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Chapter One

 


“What are you's?” Pug Lord growled, as his heavy
jowls swayed with his fierceness and the ever present drool dripped
down his protruding lower lip.

Maya flinched, snatching one of her hands
instinctively between her naked thighs, as she knelt before the
mangy-faced Pug Lord. Her fingers trembled over the small ring
pierced through her clitoris, and the possible source of
excruciating pain if she did not answer quickly and correctly. Even
as she opened her mouth to answer, her gaze watched the Pug Lord’s
leathery finger with its dirty and cracked canine claw, as it
twitched over the button controlling the pain inducing clitoris
ring.

“I am a pet,” Maya said as clearly as she could force
her trembling voice to respond, while her bare breasts quaked. Pug
Lord’s sharp and immediate growling made Maya cower, and she added
with haste, “A pleasure pet, Master.”

Pug Lord’s answer was a short rumbling grunt with the
closest thing he ever did approaching approval. The pain would not
come this time. Oh, how she hated the foul pug-beast with all her
heart, wishing over and over again that she was strong enough to
attack the beast and defeat him. Her naked skin trembled with the
vulnerability of its exposure and with the constant drowning
feelings that had been her companions for months now. It was all so
confusing to her, because her people had never known there were
space vessels that moved between the stars, until the Pug Lords had
come to the gentle farmlands of Ionia, her home, stealing her and
all the other women away. She still remembered too vividly, and in
her nightmares, the unreal shock of being hunted and captured by
the pug-beasts.

The pugs walked upright like the men of her homeland,
but they hunted on all four of their large paws and they were twice
the size and girth of the men of Ionia. The pugs hunted in packs
and used stout poles with rope collars on the end to drop down over
the head their prey, then tightened around their necks. But she
remembered with clarity that they did not need the leash-poles with
their savage fangs, sharp claws, and incredible lopping speed.

It had been a nightmare come alive. One moment she
was free, happy, and contented, and the next she was hunted down
and enslaved by beastly creatures that came from the very sky. Her
people did not have a concept of slavery, war, or of fighting. The
men could be aggressive, yes, in what she now realized was a feeble
manner, but had seemed so much more to her back then.

“And pets?” Pug Lord growled, prompting her.

Maya dare not look up at his brown canine-whiskered
face, so she kept her gaze lowered. She was once again grateful
that she was alone on Pug Lord’s space vessel and that none of her
people could witness her embarrassed humiliation. “Pets kneel at
their Master's feet,” she said, as her naked flesh cringed with the
action of her horrible obedience.

She was not a fighter. She'd never thought about
being one before and perhaps the worse feeling she had was the
guilt of her weakness. She kept thinking that if only she had
clothes to cover her nakedness, maybe she could be stronger. The
vulnerability of being completely nude and open to view was a
debilitating one. “P-Pets are never to stand above their Master's
head and pets are never to speak unless spoken to or commanded to,”
Maya recited, trying not to feel anything while saying the
words.

Pug Lord grunted his approval, growling.
“Because?”

“Because pets are only for pleasure.”

“Then shows us a pleasure pose,” Pug Lord
growled.

Maya cowered inwardly. She hated these. There were
several poses and each one was as abasing as the last one. She knew
Pug Lord’s favorite and she tried to tell herself how wise she was
to willingly use it. Choice. One small choice. The pose was
of course the most demeaning one and she turned on her knees, until
her naked spine was facing Pug Lord.

I am not here. I am not really here. Maya
scrunched her eyelids as she bent at the waist lowering her palms
to the cold metal of the space vessels flooring. Then when she came
up on her knees she wobbled to the side with her thighs shaking as
she raised her bare buttocks to Pug Lord, while spreading her knees
as wide as she could. The feelings of exposure and defenselessness
rushed through her, lobbing a sick feeling into her stomach, while
the most intimate place on her body that she could imagine gaped
open vulnerable to Pug Lord’s view. The tears burned beneath her
clenched eyelids as her buttocks shuddered in shame and
embarrassment.

Pug Lord said this was sexual and she was to be a
sexual pleasure pet to the men he would sell her to. This was her
training for those men. Men that the Pug Lord had shown her in
strange moving pictures from an alien machine. She had thought
she’d known men before and she had thought that she had known about
sex too. But not the sights that Pug Lord had shown her from the
moving picture machine.

