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This is a Dark Fantasy Femdom Erotica and it contains mythical creatures and themes of sex slavery, subjugation, and erotic body horror. This story is a work of fiction and regardless of the story’s events, the author strongly believes in consent, equality, and inclusivity. Enjoy! –MLP



"The state they now experience is one of perpetual denial, of a constant need for relief, of time passing at an agonizingly slow rate. They can see and smell and taste their surroundings but they will never ever feel anything but dissatisfaction for as long as we decide to make use of them. At that point they will slowly wither away. I do not imagine it will be pleasant for them."

The Maneater


The Hunt

The Golden Rooster Company, that’s what they called themselves. It was a cheap joke–standard fare for Asher, really–but to the surprise of all three of them it caught on with the local mercs and the generals and even the nobles. No one could believe when, at a raucous stag party celebrating the engagement of Lord Rayneth’s nephew, the Lord himself had leaned in close to Edsere and asked in a liquored whisper if he had a golden cock. As Edsere told it, the Lord giggled–actually giggled–and dangled his pinkie suggestively.

“I feel bad for the sad cunt if that’s all he’s got for a pecker,” Sahvin had said, sulking that the Lord had confided in Edsere and not himself.

“You hush up,” Edsere had replied. “If anyone hears you he’ll have your head.”

Asher grabbed at Sahvin’s crotch. “From what I’ve seen of it, I’d rather have the pinkie,” he said with a snicker.

In a way it seemed inevitable that The Golden Rooster Company would be embraced by Lord Rayneth and the rest of his cronies in the Kingdom of Virfortis. After all, Lord Rayneth was responsible for revitalizing the kingdom’s economy using one of the oldest tricks in the book–slavery–and The Golden Rooster Company was exceptionally good at scouting rural villages and secluded hamlets for so-called “human capital” to bring into Virfortis.

The Company divided their targets into two categories. The first category (and also the largest) was comprised of what Edsere had dubbed “Snoozer” towns. These were full of homely peasants offering little true value, most of them older than younger, and the plan for these peasants was for the men to be conscripted into military service as frontline fodder while the women were put to work on domestic duties. Couples were given bare lodgings and the illusion of freedom, which kept them complacent enough to prevent a revolution.

The other category was far more exciting to Edsere and the rest of The Golden Rooster Company, and no doubt to Lord Rayneth himself. These were called “Sleeper” towns, named for the abundant value these places had sleeping beneath their surface in the form of gorgeous young women. These women were captured, broken, trained, and then put on the slaver’s market where they were often snatched up by a wealthy noble looking for some excitement in his life. Some met a more public fate as “Comfort Stations” for Virfortis’s military and others were kept like animals to be rented out to the lower–and far more brusque–classes of the kingdom. Failure to bring in coin for the kingdom resulted in public punishment meant to not only humiliate the slave but to also advertise the slaver’s wares to whomever might be watching.

All three members of The Company had spent many a night with slaves whose capture they had facilitated and it never ceased to amaze Edsere just how malleable they were. Stunning, resilient women who spat and swore and promised that they would bite off Edsere’s cock the moment he tried to put it between their lips became in time eager creatures who threw themselves at his crotch like starving dogs hunting for a bone and who begged feverishly to suckle on his balls moments after he’d emptied days’ worth of seed down their throats.

It was enough to convince Edsere that maybe this was the intended order of things, the path set forth by some great creator in the stars above, and all that he and Asher and Sahvin were doing were righting the aberrations of nature. After a few years as part of The Company he began to think perhaps these women actually preferred being slaves, that life was easier for them without harsh winters, dwindling food supplies, and the constant threat of invasion to worry about. Now it came down to a simple focus on the cocks and pussies and lips and assholes of those with enough coin to claim them.

And judging by how often Asher and Sahvin frequented the slaver’s stables, his companions didn’t disagree.

A straight two weeks of storms had just passed through Virfortis when Lord Rayneth summoned The Golden Rooster Company to his private quarters, the four men left alone at the top of the kingdom’s tallest tower with enough wine to wet an army. The Lord poured his guests heavy glasses without asking, something Edsere knew to mean an unpleasant request was on the way.

“So,” said Lord Rayneth, swirling a glass of almost purple liquid. “I assume you’ve heard about what happened at the stables.”

Edsere had. A freak bolt of lightning from the storm had toppled a grain store adjacent to the stables, causing a waterfall of stones each heavier than a man to collapse down onto the stable’s eastern wing. Almost three dozen rental slaves were killed, along with two slavers who had decided to take advantage of the storm’s calamity to enjoy the slaves for themselves.

“It was a real shame,” said Asher with a face puckered from how tannic the wine was.

“A shame?” asked a drunken Lord Rayneth. He made a sound somewhere between a laugh and a snort. “The ‘real shame’ here is that those rentals bring in more revenue than half the bloody kingdom does! If those holes could talk, they’d be able to name every cock from here to Princeps.”

“I mean, one of their holes can talk,” Asher said. “Well, used to be able to…”

“Shhh,” hissed Sahvin, smacking Asher in the head. “The Lord is speaking.”

Edsere tried to push past Asher’s idiocy. He addressed Lord Rayneth: “My Lord, you know matters of the economy far better than we do. But we know scouting. May I assume you’ve called us here to help–” Here Edsere struggled for the most tasteful word to use. “–mitigate the damages?”

A languid smile curdled across the Lord’s ruddy face. “I’ve always liked you Edsere,” he said, contemplating his wine. At this, Sahvin shot Edsere an envious glance. “I mean, you’re no noble–not even close–but you are a businessman and you have a way of cutting through the fog. Yes, I would like you and the rest of The Golden Rooster Company to replenish the stock we’ve lost in the storm.”

“As you wish My Lord,” said Edsere. “I actually have a pla–”

Lord Rayneth cut him off: “I also think that as a businessman you will appreciate that I want to use this replenishment as an opportunity to diversify our stock.”

“My Lord?” asked a wary Sahvin, raising one of his pale golden eyebrows high on his forehead.

“The people are growing bored of the same pussies,” slurred Lord Rayneth. “Profits are down. Complaints are up. Simply put, the men of Virfortis want something different to stick their dicks into. That’s why I’m sending you to Gynos.”

Gynos. Edsere had never been before–hell, none of The Company had ever been before–but they’d all heard tales of that land. Fertile fields and rolling hills, majestic mountains capped with snow that pierced the ever-blue skies. In Gynos it was said you could drink any water without worry, even the smallest streams, and that the meat and milk tasted fresher than anything available in Virfortis. The women were also rumored to be exotic and pure, with golden manes of hair and eyes like precious gems. Edsere had heard jokes and rumors in the backrooms of Virfortis pubs that even a Gynos woman’s piss tasted like the sweetest ale.

But to scout such a place without ever having been there? Edsere was worried. Who knew what unknown defenses Gynos had, what protections were in place to keep outsiders away?

“My Lord,” said Edsere. “Gynos is unknown to us. Gynos to almost unknown to everyone in Virfortis, in fact. This will be a difficult venture for sure.”

Lord Rayneth waved away Edsere’s concerns. “I know Edsere, I am no fool. That is why I am going to pay you fifty times the regular rate.”

“Fifteen times?” asked Asher, blinking in disbelief.

“No,” said Lord Rayneth. “Fifty. Five-Zero.”

The entire Company was silent.

“Ah now that shut up your concerns didn’t it,” mused Lord Rayneth.

“It is a lot of money,” said a still stunned Sahvin.

“I suppose it is to you, isn’t it?” asked Lord Rayneth, laughing. “But if I’m right–and I am always right–then the slaves of Gynos will usher in a new era for Virfortis. We’ll be entertaining visitors from across the seas, welcoming their most esteemed and most famed into new brothels that are nothing like anyone has ever seen. And with those proceeds you lot can hire a hundred more of golden cocks to help you go snatching up cunts from every corner of the world. We’ll have a zoo of holes for the fucking, a museum of every shade and size and style of pussy, and that will be the powder keg that launches Virfortis from Kingdom to Empire. Just you wait.”

“Fifty times the regular rate,” said Asher still in disbelief.

“We humbly accept your request,” said Edsere. He was dizzy at not just the thought of what he could do with the coin but what he could accomplish with a hundred more members of The Golden Rooster Company. They could be a business proper, forming contracts with multiple kingdoms, trading goods as supply and demand warranted. Edsere might even wind up as a Lord himself one day, sitting in a tall garish tower dictating his requests to a bunch of hapless hopefuls.

The possibilities seemed endless.

“Of course you accept,” said a laughing, coughing Lord Rayneth. He shook his head. “I really do like you Edsere. Now, go out and get me some Gynos pussy.”




◆◆◆

Plumes of dark gray smoke snaked up from the firepit, catching in the leaves overhead before dispersing in the late afternoon sky. Sahvin took a step back, waving the smoke from his pinched, narrow face.

“That oughta do it,” said Sahvin.

Edsere nodded as he watched the flame grow strong within the pile of twigs and kindling Sahvin had arranged in the pit. Soon that flame would become a crackling fire, enough to cook with and to keep The Company warm throughout the cool Gynos night.

That was what Edsere had noticed most during their last week of travel, how much colder and fresher the Gynos air felt, as if the very land itself was younger than the haggard scrublands that surrounded Virfortis. Perhaps that was true. It was certainly less explored, that much the trio realized as they struggled to follow overgrown paths and the outdated map that one of Lord Rayneth’s intelligence officers had scrounged up from a musty storeroom.

The wildlife was different too: slender ebony hares darted through the undergrowth, along with thin-tailed squirrels and bushy woodland mice and something that looked like a cross between a fox and a ferret. Edsere rarely saw the usual predators and wondered if it was simply the wrong season for them or if they were so frightened of The Company treading through the woods that they kept their distance. However, that explanation felt unsatisfying to Edsere because for all their wandering they were still met with the constant sounds of birdsongs and the grating vibrato of insects calls.

