balls smacking her clit and his cock driving to the hilt into her pussy. His rough hands on her hips. Squeezing her and holding her in place.

Limeria had taken many lovers over the years, even monsters, but none fucked as savagely as Skarra. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back. His rough hand reached around her throat to choke her nearly unconscious as he fucked into her. On the brink of darkness, she began to cum. She was struck by waves of pleasure and hot, intense throbbing in her clit as her walls gripped at the steely length of Skarra’s cock pounding into her.

“Hnnnnnnn! Fffffuuucck!” she cried as her ass was spanked by his hips. Her cunt exquisitely tortured by each thrust of his cock. Her body contorted and punished by his brutal hands.

Even as her orgasm subsided, she craved more. She pushed back against him and impaled herself onto his cock. Skarra released her throat. He leaned back and watched her reddened ass pushing back against him and the pink lips of her cunt gripping and sliding on his fat shaft.

“You not scout. You slut. You want fuck. You find me to fuck.”

“Nooooo,” moaned Limeria. “No, but it… it feels so good!”

There was no lie to her words and Skarra laughed loudly. He pulled her back and he fell among the furs the had been spread upon the floor. She turned atop him, straddling him and riding his cock. His big, rough hands sliding from her hips up to her bouncing breasts. He fondled them and pinched her plump nipples.

She gasped with pleasure, riding harder, leaning forward and letting her breasts dangle against his face. Slapping him with her tits before he caught her left breast in his mouth and sucked. His hands returning to her hips and then to her ass. His own hips moving, joining her in her ride. Bucking beneath her with his lust.

She wanted him to cum. Wanted the relief of that explosion. But even as another orgasm overtook Limeria, Skarra held out. He seemed to be toying with her. Exhausting her with his stamina and his huge sword.

“Mighty seed of Comorran good for human,” laughed Skarra, smacking and squeezing her ass and thrusting into her dripping cunt. “You beg. I breed. Beg me to breed. Tell me Comorran seed better than human seed. Then, only then, I give to you.”

“Fucking beast,” cried Limeria, but Skarra smacked her ass so hard it felt like he broke the skin. She fell against him and when she cried out from another swat her kissed her. His tongue was a weapon, thrusting brutally into her mouth. Pushing her tongue aside. Dominating and controlling her until she wanted it. Until she was kissing him back. Riding harder atop him.

Cumming again.

Cumming in clutching waves that almost hurt as they gripped his mighty cock. She wanted his cum. Desperately wanted it. Sweat poured down her body. Her muscles stood out beneath her bronzed skin. She was breathless. Broken. Just as he had promised.

“Please,” she finally called. “Please. Breed me, Skarra. Breed my human cunt with your… your superior Comorran cum.”

The very people who had destroyed her family. She was pleading to be taken and bred by one of their most vile warlords. A blackhearted man who delighted in her humiliation. And what if his seed took hold? The thought of carrying the child of such a monstrous union was horrifying. Yet she had to yield to the demands of his plunging cock.

“Good,” he said, kissing her again. Squeezing her ass with his sharp-nailed hand. “Good. You get what you want.”

He rolled her onto her back and bent her legs into a full mating press. Her body contorted beneath him and at his mercy as he took her with intense, deep strokes. His eyes locked on hers. Tears streaming from Limeria’s eyes. Her breasts quivering and thighs trembling with each stroke. Her will was broken by Skarra’s mighty cock and brutal fucking.

“Here comes now, pretty fool,” he laughed, baring his tusks to her. “Cum for Skarra. Cum with Skarra.”

“Nooooo,” she whimpered, but she could not refuse him. His mighty cock drove deep and stirred the orgasm from her aching depths. Powerful spasms that brough him to the edge. At last, in a shuddering, straining, spurting eruption, he pumped his mighty Comorran seed deep into Limeria’s cunt. His balls twitching against her asshole. His cock buried deep and gushing into her womb.

Was she bred? Was she really claimed by this brute? She could not know in that moment, but in despair she wailed and came again. Taking his hot seed and milking his cock with her pleasure.

