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“Amazons don’t just have sex. We make love.”

(—from Sayings of Yentha)
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Introduction
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The woman and man were sitting under the acacia tree beside the water of the Azure Lake when the lady from Yentha, the capital, came to them.

“I understand you are to be married,” she said. “I wish you joy, dear hearts. So I am instructed to come here to tell you some of our old chronicles, of the grim days, before these better days we now inhabit—thanks be to Athala!”

“Are we to learn from the chronicles?” asked the woman.

“Are they morality tales?” asked the man.

“Learn what you can from them,” replied the lady, sitting herself on a broad flat stone under the tree. “But they have no simple moral in the sense of single meanings or allegories.”

“Are we to hear of the evil days when our Amazon Queendom was occupied by patriarchs and sex-equals?” asked the woman. 

“Perhaps,” said the lady from the capital. “But I thought we might first wander through the later days of the high queens, when our royal court was infested with demons.”

“The legend is the high queens’ lusts burned so hot they could not be satisfied with human beings,” said the man.

“But that some among us yet knew the secret of how to make love,” said the woman.

“The legends tell true,” answered the lady from Yentha. “Hear then the tale of Riondu and the quest for love, from the latter days of the high queens of the Amazons.” 
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PART 1: NULKHARA



Chapter 1.

The Slave Caravan
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THE FORCES of the mighty mountain-city of Torthan-in-Thaura raided into the eastern wilderness of Nulkhara. They sought the numerous but elusive orange-skinned Elu, or Filelu, of the northern woods of that land, who made the best and most lucrative slaves. 

They found many, slew some, captured many. 

They made three long lines of slaves chained together, walking. Women, men, and children mixed together seemingly at random. The enslaved people stank; but the Torthan raiders cared not: they could all be washed down for sale.

A few of the elderly, those few whose special, marketable skills had been discovered and prevented their being slain, rode chained up in waggons. 

Heavily-armed horse-riders escorted the column of precious booty. Some were lighter-armed, but had slings and bolas to take down slaves in flight. Overseers also moved up and down the long line of captured humans, lashing them where complaint rose up or where it seemed to them to be otherwise called for. 

Blood from the floggings stained the ground in three lines behind the columns. From the floggings and from the hard biting of the shackles. 

But the commander and the backer of this expedition were interested in cash: and it was cheaper to soften the hard shackles with cloth than to treat infections that would otherwise spring up—or worse, cost the slave’s life. 

Over the savannahs and through the rainforests, deep into the Filelu land, wound the three columns and the lines of Torthan and other Thauran soldiers, and mercenary auxiliaries, the lines of slaves ever lengthening. 

The expedition even ventured southward, into Vakhra of the little mud-and-ceramic cities where the brownskins dwelt. They captured one of the cities by a ruse. These people were less valuable as commodities, so the expedition’s commander, Riondu, a minor lord of estates in the foothills below Torthan, let his soldiers plunder, and fulfill their lust. Their lust was strong: hundreds, thousands of brown bodies suffered to slake it. 

The ones who survived they chained up: they would make passable plantation slaves. But their value was low: what paid high was the Fil, whom many at home sought as household slaves. 

In the temple of this little city in Vakhra they also found gold, silver, gems, and took them, laughing with glee. 

The city they smashed in pieces, leaving a salt-sown wasteland. 

Then they departed Vakhra, knowing they could not surprise any of the other small cities; and that these would now be combining against them.

They returned to the northern woods, and proceeded against the Fil. 

They reached as far as the northern sea of Whon, where they captured a large village built around an unusual platform with a sort of temple on top. The resistance here was especially keen: but the plunderers triumphed after a few setbacks. 

They found that many Fil from the woodlands had taken refuge and hidden here, in passages within the temple platform: so they gained many, many slaves for the price of taking one large village.

They torched the platform and its temple: it burned bright orange against the turquoise of the evening sea. 

Riondu, the captain, saw that one of the Fil was an orange-skinned witch. Rumour was that in the melee they had slain her grandchild. He knew what she was because she had a Filelu witch’s green scarification – patterns of dots—on her shoulders and wrists. She was ugly in her features, but her body, though small, was wonderfully shaped; and his throat tightened at the perfect depth of her bust. 

And he suddenly knew his sperm was destined for her body: whether he willed it or not.
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Chapter 2.

The Curse of the Orange-Skinned Witch
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She saw him noticing her. 

