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1.

On any other night, under different circumstances, Erri wouldn't mind a beautiful, buxom woman shoving her hand up her skirt and gripping her backside. In fact, that's how Erri would prefer to spend most evenings.

Alas, having it happen while she was getting up to get another ale was not how she would prefer it. She was already well on her way to getting inebriated, but told herself that one more ale would do the trick before she left for the evening, besides, she didn't want to spend all of her prize gold in one evening.


Have some fun! You deserve it after today!
 She told herself as she stood up from the rickity wooden table in the corner. The room swam for a moment and she realized that she had lost count of how many drinks she had. How long had she been in the tavern? Looking around the room, she saw that the windows were closed and candles and torches were lit, indicating night had fallen.

The sun was high in the skywhen she entered.

Just have one more drink and then up to your room!

Erri stood straight and approached the bar, trying her best not to stagger, the last thing she needed was to advertise to the tavern that she was drunk. Part of her, the sensible, sober voice in the back of her head, told her to just pay her tab and stumble up to her room. At least the tavern owners gave her free board for the night.

She grimaced, wishing that they would give her free food and drink too. After all, she did just save the village from an ogre. The village elders paid her a handsome fee to slay the beast, though she negotiated with them for a little bit higher, seeing how it was an ogre and all. What the elder didn't know was that as a warrior for hire Erri had slain her fair share of ogres. They were big, but they were also dumb and slow. Slaying the beast took no time at all, and then she quickly severed it's head to bring back as proof. Before returning with her prize though, she decided that maybe it would be best to wait a bit before returning to the village, to make it look like she had spent a good deal of time fighting the ogre, so she decided to take a bath in a nearby river.

The ogre had carved out a little section of wood for itself, and she knew no one would go by that way until she had returned with proof of the monster's death, so she took her grand ol' time bathing, and then spent a few more hours after that sunning her nude body on a large rock next to the river. Erri felt invigorated to let her long, brown hair out of it's ponytail and lie back in the bright, early afternoon sun. As a female warrior for hire, she had to keep up an image, so her hair was always up behind her tiara, and she was always clad in her battle skirt and breast plate. She imagined that if any curious onlookers from the town had come by, they would have been quite shocked at her lithe but muscular female body.

Her breasts were small but full, and tight to her thick chest, no doubt a side effect of Erri's strict fitness routine. Being a warrior was a man's occupation, so she kept herself in top physical shape in order to be taken seriously. Though she had female curves, her whole body was lean, rock hard muscle. Her buttocks were hard and firm, looking like something chiseled from stone itself. All in all, she was quite proud of her body, and on many dark, cold nights she wished she had someone to share it with.

Men were not her type, and all too often men found a warrior woman intimidating, which was fine by her. Many times as she passed through a secluded village or town, Erri could find a barmaid or lonely maiden with a secret desire to spend an evening with if she played her cards right.

Which brought her back to the tavern, and the tingle she felt as the woman shoved her hand up Erri's skirt. Erri wore little under her battle skirt but a thin garment that covered her woman hood and then thinned out to a small string like garment that ran through the crack between her buns. When the woman's hand went up Erri's skirt, and squeezed Erri's rear it sent a jolt of lightning through Erri's body and her heart skipped a beat. Her blood started pumping, Erri realized it had been ages since she was touched like that.

But, she was also drunk, and with cat like reflexes, she spun around and slapped the woman's hand away.

“Oooh, she has claws. I like it.” The fair haired woman smiled. She sat with three other women, and all four of them were clad in leather garments. Each woman had a red sash tied around their bicep, which told Erri that they were a gang of some sort.

Erri noticed the group of women enter about an hour earlier. They were loud and rowdy, constantly laughing and giggling, and ordered quite a few drinks. Over the course of the evening a few brave souls had tried to approach the group of women but they quickly set the males packing with their manhood tucked between their legs.

The woman who grabbed Erri seemed to be the leader. Her large almond eyes were filled with lust as they bore into Erri. Her large bosom was barely contained by a leather bra and corset, and they heaved up and down with each excited breath the woman took. She had yellow hair that glittered in the candlelight as it fell around her shoulders.

“Your backside is nice and firm. I wonder what it would be like to smack it.” The other women in the gang giggled at their leader's taunt. Erri flashed them all a warning glare.

“I'd much rather see what's it like to smack you in the face!” Erri slurred, her hand fumbling for her sword, held in a scabbard at her side. The gang giggled at her as her drunken fingers groped for the weapon.

“Oh now now, let's not fight. Here, have a -” The Fair Haired woman started to raise a mug of ale, but Erri had already drawn her weapon and swung it in a wide arc, slicing the mug in half and spraying the woman with ale.

She gasped as the brown liquid splashed her. The other women in the gang all jumped to her feet as Erri went to level her weapon at the leader.

Erri stumbled as she did, squinting at her opponent. Her intent was to place the sword under the offending woman's chin, but instead, she ended up resting it right on top of the woman's plentiful cleavage. In her drunken haze she barely registered the others drawing swords and daggers around her.

The leader looked down at the sword resting on her bosom and then up at Erri.

“If you want to see them, you only had to ask.” She sighed.

“Are you okay, Macy?” One of the woman, one with raven black hair asked. She had a small dagger and was positioned to Erri's right. Her warrior instincts told her that the woman could end her if she wanted, but the haze of ale kept Erri from doing anything about it.

“I'm quite fine.” Macy sighed and batted Erri's sword away with a finger, causing Erri to tumble forward a bit.

“Hey! That's enough!” Erri regained her footing to see the tavern owner, a burley, heavy man with dark greasy hair approaching.

“Yes, why don't we all relax?” Macy smiled. Erri responded by lifting her sword again, once again leveling it on Macy's cleavage.


Why do I keep putting it there?
 Erri questioned, then realized it was because she couldn’t keep her eyes off of the woman's large, round breasts. With a bosom like that, this woman could have any man she wanted, why was she after Erri?

“Okay, out!” The tavern owner shouted at them.

“You heard him, out!” Erri growled at Macy.

“You too!” He screamed at Erri. She stumbled back and stared at him in awe.

“Me? But-”

“Out! You warriors are nothing but-”

“But they started-”

“Out now!”

“I have a room-”

“I don't care! Get out!”

Erri clenched her jaw, starring daggers into the man, and then turned to Macy, who was giving her a smirk.

Erri smirked back at her, then turned her sword so the edge of the blade faced down, and sliced down in one quick, smooth movement. The blade slid between Macy's giant breasts, slicing through the cord that held her top together. As part of the same movement, Erri drew her sword back and took a step away, allowing herself a satisfied smile as the leather garment that held Macy's breasts up fell away, exposing the woman's bare, pink nipples and full breasts.

Macy gasped and immediately raised her hands to cover her exposed bosom, and her cronies rushed to her. Men all around the bar started to hoot and rose to their feet to catch a glimpse of the woman's bare chest. They didn't notice Erri struggling to get her sword back into her scabbard as she backed away. She could hear Macy shouting something at her as she turned towards the door, but didn't pay the woman any heed.

Her sword finally returned to it's scabbard, Macy stormed out of the tavern and into the cool night air. Torches hung from posts on every corner, illuminating the small village around her. She could still hear raised voices from inside the tavern, so she quickly started storming down the street away from it.


I guess I'll have to find somewhere else to sleep tonight.
 She grumbled, crossing her arms around her as she stormed down the empty street. There was bound to be an empty barn or something she could sleep in for the night, and worst case she could make camp outside the town.

Then she realized that she left everything, her clothes, her blankets, and her shield, at her room in the tavern.

Dammit!

She could go back, but quickly discarded that idea. The gang might still be there, or the owner could kick her out again, plus she was still too drunk. Erri realized that she did still have her gold purse on her, and was kicked out before she could pay. Her best plan was to probably go to the tavern owner in the morning, apologize for her behavior, and give him a lot of gold and ask if she could collect her things.

Yes, that was the best plan. For now, she had to find a place to sleep off the ale. Maybe there was another inn? She would rather sleep in doors over a barn. Or she could go back to the ogre's old territory, sleep by the river, wake up, bathe, and then talk to the tavern owner. That was probably the best option, but what about the gang?

She decided not to worry about the female gang. Typically marauders like them didn't stay in one place for long, and she guessed they would probably be out of the town by morning. Still, if they were a gang of raiders, as she suspected, they had a reputation to uphold and probably wouldn't take humiliation lying down. Erri decided that maybe it was best that she did spend the evening in the woods outside of town because most likely the gang of beautiful women would spend the night combing the village for her.