Skarra chortled as he unsheathed himself from her, letting Limeria flop onto the floor in boneless pleasure. Her nose pressed to the furs of bested beasts, she couldn’t help but smell the Comorran in the pelts.

“Hrrr. Very good, slut,” Skarra chuckled as he sat down before her, legs sprawled in either direction, his massive hand grasping her head and dragging her forward. “I think I almost believe you. And this,” he said, lifting up something that had been resting by his side. Limeria’s eyes widened as she realized he held Evermore, the sheathed blade small in his grip, but the Comorran plainly admiring it. “This is good sword. Too good for Comorran slave.” His eyes slid to her and his grin widened. “I think I keep.”

Not even the debasement at his hands pushed her closer to betraying her plan to him. Seeing her sword in the grip of the Comorran almost made her grab for his throat, but she swallowed her fury with effort and managed a smile.

“A-as you say, mighty Skarra,” Limeria gasped, her mouth feeling numb and her stomach heavy with his cum.

“Good,” Skarra said, putting aside her sword. “Then tell me of Roban. But keep tongue busy too,” he said, his other hand forcing her once more against his sack and cock.

Limeria shuddered in sinful delight at her own degradation, a discovery she could have lived without. Yet she couldn’t deny the strange pang that shot through her as she wriggled closer to Skarra’s loins, inhaling the heavy scent of his balls and cock, her tongue bathing his shaft between words as she spoke of Roban’s defences and her plan to take it.

She felt her stomach churn, and her pussy ache with the cum that stuffed her depths. She put her head down between his legs, tonguing his bollocks, pleasuring him between words, and kept her round ass raised behind her, wiggling as Comorran cum dripped from her swollen folds.

Skarra groaned with satisfaction, leaning back and admiring his latest prize as she served him and told him how he could take the Border Fort of Roban.


5

Taking the Keep

Roban was an old fort. Old even by the standards of the Savage Lands, whose history was shrouded in myth and legends were as real as the men who walked the streets of Eldheim. It had been here when Borea fell. It had seen the Age of Wisdom come and go and now faced the bloody tide of the Age of Chaos.

The fort rose from an outcropping of the mountain, watching one of the many passes which cut out of the Bone Mountains and into more civilized lands. Made of roughhewn stone that had weathered siege and savage, it rose along the cliff, practically a part of it, ending in a flat top which burned with a watchman’s flame. Slits in the walls glowed with light, and from its vantage point it could watch the entire valley approach towards the fertile flatlands of Eldheim. Its entrance was high up, reached only by a single arching bridge over the barren landscape and to a heavy gate set between two towers growing from the keep.

Limeria looked upon the fort from among the trees at the top of a small hill, masked in night, hidden from the milky moonlight. Her body ached, for the journey to Roban had been long, and Skarra had not been satisfied with merely that first night. He had been cruel and ruthless, claiming her whenever the mood struck him in ever more humiliating and savage ways. Her bum stung from the blows he had visited on her. Her mouth felt like it had been scraped with his cock.

Skarra’s men, such as they were men at all, had coveted her as their warlord took her for them to see. He had shamed her before them and made her cry out with pleasure as she was ravished by his rough hands and massive cock. They had glowered and watched as Skarra took his pleasure from her whenever he felt the whim.

But she had survived. More than survived. She had impressed the savage brute with her own desires, responding to his lusts without qualm and an eagerness that surprised even her. But the time for such lusts were passed, and now came the true purpose of her deception.

She sensed Skarra drawing closer, the heat of his body sending a thrum of shameful anticipation pulsing into her core. His large hand landed on her shoulder, slid to her neck, around to her throat, holding her there as if to choke her. She hated how her stomach tightened in dreadful anticipation.

“You think to call out to kinsmen, little one?” growled Skarra. “To betray me to them? I would snap your neck.”

“No, Skarra, master,” she gasped, knowing he meant what he said. Without her blade, she would be easy prey for him. “It is as I promised when I… when I sought you out.”

He licked at her neck and rubbed his tusk against her cheek.