“Who’s going to take first watch tonight?” asked Edsere, curious to his companions’ thoughts on their safety.

Asher shrugged. “I don’t mind,” he said. “Not like there’s much to watch out for here anyway.”

Edsere held back a smile.

“That’s true,” remarked Sahvin. “Ten nights we’ve been away from Virfortis, seven of those in official Gynos territory, and not a single clawcat or woodwolf. No carcasses either. It’s a bit… unexpected.”

“The weather is a cooler here,” Edsere said. “Maybe they’ve gone into hibernation early.”

“Maybe…” said Sahvin.

There was the ring of steel as Asher pulled his curved dagger out of its scabbard. “We’ll be fine. After all, ‘man is the predator of predators’–that’s what my father used to say.” He whipped the dagger through the air, its serrated tip whistling. Edsere had forgotten how quick Asher’s reflexes were.

“There’s a second part of that you know,” Edsere said with a grin, digging his fingers into the dark scruff that lined the edge of his jaw. “‘Man is the predator of predators… and woman is the predator of man’.”

“I think that only applies to men who are wed,” said Sahvin.

“Seriously,” said Asher. “The only thing women are preying on in our world is cock.” He thrust out his dagger from his hip so that the curve hung down and the tip extended towards the sky. Then he rocked his hips back and forth in an exaggerated motion.

Sahvin rolled his eyes. “It’s too early for this,” he said.

“You mean you’re too sober,” said Asher, still humping an imaginary mouth with his dagger. “Let’s break out the spirits, eh Edsy?”

“What happened to taking first watch?” asked Edsere.

Asher sighed. “I can do both.”

Edsere didn’t feel like arguing, even though he knew a drunken Asher would most likely be a sleeping Asher come watch time. But what did it matter? Nothing had come for them in the night yet and, being so far away from the usual Virfortis threats of bandits and rogue mercenaries, Edsere couldn’t imagine tonight being any different. What’s more, he could feel Asher and Sahvin getting restless and knew that if they didn’t find a town soon to scout out they might begin to question Edsere’s strategy.

So he let them drink–and drank with them–until all three men were filled with giddy glee. As deep night approached, Sahvin and Edsere went off to sleep and Edsere fell into a vivid, entangling dream. But when he awoke in the morning he could not remember any details, noting only that sometime in the night he had cum in his pants.

Great, thought Edsere, realizing he would have to march through the woods with that mess rubbing up against him until he had a chance to wash it away in private. He tried again to remember his dream and thought he could recall a woman with hair like a platinum river and eyes like jade. A Gynos woman, surely. Had she sucked his cock? Or had he ridden her from behind, as he’d like to do with so many of the stable slaves? He had no idea, his attempts at recollection slowly fading into a tawdry daydream that made Edsere grow stiff against the spilled seed inside his pants.

The Golden Rooster Company readied itself for a long hike through the Gynos woods.





Alarusia

They reached the village right as the sun was sitting atop a cloudless blue sky, after having crested three successive hills lined with thick-trunked conifers, each hill higher than the last. At the top of that last hill they looked down a sheer slope and saw it: a village of thirty or forty structures sitting on a grassy clearing, the shadow of the stark white mountain behind it stretching out to the village’s mouth like a blackened road.

There were no walls or barracks and no armaments of any sort, and as far as Sahvin could tell with his superior eyesight, more than a half–perhaps more than two-thirds–of the villagers were women. Young women, in fact, many of them looking exactly as the men had hoped. They wore flowing white dresses and furs about the neck and waist, as much for decoration as for warmth it seemed. The men that Sahvin spotted below wore simple tunics and billowy pants, clothing that The Company agreed likely had no leather or plating lining its insides.

Sahvin took note of something else, too. The men were not only older than most of the women, but they seemed to defer to them as well, smiling widely and nodding feverishly in nearly every conversation. Perhaps these were fathers being taken care of by their daughters, suggested Sahvin.

“No weapons, no fighters, not even enough men to hold us off even if they did suddenly turn on us,” said Edsere. He looked down at Asher’s scabbard and then at the short swords that hung from both his and Sahvin’s belts. “I say we leave our weapons behind and approach as lost travelers.”

“Are you mad?” asked Asher, clutching his dagger. “We’ll be defenseless down there.”

“They’re defenseless,” said Edsere. “But if we go with our blades, who knows what defenses they might set up. Not to mention, we have no idea if there are neighboring villages nearby with angry, young men in them who would happily lend aid against outsiders.”

“True,” said Sahvin. He continued observing the village below. “If we go as travelers we might be able to get a lay of the surrounding land as well and figure out where such neighboring villages just by talking.”
Asher grumbled some complaint that the other men couldn’t make out.

Sahvin sighed through his nose and turned to Asher. “Lord Rayneth is paying fifty times the standard rate for this acquisition,” he said. “But who knows what he’ll do once he’s already got a few conquests from Gynos. Maybe he’ll cut the rate or drop it down to what it was before. We should use this opportunity to cash in as much as we can.”

Asher grumbled again and said, “Fine. But if we wind up dead in a ditch, I’m blaming you both.”

“Oh Asher,” said Edsere, laughing. “Even without weapons we could fight our way out of that backwater settlement, if we had to. It’ll be fine.”

“If you say so,” said Asher.

They collected their weapons and any armor they had with either Virfortis insignia or marks of The Golden Rooster Company and stored them in a hollow Sahvin found at the base of an old, rotting conifer. They covered up the stash with fallen leaves and branches and loose dirt, marking the spot with three stones arranged in a V. Then they walked along the edge of the hill until they found the closest thing they could to a makeshift path, sliding half the way down on their legs and asses and drawing the attention of a few villagers who were on the outskirts of the town, picking wildflowers.

“Hello,” said Edsere, waving to a tall girl who looked to be about 19 or 20. Her pale blonde hair was untied and flowed out to the side in a dazzling curtain as gusts came off the mountain in the near distance. “I’m afraid my traveling companions and I are a bit lost. Do you think you can offer us some assistance?”

The girl looked from man to man, her unblinking green eyes studying them as if she’d never seen anyone from outside her village before. Then she spoke in a small voice that was nearly swallowed up by the wind:

“Yes, alright. Follow me.”




◆◆◆

The men were taken to a squat house on the far side of the village, just a few dozen feet from the shadow of the white mountain. Inside they found the structure descended into the earth, its topmost floor filled with an assembly room of a hundred or so seats surrounding a low platform carpeted in threadbare fabrics, while they were told its two lower floors hosted a smattering of abandoned bedrooms no longer in use. All three members of The Golden Rooster Company eyed one another after they were brought to sit down in the assembly room.

“Please wait here,” said the tall girl in her teeny-tiny voice. She had not introduced herself.

“Are we about to die? asked Asher.

“Shut up,” said Sahvin.

Asher continued: “I just–”

“Quiet,” hissed Edsere.

On their way to the assembly room–an assembly house really, Edsere supposed–they had passed by easily fifty villagers, none of whom had asked their tall guide who the three men were. Instead they eyed The Company silently, the rotund older men cowering away every time Edsere or his companions looked their way. The women, however, were different. They did not shy away from the men’s stares but instead stared back curiously. Each of them was as stunning as their guide, each with lily white skin, retroussé noses, and eyes like deep, still grottos. Underneath their flowing garments were fully ripened bodies, the ample curves of buxom hips and teardrop breasts showing as the wind whipped its way across the clearing. Edsere even though he could make out a shadowed grove of hair between some of their legs and, despite the circumstances, he could not help wondering if the women wore underwear.

Lord Rayneth is going to make so much coin off these fillies, thought Edsere.

After a long absence, their tall guide returned to the assembly room, trailed by more than ten women who looked like they could have been her cousins if not her sisters. At the end of their procession was a woman who seemed to be a decade or so older than the others, he hair so long that it had been tied into an intricate braid that was looped around her neck like a shawl. Below it there was a light-colored pelt that matched a fur that hung off the woman's swaying buttocks. She took her place atop the low dais and looked down at the men with faint yellow-orange eyes.

“So you are the lost travelers,” she said in an icy tone. “I am Alarusia of Gynos. And from where do you hail?”

“This is Gynos?” asked Sahvin, with mock confusion. “It's smaller than I thought it'd be.”

“This is The Cauldron, one of Gynos’s nine hamlets,” explained Alarusia. She narrowed her amber eyes at Sahvin. “Quite strange for travelers to not even know the difference between a hamlet and the region they're traipsing through.”

Edsere fought the urge to kick Sahvin. “Well that's the problem, we didn't even realize we were in Gynos. We'd come west from the Lost Lands after having offered aid to the refugees there but then a storm came through and we got turned about. No idea we'd wound up so far of course.”

Alarusia cleared her throat. “And where were you returning to?”

“Virfortis,” said Edsere.

The room went silent.

“Virfortis,” whispered Alarusia. Long fingers played with her braided hair, short nails burrowing notches between the silky knots. She twisted her lips to one side. “You should not be here.”

“We mean no harm,” said Edsere, knowing full well the lie he was telling. “We only wish direction home and then we shall be on our way. If you have a map or know of roads or–”

“You have the bearing of a leader,” said Alarusia, interrupting Edsere. “Are you the leader of this band?” She pointed a finger at the three men.

“We are no band,” explained Edsere. “Just travelers, lost aid workers looking to return to Virfortis so that we may continue to help the people there who are in need.”

Alarusia closed her eyes. “Manes, would you leave us?”

At Alarusia’s command, the young Gynos women began departing from the room, their silken garments brushing the floors and chairs as they left without a word of protest.