A few yards behind her, Erri heard the door to the tavern slam open and footsteps rush in her direction. She didn't have to turn around to guess who it was. Erri rolled her eyes, planted her feet, and gripped her sword, pulling it from her scabbard as she wheeled around to face her attackers.

Two of the women were rushing her, one of them was the one with raven black hair and olive skin. As she rushed, Erri saw that she too had rather large breasts that heaved up and down with each step she took towards Erri. The other one had bright red hair and a stern, angry face. Taking up the rear was Macy, a towel clutched to her chest.

Erri cracked a smile and thrust her sword out towards them...

And it promptly flew out of her hands.


Dammit.
 She must not have had a good grip on it. The sober voice at the back of her head told her to turn and run, but once again, she let the ale do the talking and dived towards her sword, groping at it with numb, clumsy fingers.

The two female gang members fell upon her. The redhead grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her back. Erri opened up her mouth to cry out in anger and surprise, but the raven haired woman clamped her hand over the warrior's mouth.

“Glllmmumm! Mmmph! Urrffffll!” Erri muttered drunkenly into the muffling hand. She twisted and pulled but the redhead held her tight.

“Grrrfffll mffffll!” She spat, and twisted her jaw open wide and bit down on the woman's hand. Behind her, the raven haired woman screamed in pain and alarm and withdrew her hand. Erri allowed herself a satisfied smile as she took a breath and looked up at Macy, who was approaching with a purpose.

Erri squinted at the woman through a drunken haze, noticing that Macy held the towel over her bosom with one hand..

...and held a large, black frying pan in the other.

“Nooo!” Erri cried, eyes going wide, and attempted to twisted out of the woman's grasp, but the red head held her firm. Looking forward, Erri saw Macy lifting the frying pan above her head.

“Hey wait let's talk-” Erri started, and then felt a sharp, stinging pain in her right temple and everything went white as the the cold, hard iron of the frying pan connected with her head, then everything went dark...

***

What happened after that was a blur to Erri. She had the vague feeling of floating... or was she being carried? Her eyelids felt like they had ten pound weights attached to them, and despite her best efforts, she couldn't open them. Despite her best attempts to move, her arms and legs felt like jelly too, and all she could do was float along to whatever destination awaited her.

Eventually, Erri was able to lift one eye and was immediately greeted with bright, stabbing light. She heard a rumbling in the back of her head and immediately shut her eye.

Voices. She could hear voices too, they were distant, almost underwater. Erri managed to muster enough strength to groan, which caused another sharp pain, accompanied with a thunder like rumble to rip through her head.

The voices were becoming clearer, like a fog was lifting. Erri moved a hand and felt something stiff and scratchy under it.

Hay? It felt like hay. She shifted her body and felt the itchy substance rubbing against her shoulders and bare legs. Erri let out another groan and this time managed to lift an arm to her head. Immediately another stinging pain accompanied by thunder tore through her head when she touched it.


I was hit!
 She remembered now, something hard slamming into her head.

Erri lifted her hand again, but this time only dabbed the side of her head with the tip of a finger, feeling a hard, upraised welt on the side of her head. Even touching it gently sent tiny lightning bolts of pain through her head, causing her to wince again.

“Oh look, she's awake.” Said a female voice.

Erri lifted one eyelid, once again causing a stabbing pain to rip through her brain. She sat up and clutched the sides of her head and forced both eyes open. As a warrior, she had been in many tough situations that called on reserves of energy she never thought she had, but this... this took a herculean amount of effort.

As soon as she opened her eyes, a sharp rumbling pain tore through her body. Tears welled up and Erri blinked frantically, willing herself through the pain. She turned away from the light and instead looked down, rubbing at her screaming eyes. The throbbing in her head intensified, like a man with a hammer was inside her skull trying to burst his way out.

Women giggled around her, but Erri blocked them out, choosing instead to deal with one thing at time. Through her bleary eyes, she was able to see that she was sitting on straw, in fact it seemed to be all around her. Through a blurry haze, she saw that the bright, once blinding light was in fact the dim illumination caused by several candles sitting on tables.


A barn, I'm in a barn.
 She took in her surroundings, noticing a loft above her head and several empty stalls around her. Hay covered every inch of the ground.

“Now?” A voice asked.

“Oh no, give her time to collect herself.” Another one answered.

Erri wiped tears from her eyes and blinked several times, causing everything to finally come into focus around her. The sharp hammering in her head receded to a dull knocking, which would have to do for now.

Looking up, she saw that she was surrounded by the women from the tavern. Standing at the front of the group was the yellow haired leader, Macy, who evidently had not been able to repair the garment that Erri had damaged and now stood completely topless, her magnificent breasts out for the world to see. To her left stood the olive skinned girl with the raven hair and equally large breasts, and to Macy's right was the red haired one. Also to the right was the fourth member of the gang, a woman with brown hair cut short to fall around her ears. This woman had harsh, unforgiving eyes and her stare told Erri that she didn't have anything good in store.

Erri glanced at the women and tried to push herself up, her feet wobbling under her.

“Take your time, we have all night.” Macy gloated as Erri struggled to her feet, feeling like an old man trying to rise from his chair to take a piss.

“Yeah, well... so do I, and I'm gonna be whipping your ass until the sun comes up.” Erri huffed, hunched with her hands on her knees.

The women giggled.

“Please, regale us.” Macy laughed. Erri lifted her head and looked at the women around her, noticing that the dark haired one held a length of rope in her hands while looking at Erri with hungry eyes.

These women meant business, and Erri was in no shape to deal with them now. She pushed herself up, standing at her full height, and staggered back, realizing that she was still drunk, in addition to the head injury.

“I don't know if you know who I am, but I slayed an ogre earlier today, and compared to that, you four are nothing.”

Macy smiled and gestured to the women around her.

“You're welcome to take your shot.” She said with arms wide, daring Erri.

Erri ran through a thousand scenarios in her mind at once, realizing that a head on attack on these women would not turn out in her favor, so Erri decided to take the best course available to her.

She turned and ran.

Every limb in her body screamed at her as she bolted to the opposite end of the barn, towards where she hoped a door would be. Her brain felt like a loose stone bouncing around in her head. Unfortunately for Erri, her captors figured she would try as much and were ready.

A loop of rope came down over her head, down past her chest, and tightened, pinning her arms to her side as it did. Erri cried out and kicked as she felt her self pulled back. She fell to the ground and turned her head to see the dark haired one at the other end up the lasso, pulling the struggling warrior towards her.

“Good job Cassia.” Macy patted the woman on the shoulder as Cassia pulled the struggling Erri towards her. Erri gritted her teeth and kicked and fought as she was dragged back towards her captors.

Once Erri was close enough, the red head and the brown haired woman grabbed her by her pinned arms and pulled her to her feet. Cassia cracked a smile as she looked over at her prey. Erri grunted and spat towards her, but missed.

The two women behind her loosened the lasso and twisted Erri's arms behind her back, causing her to cry out in pain and defiance. A moment later she felt a length of rope securing her hands together at the wrists. She looked back at Cassia and Macy to see Macy extending a sword towards Erri, her sword.

The warrior's face soured and she glared at the big-breasted fair haired woman.

“You don't touch another warrior's sword!” She spat at the leader.

Macy only smiled and leveled the sword at Erri's armored breast plate. Next to her, Cassia removed her red sash from her bicep.

“What will you do about it?” Macy dared her.

Erri pulled against her captors, but they held her firm by her arms. Macy pressed the sword between Erri's small breasts and gently pushed it down, prompting a gasp from the captive warrior. Erri looked down to see her sword cutting through the leather cords that held her breast plate together.

“Hey! Wait!” Erri stammered, fumbling for words. Then she saw Cassia approaching, the red sash wadded in her hand. It didn't take Erri long to figure what Cassia intended to do with it.

“Hey, now wait, let's talk. I just made a lot of gold, I can sh-UMMMPH!” She was cut off by the red silk fabric being shoved between her lips.

“We already have your gold.” Macy laughed, still lowering the sword, cutting away at the breastplate.

“Hmmm?” Erri asked. Then Cassia reached up, grabbed her tiara, and pulled it down, placing it over Erri's mouth.

“Hmmmphh!?” Erri cocked her head at the dark haired women. Her tiara could be tightened and loosened thanks to a leather strap at the back of it, and she now felt that strap being tightened by one of the women behind her.

They're using my tiara to gag me!

“Mmmo! Mmfffflll gglllbblbll!” She mumbled, shaking her head in a vain attempt to resist, but it was too late. The tiara was tightened, holding the stuffing in her mouth.

Then Macy pulled the sword away, and Erri's breast plate fell away, exposing the small undergarments that covered her breasts.