“We are at fort, mmmmmm, but where is the way?” His growl was hot against her ear. His fingers tightened on her throat. “Show me, now, or I show you pain new to lowlanders. Worse pain.”

Limeria moaned softly and nodded down at the squat stone structure. “Great lord Skarra, an ill tended part of the side shall furnish our entrance. A trail of stones has been cut in a way that they make a hidden path up the wall. We can scale it and reach the top without any the wiser.”

“Why is it there?”

“In case the keep was ever taken,” Limeria said, feeling the Comorran’s hand flex slowly around her neck. “So that the old owners could sneak back in and reclaim it.”

Skarra chuckled, his fur cloak rustling as he leaned down, his foul, hot breath washing over the back of her head and neck. “Lowlanders so stupid. Think walls keep them safe. We show them tonight.”

“Chief!”

Skarra turned his head as a Comorran warrior moved out of the shadows of the trees, a heavy fur cloak nearly obscuring his body. His tusked visage was dour as he bowed.

“Chief. We find tracks.”

“Tracks?” Skarra growled, lifting his head like a dog scenting the air. “What tracks?”

“Horse hoofs,” the Comorran grunted, his heavy body swaying a little like some great ape, his eyes locked with the brutish Skarra. “Downhill, near valley.”

Skarra’s eyes narrowed. A low grunt escaped him as he looked down into the valley, peering at the jungle which surrounded the open fields around the ancient keep. Almost animal instinct seemed to tingle with the warning of danger unseen.

Limeria tensed. She suddenly gave a soft purr, pushing back against Skarra’s chest, rubbing her rump against his bulge. “Master,” she moaned, turning in his grasp, her eyes wanton as she rubbed against him. “Are we not to strike tonight?”

Skarra looked down at her sharply. “Hm?”

“I only ask, master, because I… want it,” she said, her voice growing lower. Heavier. Hotter. “I want so badly to see your blade and hands soaked with the blood of Eldheim fools. I need to feel your body after you’ve slain the weaker men of the lowlands. I want it so badly, my lord,” Limeria said, her hands moving over Skarra’s chest, stroking the hardness of his corded muscles and the raised ridges of his many scars. “I ached for you to… to breed me… mighty Skarra.”

She kissed his chest, her tongue stroking the ridges of his abdominals, tasting the sweat and his own masculine flavor, her eyes smoldering as she gazed up into Skarra’s face. The lust that burned in her eyes was far from feigned. Her heart throbbed with desire. Her body quivering with wanton need for the brutal male.

Skarra’s eyes slid back to the surrounding forest, then returned to her, caution warring with naked lust for the lovely warrior maiden who clung to him, begging to feel his conquering cock. At last, he chuckled, showing his teeth in a savage grin as he pulled her tight against his hulking body.

“Yes. You feel tonight. Tonight, we show them all the might of the Comorrans!”

Limeria shivered. “Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, master. Let us. Let us show them all the superior men of the Comorran mountains!”

Skarra gave a lusty growl, squeezing her neck again, his voice dropping lower. “You make fine slut. Tonight, I fuck you in the bed of fort’s captain, and we drink from his skull!”

“Oh, gods yes,” Limeria gasped, rubbing herself harder against him, her thigh pressing against his hardening bulge shamelessly.

Skarra chortled, gave her neck a final squeeze, then released her and barked something to his companions in a tongue so guttural that Limeria could not understand his words. One warrior came forward, bearing an urn of strange make. The vessel was formed of copper but encrusted in such copious verdigris that it looked as if it had been dredged from the bottom of the sea. A large lid topped the vessel, and this Skarra slowly unscrewed, muttering strange words under his breath.

Limeria sucked in a breath, tensing as the lid parted from the vessel. There came a sharp, high-pitched whistle that sounded three times. This was followed by a rush of wind like a constant exhalation that blew back Skarra’s hair and from the urn’s mouth poured a thick mist. It rolled free like water from a fountain, tumbling down around their feet in swirling eddies, thickening the air with gloom. It rolled down the hill like a milky sea, tendrils creeping around the fort, washing around it like a sudden flood. Soon, Roban was entirely obscured. Even the flame of the watchman’s torches could barely be seen, little more than faint smears of orange against a smothering white.