“'Manes’?” asked Asher

“Both of you as well,” said Alarusia, pointing to Asher and then Sahvin. “I wish to speak with your companion.”

Sahvin looked to Edsere and Edsere dared not to look at Asher, who he knew would be irate that he had not only gone unanswered but that they now sat in unfriendly company without their weapons.

“It's alright,” said Edsere, hoping to convince himself as much as his companions. “I am sure Alarusia of Gynos means me no harm.”

Begrudgingly the men walked out of the assembly room, leaving Edsere and Alarusia alone.

“I apologize if I or my friends offended you,” Edsere said.

Alarusia smirked. Then she took a step down from the dais to sit beside Edsere, her sweet perfume waiting over to the man. They both looked ahead at the now empty platform.

“If you care about your life or the life of your companions, you will leave this place and never come back,” she said in a low whisper that reverberated throughout Edsere’s body.

“Is that a threat?” Edsere whispered back.

“Consider it advice,” said Alarusia. “Gynos is not for you and any attempt to claim it will end in calamity.”

“Who said anything about claiming it?” asked an annoyed Edsere. “We just want to get home, how many times do I have to tell you that?”

Alarusia gave a soft laugh. Then she turned Edsere's face to hers and looked at him with her knowing yellow-orange eyes. “I know what's in your mind, what's in your heart. I know what you've come here to do. And I am telling you that you will fail.”

Edsere stood up, ripping himself away from Alarusia's gentle touch. “I guess we'll find our own way home then,” he said. “Thanks for nothing.”

Edsere stormed out of the assembly room and just when he was at the door he heard Alarusia say, “I'll be seeing you.”




◆◆◆

“That went well,” said Asher as he kicked aside the pile of fallen leaves and branches that hid their store of weapons. He fished out his dagger and fastened it back onto his belt.

“It certainly could have gone better,” said Sahvin. “But at least we know there are 8 other villages like this in Gynos.”

“Unless that bitch was lying,” said Asher.

Sahvin hmmed. “Yes, sure. But if you think that way you won't be able to trust any intel. Regardless, we don't know where those villages are so the count doesn't exactly matter.”

“S’pose not,” agreed a reluctant Asher. “So what's it then? Send word to Lord Rayneth and take the town? Plenty of pretty pussy in there, can't imagine he'll be disappointed. And boy will I be happy to get my hands on that Alarusia…”

Edsere had not shared the details of his conversation with Alarusia beyond her request that they not come back. He didn't want to upset the rest of The Company for what felt like a bluff–even if something about Alarusia's so-called “advice” did sit poorly with him. Plus, what could a village full of old men and blossoming young ladies possibly do against the army Lord Rayneth would send? Nothing, that's what.

“We'll make for the main highway leading into Gynos and from there we should be able to send word to Lord Rayneth,” said Edsere. “Then we'll return here to the outskirts of The Cauldron and wait for the army. Any complaints?”

Both other men agreed to Edsere's plan.

It took far less time to find the main highway than it had to find The Cauldron and in a little under four days The Golden Rooster Company had sent word–including detailed directions–to Lord Rayneth and set up camp a few miles south of The Cauldron. Through the trees Edsere could see the white mountain behind the village and the dense woods at its base and in his mind he repeated his conversation with Alarusia again and again.

During the day Sahvin would head north and scout The Cauldron, making sure that their arrival had not caused the village to take any unexpected measures but as far as he could tell things were as calm and placid as they had ever been. At night they kept only a small bed of embers going and suffered through the now frigid Gynos nights, unwilling to possibly give away their position in exchange for warmth

Edsere counted the days. If it took them 10 to reach The Cauldron then, with directions, Lord Rayneth’s army should be able to make it in two weeks’ time.





Uneasy Victory

But Edsere turned out to be wrong–Lord Rayneth’s army made the journey in an astonishing nine days. It was midday when they arrived and Sahvin was still out for his daily check-in on The Cauldron when Edsere heard deep brass trumpets and the triple bellow of a greathorn, Lord Rayneth’s favored war cry. Sahvin came rushing back through the foliage, his eyes wild with excitement.

“They’re here!” he cried. “Lord Rayneth is here!”

The three men watched the taking of The Cauldron from the tree line. The village didn’t stand a chance, its men putting up a sad fight that ended with most of them littered across the clearing with their entrails hanging out. The rest were unceremoniously beheaded, as were the women that Lord Rayneth’s favorite general–General Tusker–deemed too old to be sold or used.

After the fighting calmed down, The Golden Rooster Company trekked across the bloody clearing to greet General Tusker in person. Along the way Edsere saw that the slavers who had traveled with the General were already taking stock of their new inventory, forcing the women they had captured to kneel nude on the clearing with rusted collars around their necks attached to heavy blocks of iron so that they were unable to lift their heads. The slavers went down the line and one by one they forced each girl to stand as best she could, her posture bent and strained, as they jammed their fingers in her pussy and her asshole, feeling how tight she was. As they worked they laughed and sneered, slapping the new slave’s breasts and asses until they were beet red and covered in swirling bruises. Occasionally, if a slaver took a special interest in a girl, he would fuck her where she stood, all to the cheers of the other slavers and the onlooking infantry.

After the inspection the slaver would take two polished steel plugs each the size of a fist and work them up into the slave’s holes–no matter how tight they were–with chains dangling at the end of the plugs so that the slavers could connect the girls together, the chain from one girl’s bottom leading to the pussy of the girl behind her. Next came the armbinders that painfully forced the slave’s shoulders back, with leather coverings that extended all the way down to the girl’s hands. This had the added effect of making the slave’s breasts jut out ludicrously, a position the slavers took advantage as they pierced each nipple so that they could hang a heavy silver ring from it. After these rings came the septum piercing and another heavy ring, along with heavy leather blinkers that restricted the slave’s peripheral vision and an open ring gag that kept their mouths spread wide.

This was all part of the slaves’ training and Edsere knew it was only the beginning. The girls would then be marched back to Virfortis, their food no doubt foul gruel mixed with the slavers’ semen and their sleep frequently interrupted by horny soldiers, and then the people of Virfortis would stare hungrily at the new stock once they reached the kingdom’s great gates. Then the real hell would begin and by the end of it all any trace of defiance or attitude would be wiped clean, leaving obedience and eagerness in their place.

As Edsere and the others neared General Tusker, they saw that the burly man was seated with one of the Gynos slaves between his legs, her platinum hair bundled up in his hand as he forced her down to the base of his cock. She gagged and coughed but General Tusker rode her relentlessly, signaling to The Company that they wait for a moment. Edsere saw that she was unplugged and from behind could admire the slave’s puckered asshole and freshly shaved cunt.

General Tusker latched both hands onto the girl’s head and with a deep groan finished inside her, holding her in place even as she struggled to breath. “This is the best part,” he said, flushed and smiling.

The slave flailed wildly with her arms bound behind her and just as her squirming reached a frenzy, the General let her go. She stumbled to the ground, coughing violently through her ring gag, her face nearly purple. It was then that Edsere realized she was the tall girl who had first greeted them at the edge of The Cauldron. She looked up at him with hate in her eyes.

“Gonna keep this one as my personal pussy,” said General Tusker, wiping his hands off on the slave’s hair. She tried to spit at him and the General let out a belly laugh. “These Gynos cunts are feisty–I like it. Just you wait little lady–” He snatched her face with a handful of fat fingers and forced her mouth up. Then he cleared his throat and spit a wad of phlegm between the slave’s lips. “–soon I’m going to have you doing tricks for me. Sit. Shake. Roll Over. Beg. You’re gonna love it.”

“General,” said Edsere, trying not to notice how the slave was glaring up at him. “We just–”

“I know, I know,” growled the General. “Your payment. Let’s see, we’ve got about fifty good cunts here and at fifty times the rate for you golden cocks that’s what… 250,000 crowns?”

“Holy shite,” whispered Asher.

“That sounds about right,” said Sahvin, his excitement showing through his usual stoic facade.

Edsere nodded. “I assume payment will be handled back at Virfortis,” he said. “Can’t say I’m keen to make the journey back with that much coin.”

General Tusker let out another bellowing laugh. “If the lot of you can carry 250,000 crowns I’ll give you another 250,000 myself!”

“Is that a challenge?” asked Asher.

The General rolled his bloodshot eyes. “The point is, yes–you’ll get your pay when we get back home. Speaking of, there’s more than enough room for you three in our caravan. You can get a front row seat for the Gynos parade. Maybe even have some fun yourself before they go on the market.”

The slave yelled at Edsere through her gag, her jade eyes narrowed into a steely glare, and began crawling towards him. Before she could get too far the General yanked her back by her hair and lifted her up off the ground. With a wide palm he smacked the side of her face several times until the girl began to cry. Blood trickled from the corner of her lip.

“First lesson: always be polite to your Master and his guests,” he said, dropping her on the ground.

“You know, I think we may take the scenic way back,” said Edsere, unable to look down at the tall-girl-turned-slave. “See if we can’t scout out some of those other villages.”

“Edsere…” said a concerned Sahvin.

Edsere ignored him. “It will be good for The Company to get a little strategy time on the road as well. I have a feeling this new stock is going to bring a lot more business for us and we need to figure out how to best handle it.”

“Well it’s up to you,” said the General, laying his mud-streaked boots on the prone, sobbing body of his new slave. “We’ll be here until nightfall so if you change your mind let me know.”

“Sure thing, General,” said Edsere. He started to step away and then stopped. “One more thing.”

The General tilted his head to the side as he dug his bootheel into the slave’s breast.

“Did your men capture a woman who was maybe ten or so years older than this girl here? She had yellow-orange eyes and long braided hair that she wore like a shawl around her neck.”