“Hmm, not much there. Let's see how the rest of you look.” Macy laughed, then grabbed Erri's skirt and pulled.

“Mmmmmggffllf!” Erri swore as her skirt was pulled away, exposing her small thong undergarment.

“Hgglllmm fflllbbmmm mmffff! Uffffll mbbbbl!” Erri mumbled through her gag at her captors.

Behind her, one of the women gripped her exposed asscheeks.

“Mrrrmmggrrbbl!” Erri protested and tried to pull away.

“Well Cassia, you're first.” Macy patted the olive skinned woman on the back again.

“Hrrrmm?” Erri's gaze shifted from Macy to Cassia. Cassia smiled, and reached behind her back to undo her top. Behind her, Erri felt the other two women's greedy hands running up and down her muscular backside.

“Hrrrmmmpph!” She moaned and pulled again, but to no avail.

Erri looked back up at her other tormentors to see Cassia had finished undoing her top and tossed it aside, exposing her massive breasts, which matched the olive complexion of the rest of her. After that, she pushed down her small skirt, revealing a small, thong undergarment much like Erri's.

Suffice to say, Erri did not like where this was going. Her worst fears were confirmed when she saw Macy behind Cassia, lowering her leather breaches. She didn't have an undergarment underneath.

“Mwwwwaatth! Lffff tffff!” Erri pleaded. Cassia only smiled and approached. Her olive skin glowed in the low candlelight, her large bare breasts bobbing gently as she walked.

“Mmrrrfffll mmmph! Ullummm!” Erri pulled again at her captors.

She felt a tingling running up her thigh, and turned to see the red haired woman gently kissing it and caressing with her fingers. The brown haired one was squatting down now and gently rubbing her hands along Erri's backside. The bound and gagged warrior realized she was wet.

How was she enjoying this?

Then Cassia was on her, pressing her nude body against Erri. Her gentle hands reached down and gripped the sides of Erri's small undergarment.

“Mmhmmm mmmo!” Erri mumbled, trying to seem defiant.

Then Macy came up next to her, grabbing her bound hands with one arm and shoving her other hand down Erri's bra.

“Urrrhrrrm!” Erri cried and recoiled. A shiver went through her body as Cassia gently raked her fingernails across Erri's sides to just below her navel.

“Ohh, I think someone likes this.” Macy giggled, and pushed down Erri's bra, exposing one breast, it's nipple standing hard and erect.

“Mmmooo...mmooo...” Erri mumbled.

“Ohh she is in to it.” Macy giggled and pulled down the other side of her bra, baring an equally erect nipple.

Erri sighed and swayed. No, it was just the drink talking, she wasn't enjoying this.

Then Cassia slid the palm of her hand down the front of Erri's undergarment, and a jolt shook Erri's body. The woman's fingers were deft and agile, and seemed to know every inch of Erri's body like they were long acquainted. Cassia didn't have to be down there long to feel how wet Erri was.

“Mmrrrmmm...” Erri moaned, feeling her legs quake from the sensations ripping through her body. Another jolt went through her body as Cassia's fingers worked inward.

One of the women behind her gripped the sides of Erri's flimsy panties and pulled, slowly baring Erri' nude and freshly tanned backside and vagina.

“Offfflffgglll!” Erri moaned, eyes shooting open, Cassia had found the spot, and the smile on her face told her Erri that she knew it.

Macy meanwhile, let go of Erri's hands and moved to her front, now massaging her bare breasts with both hands. Her thumbs worked there way in and started to rub against Erri's seemingly rock hard nipples.

“Ohggggffff... mfff...” Erri sighed, feeling the tingling spread through her breasts. Her whole body was shaking like jelly.

“Errrffff ffff! Fffff!” Erri cried, feeling something cold and wet slide between her ass cheeks. A tongue, one of the women behind her was licking her bare ass!

It sent a tingle through Erri's body. She didn't expect to enjoy it but the woman's tongue was experienced and knew just how to titillate Erri. Errra felt the tongue slide up and down between her cheeks, before it finally found it's final destination.

No! She isn't-

But Erri's thought was cut off when she felt the cool sensation of the woman's tongue circling her asshole. It sent another wave of pleasure through Erri's pelvic region.

“UFFFF FFFMM! FFFFFMM!” Erri screamed as she felt another tongue penetrate her. She looked down to see Cassia squatting down, her tongue dancing along Erri's clit, each movement sending waves of pleasure through Erri's body.

She could feel it rushing through her body, every sensation, every lick, every caress. Erri had spent many a long night alone, with nothing but her own hand for pleasure, long desiring someone to warm her. Now she had it, in spades, women surrounding her on every side, filling every hole.

“Ohmm glllumm... mrrrgrrmm...” She huffed into her gag. Usually she would detest a situation like this but there was something so pleasurable about surrendering control, letting someone else do what they will with her. Erri had spent so much of her life being strong and in charge, always having to maintain control, and now she found being helpless so erotic.

“Mfffm... ufffmm..” Her whole body quaked and lulled with each jolt of pleasure that ran through her body.

While Cassia licked her, she felt two slender fingers slide up inside her.

“URRRMMM! MMRRRMM!” A spasm rocked her body and she knew that it wouldn't be long before she came.

“Oh I think she likes it.” Macy laughed, gripping Erri's breasts hard. The pleasure the warrior was experiencing overrode any pain that came from the woman's hard grip. Her impending orgasm was all she could focus on, a great wave of pleasure and release, about to crash over the rocks.

Cassia's tongue and fingers worked over Erri in unison, and she felt the climax about to happen.

“Urrrmm mmmmiinnn! Urrrmmm mmmmiin!” She tried to warn through her gag, but it was too late.

Every muscle in her body exploded with the orgasm.

***

Erri's eyes shot open and she sat up with a start, her skin rising with the cool night air around her. She was alone, the ember of her fire now a dull yellow next to her.

A dream, it was a dream.

Not a dream, a memory.

Erri shivered and pulled the heavy fur blanket around her. The past few evenings had gotten cold, and tonight wasn't any different. As Erri huddled under the heavy blanket, she realized that the dream had made her wet. She reached a hand down to touch the front of the tiny undergarment she had on and realized that it had soaked through. It wasn't a surprise, this wasn't the first time she had that dream, and it always had a similar effect on her.

Another shiver ran through her body and Erri decided that it might be a good time to rebuild her fire. She rose and hurried over to the dying flame, cursing the fact that she didn't bring anything warmer. Her armor was too uncomfortable to sleep in, which meant that she was spending most of these cold nights sleeping in her small undergarments. Once she found a town, the first thing she would do will be to buy herself heavy breeches and a tunic to sleep in.

Erri had faced down many monsters and foes bigger than her, but right now, sticking a her hand out from the warmth of the blanket was the most daunting task she had ever faced. Steeling herself, she opened the blanket, exposing her bare skin to the cold, and tossed several large logs onto the dim fire pit. Then she picked up her sword, which wasn't lying far, and used it to poke the fire. The hilt, solid metal, was freezing to the touch.

Soon a spark lit and the logs started to light, and Erri retreated back against the fallen tree that she had used as a rest, and dwelled on the dream.

Everything had happened much like in the dream, and Erri was naïve enough to think that after the women had their way with her that they would just let her go, but things were never that simple.

The group of raiders had taken turns on her, using her all night, each of them giving her an orgasm more intense than the last. Then, the brown haired one slung Erri over her shoulder and carried her, still bound and gagged, to the town square where she was left to be found while the raiders made off with her gold, armor, and weapons.

Erri soured at the thought. Farmers on their way to the market were the first ones to find her sitting in the road, nude and unable to call for help, and they laughed, mocked her, and moved on. She would stay like that until mid-day, when a woman came and untied her, then gave her a large bag to use as a covering and told her to leave town.

Ever since that day, Erri had searched for the group of women and had vowed to humiliate them as they had humiliated her. It had been a long hard road, seeing how they had left her with literally nothing. She had begged on the streets, and eventually took a low paying job cleaning taverns for very little gold, all the while sleeping in empty barns. Eventually, she had earned enough gold to buy a sword, and took a job fending off ruffians that had been raiding local farms. After that job, she had enough gold to buy armor, and so it went. Slowly, Erri rebuilt her reputation, and her own personal coffers, but still, the longing for revenge grew in her.

Erri spent her days traveling from town to town, taking paid jobs, and inquiring as to if anyone was familiar with the group of bandits. As she lay there, wrapped in her furs, she could feel the warmth from the fire steadily growing, enveloping her entire camp in it's warm, welcoming glow, and she realized that she was still aroused at the thought of being helpless at the hands of these women. Part of her was ashamed that after all they had done to her that she still lusted for the thought of them using her, but she comforted herself by telling herself that she would soon have them at her mercy.