The men shown on the pictures were large and heavy
muscled with wilder barbarian demeanors. They wore scant groin
cloths, furs, and hide boots, not cloth trousers and button up
shirts. Yet, more alarming and completely alien were the sexual
acts that the pictures displayed. She was never to lie on her back,
offering her loins to the men, but she was to present her loins
willingly on her hands and knees. They could force her to any
position they desired, however, the pictures said that they would
not, they rutted from behind. Rutted. The very word sent
terror deep inside her. Nothing was shown of women's pleasure. It
seemed that was not necessary and not to be thought of. She was a
pet.

Oh God. The pictures had also shown men vigorously
mating women's mouths with their ponderous and engorged male
penis', and then strenuously coupling women's rear entrances. Then,
somewhere in the middle, after months of watching the pictures, to
her complete horror, she had become unexpectedly flushed with
arousal. She'd tried to fight it, but each time she struggled, then
lost, to her confusion and guilt. Being naked, being pierced,
chained, and harnessed, none of that compared to the embarrassment
and shame of those aroused feelings.

Crazy, she tried to tell herself that she
needed to see human faces and not the alien and beastly terrifying
one of Pug Lord. That was why she was contorting visions of the
barbaric he-men into arousal. She was confused and just seeing
those mens faces and their strong powerful bodies was in some way
comforting to her. They did look powerful. To her they looked
powerful enough to defeat Pug Lord. Perhaps in her new tortured
existence she thought they would be kinder to her than Pug Lord.
Because she had an unexplainable need building inside her to find a
way, at any cost, to please the faceless barbarian man that would
be her Master.

Pug Lord lifted his limp-lidded gaze to his captured
prize. After training, he had ordered it to leash-lock itself to
the curved wall of the Star Jumper. It was a humanoid type creature
called femaleness in its own culture and it was unappealing by his
standards with its smaller, loose-limbed helplessness. But the
femaleness would be the beginning of his prestigious fortunes,
because the maleness of the planet Z’dar had never seen one of
these femaleness before. There in rested his merchandising gambols,
because Z’dar held traces of diamond sparkles, large traces, and it
was completely his find.

He would make his fortunes this time. He was a
speculator and while others were subjugating the femaleness to
labor or food, the Zoid found them tasty, he had other plans. His
Pug Master had repeatedly taught him to follow the procreating
appetites of any culture, because hump-sex was nearly as powerful
as fortunes.

He snorted out of his pug snout and his curly tail
began to itch, so he swiveled its two-foot length around to nibble
on its end in the cramped confines of the Star Jumper. The
femaleness made a gasping sound and twitched in its restraints.

“Stills,” he gurgled, adjusting the tone of the
universal translator he had implanted into the femaleness, then he
attempted again. “Stills or you's will be punished.” The
pallid-fleshed femaleness knelt obediently and he knew it did not
want its genitals punished with the pain ring, because it was too
soft, not like his hairy tough body.

Suddenly Maya jerked, hearing the normal rumbling of
the space vessel change abruptly with a terrible screeching sound.
She knew instantly that something was terribly wrong. She
understood nothing of the strange space vessel, but she did not
think that the tightly confined oblong-shaped vessel should be
coming down so hard onto the land she had glimpsed through the
triangle-shaped windows. Especially not hard enough to moments
later toss her like a limp noodle against the inner wall, bouncing
her off again as if a ball, instead of human flesh and bone, then
slamming her back into Pug Lord’s body. She hit her head painfully
on the pug’s tough hide and cruelly choked herself against the
collar restraint she bore that was tether-locked to the inside wall
of the vessel. Gasping in hacking sounds, Maya struggled, stumbling
to her feet to relieve the choking hold to her neck as she fell
backward against the wall away from the twitching Pug Lord.

It was then her vision cleared enough that she first
saw the big motley brown Pug Lord twitching in spasms with green
goo slithering out of his nose holes. Anxiously, she lifted her
gaze and she saw a gaping split in the opposite wall. It was a wide
gap that started from above her head through half the floor of the
vessel. The view through this yawning split was of a bluish terrain
that was stained in amber sunlight. Suddenly an arcing of orange
leaped upward, making a static snapping sound behind Pug Lord’s
limp body.

Pop-pop-pop! Maya clutched her ears as a small
explosion rattled the inner belly of the vessel, shooting
yellow-orange flames up through the rent. Fire. The meaning
of it ate through Maya’s thoughts as fast and as frightening as the
sight. Screaming in panic, she struggled against the leash with
frantically tearing fingers. She could not get loose, and
the realization that she was going to be burned alive by the fire,
sent her screaming into hysteria.