The General thought for a moment, stroking his double chin. “Doesn’t sound familiar. Think I would’ve remembered that one,” he said. The slave under his boots began squealing and hissing out some hobbled attempt at language. “Will you shut up already?” asked the General, moving the sole of his filthy boot so that it smothered the girl’s mouth and nose. Then he turned back towards Edsere. “Why do you ask?”

“No reason,” said Edsere. Then he led his men away from the battlefield and back towards the shade of the woods.

Once they were by themselves, Sahvin stepped in front of the group and stopped them. “What the hell was that about?”

“I wanted to know what happened to Alarusia,” said Edsere matter-of-factly.

“Well I know that!” exclaimed Sahvin. He pinched the bridge of his nose. “Why? Or rather, who cares?”

Asher thumbed his dagger’s scabbard. “S’pose I care a bit,” he said. “If only because I was looking forward to putting her through her paces. Though can’t say I like turning down the General’s offer–it’s a long trek back Edsy.”

Edsere wrenched his face into a stiff mask and stared both men down. “Always good to account for the people you meet while scouting,” he said. “If Alarusia slipped away to another village in Gynos, she could warn them about us and then…”

“Oh bloody hell Edsere,” said Sahvin. “If those villages don’t already know what happened then they deserve whatever fate they have coming their way. No, I think this is about something else. What did Alarusia say to you when she spoke to you in private?”

“She told us to never come back here,” said Edsere.

Sahvin stepped into Edsere’s face, matching his stare. “Don’t bullshit me. You think you’re a terrific liar Edsere, but you’re not half as good as you think you are.”

“Fine,” said Edsere through gritted teeth. “She told me… she told me that if we tried to claim The Cauldron that we would fail.”

Asher laughed loud and shrill. “Cunt was wrong about that one,” he said, looking back towards the slavers as they worked their way down the line of their new Gynos charges, the cries of the women carrying on the mountain’s wind.

“She was wrong indeed,” said Sahvin.

“You don’t think it’s odd then that she’s gone?” asked Edsere.

Sahvin blinked. “Odd? The loon probably was the first to take off running when the armies showed. She’s probably hiding out in a cave in the mountains somewhere, eating lichen and praying no one finds her.”

Edsere looked off to the side, remembering what Alarusia had said. I’ll be seeing you. She seemed so sure, so smug. He had expected to encounter her one last time, either as a corpse or as a dog at the end of the leash of one of General Tusker’s men. He had wanted to know what she would say to him then, what words she would try to haunt him with, supposing she were still able to speak at all. But it seemed like Alarusia’s fate would remain a mystery to Edsere and the rest of The Company.

“Probably,” said Edsere. Through the forest trees he saw the white mountain, the late day sun painting its rocky outcrops a golden hue. It didn’t seem like the sort of place a woman like Alarusia would flee to.

Sahvin clapped Edsere on the shoulder. “You need to relax, Ed. That woman, I’m sure she was just messing with your head. Likely does it with everyone. But my friend, we are now officially rich and we should celebrate our new largess with some spoils of war.”

“That’s a great idea,” agreed Asher, thumbing his scabbard more vigorously now.

“You two go,” said Edsere. “I’m just… I just need a little time to think.”

“You’re beginning to worry me Ed,” said Sahvin in a voice split between concern and excitement over the prospect of the new Gynos slaves.

“I’ll be fine,” Edsere said. “Though I would like us to scout around a bit more for the other villages. At least a week’s worth.”

Asher groaned. “Edsy, give it up already.”

“I’ll give you each an extra 10,000 crowns for your time, how’s that?” asked Edsere.

Both Sahvin and Asher were speechless. In the distance was the sound of a slave being lashed, the strokes coming hard and relentlessly. The General always liked to make an example of one or two of the new girls, finding it useful for keeping the others in line. No doubt that’s what was going on.

“Keep your coin,” Sahvin finally said. “If you want to fart around the woods for a week with us, fine. I really do think your pickle needs a little brine though, Edsere. It would clear your head.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” said Edsere.

While the other two men went to try out the new slaves, Edsere went back to their campsite to think. I’ll be seeing you. Why did Alarusia’s taunt feel so real to Edsere? Why did he feel like the two of them would meet again, sooner rather than later?




◆◆◆

Sahvin and Asher got back just as the sun was coming up, so drunk they could barely walk straight. They had stayed up, fucking their way down the line of slaves for as long as the General permitted, their bacchanal lasting until the armies began their long march home with the blinkered, bound, and plugged girls at the center of the parade. Not satisfied to sleep yet, Sahvin and Asher drank their way through a half-dozen wineskins as they picked through the remains of The Cauldron, popping into now abandoned homes to see what they might find.

For his part–and despite his drunkenness–Sahvin was keeping an eye out for Alarusia. He hoped to find her and bring her to Edsere, so that Edsere could finally get his head on straight and The Company could leave the village in peace. But she was nowhere to be found.

The only interesting discovery they made at all was in the assembly house, where they found that the lower floors beneath the assembly room itself were not full of bedrooms as they had been told but rather were conjoined in one two-story cellar that looked like it had been cleared out. Sahvin thought maybe there had been treasures down there that the Gynos natives didn’t want The Company to know about, and perhaps Alarusia had taken some–or all?–for herself when she invariably fled The Cauldron.

He decided not to mention it to Edsere, not wanting to give the man any more reason to continue his quest for the woman.

The Golden Rooster Company departed around noon, the three of them silent thanks to the mix of hangovers and contemplation that plagued them. They headed north, hugging the edge of The Cauldron’s clearing, and towards the mountain. There was no plan to scale it but instead Edsere suggested they slingshot around its base, imagining that they might find other roads or outlets leading towards other villages in Gynos.

As they neared the mountain, the woods grew dark and dense. Young trunks with low branches coming off them gave way to taller, older trees whose leaves formed a shadowed canopy high above, which made it feel as if the men were walking not through a forest but through a maze of wooden columns. The birdsongs faded, as did the insect calls, and soon they were stomping through a thick underbrush of weeds and fruiting fungus, the air itself thick with clouds of musk and the smell of fertile soil. Aside from the rare worm or spider or pestering gnat, the men saw no signs of animal life whatsoever though, their only comfort the clear sight of the mountain ahead that allowed them to keep their bearings.

Night came quickly and the men struggled to find a grove where they could light a fire without setting the entire forest ablaze. Edsere took the first watch without being asked while Sahvin and Asher shuffled off to a much-needed sleep.

Even in the dead of night the forest was quiet, the only sounds coming from the gusts that blew down the mountain and broke through the woodland canopy high above. Edsere looked up at the gap in that canopy that mimicked the grove where they had set up camp. Smoke twirled and danced through the gap and obscured a clear, starry sky full of constellations whose names Edsere had learned as a boy. There was The Tiger’s Tooth and The Last Ship, The Spidervine and The Pot.

Edsere paused. When he was young he had learned that, like many constellations, The Pot went by other names in different parts of the world such as The Witch’s Pot or The Cauldron. A shiver ran up his spine. Were the Gynos villages named after constellations too?

The cracking of a twig sounded from somewhere off to Edsere’s right.

He turned, his face a tight grimace, and looked deep into the yawning darkness. He saw nothing, at first. Then as his eyes adjusted he thought he saw blooms and melts of color, little pulsing dots that lurked at the edge of his vision. Another twig snapping, this one much closer. Edsere reached for the hilt of his short sword and narrowed his eyes as he sought the source of the noise.

Could it be? he wondered as he fixed on two brilliant points of amber in the distance. Alarusia?

He blinked and the amber points of light were gone.

“You alright Edsy?”

Edsere jumped. “Holy shite you terrified me Asher,” said Edsere, his heart pounding hard.

Asher smirked, his eyes still sleepy. “Seems so,” he said. “Woke up and figured I’d let you get some rest, if you wanted. Looks like you could use a bit of it.”

“Most likely,” said Edsere. He let go of his short sword. “Careful though, I’d wager there’s something out there tonight. Heard some twigs snapping earlier.”

“How much earlier?” asked Asher as he warmed his hands by the fire.

“Five minutes?”

“Huh. I’ve been up for at least ten in my sack. Saw you turn towards the woods too, but didn’t hear nothing,” said Asher. “I think your mind is playing tricks on you Edsy.”

Edsere looked out into the darkness again. It was silent and empty. “Well, just keep an eye out.”

“Aye, aye,” said Asher, grinning. Then he unsheathed his dagger and sliced through the edge of the campfire flames. “If there is anything out there, it will be sorry if it slithers up on this campsite.”

With a great yawn, Asher took over Edsere’s watch and Edsere crawled into his sleeping sack, leaving the left side untied with his hand still on the hilt of his short sword. Yes, Asher was a formidable fighter, but Edsere worried that if there was something out in those woods it might have picked such a dreary and secluded region for its home for a purpose. Dark things live in dark places, that much Edsere always believed.

Thankfully his fitful worries fell away as he slipped into a deep sleep.





Divide & Conquer

For the second time during their voyage into Gynos, Edsere dreamt. This time it was of Alarusia and her yellow-orange eyes, the stoic woman showing him a sleek smile across her nude lips. They were on a bed together, with Edsere lying underneath Alarusia who was on her knees between Edsere’s stretched out legs. She wore nothing but her long scarf-like braided hair that wrapped around her neck and fell between pendulous breasts to form a curtain in front of her pale sex. Edsere’s cock rose straight up, a standing pole on the terrain of his tanned and scarred musculature and he watched as Alarusia wrapped a long-fingered hand around its base.

“I told you I would be seeing you,” said Alarusia. She slowly stroked Edsere, her hand wet with some sort of greasy oil, reaching his swelled cockhead. Then she stroked downwards, forming a tight ring with her thumb and forefinger at the base of his shaft. “You desire me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” said a breathy Edsere. He rocked his hips in an attempt to thrust his dick up towards Alarusia.