But now, her blood was icy hot fire in her veins, each memory of that evening sending a new rush through her. Erri lay on her side and reached over to her bag, retrieving a thick white cloth from inside. She felt a sharp tingle of excitement rip through her as she help the cloth in her hands, and then felt herself flush as she pressed it over her lips.

“Mmmm...” She sighed into her gag, feeling herself overcome with a deep, hungry yearning.

“Grrrmmpph!” Erri mumbled, knotting the cloth at the back of her neck, tightly, except in her mind, it was Macy, the large breasted leader of the bandits wrapping the gag around her mouth.

Yes, it was her and Macy, out here wrapped in her furs, alone with the fire. Erri slid her hand down her panties, imagining Macy's slender fingers doing touching her, caressing her...

Her skin rose, and she slid her other hand inside her bra, feeling her erect nipples against her finger tips, except she fantasized that it was Macy's fingers.

“Urrrmmph... mmmppph!” She moaned, pretending that this woman had her helpless, that she was Macy's toy. Once Macy was done with her, it would be Cassia's turn...

Cassia, with her glowing, olive skin, large, perfect breasts, and her magnificent ass cheeks that quaked with each movement, Erri could almost feel her now, caressing her legs, awaiting her turn.

Then Erri's eyes opened. There was someone touching her legs!

“Errrrmmph!” She rose to see a young man, he had to be no older than his teens, wrapping a length of cord around the end of the blanket where her feet were.

“Mmmoo!” Erri went to lift her arms when another length of rope came from behind, pinning her arms down underneath the heavy fur blanket.

“Grrrmmm murrmm! Mmmurrm!” Erri struggled, trying to lift her hands, but the rope was being secured behind her back.

“Here, I have the gag!” Another male voice cried.

“She's already gagged!” A voice said behind her, also male, presumably the one tying her.

“Hmm? Mwwwha? Hyyy!” She cried, kicking and struggling.

“How is she...” The other voice asked.

“Hey, just help us, okay?”

“Umm sure..”

“Urrggllmm mmmm! Ummmm!” Erri kicked and fought, feeling more rope being wrapped around her knees. A second later, a bigger, thicker cloth was pulled over her already gagged mouth.

“Uuurhrrrmm mmmmeee! Urrrmm! Ullugghmmph!” She cried, feeling one her captors hold her kicking legs while one of the others wrapped more rope around her chest just below the other ropes.

“Mrrgglumm! Uffffmmm! Ffffummm!” She cried. The men let her go, leaving her to kick and squirm in her fur cocoon like a fish on land.

“Your fire gave you away.” One of her captors gloated. She wiggled around, trying to get a look at one of her captors, but they had moved.

“Quick gather her things!” One of them ordered.

“Hrrrmmph?” She squirmed to see the men grabbing her sword, shield, and bags.

Thieves! Bandits! How could she be so stupid! Her fire would basically have been a beacon to anyone with ill intent towards her.

No! She wouldn't let this happen again, she wouldn't be deprived of her dignity so quickly.

“Urrrhrrmm mmmfff! Ulugglllmm mfffllmm!” She kicked straining against the bonds, but they held tight. Erri watched as her attackers, their faces obscured in the dark, ran off with her things into the shadows.

Were they just going to leave her here, wrapped up and gagged, while they escape.

“Urrrrm! Mmmph! Mllgggll! Ummp!” She wriggled, helpless, barely able to move. Erri rolled over, facing the fire, and got an idea.

The fire! She could burn through the ropes! It was a risky plan for sure, if she did it wrong then she could end up burning herself alive, but it was her best option.

“Ufff...” She huffed, squirming her way towards the blazing fire. Erri moved like a worm, except with far less graceful movements. As she inched closer, she could feel the warmth from the fire growing, and she started to break out in a sweat.

Hurry! Get there before they get away!

“Okay, now get her!” One of the men called.

What? Her? Why her?

Slavers! Erri froze as the thought ran through her head. They were going to sell her things, and then her!

A shadow loomed over her as one of the men stood over her.

“Mmmmo! Urrrggglllmm mmmpp!” She rolled towards the flames, a desperate maneuver, hoping that if she caught a blaze, the men would hesitate enough to let her work free of her bonds, while somehow not burning herself. A foolhardy plan, but it was all she had at the moment.

Then she felt one of the men grab her by the legs and drag her away from her campfire.

“Mmrrrgggll! Ummph! Hmmm!” She pulled against him as he carried her away from the heat of the campfire. A moment later, another man grabbed her upper body and they both lifted.

“Mmmurrrpph! Mmmo!” She twisted as they both carried her away from the warm, light of her camp.

A moment later, Erri was deposited roughly on the hard, wooden surface of a wagon. She heard the men hop aboard and in another moment they were moving towards whatever dark fate awaited her.

2.

“Urrrm...” Erri moaned as the rays of morning light broke through the trees above her. Had she fallen asleep?

“Mmrrrmm...” She tried to stretch and felt the ropes coiled around her knees and ankles, and the several lengths of rope around her chest as well.

Gagged, she was gagged with two layers of thick cloth. Then she remembered the previous night by the campfire and the men who had abducted her.


Maybe it's best to let them think I'm sleeping for now.
 That seemed like the best course of action, at least until could figure out a plan of action. She kept her eyes closed, but could tell from the steady rocking that she was still in the back of a wagon, and could hear voices, presumably the men who had abducted her driving the wagon.

As they drove, she could feel the trees starting to thin out above her, exposing her to the sun's warm rays. Even though she was clad in underclothes, she was still wrapped in a heavy fur blanket and soon broke out in a sweat.


How could I have fallen asleep?
 She wondered to herself. Though she had often fantasized about being bound and gagged, this was not the way she had expected it to go, and the events of last night were far from relaxing. The best she could guess was that she must have worn herself out from struggling.


I need to get my bearings.
 If she wanted to get out of this, she needed plan. She needed to know how many men there were, where they were taking her, and where her things were.

Erri lifted one eyelid barely above a squint and found herself staring up at the bright sun.

“Ummmpphh..” She moaned, blinking and twisted her body over. Opening both eyes, she saw that she was in the back of an open back wagon, with two men at the front driving.

And in the front right hand corner of the wagon bed was her things: her armor, sword, shield, bag, everything.


Fools!
 Erri thought, smiling under her gags. If she could get to her sword without them noticing, she could cut herself free and escape.

“Ufff..” She huffed into her gag and started to wriggle towards the front of the wagon.

“Ah, she's awake.” A voice called.

“Hfffmm?” She mumbled and turned her head.

Above her was a man with long dark hair. He road a large, black horse next to the wagon.


Damn!
 How did she miss him? She turned to the other side to see another, younger man flanking the wagon on the far end.

“I think she's getting ideas.” The younger man chuckled.

“Hrrrgggll fffrrggll! Urfffmm mfffflll!” Erri spat into her gag at them, eliciting a hearty laugh from both men. She twisted around to see another man on horseback taking up the rear of the wagon.

She was surrounded on all sides. These men were good.

“Well too late, we're here.” Said one of the men at the front of the wagon.

“Hmmm?” Erri asked and sat up, facing the man taking up the rear. No sooner had she sat up than a shadow passed over her head. Looking above, she saw that they were passing under what looked like a heavy, wooden gate. Turning her head, she saw a high wooden wall bordering the gate on either side.

No sooner had she passed under the gate than Erri heard a bustle of activity from all sides. Men, woman, and children, wagons, dogs barking, the smell of food, the sound of a hammer in a forge. She was in village.


This is it, this is where they'll auction me off!
 Erri felt her blood turn to ice in her veins and turned her head from side to side to take in her surroundings. People were milling about all around, their day starting, going about their daily chores, and now they were starting to notice her.

“Grrrmmm...” Erri mumbled and rolled her eyes as a smith stepped away from his forge to watch as they carted the captive through town.

“Mommy, who's that lady?” A young girl asked while pointing at Erri. The woman made eye contact with the bound and gagged warrior and then ushered her daughter away.

“Women should be seen and not heard!” An older man grunted as he walked by.

“Uffff mmmph!” Erri spat as the cart continued to roll through the village.

“Ummmm mmpph! Urrrgg!” She grunted, once again straining against the ropes that held tight. Even if she did somehow get free, she had no idea what she would do since she was in enemy territory. Making a run for it would probably be her most obvious play, but Erri knew that she would be overpowered immediately.