 



Chapter Two

 


Black Fall, clan-prince of the blue mesa, watched the
herd of fawnels shifting and skidding their hooves through
the tufted prairie grasses, then settling their velvet snouts down
to graze once again. He lay on a slight rise above the herd and he
was content to simply watch the graceful creatures eating the
cob-topped bluegrasses. He had no need of fawnel meat to fill his
belly this sun cycle or the next, and what he needed more than food
was a driving need for solitude.

Solitude from his endless responsibilities, the
constant warring, and his princely duties. He had left the decree
that he was not to be disturbed until the crescent moon shaded the
mesa. Then, he'd left his commander duties in the hands of others
with further orders not to bother him, unless there was a battle,
and a large one at that. He'd also stated flatly that they had
better be fighting the battle already, before they made the effort
to find him.

“Bah,” Fall muttered in aggravation, shaking his head
to clear his thoughts. Nevertheless, they persisted as he
remembered his second in command Black Dun suggesting that Fall’s
erratic temperament lately was due to Fall’s impossible physical
commitment to abstinence.

Fall shrugged his weighty shoulders, letting his gaze
drift upward. He could barely see the half-sun, shrouded by the
light-tinted amber clouds. He felt pride at the thought of his
abstinence. It had been difficult, but he'd managed to abstain now
through two of the wild ruts, and never in that lengthy time had he
humiliated himself by succumbing to the only recourse left to
males, which was using his own hand.

“Krutz,” he cursed, tossing a crystal-edged
diamond stone up into the air. He would suffer returning to the rut
before he would use his hands gripped over his stiff cocksram. This
thought stirred his determination. He was Prince Black Fall,
guardian of the blue mesa and defender against the deadly
Firedrakes, and he alone had chosen to abstain. He would break the
dominating hold of the femmen, those rank counter-mates to
his male cocksram.

“Others will follow,” he hissed up to the uncaring
half-sun, noting that the gray-haired fawnels barely startled at
the sound of his voice. He'd managed to overcome the driving needs
to rut so far with meditation and his normal vigorous training. It
was not as if he suffered more than all the other men on Z’dar. He
suffered, as they suffered, until those times in each season when
they could finally relieve their natural desires, by releasing that
final pleasure-bound jet of male seed into an unwilling
femmen's gash. They will follow me, Fall thought with
determination, once they saw that it could be done and together
they would bring the femmen down to their knees before
them!

These thoughts unwillingly brought Fall harsh
memories as he breathed sharply inward. He clearly remembered the
rutting festival where his life, and the existence that he'd always
accepted, had completely changed. Everything had turned in on
itself and shifted that night. The shadows had become light and the
light had become shadows, and out of the darkness inside him had
burst a harrowing understanding.

He and Dun, his companion brother and second in
command had been on the parade. It was a typical rutting festival,
happening once in a moon cycle, on the fullest and brightest night
of the moon's presentation. The mud-colored femmen tents had been
set up outside the blue mesa fortress and even though he was the
prince of the blue mesa and the highest commander, he'd still had
to flaunt his body on parade like all the other males. The night
air of the mesa had been cool and brisk, while the smell of many
femmen gathered so closely together had held its normal heavy musky
scents.

The femmen were the audience. They were the viewers
and the choosers. They had sat or reclined beneath the open sides
of their numerous tents, while they watched naked males strut by.
It was the one time in a moon cycle that males held their stiff
cocksrams in proud presentation and not hidden and aching beneath
their cock-thongs. Even the demeaning taunts on the sizes, shapes,
lengths, and colorings of their stiff pricks that the femmen had
hissed rowdily from beneath their tents, could not destroy the
furrow of anticipation building in each male's belly.

But then, they'd all known with a surety that raised
their cocksram’s unyielding and proud beneath the taunts, that the
shift in rutting power would soon be at hand. The femmen could
offend them, jeer at them, and taunt them in the selection rituals,
however once a femmen picked her male and allowed the rut to begin,
he became the more powerful. The femmen still battled. They fought
and struggled from the first thrust to the last thrust.

Nonetheless, with their poisons grudgingly set aside
for the rut, and with no poisonous darts, knives, and especially
poison fingernails to kill with, the male’s natural physical
strength was too powerful for them to win against. They would deny
it, but every male knew in those moments of the rut, when he rucked
a femmen beneath him with his strength and determination, that he
was the stronger. Then, when his rigid cocksram was shoved over and
over again inside their dry and bucking bitches sheaths, he knew he
was the conqueror, the commander, and the all powerful. A male
lived for that moment, and not even the blessed release of his seed
spurting from him was better than those moments of control.