Skarra grunted in satisfaction and slung the urn around himself with a strap apparently specially made for this. He nodded to Limeria.

“Lead us, little one, and step true or you die,” he commanded, drawing closer.

Limeria obeyed.

She could hear the subtle sound of the other Comorrans descending into the open space, the horde slipping through the mists in the wake of their master. The soft clink of metal and grunting of men barely audible, muffled in the mists. The raiders had learned well how to travel quietly, and Limeria was impressed despite herself. Comorrans were not ones for subtlety, and that Skarra had forged his large band into so disciplined a group spoke much of his skills as a commander.

Skarra kept close to her, his footfalls behind her as they moved through the mist. She felt his presence like some instinct, her body aching for his touch anew. She shook her head forcefully, focusing as, right in front of her, the cliff suddenly loomed from the wall of the mist.

Limeria halted and the others stopped at the base. She look up at the cliff slowly, taking in the rough stone walls. She moved along the face, knowing it was here. Long ago, her mentor Roan had told her of it, even shown her the hidden way into the keep when he had been training her. Once more she felt a pang of loss for the man who had raised her in the arts of war and living.

The Camorrans began to grow impatient behind Limeria. They muttered and cursed and some crowded closer to her. Skarra conveyed this rising tension by dropping a big hand on her shoulder and giving her a squeeze of warning.

“Be quick, girl,” he grunted.

She kept her calm and Roan’s lesson paid off. She spotted the subtle indents in the cliff wall. She touched it, brushing her hand across them, her fingers easing into cleverly cut grooves.

“Here,” she said.

Skarra pressed against her back, his head bent, tusked visage barely visible in the mist as he scrutinized the rock from a hand’s width away. “Where?”

“Shall I show you, master?” she asked with an impish look over her shoulder.

Skarra grinned, baring his tusks and he nodded. “Go,” he grunted, giving her rump a crude spank.

Limeria gasped, jolted forward. She shot him a smoldering look over her shoulder, then grasped the ancient rock, fitting her fingers into the holes in the wall. She had no trouble beginning to clamber her way up the subtle ladder.

As she rose up the wall, she heard Skarra grunt below her and growl some orders. She looked back and saw the huge Comorran’s shape take form, beginning to scale after her, the mists so thick she could barely make out his face only one handhold beneath her.

Looking up once more, she resumed her climb, hand over hand scaling the wall that disappeared into the dense mist. Deft as a monkey, she went higher and higher. Her arms began to burn with the effort, but Limeria stubbornly went on until, at last, she grasped the edge of the wall.

She grunted and pulled herself over the edge and onto the parapet, landing softly on the wall. She straightened, looking over the edge as the mist grew thicker and deeper.

Skarra’s big hand sent loose rocks skittering as he caught the edge. He groaned as he hauled himself up and to the edge of the wall. Limeria was waiting for him as if she might offer him a hand.

“Hmmm?” He froze and gave her a quizzical look.

Limeria lunged for one of the daggers the Comorran chief carried on his crude jerkin. The blade slid free in an instant and Skarra let out a growl of surprise. He could not reach for Limeria or he would fall off the cliff. He tried to heave himself towards her and get over the wall. Limeria grabbed hold of the Urn of Amor and sliced its strap with the dagger.

Skarra barked, finally sliding his body onto the fort, grabbing for her as Limeria bounded back. She clutched the ancient vessel to her chest as mist continued to pour from its open mouth.

Skarra snarled, pulling himself the rest of the way over the wall, landing in a crouch. The furs that garbed his massive frame stirred as he rose, eyes glittering and tusked mouth twisted in a snarl. “Traitor bitch! That mine,” he said.

“Not anymore,” Limeria said, and slipped the cap over the urn’s mouth.

A single sharp, whistling note sounded, and the mist was instantly choked off. Around them, the air began to clear. Skarra howled with fury, grabbing Evermore and drawing it, the blade gleaming as though freshly polished in the moonlight. “You give that back!”

“Why would I, mighty Skarra?” Limeria said, glancing over the edge of the wall. “When the fun is about to begin.”