Alarusia’s sleek smile spread into a wide, teasing grin and she bent her head down so that her loose platinum bangs tickled Edsere’s stomach. “Come and get it,” she said, forming her lips into a gaping O. “Come and get my mouth.”

Desperately, Edsere pushed himself up towards Alarusia’s face, rising high enough to feel her warm breath and the puffs of her taunting laughter. He went to grab her and realized his arms were tied back to the posts of the bed, his wrists bound with pale golden rope. Then there was the wet feeling of Alarusia’s tongue as she licked the underside of his shaft, slowly drawing her the tip of her tongue all the way to the tip of Edsere’s cock.

He grunted like an animal and Alarusia pulled her tongue away with a grin. She shifted her body and swung her legs around so that her back was now to Edsere and then began shuffling towards his face, allowing Edsere to see through the delta of her legs that his ankles were also secured with voluminous pale golden rope.

Alarusia arched her back and rested the lips of her pussy right above Edsere’s face. He could see the woman’s vulva were wild and flowering, the pink of them bright against the fair skin of Alarusia’s thighs. Her scent was… familiar, somehow. Nostalgic.

“Open,” came Alarusia’s voice from somewhere very, very far away.

Edsere opened his mouth without a second thought and breathed in the strange scent of Alarusia’s sex. It filled him with a mix of calm and contentment.

“Now drink,” said Alarusia.

A torrent of nectarous liquid came splashing down on Edsere’s face. He shut his eyes and tilted his head back, throat and mouth filling with what tasted like sweetened ale that he gulped down as quickly and greedily as he could. As he drank he could feel his belly filling painfully and when he looked down towards his feet Edsere saw that he nearly looked pregnant with all of Alarusia’s liquid that he’d consumed. He felt it slosh around inside of him as if it had a mind of its own.

Then Alarusia blinded him by sitting on Edsere’s face, the flowered lips of her pussy pressed against his while his nose was shoved between her buttocks. Alarusia’s long fingers played with the shaft of his cock, teasing up and down as if fingering a flute, causing Edsere to start licking and sniffing her madly, lapping up cooled rivulets of Alarusia’s heady nectar.

She began stroking him then with long ropey strokes that made Edsere’s balls ache. He wanted so badly to cum, so badly to release himself, but every time he got near Alarusia would remove her hands completely, leaving Edsere’s cock to pulse and twitch helplessly while he tongued between her lips.

“More,” he heard himself say, his voice distant just like Alarusia’s. “More, more…”

“As you wish,” said Alarusia. She lifted herself just a few inches off Edsere’s lips and released another gush of nectar on his face, the drops splattering on his cheeks and running down his face past his ears and along his jaw.

“Edsere…”

“Edsere.”

“Edsere!”

“Ed, wake up!”

Edsere awoke to Sahvin shaking him madly along with the cold spray of a heavy, early morning rainfall. His companion was soaked to the bone and Edsere realized that he was also sopping wet, having slept completely through the start of the storm somehow.

“Get off me!” yelled Edsere. He pushed Sahvin away, and looked over to see that their campfire had been smothered by the rain. All around him was the sound of droplets on hitting leaves.

Edsere realized Asher was gone.

“Where the hell’s Asher gone to?” asked a sleep-deprived Edsere.

“That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you!” cried Sahvin. “He’s gone!”

“What do you mean gone?” asked Edsere, shielding his face from the rain with the brim of his palm.

“Gone gone,” said Sahvin. “Disappeared. I awoke to the rain and saw that he wasn’t here. Then I tried to wake you up and here we are.”

Edsere stumbled over to where he had last seen Asher but found only a quickly collecting puddle of water. Then he stepped through the mud towards Asher’s sleeping sack. It was gone, as was his carrypack and everything else he had brought along for the trek.

“What the hell…” said Edsere, completely dumbfounded.

“We’ve got to get out of here,” said Sahvin. He was already frantically packing up.

Edsere forced himself between Sahvin and his soaked sleeping sack. “We have to look for Asher,” he said.

Sahvin shoved Edsere aside. “We have to get to shelter. Then we can figure out what to do about Asher. Otherwise we’re both going to wind up catching the chill and dying before we can even see home let alone get there by foot.”

A grumble escaped Edsere’s lips. Sahvin wasn’t wrong, and far more experienced scouts and rangers than those of The Golden Rooster Company had succumbed to far milder conditions. Ordinarily it was up to whoever was on watch to alert the others to changes in weather, which in this case was Asher, but the man had gone missing. Stranger still, before Edsere slipped off to bed he had been staring at a clear night sky full of stars whereas now there were only low, thick clouds above the forest’s canopy.

“Alright,” said an uneasy Edsere. “We’ll seek the nearest shelter we can and then, once the weather clears, we set out to look for Asher.”

Sahvin mumbled curses under his breath. “That fucker. He kept talking and talking about those Gynos cunts,” he said.

“What do you mean?” asked Edsere as he worked to match Sahvin’s frantic pace.

“When we went down to give the slaves a good dicking,” explained Sahvin, frazzled. “After they left Asher wouldn’t shut up about them. How they made his cock feel, how their hair smelled, how their asses tasted–you know how Asher is with that sort of shite. Wouldn’t surprise me if the bastard left thinking he might find some Gynos cunts wandering at the edge of the woods or even near The Cauldron.”

“Asher wouldn’t do that,” said Edsere. “Not when he was supposed to be on watch.”

“Probably thought he’d be quick, the twat,” Sahvin said, his anger overcoming him. “He always thinks he can skirt the rules.”

“Sahvin, stop.”

Sahvin paused and looked at Edsere with a vulnerability he could no longer hide. “Edsere… Ed… I need to believe Asher is a selfish jerk.”

“Why?” asked Edsere.

“Because I’m not sure I can deal with the alternative right now,” said Sahvin. It was then that Edsere smelled the spirits on Sahvin’s breath, the gasoline stink mixing with the fresh smell of rain.

“And what alternative is that?” asked Edsere, trying to summon as calm a tone as he could.

Sahvin’s shoulders slumped. “That something took him and knew enough to take his things as well,” he said.

Edsere huffed. “Don’t be ridiculous. There’s nothing in this whole wide world that can take a man, his belongings, and just slip off into the night like that. No clawcat or woodwolf or any of the beasties you and I grew up slaying and preying on have such skills, and not even fables or fairytales have spoken of such things. I know that and you know that.”

But did Edsere really know that? He thought about the cracking twigs he had heard last night, about the eyes he thought he saw in the dark. I’ll be seeing you. Then he thought of his dream of Alarusia, of the taste of her on his lips and the feel of her fingers on his cock. None of this would help calm Sahvin’s nerves though and instead it was better to get the man moving towards shelter. They could reassess once they had time to breathe somewhere protected from the rain.

Sahvin shook his head. “Whatever Ed,” he said. “Let’s just get moving, yeah?”

The two of them marched through the wet woods, continually scanning for signs of Asher–or what might have caused him to run off in the night. They made their way towards the mountain in hopes of finding an eroded shelf to hide under and found that the forest floor had become a muddy pit that gobbled their boots up past the ankle, slowing them down considerably. Within a few hours Sahvin stopped hiding the sips of his flask that he was taking and before long both men were taking gratuitous swigs of liquor. They rarely spoke.

As the rain began to clear, the forest too seemed to open into an earthen field of dead leaves with only a few scattered, rotting trunks dotting its expanse. Sahvin stopped mid-step.

“Do you hear that?” he asked Edsere.

Edsere listened, trying to hear beyond the whistle of the wind and the residual patter of the rain. He wasn’t sure if he was just imagining it, but he thought he heard someone talking. Not just someone, but someones. A man and a woman. Asher.

“The wind,” lied Edsere. “Always sounds like this when you’re so close to a mountain.”

“I don’t hear the wind Ed,” said Sahvin. “And I don’t believe you do either.”

“Your mind’s playing tricks on you,” Edsere said, thinking of what Asher had said to him before he had taken over watch for the night. “And you said it yourself: let’s find shelter first, then we can discuss all this.”

The men trudged forward, both ignoring the whispered chatter that filled the woods. At points it grew so loud that Edsere almost thought he could make out words–“come”, “lost”, “wine”–but as soon as the chatter was beginning to make sense a blustery wind came down from the mountain and rustled the field of wet, dead leaves. Now and again Sahvin paused and flicked his thumbs under his pack, as if he was about to throw it off and rush into the dark of the forest. At these points Edsere would cough or clear his throat to break through Sahvin’s curious concentration.

They reached shelter just as the rain started up again. They hid in a shallow cave lined with flowering vines, the ground beneath tilting upwards so that no rain had collected inside. Both men collapsed and feasted on rations as they stared out into the thicket of trees from which they had come, each wondering in his own way what the hell had happened to Asher.

Eventually a very drunk Sahvin said, “We shouldn’t have come here.” He tilted an ear towards the exit of the cave and listened for a few seconds before continuing. “We’re going to die here, Ed.”

“You need to calm down Sahvin,” said Edsere. “Yes, Asher has disappeared but who knows what happened. We certainly don’t. But if we lose our heads now then we really are in trouble.”

Sahvin snorted. “You kept us here,” he said.

“What?” asked Edsere, exhausted.

“You. Kept. Us. Here,” repeated Sahvin, emphasizing each word one at a time. “You wanted to stay and explore b-b-b-but you know what I th-th-think?” Sahvin had begun to shiver from the cold, his teeth chattering. “I think when you were alone with Alarusia something happened. That she got inside your head, somehow. Made you want to stay in this no man’s land.”

“You’re drunk,” said Edsere.