But the price men paid to achieve those final rutting
moments was not pleasurable. No male admitted how much if felt
against their nature. It had always been this way. However in each
male, there was a collective consciousness of anger at having their
strength and power diminished to these acts. And it seemed to Fall
that each cycle the femmen took their perceived power to new
heights, trying to satisfy their dominance over males. They baited
males more cruelly with each turning of a cycle, and it was at
times subtle, but crueler still.

But Fall remembered that at that rutting festival a
movement had caught his gaze and he'd turned his head watching a
male kneel before a tall and broad-boned femmen. It was not unusual
to see a male kneeling before femmen, yet the femmen's snarling
order for the male to crawl forward and touch his face to her
dirt-stained feet had been new. After that display, the femmen had
marked the male as hers for the rut, but it had made Fall’s skin
crawl and his anger boil as he'd watched it.

“This sundown we will win a ring pierced through your
nipple, my prince, and not from Consort Yalt this time,” Dun had
said, slugging Fall’s back with enthusiasm.

Dun already had the ring of a femmen hanging from his
left brown-colored nipple, and Fall knew that many males did, as
they'd strutted by the femmen waiting to be called to rut. It was
the most coveted thing for males, to have a ring before the rut
festival. A male could get ringed anytime between ruts and all
males sought a new partner and a new ring after they rutted. He'd
always received one. In fact, he'd never been turned down by any
femmen he'd approached . . .

But that was before the last two ruts. He'd been
amazed the first time he had been refused, however now twenty times
since, he had to wonder at the odds. The fact that he was the
prince should insure that he was never turned down. He should be
the prize, if the femmen prized anything.

Fall had shaken his head back then, as he did now,
not wanting to think those difficult thoughts. He'd rutted Consort
Yalt two times back then, unheard of for the repeat, and he'd had
no desire to do it again. He'd wanted to find another femmen that
time to relieve his cocksram.

“That one with the smaller tits.” Dun had pointed.
“She is sneering at you.”

Cautiously, both men had moved in the direction of
the bald-headed femmen. She had been thinner and ganglier than
most, and Fall had liked her smaller stature and fierce gaze. She'd
snarled at them as they'd approached. It had been a good sign, and
so invigorated, he'd bucked his cocksram, lifting the florid
engorged head before her gaze as he'd walked slowly by where she'd
stood beneath her tent.

Then a screech had sounded behind him, and then
another one had sounded farther off. It had been getting late and
the rutting was starting. A feeling of urgency had filled Fall and
he'd stopped walking within sight of the femmen. Her black eyes had
been feral and interested as he'd turned slightly facing her gaze
fully. She'd stepped forward with a sneer about her cracked lips
and his heartbeat had pounded in welcome anticipation. He'd been
doubly glad that the swift feeling of anticipation had oozed seed
out of the slit of his cocksram, and it had glistened wet for the
femmen’s view. Fall had felt Dun grip his forearm in
congratulations, then Dun had stepped back as they both had watched
the femmen strut to the edge of the tent toward Fall.

Yes, Fall had thought, he would happily kneel
to rut this one's loose and raspy-sheath, and his ridged belly
muscles had tightened in anticipation.

 



Chapter Three

 


Then it had happened, and Fall recalled this last
time, more vividly than the previous two times. Suddenly, the tall
and rangy Consort Yalt had been there snarling and shoving the
smaller femmen aside. Fall had been amazed the first time he'd seen
this happen, but this was the third time. Femmen did not fight over
men. But it had not exactly been a fight, because the smaller
femmen had yielded easily to Yalt’s obvious commanding actions.

Then it had been the greasy and spiked-haired Yalt
who'd strode toward him, and he'd known that the impossible was
going to happen for the third time, he was going to be forced to
rut Yalt again. The rage inside of him had been instantaneous and
in that moment he'd wanted to get his hands on Yalt’s lank body.
He'd wanted to fight her, to force her, to control her, to smash
her beneath him. He had never felt anything as powerful as that
brief stinging fury, before he'd brought it under control.

Fall had heard Dun make a negative hiss behind him,
but they'd both known there was nothing they could do. Fall’s
cocksram had throbbed with the voracious need produced by denial.
Thirty-six cycles of sunrises and sunsets had gone before that rut
release. He'd had to have a hole, whether it had been Yalt’s or
not, he would rut.