Puzzlement crossed Skarra’s face moments before bellows of alarm rang out from below. Skarra looked swiftly down from the wall as the thunder of hooves reached his ears. By moonlight a force of Iberan horsemen broke from the distant tree line, their braids fluttering, their swords unsheathed, and lances poised to be plunged into the stunned Comorran raiders. As the eddying mists thinned, revealing the Comorrans, the horsemen hit the milling mob at the base of the cliff in a clash of iron and body, the thundering roar of Comorran battle cries rising from the bloodied field as they met this assault.

Yet even as the battle was joined, a great groan went up, the gate of Roban swinging open and the garrison of Eldheim soldiers in gleaming breastplates pouring out to hit the stunned reavers in the rear, crushing them between cavalry and sword, the field rapidly becoming a charnel house of battle. Horses bucking, swords flashing, and the moonlight painting the bloodshed in cold blue and silver and black.

Skarra looked down, uncomprehending, then turned sharply back to her with a single-minded snarl. “Whore! Give it back!”

Her words dripped with venom as she told Skarra, “Come and take it.”

Skarra’s fury exploded, and he charged at her, his arms wide and Evermore flashing in his grasp. Limeria laughed and ducked behind his clumsy swing. She felt her beloved sword brush against her hip, but it was as if the blade turned its edge away from her so that the flat only glanced against her.

The huge Comorran howled with anger and turned again, grabbing for her and catching the edge of the cloak she had been given. He yanked her back by it and his mighty hand was around her throat. She felt his anger as his fingers tightened and he growled against her ear.

“Now, you die, bitch,” he snarled.

Limeria plunged the stolen dagger into Skarra’s side and the brute hardly reacted. She stabbed again and again until he realized she was stabbing him and knocked the blade from her grasp. He kicked her against the wall, and she fell. Far below, the battle raged at the base of the fort. Men screamed and shouted. Metal met metal.

Skarra stalked towards her, Evermore in one hand and the other reaching for the vase still wrapped in Limeria’s arm.

“I will spill your entrails upon the ramparts,” snarled Skarra. Each step slowing. Blood spilling down his muscular abdomen and soaking his loincloth. The color drained from his face and he staggered to the side. “I will drink… drink your blood.”

“It looks like you’ll need every drop, the way you are leaking,” said Limeria, pushing herself up with her back to the wall. Skarra’s fury collapsed and his face slackened. His eyes seemed to sink in their sockets as he dropped to his knees.

Cheers went up from the grounds surrounding the fort. Limeria glanced over the wall and saw the last handful of Comorrans fleeing into the mountains. The rest were dead or dying on a field littered with the grisly evidence of their defeat. It seemed that only a few dozen were lost among the garrison or the Iberan horsemen. She could even see Cyndar climbing down from his horse to offer his hand to the commander of Roban’s defenders.

“Bitch,” rasped Skarra. Evermore dropped from his fingers and clanged to the stone. Limeria bent to pick it up and leaned low over the dying Comorran chief.

“It is all over, Skarra,” she whispered to him. “Your days of raping and enslaving and pillaging are at an end. Your tribe is in ruins. What is left of it – your women and your spawn – will be taken by some rival tribe. The savage lands will forget you ever existed.”

He tried to say something else. She planted a kiss on his lips and then planted a foot on his chest and pushed him. His eyes rolled in his head as he flopped over backwards and tumbled over the wall. She watched him fall down the cliff face to land among the stones with the boom of a cannon’s crack.

A few Iberan horsemen surrounded Skarra’s body and then looked up at Limeria and waved. She saluted them with her sword.
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A Victory Celebration

The mists had cleared by the time Limeria climbed down from the walls of Roban. The gathered men watched the nearly naked princess as she descended. Some even cheered her lewdly as the wind stirred her loincloth and bared her bottom and muscular thighs. She dropped the last few steps and Cyndar caught her in his arms.

His men cheered again as he turned her around and planted a kiss on her lips.

“Careful,” she hissed, pushing him back. “You’ll damage the urn.”