“And in wine truth,” said Sahvin. “I may be drunk but I know what I feel and I know we wouldn’t be here–Asher wouldn’t be gone–had we just returned with General Tusker and the others.”

“Nothing happened with Alarusia,” said Edsere. He fought to cast his dream from the night before out of his mind. “You are panicking, Sahvin. Plain and simple.”

Again Sahvin turned his ear towards the exit of the cave. Then suddenly he drew his short sword and pointed its wavering tip at Edsere’s face. “I’m leaving now,” he said in a slurred voice. “Follow me and die.”

“Sahvin…”

“Follow me and die,” Sahvin said again.

And just like that Sahvin took off into the rain again, his silhouette soon disappearing into the black abyss of the woods, leaving Edsere by himself.




◆◆◆

By the time Edsere woke, the rain had stopped. He hadn’t meant to sleep but with Asher missing and Sahvin accusing him of traitorous behavior, there was little he could do than retreat into himself to consider what options he had. Deep in his heart he felt certain he would never see either man again and he became determined to do one thing: survive.

Edsere changed into dry clothing and took an inventory of his supplies, tossing aside all but the essentials. His plan was to scale the mountain until he could see The Cauldron and then head towards it, from where he would be able to reorient himself and make his way home. If he found Sahvin or Asher along the way, all the better. But he couldn’t worry about that now. Once he returned to Virfortis he would use the 250,000 crowns to hire a scouting party the size of a small city and they would raze the forest in their search for the other members of The Golden Rooster Company. He would find them, dead or alive–that much he promised himself.

But for now Edsere needed to make sure he lived and so he traced the hem of the white mountain, looking for passage up its slick, gravelly slope.

He traveled until nightfall, unable to find any path that led more than a dozen or two feet up. He considered heading back into the dark forest to try to find the edge of The Cauldron’s clearing but decided against it, fearing that it would be too easy to lose himself in those labyrinthine woods. So instead he slept under a fat tree, covering his body with damp leaves and dirt to hide himself from anyone–or anything–that might seek to do him harm.

In the morning he woke as the sun was still rising and immediately headed off without breakfast. Then, maybe an hour or two into his hike around the mountain’s base in search of safe vertical passage, he heard it: a woman screaming.

Edsere rushed towards the sound of the screams and found a woman with her clothes ripped and torn, crimson scars marring her arms and belly. She looked at Ed with wild green eyes.

“You’re one of them,” she said, backing away across the carpet of fallen leaves.

“One of who?” asked Edsere, holding up his hands in a show of surrender.

“The men,” said the woman. Her hair was like faded straw, long and flowy. “The ones who took the others.”

“I didn’t take anyone,” said Edsere.

The woman kept backing up, clutching at her stomach. She shook her head wildly from side to side.

Edsere took a step towards her. “That looks pretty bad,” he said, eyeing her wound. “If you let me take a look I might be able to help you.”

Again the woman shook her head.

“Who did this to you?” asked Edsere. “Was it one of the men you mentioned?”

“It was the Maneater,” whispered the woman.

Edsere paused. “The Maneater?”

“The Maneater of Gynos. It doesn’t like outsiders,” the woman continued, her hands now scarlet from her bloody wound. “The men–your men–they upset it. It’s awake now.”

“I still don’t know what men you’re talking about,” said Edsere. “Please, let me help you with your injury. Then you can be on your way. Otherwise, what are you going to do if this Maneater comes back?”

The woman thought about it for a moment, her jaw tensed so hard that the bones in her cheeks seemed to pulse. “Very well,” she said. Then her emerald eyes caught sight of Edsere’s blade. “You have one of those…”

Edsere noticed where she was looking and unfastened his short sword from his belt. He threw it behind him. “Relax,” he said. “It’s to defend against beasts.”

“You can’t defend against the Maneater,” said the woman. “No one can.”

After another few minutes of coaxing, Edsere finally convinced the woman to let him dress her wound. He cleaned it out with the last of his spirits and then wrapped dry gauze around it to protect it from infection. As he worked he peppered the girl with questions, hoping to learn a little more about where exactly in Gynos he was.

“So,” asked Edsere. “From where do you hail?”

“Deckland,” said the woman. She touched her bandages gingerly, bracing herself for the pain.

“Deckland,” repeated Edsere. “The constellation, yes? We call that The Last Ship where I’m from.”

The woman smiled. “That’s right, the constellation. Where are you from?”

“The Lost Lands,” said Edsere.

“You are far from there now,” said the woman, adjusting herself so that the bandages sat more comfortably under her heavy breasts.

Edsere looked down at her chest and up again. “Indeed I am,” he said. “Truth is, I’m a bit lost myself right now. Was hoping to make my way east but… you see how well that turned out.” He paused, thinking of Asher’s disappearance and Sahvin storming off. How in the world was this woman out so far by herself? “If you don’t mind me saying, bit odd to see a lady by her lonesome in such dreary environs as these.”

The woman laughed. “Seems dreary, doesn’t it? Gynos. But we grow up learning its woods and marshes, its mountains and caverns. I imagine it’s no different from how men like you know your cities.” Without raising her head she looked up at him, her eyes jade slivers.

“Say, you wouldn’t be able to point me towards a village or town to help me get my bearings, could you?” asked Edsere. “You don’t have to come with me, just get me off going in the right direction. As you can see I got a bit caught in the rain last night.”

“You’re going to go alone?” asked the woman. “With the Maneater out there?”

Edsere nodded. “All monsters can be slain,” he said. “And I’ve slain my fair share. As long as I know where I’m going, I’ll be fine.”

Once more the woman fell into thought. “Listen,” she said. “If you’re headed for the safety of a town, maybe you can go to Deckland–maybe we can go together.”

Edsere raised an eyebrow and asked, “Is it far?”

The woman shook her head. “Not terribly so, no. Not if you know where to go.” She smiled, flashing youthful cheer and bright white teeth. “There’s a passage through the mountain that will get us there in just a few hours’ time.”

The mountain. Edsere didn’t like the idea of going through that thing, not with everything that had been going on. “Never been a fan of the underground,” he said.

“Would you prefer the Maneater?” asked the woman, standing. “Six legs with razor claws, a mouth full of teeth on all sides and just one giant eye that they say can see what you’re going to do next. You really want to face that instead of some dark caves?”

Truth be told, Edsere didn’t want to face either. He looked at the woman’s wounds. Whatever did this to her–six-legged Maneater or not–it had to be real and Edsere knew that he was not nearly as good a blade as Asher nor as keen a scout as Sahvin. His skill had always been in negotiation and coin, but neither would be of much help if this Maneater found him.

“Alright,” said Edsere. “Deckland it is. Can you lead the way from here or do we need to get to a vantage point?”

“No, I know the way,” said the woman. “But we must be quiet. The Maneater knows these forests even better than we of Gynos do.”




◆◆◆

The woman–Relanya, she called herself–led Edsere out of the woods and up a sneakily hidden path that cut its way along the mountainside, bringing them under rapidly clearing blue skies. The air was even colder than it had been in the woods of Gynos but Edsere didn’t mind. He was relieved to finally be moving with purpose.

After an hour or so of snaking through the stone skin of the mountain, they reached the mouth of a cave.

“In here,” said Relanya, pointing into the darkness.

“Not sure how it is with you Gynos folk, be we Lost Landers can’t see in the dark,” said Edsere with a forced laugh.

“It’s not as dark as you think,” said Relanya. “Take a few steps in and you’ll see.”

“With all due respect, I’d prefer if you took the first steps in,” said Edsere.

Relanya let out an exasperated sigh. “You outsiders are always so difficult. When was the last you heard of war in Gynos? We have no need for your trickery here.”

Edsere folded his arms across his chest. “It’s a cave that goes who knows where, it’s dark, and you led us here. This has nothing to do with warfare, Relanya.”

“Fine,” huffed Relanya. “I’ll go first.”

Relanya stepped into the darkness, her tattered white dress fluttering behind. Edsere waiting for several beats and then stepped inside, reaching for his short sword only to realize he had left it back in the woods. Goddamnit, he thought. He stepped slowly, cautiously, and as his eyes were consumed by the pitch black he felt his heart start pounding.

“It’s okay,” whispered Relanya. “Keep going. You’ll see it.”

Soon enough Edsere did see: the walls of the cave shined a brilliant, if dim, shade of blue and yellow, like stars in the sky. The twinkling mural seemed to paint every surface–walls, curved ceiling, path underfoot–and it felt almost as if Edsere were walking through the reaches of space itself, his vision only interrupted by the shape of Relanya’s body ahead of him.

“It’s… it’s beautiful,” said Edsere.

In the dark he saw Relanya’s bright smile. “Do you know what we call this mountain?” she asked him as they traversed deeper through its tunnels. “We call it the Horn of Stars. There are more than fifty tunnels in the mountain’s belly, all of them leading all across Gynos.”

“Is that why the nine villages are named after constellations?” asked Edsere.

Relanya chuckled. “That’s precisely right,” she said. “But there aren’t nine villages. There are nineteen.”

“Nineteen?” asked Edsere. “I heard there were nine.”

“I believe you heard wrong,” said Relanya.

They continued walking, the slant of the tunnel winding downward at an ever so slight tilt that Edsere thought might have just been his imagination. Nineteen villages. Why had Alarusia said nine? His eyes had become accustomed to the faux-light of the caves now and he could see Relanya ahead of him, swaying from side to side with every step, almost as if she were dancing as she walked. Her hair swung back and forth, the golden curtain of long locks like the tailed end of a massive pendulum. Under her breath she hummed a song he couldn’t place.

“Hey Relanya,” said Edsere.

“Yes?”

“You said there were nineteen villages in Gynos. So why did someone tell me nine?”