Plus, now she was drawing a crowd. As they continued to move through the village, more of the townsfolk were flocking the cart to gawk at her.

“Gglllumbbbll! Ubblllmm!” Erri spat with fire in her eyes. If they were going to sell her, then she wouldn't make it easy for them.

“Ah, she's a feisty one!” She heard a male voice exclaim.

“Uggglllbbm! Ullumm!” Then she started thrashing, making a show of it, hoping to intimidate potential buyers.

“Oh look at her go!” Someone else cried.

“Olllgg! Gggggggugggll! Ummmbbbll!” She cried, kicking her feet and thrashing from side to side. Her entire body was slick with sweat thanks to the sun beating down on her fur clad form.

Then the cart halted, and Erri froze, eying the villagers around her. Was this the town square where they auctioned the slaves? It didn't seem like it because she didn't notice any auction block, or keepers, or other slaves for that matter.

The crowd around her parted, opening up a path at the back of the wagon. No sooner had they done so then two of captors approached the back of the wagon and grabbed the gagged warrior by her bound feet.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmph! Ulllggg!” Erri cried, kicking and thrashing as best she could, but she was tired from struggling, and hot, and the men easily dragged her out of the cart and propped her in a standing position, holding her from the behind so she didn't fall back.

“Grrrmmm mmm! Ummph! Mmmph!” Erri could feel herself turning red in the face as she spat at her captors, but they ignored her. They seemed to be looking down the opening in the crowd at something.

“Hmmmph?” Erri questioned, and followed their gaze.

A few yards down stood a cluster of older villagers, each of them with graying hair and white beards of various lengths. She presumed that they must be the elders.

Why would they need the village elders? The more this went on, the more Erri started to guess that she wasn't being sold as a slave, which she didn't like. If they weren't going to sell her, then what did they want with her?

For a brief moment, the elders shifted, giving Erri view of a woman standing among them.

“Urrrfff!” She gasped. Macy!

No, upon further inspection it wasn't Macy, but this woman looked similar. She had striking blond hair, and from what Erri could tell, a very sizable bosom. The woman gave Erri a look and the elders shifted again, blocking her from Erri's view.

“Ummm?” Erri craned her neck, trying to spy the woman again. On either side of her, her captors never took their eyes off of the elders. What were they waiting for?

A moment later the elders shifted again, but the woman was gone. One of the older men turned and made eye contact with Erri's captors and nodded.

“Mwwa?” Erri cocked her head, presuming that wasn't a good sign.

It wasn't.

Her captors nodded and started dragging Erri away. A hole opened in the crowd to their left and they started carrying their fur wrapped hostage through it.

“Mmmmo! Hlllp! Hlllpp mmmfff!” Erri screamed, thrashing against her captors. She had the musculature of most able bodies men , yet was still too weak to battle against them. Where were they taking her? What did they have planned?

“Urrgggll! Mmmph! Ummm!” Erri squirmed in their grasp, trying to drag her feet on the ground in an attempt to slow them down. Then she looked up and saw that they were dragging her towards a large wooden gate set in the wall around the village.


That can't be good.
 She thought, eyes widening with fear.

“Urrrrpp! Mmmoo! Mllllltttt mmmee mmooo!” She mumbled, wriggling helplessly in her captor's grasp. What was on the other side of that gate?

Erri remembered hearing once of secluded villages that worshipped dark gods in the forest and the sacrifices they made to said gods. Was that what they had in store for her? Would she die as a sacrifice?

“Mmmmoo! Mmmrrrpph! Ummmph!” Erri continued to moan and squirm as they drew closer to the gate. As they did, she saw several men run up to the gate and start to lift a massive wooden beam that barred it.

A beam that was meant to keep something out.

“Mrrrumm! Mrrgggh! Uffffhhlllm!” All she could do was wriggle and moan into her gag as they got closer to whatever waited on the other side. As she struggled, she saw a younger man, one of the ones who had abducted her, running ahead to the gate, sunlight flashing off of something in his hands.

Her sword! Erri's eyes narrowed and her blood boiled seeing her weapon in his hands.

“Mmmmph! Ulllumm mmooh!” She blubbered at him.

Some of the village men opened the gate ever so slightly, and then the youth tossed her sword through the crack in the gate.

“Hyyyy!” She cried. That sword cost her quite a bit of gold! Erri fumed. If she ever got out of this, she would make all of these people pay.

Then they were at the gate. The villagers kept it slightly open, and Erri could see a small clearing through the gate and woods beyond, and lying a few feet away in the dirt was her sword. Erri glared at it and then at the youth who had thrown it inside. He avoided her gaze when she looked at him.

“Grrrrmmm...” She grumbled.

Then behind her, she felt one of the knots around her mid-section loosening.

“Mmmeep?” She squealed in excitement and looked down. Someone else was untying the knots around her knees and ankles.

A second later the ropes fell free, followed by the fur blanket. Before Erri could react, she was shoved forward through the gate.

“Mmmooo!” She cried, flying through it face first.


They could have at least taken the gag off!
 She grumbled before face planting in the dirt.

“Uoofff...” She sighed, laying splayed out on her stomach. Behind her, she could hear the gate closing and the heavy bar being put back in place.


At least I'm not tied up anymore.
 She thought, though she was still clad in her undergarments. Erri stood and immediately ripped off the two cloths that gagged her.

“Ahh...” She gasped, grateful to be taking in fresh air, which was probably the only nice thing about this arrangement.

As she stretched out her jaw, she took in her surroundings. She was standing in a small clearing, and just beyond it was thick, oppressive woods.


This can't be good.
 The villagers had that heavy gate, and the bar that kept it closed, for a reason, and she suspected that reason was to keep something out.


So am I a sacrifice?
 It went without saying that the idea of being a human sacrifice to appease some sort of beast or god didn't sit well with her, not one bit, but then Erri noticed her sword lying a few feet away from her. Not wasting any time, she ran over to the weapon and brandished it with both hands, facing the tree line a few yards away. If something was to come at her, she suspected it was going to come from that direction.

It was strange though that if they did intend to sacrifice her, why allow her to keep her weapon? As she pondered this, Erri heard faint voices behind her. She turned around to see the villagers all clustered at the top of the gate, looking down at her.

“Hey!” She cried and hefted her blade, making sure to flex while doing so. Every muscle in her impressive physique popped as she glared at her captors, sword held in a fighting stance.

“You can open that gate back up now or you'll all be sorry.” She warned, narrowing her eyes at them. The villagers only responded by hooting an hollering at her. Erri felt the white hot rage build up inside and charged the gate.

“Hey! I'll make you all pay for this! Do you hear me!” She screamed, swinging her sword at the gate. The steel blade bounced uselessly off the thick, reinforced wood but Erri was too blinded with anger to notice or care.

“Listen you backwater mongrels, when I get out of here you're all dead!” She was screaming at the top of her logs while batting away at the gate with her weapon. Small chunks of wood started flying around her.

“Oh look at her go!” Someone cried from above.

She ignored them as she continued to hack at the gate, and started to work up a sweat.

“Don't want to tire yourself out missy!” Another voice called. Erri screamed in rage and stepped back from the gate, staring daggers at the amused villagers above.

“Kiss my muscular ass!” Erri cried, and then turned and smacked one of her bare ass cheeks. The villagers giggled in delight.

“Arrrggh!' She stamped, turning back around. Erri wanted nothing more than to throttle all of their necks, but she couldn't do that until she got through that gate.

Erri wrapped both hands around her sword and prepared to attack the gate again when she heard a hush go through the villagers above her. For a brief second, she thought that maybe she had intimidated them into silence, that they realized that she wasn't going to stop until that gate came down, even if it took days.

Then she heard the trees rustle behind her. It wasn't the familiar sound of trees rustling in the wind, no. It was the sound of trees being forcefully moved, the sound of something big moving branches out of it's path. As she listened, she could hear the sound of steady footfalls accompanying the sound of branches swaying and breaking. Erri's blood ran cold as she tried to determine the size of something making a sound like that.

It was getting closer. Errra turned her head and saw trees moving and shaking as something big calmly approached. She could feel the vibrations in the ground as it got closer. Still keeping her fighting stance, Erri spun on her feet to face the tree line.

In the distance, she could make out a shadow of something approaching. It shifted from walking on two legs to running on all four, and seemed vaguely man-shaped, but much, much bigger. As it got closer, she saw the light reflecting off it's cold green eyes. Those eyes, those cold green eyes locked on her and the thing quickened it's pace.