“Limeria, your plan worked better than I had hoped,” he said. “We’ve crushed them under hoof and driven what few remain into the mountains. Even those flatlanders from Eldheim took a few Comorran heads. What of Skarra?”

Limeria stepped aside so he could see the dead chief sprawled upon the rocks, his limbs bent and his body being idly kicked by a group of laughing Iberans.

“Then let us light the bonfires of victory!” Cyndar turned to his men. “Burn the Comorran dead and let the wine flow! Tonight, we celebrate!”

The garrison of the fort seemed less than enthusiastic about a huge raiding party of Iberan horseman setting up camp and having a drunken feast. The commander wisely sent his men back into the fort and the Iberans set up their tents and gathered the dead for the funeral pyres. By the time the funeral drums were beating, and the blazes were being lit, the Iberan encampment looked as if it was an army laying siege to Roban. Limeria hoped Cyndar would not get the same idea and decide to take the fort for himself. Or try to take the urn from her.

Of course, in Cyndar’s tent, the handsome warrior found ways to take her mind off such worries.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Limeria, her lips tightly together to stifle another cry of pleasure. It hardly seemed appropriate for her to be wailing with pleasure with the somber drums beating, yet Cyndar’s tongue was making it very difficult not to howl with ecstasy. He lapped at her clit as he drove three thick fingers in and out of her cunt.

“Mmmnnnnn, that brute,” rasped Cyndar between lashes of his tongue. “To mark you with such bruises and scratches!”

His hand caressed a bruise on Limeria’s inner thigh. His lips pressed to her clit and he gave it a suck.

“Oh, but you soothe my pain so well, Cyndar,” she moaned, threading her fingers into his sweat damp red hair.

“Yes, and I will soon remind you of who fucks you better,” said Cyndar, pumping faster into Limeria as her cunt squeezed against his thrusting fingers. 

“Ohhhh,” she moaned, “I would… presume it is… ooohhhh… the one of you with a beating heart.”

“Mmmmm!” growled Cyndar, sucking hard on her clit and sending Limeria over the edge. She bucked her hips and thrust against his face. Her thighs clenching. Her shoulders bearing her weight as she lifted her bottom from the furs and smothered him with nectar. His fingers trapped inside her seizing cunt and his face squeezed tightly between her powerful thighs.

Gasping, Limeria sagged onto the furs that served as Cyndar’s bed. No sooner had she relaxed the hold of her thighs than the barbarian prince moved over her once more, cradling her cheek in his hand, tilting her face so she was looking up into his eyes.

“I will make you forget about him utterly,” he said, his voice husky with desire.

“I never want to see his face again when I close my eyes,” she moaned, her eyes sliding shut as Cyndar leaned down and kissed her.

Though forceful, his kiss had none of the brutality of when Skarra claimed her lips. She moaned softly as Cyndar slid his hand down from her cheek, one hand palming her naked breast, eliciting a gasp and a moan from her as he squeezed. Her hips rose as she felt him move forward, shrugging off his cloak, leaving him naked as she was. His other hand lifted her hip, propping her up on his thighs as he pushed forward, rubbing the thick head of his cock against her slick cove.

“Mmmm!” Limeria moaned. “Ah… Cyndar, I…”

“Quiet. Tonight, I want to hear only your pleasure,” he said before silencing her once more with a kiss, pushing forward, and filling her with the hardness of his cock.

Limeria groaned as she felt him inside her, filling her aching pussy with the heat of his cock. Her hips rocked, and Cyndar accommodated her need, beginning to ruthlessly thrust into her, driving the heat of his manhood into her fluttering cunt.

“Ah! By the gods yes. Yes! Cyndar… ah… Cyndar. F-fuck meee!”

“Yes,” the barbarian chief growled, his grip on her leg tightening, bruising as he pumped into her with even greater urgency, fucking the lovely Limeria with sharp thrusts of his hips. “Yes! Say my name. Let me hear you sing it, Limeria. Sing it for me!”

“Cyndar! Gods yes! Cyndaaaaar!” Limeria cried.