Yalt had come at him with slashing fingernails. She'd
done it to strike fear into him, to make him wonder if she carried
poison on the tips of her nails as she'd raked his chest, drawing
blood. There would be no ring for him, no ritual. It would be as
the last two times had been. They'd be going down to rut in the
dirt, out in the open. Many did rut in the open, but he preferred
privacy and Yalt knew that. She knew many things that he'd been
just beginning to understand, but still he'd been denying. Then,
the pain of Yalt’s nails lashing the surface of his flesh had
reached his senses and his body had jerked, just as Yalt had
snarled.

“Kneel, Prince! I choose your dirty prick!”

“Bah,” Fall huffed with disgust, jerking from
the memory, as he gripped the diamond stone so hard it cut into the
skin of his palm. He remembered Dun’s version of that rut clearly
too, part of a male’s solace was to share the rut details with his
companion-brothers afterward, and the memory of Dun’s was a much
more pleasant one.

Dun had backed away from the scene with his fists
clenched at his side. The urge to fight and to rip Yalt away from
his companion-brother Fall had been a powerful one with Dun
wondering fiercely why, Yalt could not leave Fall alone, then all
would return to normal and Dun would not have rebellious and sick
feelings assaulting him.

“Dun, we rut now!” a voice had snarled behind him,
and Dun had jerkily turned to see the femmen, Ging, who had chosen
him. She was one of Yalt’s consorts, and he'd never had one of them
approach him before to rut. She was tall and spindly with knobby
knees, but what excited him had been her hair. It had been longer
and hanging just below her ears, and it was not spiky as most
femmen, if they had any hair at all.

To him, hair on top had meant hair below and he
preferred that as well, as he’d looked downward at the short
sagging hide skirt that she'd worn. Femmen showed their hanging
tits at the rut, but they never showed the more interesting bit
below. Yet, Dun had never seen hair on top without at least a sprig
of hair below.

Ging had reached forward then and had slapped him,
for looking at her crotch. He'd taken it well, barely flinching and
inwardly pleased. He'd known the rut had begun and although he
disliked doing it out in the open, he'd wanted to stay in view of
Fall for some unaccountable reason.

So, he'd began circling Ging, and she'd turned with
him, hissing in his face, trying to keep him from getting behind
her. She would fight it, but he would win. Suddenly, he'd moved the
opposite direction than he'd been moving, trying to throw her off
balance. However, femmen were agile. Still, it was only a ploy that
he used, and abruptly he'd ducked, while reaching his hands
outward. Then with swiftness, he'd snatched Ging by the waist and
he'd thrown her up over his shoulder.

Fall paused in his remembrance of Dun’s vivid
description of his rut and what Dun had been feeling. It had been a
perfect rut for Dun and Fall envied him, even as he rubbed his hard
cocksram beneath his thong. Then, he returned his memory to the
rest of what Dun had described.

Ging’s bony body had wrestled against Dun’s hold as
an unholy rutting screech had blasted from her throat. But even as
she'd been thrashing wildly over Dun’s shoulder, Dun had spit on
his free palm, and then he'd coated his cocksram, until it was
slick. This was Dun’s perfected maneuver. He'd wet his prick and
not the femmen's dry bitches sheath. The most difficult part of the
rut was trying to hold a femmen down at the same time trying to
ready her raspy tunnel with spit.

Then, Dun had tossed Ging off his shoulder and she’d
had no choice but to catch her fall to the ground on her hands and
knees, while Dun had swiftly turned his body, coming down on his
knees behind her. Quickly, his snatching fingers had her thrashing
hips held tight and he'd tugged with excitement, thrusting his
cocksram right into her rosy gash. A bellow had leaped from Dun’s
throat more from triumph than the feel.

Ging’s tunnel had gaped loosely over his cocksram,
but he'd slackened his grip to her bucking hips and her wild
motions had started shifting her inner tunnel, grazing it against
his cocksram. These moments were always blinding, because of the
lengthy time between releases, yet Dun had said that at that moment
his gaze had lifted for reasons beyond his understanding and he'd
seen Fall, not ten paces from him.

Dun had been instantly shocked and it had clashed
harshly with the intense pleasure bursting through his cocksram.
He'd seen Fall’s face etched in agony, then flashing with rage,
then twisting with the release of his seed, and stunned, Dun had
seen the bloody lacerations marking Fall’s shoulders, arms, and
chest. Then, the bellow of his seed exploding out of his cocksram
had been choked in alarm and astonishment at the sight of Fall’s
bloody torso.