Erri tightened her grip on her sword, never taking her eyes off of the thing as its steady trot turned into a full out run. It dropped to all fours and started to sprint at her with alarming speed. As it got closer, she saw the long, dirty matted black hair hanging from it, and the long, black snout that opened to reveal rows of sharp teeth. If it stood on it's hind legs, this thing must have stood at least ten feet tall.

As soon as it hit her, the full weight of it would slam her back, and then those jaws would sink deep into her throat and that would be that. Erri realized that she couldn't take this monster in a full on fight.

Just as the beast broke out of the trees, snarling and snapping, Erri turned and ran. It let out an angry howl and gave chase. Erri's bare feet slapped against the dirt and she realized that she wasn't sure if the loud pounding she heard was her heart slamming against her chest or the beast's paws slapping against the ground.

Erri ran along the perimeter of the fence, maybe hoping to find an opening. As she did, she could feel the beast's hot breath against her bare backside.


If they wanted me to fight it, they could have at least given me my armor!
 She grimaced, and realized that she didn't want to die in her undergarments, eaten by a large beast.

The fence seemed to go on forever, and despite her wishes, she didn't see any opening ahead. Her legs were starting to scream out in pain and a burning sensation was slowly rising in her chest. If she kept up at this pace, then she would tire and the beast would have her. Behind her, she could hear the steady huffing as the beast panted after her.

With cat-like reflexes, Erri spun to the side and charged towards the trees. Thrown off, the beast slid to a halt and scrambled after her, screaming out in rage. Erri took advantage of the delay to hop over a fallen tree and spin around, sword at the ready.

Despite the set back, the beast made up the lost ground charged at the fallen tree. It reared up and swiped at Erri, who anticipated this. She ducked below the attack and swung her sword, slicing through the beast's flank. Red blood gushed from the wound and the beast screamed in pain.

Erri didn't want to wait around to face the angry beast and turned and fled. She sped through the woods, the creature's cries of pain and rage growing distant behind her, but she knew that it would only lick it's wounds briefly before returning to the hunt.

Suddenly, something snagged the strap of her thong, causing Erri to stumble to a halt.


Oh no!
 Her eyes went wide and her heart froze. It had her. Panic set in and Erri tried to pull away, but it tugged on her undergarment, holding her in place.


No! No! No!
 Erri pulled, somehow hoping she could overpower the beast, but then she heard it scream again, still in the distance.

Confused, she turned, raising her sword to see that her undergarment had snagged on a branch. She let out a sigh of relief, grateful that it wasn't a monster trying to pull her to her doom, and reached down to undo the snag when she heard a crashing behind her.

It was the beast, ripping through the brush towards her.


Damn!
 Erri yanked on her panties, trying to wrest them free of the ensnaring branch with no success. She held her sword with one hand, and used the other to pull on her tangled undergarments.

“Come on!” She screamed, eyes shifting between her tangled thong panties and the rapidly encroaching monster. With a cry of effort, Erri pulled with all of her strength.

Her flimsy undergarment gave a loud snap and ripped away from her body, exposing her bottom and vagina. She gasped and stared at her torn underwear still hanging from the branch like a fish on a hook. Instinctively, one hand covered her crotch while she used the other to brandish the sword as she turned and fled, no doubt giving the beast a nice view of her bare ass as she did.


I'm sure my ass looks tasty.
 She thought as she ran. While most man would enjoy the sight of a nude woman running through the woods, she imagined that the beast only wanted to sink it's teeth into her hardened and sweat covered rear end.

Then the ground gave out from under her. Erri cried out and flailed her arms, dropping her sword as she reached out to steady her fall. She must have stumbled across a steep hill, as she immediately fell face first on the ground and started tumbling down. Her hands groped blindly around her, searching for something to slow her fall, and as she did she could faintly hear her sword clanging along the hill as it fell too.

Then Erri hit soft dirt, and felt the wind forcefully exit her chest. Her whole body screamed in pain from the tumble down.


Get up Erri! That thing isn't far behind!
 A voice in her head screamed at her, but every muscle in her body resisted, telling her to lay down, rest, and regain her strength.


No! Get up!
 Erri sighed and lifted her head, seeing that her sword was embedded blade first in the ground not far from her. Her legs protested as she stumbled to her feet, and every breath she took felt like a labor in and of it's self. As she stood, she realized that she was completely nude, somehow having lost her bra in the fall down the hill.


Shit.
 She grumbled, using one hand cover her small breasts and the other to cover her bare crotch. Modesty should be the last thing on her mind right now but it was instinctive at this point. Erri scurried towards her sword, realizing that if she wanted to wield it then she would have to stop covering her nudity.

At this point, survival is more important than covering up.

She reached her sword and wrapped both hands around it, taking a moment to look at her surroundings. It was a ravine of some sort, with a soft, dirt bottom. On one side of her was the hill she had tumbled down, and on the other side was a sheer, rock wall covered in thick, oppressive webbing.

Then Erri realized that the creature had gone silent.

This can't be good.

She kept her hands wrapped around the hilt of her sword but didn't pull it. Instead, she looked over the thick webbing that coated the rock wall. Caught in the webbing were the cocooned forms of birds, squirrels...

And humans. They were wrapped in several layers of sticky webbing, and completely immobile.

Oh no...

Looking closer, Erri saw movement in the webbing. Spiders. Hundreds of them, tiny, multi legged creatures swarming over their cocooned prey.

She had to get out of here, and quick. Erri tightened her grip on her sword and started to pull when she heard something hiss in front of her. What she saw made her blood freeze in her veins.

A mother spider, about the size of a small dog, stood just a few feet away, all of it's eyes focused on Erri. Without a moment to lose, she pressed her nude body against her sword and pulled with all her might. The spider, anticipating this, reared up and spat a length of silk from it's jaws. In a split second, the sticky silk webbing flew through the air and clung to Erri's hands, which were still wrapped around the hilt of her sword.

“Arrggh!” She cried out in alarm, pulling against the webbing that held her hands in place, but they held fast. Before she could pull her feet away, more webbing shot out, securing her feet around the blade of her sword.

“Ahh, no!” She screamed, and felt more webbing spraying against her from behind. Turning her head, Erri saw two more mother spiders spraying her from behind. In second, her entire lower half was wrapped in webbing.

“No! Let me go!” She screamed, still pulling on her sword. If she could get it free, then she could cut herself loose.

More webbing shot out, wrapping her mid-section. She felt tendrils of webbing hit her shoulders and then something start to pull. Looking behind her, she saw the two spiders pulling on lengths on silk they had attached to her shoulders.


They're trying to pull me down!
 If they did, then they could easily drag her over to the wall with the other prey.

“No!” She screamed, her chest now being wrapped in webbing, but her struggles were useless as the spiders pulled her back. As she started to topple back, she felt her sword being worked loose from the ground.

Wait this could work! If they pulled her back, then her sword would be worked free, but she had to have enough time to cut herself loose before the spiders devoured her.

The webbing continued to cover her, now up over her bare breasts. She started recoil as the webbing sprayed over her head.

“No, no! Nmmmpph!” The sticky substance coated her mouth, sealing it shut. More and more layers of webbing coated her.

“Urrrrmmn mmmmph!” She wriggled, and a second later toppled backward.

“Mmmmph!” She cried as she hit the ground. Erri was now covered completely in webbing, with only an opening for her eyes and nose.

Then she was looking into the eyes of one of the spiders as it crawled up onto her chest.

“Mmmrrgggh! Ummmph!” She screamed, wriggling helplessly as it stood over her, opening it's mouth.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmmph!” Erri pleaded, shaking her head. She realized that it was going to give one final layer of webbing, one that it would spray over her nose and eyes, and she would suffocate before she could cut herself free.

Then, she would be their meal.

“Mmmpppp! Urrrrrggg!” Erri screamed into the webbing that filled her mouth, trying desperately to wriggle out from under the spider.

It's jaws opened just in front of her face, and it prepared to deliver the final layer of webbing but then froze. Then Erri heard a familiar growl.

The beast.

It screamed from above, then she heard a crashing as it tore down the hillside towards them. The spider on top of her scurried away.

“Mmmph! Mmmpph!” She cried into her web gag. Erri tried flexing every muscle in her considerable physique in an attempt to power out of the webbing that bound her, but it held tight against her powerful frame.

“Grrrrbbll...” She huffed. It was useless to try and power out of this, but at leas the spider was stopped from completely cocooning her.


Now I just need to worry about being eaten!
 She craned her head to see that the beast was now in the ravine, and stalking towards her, thick saliva gushing from it's jaws.

“Mmmmeeep!” She turned her head to see the spiders, big and small, retreating up the cliffside. They knew an alpha predator when they saw one.