Relanya’s shadow shrugged. “Maybe they weren’t from Gynos.”

“What do you mean?” asked Edsere.

“In Gynos, we think of our villages differently from how they might in the Lost Lands. During the day, that is one village. During the night, it’s a different one.”

“Still,” said Edsere. “That’s only eighteen villages, two for every one of the nine I heard. And if what you say is true, how can there ever be an odd number of villages?”

“It’s impossible to explain if you’re not from Gynos…” said Relanya, her voice trailing off. She would say nothing else on the matter.

After nearly an hour of walking, the lights in the walls began to flicker and fade.

“It gets dark here,” said Relanya. “Especially for outsiders. Give me your hand.”

Edsere took Relanya’s hand, noting how she wrapped her fingers in between his. Her palm was placid and cool, and being forced to walk so close to her he could catch wafts of soap and dried sweat. It reminded him of smelling a flower that was seated atop a rotting, mossy log.

The cave descended more quickly now and Relanya pulled Edsere along in a hurry. The ground too felt more soft–more pliable–and Edsere’s footsteps became more of a struggle as he fought the increased friction. A cool gust of air brushed across his face and for a moment Edsere was sure the tunnel had opened up into a larger chamber.

Then he tried to lift his foot and found he could not.

“There’s something sticky on the floor,” said Edsere, just as Relanya’s fingers abandoned his hand. His pulse sped up. “Relanya?” asked Edsere in the dark. Both his feet were planted on the ground now and he could only turn awkwardly from side to side as he peered into the dark.

“Come on,” said Relanya’s voice. It sounded like it was ten or twenty feet ahead of him. “We need to hurry.”

“Relanya!” called Edsere. “I’m still back here! I can’t move!”

“Not you silly,” said Relanya in a jeering tone. “You don’t need to hurry whatsoever. You’re just where we want you.”

Two by two the lights returned on the cave walls and Edsere saw that the tunnel had indeed opened into a domed chamber some fifty feet high. The lights were no longer the blue-yellow of stars though–instead they had become a deep green and as they shined brightly in the dark, Edsere saw the flowing platinum hair that accompanied them, framing pale faces that looked not unlike the slaves that General Tusker had marched back to Virfortis.

Edsere fumbled to slough off his carrypack, hoping that he had buried some kind of weapon or fire-creating implement inside, but in his haste the pack slipped out of his hands and tumbled down onto the sticky ground nearby. He reached down to grab it and was blinded as a brilliant golden light filled the chamber, causing the man to lurch backwards and fall down so that his back was glued to the chamber floor while his knees were bent at awkward angles.

It was then that he saw–but did not understand–the innards of the chamber inside what Relanya had called the Horn of Stars. Its floor was covered in some kind of mucousy, white substance that seemed to gently boil and undulate and along its curved walls were carved honeycombs trimmed in fruiting fungus, each honeycomb home to a nude woman with unblinking green eyes and a waterfall of pale blonde hair. These women were wrapped in mushroomed vines that made their way around their supple bodies like a kind of harness, though there were no signs of bondage or duress. Every so often Edsere noticed something hiding behind the women that looked like a squirming bundle wrapped in the white mucous that coated the floors, but he could not tell what was inside.

At the very apex of the chamber in a honeycomb much larger than the others, was a veiled figure lounging on a web of white mucous. From behind the veil came a cacophony of sounds: groaning, sucking, slurping, gasping. They were sexual and they were gluttonous and despite Edsere’s circumstances, he felt himself grow stiff in his trousers.

The mucous netting fell to the ground in a splattering rain and lowered by a thick, elastic tendril Edsere saw the spitting image of Alarusia with a squirming bundle that was covered save for erect male genitals jutting out from it. As they reached the ground, the Alarusia-like woman turned towards Edsere and walked across the sticky floor effortlessly, staring at him with yellow-orange eyes and a victorious sneer.

“The lost traveler,” she said in a husky voice. Like the other women in their honeycombs, she was completely nude, her braided hair pushed back behind her shoulders to expose her breasts and hips and the platinum mane of hair that sat between her legs.

“Al… Alarusia?” asked a nervous Edsere.

She squatted down between Edsere’s legs and pushed his knees apart. “It’s me,” she said, pushing him down so that his arms too stuck to the chamber floor, rendering him totally helpless. “I told you you should have left.”

“Where are my friends?” Edsere demanded to know in a shaky voice.

“Tut tut,” said Alarusia with a checkmark grin. “You are in no position to be asking questions.”

“Where are they?” Edsere screamed.

Alarusia turned and pointed at the squirming bundle at the center of the chamber. “That’s the one with the pretty dagger,” she said. “The other is still being processed.”

“What does that mean? ‘Processed’?” asked Edsere.

Alarusia turned back to the fallen man and climbed on top of him so that her breasts hung his face, erect nipples just out of reach of his lips. “You know what I always find so surprising about food? It never knows it’s food. It goes about its entire existence thinking the things around it are food, never imagining what hunters might be lurking in the shadows and then one day, BAM!” Alarusia burst into giddy laughter. “I enjoyed our time together a few nights ago by the way. It made me certain that you were the one I’ve been looking for.”

Edsere’s eyes widened. “My dream,” he said in a daze. “You… you saw that?”

“Saw that?” asked Alarusia, leaning back. She danced her fingers across his chest. “I was there. So were you. It was nice to see you so… eager about something.”

Edsere’s blood went cold. This couldn’t really be happening–it couldn’t. If Alarusia had been in his dream–that is, if his dream had been more than a dream–what did that mean for the half-remembered dream Edsere had had before they’d arrived at The Cauldron? Could Alarusia and the other women of Gynos have known they were coming somehow? No, impossible. Why would they have allowed their village to have been taken by Lord Rayneth’s army if that was true?

“You’re lying,” hissed Edsere.

“If only,” said Alarusia. “But no matter. It will all be clear to you soon enough.”

Then the white mucous coating the chamber floor began to creep up Edsere’s legs and arms and head, slowly covering his entire body until just his face was left exposed. He looked up at Alarusia who watched him in return with an excited look on her face. Then the mucous crawled over his lips and up his nose, blinding him and sinking Edsere into a nothing sleep.


Serve

When Edsere opened his eyes again, he was looking at the bound, prone bodies of Asher and Sahvin. Each man was striped with some sort of sticky binding, his face covered except for the mouth and atop each man was one of the platinum-haired beauties from Gynos. They rode the men’s cocks fiercely–angrily–and occasionally leaned down to scoop up a handful of the pearly coating of the cavern’s floor which they then shoved in the mouth of whichever man they were riding. The men’s hips pumped energetically and from where he was Edsere could see their balls continually tightening as if preparing to cum, but they never enjoying release. Instead the women continued to ride and feed them, until their lily-white bodies were tinged pink with arousal.

“You’re different from them you know,” whispered Alarusia in Edsere’s ear. He tried to talk but realized something foul and dripping was clogging his throat. “They are fodder. Food. They will serve their purpose, but that is all. You on the other hand… you will serve.”

Alarusia took a step and showed herself to Edsere, looking deep into him with her amber eyes. Then she reached up and squeezed the strange fungal gag in Edsere’s mouth and he felt it sputter something down his throat and into his belly. He tried to cough it up but could not.

“That’s different from what they receive you know,” said Alarusia, as if to comfort Edsere. “The sludge on the floor is a bath of spores and excrement, a slurry that if ingested will break down a human’s gray matter and tissue until they are just reduced to mere things for our use.” Alarusia stroked Edsere’s throat in a surprisingly tender manner, encouraging him to swallow the injection she’d forced upon the man. “Do you desire me?”

Edsere tried to nod but his head was held fast by a web of moist, ropey strands. Alarusia pursed her lips into the start of a smile.

“Your kind is so interesting,” she said. “Anything to survive.” She pinched Edsere’s nose shut and suddenly he could not breath. “Your life is mine now, you know. To do anything with that I please. Are we clear?”

Again Edsere tried to nod and Alarusia let go of his nose, reaching down to squeeze the fruiting bulb of his fungal gag so that more mysterious glop was deposited into his belly. His eyes glazed over and the last thing before he passed out were the women over Sahvin and Asher as they shoved more and more of the chamber’s mucousy coating down their throats.




◆◆◆

The next time Edsere woke, Sahvin and Asher were gone. In the place where he had last seen them there were now instead two mounds shaped roughly like the men, each covered in a bed of grotesque phalluses much bigger than Edsere remembered either of his companions having. These phalluses twitched and throbbed at odd intervals, and every so often one of them squirted out a substance that looked like the mucous carpeting the chamber’s floor.

Edsere had about an hour to observe the jade-eyed Gynos women coming down from their honeycombs to ride the mound of phalluses, their pleasure ranging from just a few minutes to nearly the entire hour that he watched them. They lounged and sighed and arched the bodies luxuriously and then, once satisfied, they returned to their alcove in the wall, dripping whatever substance had been shot up into them as they ascended.

“If you want that fate we can arrange that,” said Alarusia. She had been watching Edsere but he had had no way of knowing. From unknown corners she appeared before him, her hand eagerly squeezing the mushroom-coated bulb of his gag to force him to swallow more and more of whatever she had been feeding him. “Do you want that?”

Edsere shook his head as best he could.

“I didn’t think so,” said Alarusia. She contemplated something for a moment and then said, “I’m going to release you now, lost traveler. You will be obedient, won’t you?”

The moist straps that kept Edsere in place fought his attempt at a nod.

Alarusia sneered and the sticky bindings around Edsere slipped back from wherever they had come. He fell to the ground with a disgusting plop and coughed violently until the plug down his throat was expelled, now covered with spit and some orangey ichor that reminded Edsere of old jam. His mind–his very ego–hurt, and it felt like every time he concentrated on his surroundings or on himself he felt a dull throbbing pain at the base of his skull.