Fall forced himself to stop remembering the harshness
as he rubbed his chest and the permanent marks scraped on his
muscular hide by Yalt. Instead, he thought with fierceness, we
will break the shame, and then destroy the subjugation of the
femmen. Those hard-angled, rawboned femmen antagonists whose
only pleasing adornment was the rutting-hole they carried between
their gangly thighs. That sagging gap that a male could spew his
seed into once every moon rotation. If they allowed it.

Fall felt his cocksram hard and long and he grimaced,
growling under his breath, as he rubbed his buffed-hide covered
crotch again, thinking he would have to mediate soon. Of the femmen
he’d rutted in his life, it was said that only two had bore him
babe femmen, and he had yet to breed a son according to their
society.

There were those clan-brothers that would argue that
his chosen path to lead a life of abstinence would eventually
extinguish all people on Z’dar. However, he would not want a son
born into this frustration, shame, and subjugation. He would just
as soon die in the brave effort of abstaining, than to ever let a
femmen control his aroused release again.

He understood that he was on the furthest sides of
rebellion with these thoughts, however, his fighter's pride could
not get past the intuitions that something was wrong on Z’dar.
Something was terribly askew and it was not just his thinking, but
others compliance. So he abstained, knowing it was the only way to
show conviction, and his pride many times overcame his aroused
frustration, a frustration that he, as every other male, lived with
through the seasons in any event.

Suddenly, the fawnel herd shifted below Fall,
whimpering in bleating sounds of fright, right before he could hear
their pounding hooves as they leaped to flee. Rolling over rapidly,
Fall bunched his tight muscled body in readiness as he scanned the
horizon for what had frightened them. He was too close to a free
zone for it realistically to be a Firedrake. Still, there were
always rogue Drakes, so he kept his senses alert, and then on the
distant horizon he saw a lingering and long wispy orange tail of a
falling star. It was a strange event to witness in the full light
of the half-sun, and it was even stranger still because he watched
it plummet all the way to the ground in the long distances.

Fall rose up on his haunches that were as muscular as
a Drake’s hind quarter, uncovered by wearing only his scant hunting
thong. But he kept his big rolling shoulders and his bare chest
bent over so his height would not tower out of the burnished-topped
tall grasses. He saw no flash of impact in the distance, and he
wondered, would not a star explode in a fury shower when it hit the
ground? After scanning all the horizons around him and seeing none
of the winged and dangerous Firedrakes stealing the gold-tinted
skies, he shouldered his braided hide whip and checked his long
fighting sword at his side. Then, he picked up his long bow and
quiver of arrows.

He would have gone back for his mount, but instead he
just whistled lowly, commanding the slope-back animal to follow
him. The run would do him good, he thought, because his cocksram
still lay stiff against his belly from his earlier thoughts.

“I would not mind seeing a fallen star,” Fall
declared to the air, right before he started forward into an easy
running stride.

 



Chapter Four

 


Fall could see the grounded star, and it looked like
a long irregular shaped rock of gnarled brackish green. Only this
rock had flames erupting high into the air from a wide split in its
middle, and there was a terror-driven and high-pitched squealing
coming from within. The gut wrenching sounds made Fall think of a
wild beast. He knew then that there was some live creature caught
inside.

Fall sprinted forward, foolishly under impetus of the
sounds, as he threw all his cautions aside against the swiftly
rising flames. He had to hold his muscular arms up high across his
face to shield it from the sweltering heat and smoke as he began to
step through the split. He was nearly overpowered by a rancid smell
and the smoke as it tried to fill his lungs, burning his eyes,
curling and billowing like a death stalker. The smell foretold of
sourly charred meat and he thought for an instant that the creature
must be dead, but then he could still hear something gagging with
whimpers of animal fright. It was too smoky to see anything through
his burning eyes, but he only had to follow the frantic sounds.
Whatever the animal was, it was thrashing in panic, and he was
convinced it was an animal by the sounds. He wondered at his own
sanity about trying to capture and help a wild and crazed animal,
only the sounds were tearing at him in a way he could not
fathom.

“Krutz!” he cursed, swallowing a mouthful of charred
and sour smoke for his cursing effort. He could not conceive why
the creature would not run from the fury and suffocating furnace.
Even as his mind wondered over what type of animal a fallen star
could carry, he tried to make out some shape through his watering
sight. It was impossible and he hoped whatever animal it might be,
that it would not maul or bite him for his foolish attempt. He
groped blindly forward and whatever the creature was, it lost its
frantic struggle right as he managed to grab a part of it.