Dammit, hurry Erri!
 She had to cut herself loose, and fast.

“Mmmfff... mffff...” She huffed, and tightened her legs so that the sword pressed against the webbing. The sticky silk held against her sheer strength, but how would it hold against sharp steel?

“Ufff... mfff...” She started wriggling her legs, rubbing the sword against the sticky webs, and felt the substance loosen.

It's working!

Her elation was short lived though, as she felt hot, steamy breath blast on her face from above.

“Ulllp!” She moaned, and found herself looking straight into the beast's gaping maw.

“MMMMMMPH! MMMMMPH!” She screamed, part of her was thankful for the muffling webbing, or else she imagined that the whole village would hear her cries of terror as she looked into the creature's jaws.

“Mmmoo! Mmooo! Hllllp! Hlllp!” Panic set in and she started wriggling again in a desperate attempt to break free of her cocoon, but to no avail.


This is it, it's gonna eat me!
 She broke out in a cold sweat under the webbing as she thought of those massive teeth ripping into her.

The beast lowered it's head, green eyes starring right into hers. It's eyes were filled with anger, instinct, and deep, endless hunger.

“Mmmoo! Mmmpooo! Uggglumm!” She strained again, shaking back and forth in a futile gesture.

While Erri wiggled her top half, she started writhing her legs up and down as well, hoping her sword could cut through the webbing faster than the creature could bite into her. Above her, the beast lowered it's head so that it's snout faced her, and she watched it's nostrils twitch as it started to sniff her.

“Ulllpp!” She jumped as it pressed it's nose flat against her, sniffing from her head down to her chest. Erri froze, watched in wide eyed fascination as the creature sniffed her up and down. Was the webbing throwing it off her scent?

Erri held her breath as the creature continued to run it's nose up and down her body. It would be a miracle if the webbing did throw it off and it decided to leave her, but that would mean the spiders would come back. Even if she did manage to free herself, she would have to get out of there fast or the spiders would cocoon her again.

After another moment, the creature stepped away from her and let out a long, ear splitting roar.

“Mmmmph!” She squeezed her eyes shut, wishing that she could cover her ears. When she opened her eyes back up, the beast was moving back towards her head.

“Ummmp...” This was it, it was going to finish her off. Where were those spiders? They could easily outnumber and overpower this thing, and then she could use the time that the monsters were busy with each other to escape.

As the creature moved towards her head, it reared up and started walking on it's hind legs, which she knew wasn't a good sign. It stopped by her head, looked down at her prone, helpless form, and then turned back to the rock wall where the spiders had retreated and let out a loud, warning snarl. It had just claimed her as it's prey.

It stepped past her head and she craned her head to see several tendrils of webbing that hung from her back and shoulders. The beast grabbed these tendrils in a clawed hand and started to use them to drag her away from the spider's den.

It wasn't going to eat her, it was going to save her for later!

“Mmmoo! Mmmph! Ummmph!” She struggled and kicked her feet as the monster dragged her through the dirt away from the cliffside.

Use this time to get free!

“Ummmff!” She sighed as she again started rubbing her legs against the webbing, using her sword to cut through it. Erri felt more of the webbing fall away and looked down to see that her calves were exposed.

Good, keep at it!

The creature seemed oblivious, and kept on advancing forward. It probably assumed that she was helpless, which meant it's guard was down.

Good, I'll have the element of surprise!

She continued to use her legs with the sword to cut the webbing free, the sharp steel cutting through the confining silk like butter. In moments her legs were completely free, but Erri continued to wriggle them like they were still cocooned so not to alarm the creature.

“Mmmph! Mmmm! Ummm!” She moaned into her web gag too in order to keep the ruse going, and turned her head to see the beast's head was focused straight ahead. Hopefully wherever it was taking her was far.

Her legs were free, but her hands would prove to be a problem since they were webbed to the sword itself. Thankfully, her hands were webbed around the hilt, which meant she was still able to wield it. Still, whatever she was going to do, she would have to do it fast.

Her upper body still cocooned, Erri lifted the sword to above her head and blindly swung it, praying her aim was right.

It was. The sharp blade cut through the tendrils that the beast used to drag her, causing it to lose it's grip on her. The creature stumbled forward and let out a cry of frustration, and Erri used the opportunity to stumble to her feet.

“Mmmrrgh! Urrgh!” She spat, top half of her body still wrapped in webbing, and sword held straight out. The creature still attempted to catch up with what had just happened, and turned to face her just as she charged, blade held straight out.

It let out a howl of pain that shook the forest around it as Erri's sword pierced it's side just under the armpit.

3.

A few hours later, naked and sweat stained, Erri emerged from the woods, sword in one hand and the beast's severed head in the other. She approached the closed gate from which she had been forced into the woods, and watched as the jaws of the watchmen on top of the gate dropped. Erri didn't react to their looks of surprise and lust as a naked woman emerged from the woods, but she kept her face tight and angry.

After slaying the beast, Erri found a stream as was able to use water to remove the rest of the webbing from her body. After that, she attempted to retrace her steps through the woods to find her lost undergarments, but with no success. So now here she was, naked and fuming, approaching the people who had sent her out here to die.

As she approached, one of the watchmen shouted something to someone below him, and no sooner had the gate started to open as she approached. The gates swung open to reveal curious onlookers crowding around on the other side, and beyond them she could see the town elders further back.

Seeing the elders made her blood boil and she quickened her pace. As she got closer to the gate she could hear the excited murmurs of the townsfolk.

“Oh look at that sight!”

“Looks like she and the beast had a good time!”

“I'd have a good ti-”

Erri silenced their chatter by lobbing the beast's severed head right at the crowd. They all let out a collective shriek and scattered as the head landed in the dirt and rolled for a few feet. She didn't stop, and in a few minutes was through the gate and storming past the crowd and severed head. As she passed she could feel every man's hungry eyes on her body.

The town elders stiffened as she got nearer, knowing they were her targets. One of them, a bald man with a white beard, strode forward with hands raised in a gesture of peace.

“Now, I'm sure you have questions-Arggh!” He screamed as Erri charged him, edge of her sword aimed right at his throat.

“Wait! Please, no! Mercy!” He cried, stumbling back and tripping over his own feet. Erri was not in a merciful mood and pressed her weapon against his quivering Adam’s apple.

“Please no! We had no choice!” The man pleaded, voice shaking in terror. Erri gritted her teeth and steeled herself for the kill.

“I bet! What, sacrifice me to the beast so it didn't take one of your own?”

All of the other elders were all crying out, desperately trying to communicate something to her but they were all speaking at the same time, making it difficult for Erri to discern what they were saying.

She would give them plenty of time to talk before she cut them down.

“Please wait!”

“Listen!”

“We implore you!” they all cried out.

“She made us do it! It was her!” The one with her sword pressed to his neck cried. Erri stopped, cocking her head at the man. She looked up to see all of the elders starring at her wide eyed and frozen.

“Who? Explain yourself before I run out of patience!” She barked, hoping that he would be brief so she could kill him and get on with it.

“The woman, an enchantress! She came to us one day, offering a chest of gold and promises of ten seasons good harvest if we do this for her!”

Erri hesitated, remembering a blond woman talking to this men before they threw her out of the gate. Was that her?

“Who? Why?” She demanded, pressing her sword against the man's throat, eliciting a squeal.

“Kara is her name. She told us to lure you into the woods to fight the beast and that was it! That's all we know!” The man was sobbing now, terrified.

“Can you tell me where to find her?”

“No! She only comes to us!”

Erri considered this. So a witch asked them to do this to her, but why?

She would just have to find this witch and ask her.

Erri withdrew her sword from the man's neck and stood back. The man gasped and clutched at his throat as his cohorts all crowded around him.

“Seeing how you all almost killed me, I think you owe me something.” She demanded.

“Yes, anything!” The man said, still holding his throat.

“I would like a share of that gold she gave you, my armor back, and undergarments.” She said, suddenly aware of her nudity again. Erri held her sword over her vagina while covering her breasts with her other hand.

***

The heat of the fire felt good on Erri's bare legs as she sat on an old, rotted log, waiting. She wasn't quite sure what she waiting for, but she had a feeling that something would be coming along at some point in the evening. The aroma of the cooking meat over the flame caused Erri's stomach to rumble loudly and she realized that she hadn't eaten all day. Her mouth salivated at the sight of the large mutton of meat roasting on a spit over the flame, the mutton that had once been part of the beast that had tried to devour her.

Erri smiled and turned the spit, watching as juices flowed from the meat and dripped into the fire, causing sizzles and sparks. Hopefully this creature would taste as good as it smelled. As she turned the spit, she looked up at the dark forest around her, almost expecting to see a woman approach out of the blackness around her, but nothing happened.