And she cursed him, saying, “You will wander through many lands seeking a cunt to fuck – and always failing: but enabling others to do so, as you will see and hear.” She laughed. “You will be a Bringer of Love, a Slaker of Lust, a Watcher of Others’ Passions – but never taste any yourself, O butcher of the westlands!” And she spat at him. 

Riondu’s lieutenant moved to strike her, but the captain said, “No, Glimca. It’s all just air and water – no harm there.”

“As you wish, captain,” said Glimca, frowning. 

“Put this noisy one with the rest,” said Riondu. 

As Glimca led her away, Riondu heard her muttering to him, “You I don’t need to curse, little jealous man. The Saltfresh will get you ere you ever see your mountains again.” And both he and she laughed at the same time: but their tones were very different. 

The Saltfresh was the Fil name for the Salt-and-Fresh, the vast swamp separating Nulkhara from Thaura in the west. Two oceans nearly touched across this swamp, and tropical rivers poured into it from both Thaura and Nulkhara – hence its name. 

They moved out. They raided more, killed more, enslaved many many more. Finally, as they approached the Vekluonn Mountains that were the eastern boundary of Nulkhara Riondu said it was enough.

“You’re not going to let that superstition deter you, are you, captain?” said Glimca. “That it’s perilous to go east of the Vekluonns?”

“What do you think, lieutenant?” replied Riondu. “But we’ve a full bag – and the tribes beyond the mountains are tougher than these gentle Fil.”

“The Silverfronds-folk,” said Glimca.

“And beyond them, maybe, the Golden Women who fight better than any man,” added Riondu. 

“Mere legends, captain. The Golden Women. But I would love to go there anyway,” laughed Glimca, “and pry apart a muscled pair of golden thighs – hell, even silver!–and show who rules.” 

“No man rules who does not rule himself,” said Riondu almost unconsciously, repeating an adage that had become a kind of informal motto of his family. 

“And no man rules himself who does not a woman rule,” replied the lieutenant. 

“The stories say these Golden Women have high queens, too, just like us and the Amazons of the West,” said Riondu.

“Though it’s hard to make love to a story, isn’t it?” said Glimca. “I’d rather bed our own slim but fascinating high queen.”

“You’ve seen her, Glim, or met her?”

“Seen, at processions and such,” replied the lieutenant. “A choice dainty.”

“Just so,” said Riondu, thinking back to his brief presentation to her on his accession to the title. She was a burst of sunshine—and also the sultry heat of noontide languor. He recalled how her slim figure had been arousing rather than the reverse—her lightness and slight curves were delicious, and also they had made him imagine ripping aside her gold-shot emerald garments to discover just how much bosom she actually had. He swallowed. 

“Come, sir,” said Glimca, “let’s leave tales and at least go and part the orange thighs you have permitted us to get our fingers upon.”

They went into the leading officers’ sex tent, and in a private section the mistress paraded her new captives before them. Many of the women and men were downcast – some clearly had trouble not weeping — but one female looked different. Not defiant, exactly, but in a way calm, attentive, as if she were observing and biding her time. He found her, and her bare toned thighs – interesting.

What was she like exactly?

Her skin was a rich, deep, orange-brown. In height small—the top of her head was just below his collar-bone. Slender, like so many of these Fil, with wonderful definition across her shoulders and upper arms and belly, which rippled with lean muscle. The thought of gripping her strong upper arms, feeling her muscles under his powerful fingers as he bent her head back under his demanding kisses, made his body jolt, and he suppressed a gasp. She saw it: their eyes met a moment, before she looked down demurely. His gaze wandered down—proud hips, a small but lusciously rounded ass. And, as he’d seen at once, toned thighs—and also lovely curving calves. 

Her hair, piled like a palace atop her shapely head, was black with just a few brown and orange glimmers. Her ears alone, like butterfly wings made perfect in being attached to her, were enough to shake a man or a desiring woman with her beauty. Her bright orange eyes—when she raised them—were set in a lovely, chiselled face: but one not of the first order of beauty, which formed a delicious contrast to her body, which was. Plucked, curved eyebrows, smooth full jaw, neck of just the right proportion. Breasts of a perfect size for her frame—medium depth and sweet roundness: they would fit perfectly in her small hands as she raised them to his lips for him to taste, to suck, to worship, while her orange eyes locked on his green ones. 
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