The fragileness was incredible . . . shocking
to his leathered palms and fingers as he tightened his grip to keep
the creature from falling. It was slight of weight and there was
something that felt like impossibly long pieces of hair. It was
feathery textured hair, and it was falling all over him, making him
wonder at its length. His senses were shifting and mixed, becoming
confused in the smoke and blindness, but whatever the soft hairy
animal was, it was leashed by a tether that he could feel and that
was what halted its escape.

He was coughing so hard now that he was gagging with
intense lightheadedness, but he adjusted his limp bundle in one
arm, bringing his long blade out of its sheath at his side and with
a swift movement he severed the tether. He did not waste time
returning his sword to its sheath, but held it outward as he hefted
the creature over one stout shoulder, and then he began to stumble
his way toward the rent in the side of the star.

Fall knew he was losing his mind in the thickening
smoke when he could not keep his thoughts on the danger before him,
but instead his thoughts were riveted to softness . . . feathered
hair . . . and warm smooth flesh. What manner of an animal could
this be, he wondered as his broad hand clamped over, and then
grabbed a handful of what felt like a naked and chubby ass?
Krutz, was it male or femmen? It could not be either,
because he'd seen many naked rumps before and none of them had
looked anything like this one felt.

Fall staggered and choked, moving out of the rent,
then out ten paces more into the grassy plain. Suddenly, behind him
there was a yelping bark in the strangest sound he'd yet to hear,
besides the creature he carried over his shoulder. He nearly fell
then, but forced himself to keep up his stumbling marching, five .
. . ten more paces. Trying unsuccessfully to wipe the sweat and
smoke from his eyes with his forearm, to look back at what was
making the yipping and alternating growling sounds. There was more
than one creature in the star, he realized, but then abruptly the
world seemed to explode behind him, throwing him forward as a
thought was flung from his mind that this was indeed what it would
look like to see a star explode.

“My Prince . . . Fall!”

Dun shook the large shoulders before him, from where
he knelt over Fall’s frighteningly still body. Dun threw down his
pack and he grabbed both of Fall’s meaty biceps and pulled with his
own muscles tightening. He heaved Fall over onto his back. It was
then Dun saw another strange creature, from where it had been
underneath Fall. It was as incredible as the first beast he'd seen
lurching from the flaming rock. Only this creature, his harried
glimpse showed, was tiny compared to the other beast.

“Agh!” Fall coughed, and then he spit the smoky
coating from his mouth. The taste of the blackened soot still lay
thick on his tongue, leaving his mouth feeling dry and gritty. He
roughly shook his thick mane of black hair, freeing it from where
it lay plaster against his scalp and forehead. His thoughts were
incoherent and subdued beneath the sharp ringing in his ears as he
tried to move his tall muscular body up off the lumpy ground, but
then he realized abruptly that he was being scratched!

The force of the explosion had left him feeling as
though he had been smashed between two deadly Firedrakes, and the
combined forces of his natural defenses gave him more momentum than
he might have otherwise had. Pushing up strongly, he rolled. His
mind registered the thought with growing comprehension that a soft
hairy creature and one that could bite was now close to him, and as
quickly, he rolled further away. He did not want to get mauled and
he needed to get a good look at this “animal,” from a safe
distance.

At what Fall considered a safe distance, his brief
anxiety of attack eased, but he still held his sword up and
outward. Rising to his knees, his eyes still blurry, he hastily
grabbed for the water skin hanging from the band securing his
thong. Quickly, he poured the water over his face swiping his eyes
with the back of his forearm until he could finally see. With his
eyesight restored, he turned his gaze toward the perplexing
creature he'd saved, and instead he saw two heavily muscular legs!
His gaze shot upward and he nearly fell onto his ass, seeing Dun
towering over him. Dun’s mouth was moving and his arms were waving,
and for a harried moment, Fall wondered if all this was a
demon-nightmare. But then, his ears popped abruptly and the ringing
inside them began to fade and he clearly heard Dun bellowing.

“Fall, what the bloody krutz is wrong? Are you
maimed?”

Fall tried to speak, but he coughed instead, then he
tried again with a raspy voice. “I could not hear,” he managed.
“But I can hear your bellowing now! Help me stand.” Fall grabbed
Dun’s forearm. “Maybe then I can breathe easier, brother.”

Dun hauled Fall’s six foot frame to his feet and
stood looking at his prince squarely in the eyes. The clear brown
of Dun’s eyes met Fall’s red-rimmed black ones.

“You could never leave me on my own,” Fall declared,
slugging Dun’s unyielding shoulder.