Some woman, a witch, told the townsfolk to lure Erri to the woods to battle the beast, and Erri wanted to know why. She had a feeling that now that the beast was dead that this witch would make her presence known to Erri sooner rather than later.


Was it a test of some kind? Or a sacrifice to her dark god? If so, why me?
 Erri wondered as she stared at the roasting hunk of meat, fantasizing about sinking her teeth into it.

The fearful and apologetic townsfolk had offered her lodging for the night, but seeing how they had kidnapped her and tried to kill her, Erri declined. They did give her armor back and the promised gold, along with a pair of frilly undergarments that she wore now under her armor.

The undergarments were white and small, clearly meant for an enjoyable evening spent with a lover, but Erri couldn't really turn them down. She was surprised though at how soft and smooth they felt against her bare flesh, especially the lacy, white thong that ran through her ass cheeks. Over the alluring undergarments she wore her black leather battle armor with gold accents. Her armor consisted of a bustier with gold breastplate and a black leather battle skirt with gold highlights. In addition, she wore black and gold gauntlets and had her hair back in a ponytail, and her black and gold tiara to keep it all place.

She was ready for a fight, and she was sure that a fight would come this night. Despite the events of the day, she didn't intend to sleep at all that night. In fact, she didn't think she would sleep until she reached the next town and got a room at an inn. Even then, she planned on barricading her door.

Erri returned her attention to the slowly cooking meat. She certainly hoped that the witch made her presence known tonight so that Erri could deal with her, and then hopefully sleep more soundly over the next few nights.

Suddenly a gust of wind rose up, sending a shiver through Erri and causing her to break out in goosebumps. It was getting cold again, like the previous evening, and she intended on keeping the fire hot through the night. Erri rose and grabbed another log to toss on the inferno when she saw them...

Two eyes watching from the darkness, past the trees. Brilliant green eyes. Erri stiffened and reached for her sword, sheathed at her side. At first she thought it might be another beast like the one she had slain earlier, but then realized that these eyes weren't high enough off the ground, or feral enough.

The warrior sat frozen, hand on the pommel of her sword, watching as the eyes grew nearer. They were human eyes, but they possessed an animal quality to them. They were deep, seductive eyes, and watched her with a hunger deeper and more feral than the hunger of the great beast that had tried to eat her.

As the eyes moved closer, Erri started to see more of the body around the eyes. The fire began to illuminate the sensuous female form that moved with the deceptive grace of a serpent about to strike. Every muscle and sinew in the woman's body seemed poised with erotic passion and lust, and all of that was now focused on Erri.

The light from the fire cast the witch in a burning, hot haze of lust. Like Erri, she wore a tiara, this one made of solid gold, but she did not have her blond hair tied back but instead had it fall around her shoulders. Her exquisite, soft looking breasts heaved against a small blue bustier like they were trying to escape from it's constraining clutch. Her midriff was bare, and Erri wouldn't even call the garment she wore around her waist a skirt.

It was a small, skin tight garment, covering her crotch but it thinned out to small, string like straps along her waist. Though Erri couldn't see the woman's backside, she imagined that the strings left very little to the imagination.

The woman grew closer, a seductive smile on her face as she strolled forward like a great cat on the prowl. Erri could see now that she had pointed ears too.


She's half eleven.
 Erri stiffened. The Elven were a powerful race, masters of magic. If this woman was half elven, that meant that she probably had their race's powers over the elemental forces.

The witch stopped just behind Erri's campfire, and Erri rose, drawing her weapon and donning a fighting stance.

The witch didn't seem fazed, instead placing her hand on her hip and sniffed the air.

“I can see killing my pet like that, but did you really have to go and cook him? He deserved better than that.” She cooed and met Erri's gaze. Her eyes seemed to bore into the warrior's soul and Erri felt her blood quicken.


Stay focused!
 Erri shook her head and tightened her grip on the sword as she stared down the witch. The witch looked at Erri and then at the weapon in her hand and shrugged.

“Now Erri, is that any way of treating an admirer?” She giggled, her voice as silky as the night around them. As she spoke, she walked around the fire, approaching the warrior.

Erri moved as well, circling the flame.

“You seem to have me at a loss, I don't know who you are.” Erri never took her eyes off of the witch as she spoke.

The witch laughed a hearty laugh full of mirth and lust.

“I've been watching you for a long time, and when I saw that you were in the area, I had my friends at the village organize a little meet up.”

“Is kidnapping and attempting to feed me to a monster your idea of a meet up?” Erri spouted, stopping on the far side of the fire. The witch stopped too and eyed Erri with amusement.

“Now please, it was just a little test, to see if you were worthy.” The witch giggled and started to move towards Erri again.

This time, Erri started to back away towards the dark forest that surrounded them. The witch stopped after a few steps and looked Erri up and down, like she was appraising meat at a market.

“You don't have to worry dear, my name is Kara and I don't bite... unless you want me to.” With that the witch turned her back to Erri and started to inspect the meat on the spit, giving Erri a view of her lovely behind.

Erri stifled a gasp and felt her blood turn to fire in her veins. As she suspected, the back of the witch's skirt left little to the imagination. Her entire, full, round backside was exposed, with several strings from the garment running along her tanned cheeks and meeting about halfway down her ass crack. The strings all formed into a single thong that ran through the bottom half of Kara's ass and to the front.

Kara bent over and seemed to smelling the cooking meat, completely unintimidated by Erri's presence. As Erri watched, Kara started waving a hand over the cooking mutton, wafting the aroma towards her. The warrior felt her grip on the sword softening the more she looked at Kara's amazing, almost bare backside.

The witch knew it too, and looked back at Erri with a smile before returning to smelling the meat.

“Oh it does smell delicious though, would you care if I joined you?” Kara asked, smiling her inviting smile at Erri.

Erri could feel the hunger deep in the pit of her stomach, hunger for the meat and hunger for this woman who appeared out of darkness. She could feel herself lowering her sword, but never consciously thought to do it. It was like she was outside of herself, watching herself do this. Then Kara started to turn the meat on the spit, her inviting gaze shifting between Erri and the roasting meat.

“Don't want this to get burned, do you?” She giggled, watching as Erri's sword now hung limply in one hand.

Then Erri felt herself being carried forward. She looked down to see that her legs were moving, moving her towards the woman Erri looked up again at the bent over form in front of her, at the nearly naked backside, and her body ached and yearned with passion. The warrior wanted nothing more than to caress that smooth skin, to taste it and make it her own.

No! Resist! It's glamour! She has you under control!

But Erri realized that it wasn't that at all. She wasn't under a spell or hypnosis, no, it was far worse than that.

She wanted this woman, plain and simple. It had been so long since Erri had been touched, and she yearned to feel the warmth of another body, and here was this woman who appeared out of the darkness and offered Erri just that. The woman was using Erri's own lust against her, and that was the most dangerous weapon of all.

Then Erri was right behind the woman. She stood and turned, flashing Erri a pleased, smile. Kara was a spider, and she had successfully lured Erri into her web. The witch reached out and took the sword from Erri's hands and dropped it in the dirt at their feet.

“Let's get rid of this little thing here.” She said without taking her eyes off of the warrior.

A tingle went through Erri's arms and she looked down to see Kara's slender fingers tracing up her forearms.

“So powerful, I've always wondered what it was like to be held in these arms.” Erri gasped as Kara's fingers continued to dance up her arms. The witch pressed her body up against the warrior, sending a warm tingle through up through Erri's crotch.

“All of this armor, it just won't do.” Kara eyed up Erri's outfit and then took a step back.

Suddenly Erri gasped as she was hit with a fresh blast of cold. Everything on her felt exposed and she looked down to see that she was no longer wearing her armor, or her undergarments.

Instead, she was wearing a single, thin bodysuit that bare plenty of her minimal cleavage, then thinned out around her bottom and turned into a thong, showing off her impressive, muscle bound ass cheeks. Her legs and arms were bare, and her hair fell loose in a tumble around her shoulders.

Kara giggled at Erri's reaction to her newfound clothes, and giggled even harder when the warrior's hand rushed over over her cleavage.

“You, what did you...” Erri fumbled in shock and awe. Kara only giggled and motioned to the other side of the campfire.

“Oh don't worry,” she was motioning to Erri's armor, now resting against the log where Erri once sat. “It's right over-”

Kara was cut off by Erri's fist flying right into her face. The witch crumpled, unprepared for the blow, and fell unconscious at the warrior's feet.

To Be Continued...
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