He looked again at the mounds that had been Asher and Sahvin.

“Come,” said Alarusia, striding across the chamber.

To Edsere’s surprise, he could stand without sticking to the floor. He quickly padded after Alarusia and followed her into a low-ceilinged hollow that turned into a dim, snaking tunnel. From behind Edsere watched Alarusia’s ass swinging back and forth, the sight of it near hypnotizing for the disoriented man.  His eyes traced up along her back, following the line of her spine to her swan-like neck.

I could kill her, thought Edsere. Right now. All I need to-

He felt a stabbing pain in his head and crumpled to the ground, grabbing at his skull. It felt like something was trying to burrow out of him, something with countless teeth and sharp claws.

“Get it out,” he groaned. “Get it out! Get it out!”

Alarusia stopped and spun around to stare at Edsere wriggling around on the floor of the tunnel. “Naughty thoughts, lost traveler,” she said. “Those simply will not do for you anymore.”

The pain built to maddening levels, the pressure inside Edsere’s head so great he thought it would explode. “Please,” he begged. “Please make it stop!”

“Think pure thoughts,” advised Alarusia.

Pure thoughts? What the hell is a pure thought? wondered Edsere.

The pressure grew until it felt like there was a hot coal underneath the bridge of Edsere’s nose. “Arrggghhh!” He thought back to his dream of Alarusia, of his body tied to the bed with her pussy suspended above him. Slowly the pain began to subside. Then he pictured her spilling that nectarous liquid down his throat and imagined the taste of it, like ale. Edsere even mock swallowed to make the memory more real and a few minutes later the pain was nearly gone.

Through the haze of lingering pain Edsere stumbled after Alarusia, his vision vignetting so badly that he had to focus on the pale sway of Alarusia’s ass in the dim light of the tunnel. The more he focused on that–and on her entire body–the better Edsere felt. It was as if his body was being flooded with a soothing warmth when he looked at her, as if he was suddenly younger and more vibrant again.

They walked for another few minutes and then came to a worn wooden door. Alarusia pulled it open and on the other side was a simple bedroom, with little more than a bed, a narrow writing desk, and a trunk inside. White sheets covered the bed, with furs draped over the desk’s chair and the top of the trunk. Edsere thought he recognized that bed from his dream but couldn’t be sure.

Alarusia sat at the edge of the bed and pointed to a spot on the floor in front of her. “Sit,” she said.

Edsere sat in front of her cross-legged, looking up at the matriarchal woman. Once again the thought of attacking her slipped into his mind but he forced it out, focusing instead on Alarusia’s body: from the delicate arches of her feet, to the curve of her legs, up to the flowering folds of the woman’s pussy. Something cool ran down the corner of his mouth and he realized he was salivating.

“How many women would you say you’ve sold into slavery?” asked Alarusia.

“I didn–” Stabbing pain wracked Edsere’s body and he doubled over in agony.

“Lying will not do for you anymore, either. The contents of your mind are mine now, to peer into and play with as I choose. Now tell me: how many women became slaves because of you?”

Edsere groaned. “I don’t know… hundreds? Thousands? I didn’t keep count!”

Alarusia extended a foot towards the man. “Lick,” she said.

Edsere snatched her foot in his hands and began lavishing it with attention. He let his tongue start at the woman’s heel and licked all the way to where her toes began, his mouth filling with the strange taste of her. It was bitter yet addictive, each lick making Edsere want to taste more. After the sole of her foot was shining with his spit he began darting his tongue in between her toes, continuing until the woman pushed him away with her other foot.

“All those women, lost. Turned into animals by men like you so that you could abuse them and fuck them and feel superior over them. Did it make you feel good to have them be so beneath you?”

This time Edsere didn’t dare lie. “Yes!” he cried. “...yes. It felt wonderful and I loved every moment of it!” He braced himself for a wave of pain and breathed a sigh of relief when agony did not come.

Alarusia nodded. “And if you had the chance, would you do it again? If there was a woman with a collar around her neck and her holes in the air right here, would you fuck her?”

Tears formed in Edsere’s eyes. “Yes,” he said softly.

Alarusia nodded again. “That is what I was afraid of,” she said.

“Please,” begged Edsere. “Please don’t turn me into one of those… one of those things. I’ll do anything, I swear. Just please let me live.”

“Oh your friends are alive,” said a chuckling Alarusia. “In a way. Though I’m sure they would rather not be. The state they now experience is one of perpetual denial, of a constant need for relief, of time passing at an agonizingly slow rate. They can see and smell and taste their surroundings but they will never ever feel anything but dissatisfaction for as long as we decide to make use of them. At that point they will slowly wither away. I do not imagine it will be pleasant for them.”

Edsere hung his head down and began to cry.

“How can you be useful to me?” asked Alarusia sternly, prodding him with her foot.

“I-I-I can please you,” said an overeager Edsere.

Alarusia laughed. “Did you not see your friends? We can please ourselves just fine.”

“Then I… I…” Edsere struggled to think of what he could do to save his life. If Alarusia wasn’t interested in keeping him as some sort of pleasure drone, why did she keep him alive? Why not just do what she had done to Sahvin and Asher? Unless her intent was to torture him, in which case he was truly doomed.

Then Edsere got an idea.

“Your, uh… women. The Gynos women, the ones taken to Virfortis,” said Edsere. “What if I got them back for you?”

Alarusia pursed her lips. “You want me to release you so you can bring an entire army down upon me?”

“No!” cried Edsere. “I… I know the kingdom. Its defenses, its weaknesses. I can… I can help you get inside. Help you find the women, help you free them.”

Without a word, Alarusia stood and walked over to the writing desk. From its drawer she withdrew several sheets of paper and a pencil that she then handed to Edsere.

“Draw it,” demanded Alarusia. “Draw a map of the kingdom and write down everything you know that will be of use to me. Then I shall spare you.”

Edsere worked quickly, wordlessly. He sketched out as good a map from memory as he could remember, and annotated it with the Virfortis’s armories, barracks, secret passages, and all the major structures he thought would be of use to Alarusia. He circled the slavers stables and Lord Rayneth’s tower, along with where General Tusker resided. He made long lists of Virfortis’s military capabilities and wrote out all the favored vacation spots for both General Tusker and Lord Rayneth he knew of, many of which were far outside the walls of Virfortis. He wrote and wrote and wrote until there was nowhere left to write, and when Alarusia handed him more sheets of paper he wrote on those as well until his pencil was just a useless nub and his hands were cramped claws.

“There,” he said, hands shaking as he handed the stack of papers to Alarusia. “Everything I know. You can use that to get inside and do whatever you must to get your women back.”

Alarusia leafed through pages, smiling. Then she turned and laid down on the bed with her stomach facing down as she continued to look through them.

“This is good,” she said. “Very good. You have been very useful, lost traveler. Unfortunately you have also shown yourself to be a traitor and I’m sorry to say, I simply cannot trust you as you are. Consider this ‘Goodbye’.”

Before Edsere could speak, Alarusia let out a high-pitched whistle and his head was filled with tremendous pain that lasted only for a second. But what a second it was. In it Edsere saw his entire existence flash before his eyes, from growing up as a young boy hunting in the woods to being conscripted into the military to breaking away to start The Golden Rooster Company. Then it was as if all those memories were put into a teeny, tiny box and that box then soared away into the distance, leaving only blackness in its place.

Alarusia pointed to a vague place behind her and with new instincts Edsere somehow knew what to do. He crawled around to the end of the bed and nestled his face between Alarusia’s legs, stretching his neck wide as he began to frantically suck and kiss her sex. As he did she gushed out the thick nectar Edsere had lusted after, the transformed man desperately licking every last bit of it off Alarusia’s thighs and the undersides of her buttocks.

With just a word Edsere moved to the woman’s asshole, licking and sucking it the way that he had made so many whores lick and suck his own hole. Not that he could remember such things anymore for unbeknownst to Edsere, Alarusia had been force feeding him a fungus that took root in the man’s mind and, at her command, eradicated the parts of it responsible for his memory and his personality. In their place she left the dutiful loyalty of a dog and that was now how Edsere behaved as he nosed and kissed Alarusia’s asshole, the noxious smells imprinting somewhere deep in his fresh mind as something heavenly and floral.

And that was how Edsere’s new life began.

Alarusia, on the other hand, had always wanted a pet. It was one of those things she’d seen humans keep, something that seemed like a pleasant pastime to her. Now, in a way, she had one: a man of her very own to have crawl beside her, to lick her, to cower and beg for her. And with the information he had given her, she would have no problem not only getting back her lost Manes but preying on the entire kingdom of Virfortis. Sure, it would take some time–maybe twenty or thirty years–but she was in no rush. She would do what she’d always done and plan, meticulously and carefully, and then wait for the opportunity to strike.

She rolled over on her back and dropped the stack of papers on the ground, Edsere pausing as she moved. Then she pointed back to her pussy and the man started up anew, his swollen tongue caressing her sensitive skin as he gradually worked his way up to her pearly clit.

Maybe her invasion would begin differently, she considered. Maybe she would capture the General first–that fat man who had taken Losarianne for himself–and bring in Edsere on a leash to greet him. Now that would be something to see. Or maybe she would track down this Lord Rayneth instead and pull a similar stunt.

The possibilities were endless.

Alarusia threw her head back on the bed and savored Edsere’s tonguing ministrations, thinking about the future of Gynos. It was only a matter of time until its might grew and its wilderness painted all the corners of the world, with groves of Manes and Maneaters spread far and wide like a vast network of villages. And at the center of it would be Alarusia, seated on the throne of men, with males begging for her mercy and for the chance to serve.

Soon enough, thought Alarusia. Soon enough.




THE END
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