“Bloody Z’dar, Fall, how can I leave you alone when
you nearly kill yourself this way?” Dun’s tone was gruff, but his
grin belayed his seriousness.

“I suppose that you’ve been at my back the entire
time?” Fall grinned back and tugged Dun forward for a quick and
hard embrace. “I’m glad you are here clan-brother.”

“There are too many femmen roaming the free zone, I
could not let you get caught. They’d force you into cruel rut play.
Revenge, for your abstinence and you know this. Why, Consort Yalt,
has a special contingent out canvassing and waiting just to catch
you, my prince.” Dun spat into the grass after uttering Yalt’s
name, but then settled down again with his voice coming out in a
hiss. “By Z’dar, Fall, what are those creatures?”

Fall missed Dun saying the word, “those,” implying
two, as his gaze lifted and what he saw hit him with such a jolt of
shock that it shuddered through his entire body. He'd never
experienced such feelings of shock. His gasp of surprise was locked
hard into his lungs. By all that was sacred, he'd never seen
. . . He tried to breathe and as he sucked air inward, he rubbed
his eyes again, certain to clear them of this illusion before him.
It was not a male.

It had tits. They were full plump tits that
were rounded like melons, very firm and lifted high. It had
teat-nipples like he’d never seen before with pink colored circles
and tips thrusting outward like little stems. But more disturbing
than the stirring presence of such perfect uplifted tits, was that
the creature had no face. His stunned mind tried to make sense of
this impossibility, but all he could see were incredibly long
strands of earthen-brown colored hair hanging over a small shaped
head. Truthfully, other parts of the creature tore his shock of
facelessness away, like the glimpses he could see of what looked
like bitches rutting lips, a slim fragile cleft, and a patch of
thick dark brown hair framing it all.

“Bloody krutz,” he swore completely unbelieving. Was
this some strange form of an animal or femmen he'd never seen
before? But how could that be? No, it could not be femmen,
he rejected that, not the counterpart to his male. Certainly not
this naked and squirming creature. Squirming? She? It had to
be called, “She,” he thought rather frantically for him, because it
would be faithless to call it a male. However, the creature was
trying to scramble backwards away from him on a wiggling bare butt
with long pale legs pushing through the blue-tinted tall grasses.
And, he thought, as he rose in sudden alarm, it was wiggling right
into a thorny-acre bush directly behind it.

“No! Don’t move!” Fall yelled, jerking his hands with
a stopping gesture, sure that the creature could not understand his
words, as Dun hissed an unbelieving breath at his side. It caused
the petite creature to scream and an awesome fact jolted through
Fall, that the soft creature was terrified of him. He’d never
witnessed such fear before, it was like a fragile fawnel doe being
hunted. And it was trying to turn around frantically on its small
hands and knees in an effort to flee from them faster, which put it
nearly on top of the thorny-acre bush.

Fall reacted instinctively as he tugged the whip from
his shoulder. He cautioned himself at the last second not to use
too much force as he snapped the whip's length outward releasing
the handle, so the entire length propelled through the air with a
swishing sound over his head.

“Be careful, Fall, there are two beasts,” Dun warned
as they both sprinted forward. “Another one is by the flaming
rock.”

In awe and completely beyond reason, Fall continued
to sprint forward as the hide whip wrapped itself around the
creature’s flaying white limbs and a high-pitched shriek erupted
from it. He did not know what else to call it but a creature, and
the sounds it made, he'd never heard sounds like it made before, it
was higher and clearer than a male's or a femmen. Then, the
creature collapsed face down, half a step from the thorny-acre
bush, and with the most awe-inspiring bare ass jiggling upward at
them as they halted above it. Both men stared down at two fat and
creamy-fleshed ass cheeks, which were molding and flexing, as the
creature wriggled upward, but fell down again.

“No wait, the thorns!” Dun shouted beside him, then
he cursed.

Fall had no choice, still in a desperate attempt to
flee, the creature had flung its hands forward, and just when Dun
shouted, one of its small hands grabbed and caught around a branch
of the thorny-acre bush. Fall grabbed the creature’s diminutive and
fragile ankles, hauling it backwards as a cry of pain erupted from
it with a wailing. Then, he stood back still wary of getting bitten
or mauled, and furthermore somewhere in his mind, tits equaled the
poison darts and fingernails of the femmen.

“By the sacredness, be still!” Fall shouted. He’d
never seen anything fight more ineffectually in his life. It was as
if the small creature did not know how to fight, Fall thought, as
he and Dun circled the creature with caution, while it curled
itself into a whimpering ball.
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