She gave no thought to who might hear her wails of pleasure. She did not care. Let his warriors think he had tamed the wild filly at last. Let them listen with envy as their chief claimed the princess of the fallen land. The thought only heated Limeria’s lust to a pulsing, clutching inferno. The only thing that might have done more was if he were taking her before the whole tribe. Showing them how he could fuck her.

Just the image made her pussy clench tighter around him. Her core felt fit to burst. A pressure building in the hollow space beneath her tummy until it erupted in a storm of pulsing ecstasy! With a wail of purest pleasure she found herself cumming, her muscles tightening as the powerful form of her warrior lover claimed her/ Cyndar’s final thrust a heavy pump, his voice rising in a roar like a lion as he finally came within her, his name upon her lips.

“Cyndaaaaar!” Limeria cried as she shuddered in bliss, cumming with him in the rapturous heat of their victory.

The pleasure drained her, leaving her like a banished spirit. She fell back upon the sheets, feeling the heaviness of his cum within her, oozing from her pussy as Cyndar relaxed atop her. Limeria sighed, snuggling up against him, relishing how his powerful arms wrapped around her, holding her against his chest where the scent of blood, sweat and horse hung thick around him. The scents of a man of the sword and the steppes.

“Must you go?” His voice rumbled from his chest he held her tightly.

She felt the longing in his words and tilted up her head, gazing into his eyes. She smiled sadly at the fires that smoldered in his gaze.

“I’d best,” she said with a sigh. “The king of Eldheim must be told of what happened here. It will put his worries to rest.”

Cyndar snorted. “Do you think this will keep us from raiding his lands?”

“No,” Limeria sighed, knowing too well the Iberans would indeed soon be raiding the lowlands. But as she knew it, she had to accept it. For the men of the Iron Hills would not abandon their ways anymore than those of Eldheim would abandon their fields. Theirs was a war of skirmish and ebb and flow that would go on long after she died.

“No,” she repeated, smiling. “But I think you may have had your fill of plunder and battle for now.”

“Those appetites are sated,” the Iberan said with a slight smile, kissing her throat, making her gasp and then moan as she felt his hardness grow again within her. “But I have other hungers.”

“Mmm. Well, I need not go… ah… tonight,” Limeria laughed, then gasped as his head moved down, kissing her breasts.

Yet even as he did, a commotion sounded outside the tent. Cyndar growled and lifted his head at the sound of someone at the flap.

“Chief!”

“Damn you for a wolf bitch’s runt!” Cyndar snapped. “I’m busy!”

“Chief, forgive me. It’s urgent!”

Snarling, the Iberan pulled from Limeria, rising to his feet. She sat up among the pelts, admiring the way his naked cock still jutted out, stiff as a sword as he swept open the tent flap, revealing Torbin. Limeria sat up straighter when she saw the man beside the barbarian. He was an Eldheimer, dressed in a messenger’s blue cloak and clutching a missive in his hand, the whites of his eyes stark with fear. Limeria did not blame him. Not even a messenger’s truce would necessarily protect him in the camp full of drunken barbarians.

Cyndar glared at the newcomer sharply. “Well?”

“Forgive me, chief,” Torbin said with a slight bow. “But this one was found circling our picket lines and trying to get into Robar. He says he has a message for the lord of the keep.”

“What message?” Cyndar demanded.

Limeria stood, uncaring of her nakedness when she saw the black scroll the man clutched. Such scrolls were reserved for only the gravest of messages.

“No,” she whispered. “No, it can’t be.”

The terrified messenger held up the scroll to Cyndar. Limeria pushed past him and the poor man was shocked anew by the sight of her naked body suddenly revealed in the bright light of the moon.

“Give me that,” she demanded, snatching the scroll from the man. She turned her back on his protest, breaking the seal and unrolling it. She wandered away from Cyndar’s tent, her body naked to the cool mountain night, her blonde hair stirring in the wind. She read through the cipher, every word making her stomach drop further and fill with ice.

“What is it?” Cyndar said, draping a fur across Limeria’s shoulders.

“King Orrin,” she said tightly, looking up to the barbarian prince, “is dying.”
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