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Chapter 1: The Bounty Hunter

Arriden, year 2150

Master Cain of Aqua’Kaia surveyed the sprawling market.

Goods from all over the galaxy found their way to Tamzen City on Arriden, which was a miracle considering the place was nothing more than a rather beautiful, but very small planet trapped in the past. The capital itself was big, an ancient walled city holding every delight its occupants could desire for a content and varied life: shops, markets, an open air theatre, a red lantern district, and much more. The planet was half desert, and half mountains and lush greenery. The capital sat in the desert region, hot and dry in the daytime, and cool at night, which was why the city never seemed to sleep. There was as much activity during the fresh, gentle nighttime hours when the sky glowed purple as there was during the day. The beauty alone drew Cain back time and time again to Arriden, but the gold and the Terran man-dogs were his main interest.

Gold, the only form of currency on Arriden, flowed abundantly. The Arridians were a well-paid, affluent, and generally happy people, though a long standing enmity between the Plainsmen from the north and the Desert Dwellers of the south regularly erupted into skirmishes, and occasionally outright war.

The man-dogs, bred there for generations, offered the best fuck in the universe, not to mention being the best work animals. With human intelligence bred out of them long ago, man-dogs were unable to speak, while still looking physically human, but they were hairier and thickly muscled, with large cocks and balls.

A woman in the typical colorful, flowing robes of Arriden walked by with a short, muscular man-dog on a chain leash. It walked upright as they usually did, carrying its mistress’s groceries home from the market. Cain reached out to pet the creature. Friendly and looking well-fed, it ducked its head into Cain’s shoulder, making Cain chuckle as he rubbed its shaven head.

“This creature loves everyone.” The woman smiled. “Come on, boy.”

The sun blazed, as it always did on Arriden, but even in the mountains and the plains where the climate was somewhat more temperate, it never got cold. Cain strode among market stalls laden with bolts of gorgeous silks, stopping to finger one just for the pure tactile pleasure of it. Touch had always been an important erotic indicator for him—and scent. If something felt good under his hands, and smelled good, it aroused his senses. The touch of silk made him feel peaceful, just like the warm, shallow seas of his home planet.

Gold threads woven into the cream colored fabric sparkled in the morning sun, reminding him of the gold he would get in payment from King Rhydan when he returned Prince Akamas to him yet again. The king’s twenty year old son was a profligate whore and a serial runaway. Cain had earned a fortune over the past couple of years returning the stupid boy to his father.

The silk seller hiding from the sun under the awning smiled at Cain. “Do you want some silk to make a gown for your sweetheart, handsome prince?”

Cain looked at her, shielding his eyes with his hand, and not at all offended by her assumptions. “If I had a sweetheart it would not be a girl. And I’m not a prince, I’m a bounty hunter. I work hard for my living.”

“Whatever makes you happy.” The woman turned to the next customer as Cain wandered on looking at the mounds of exotic fruits and vegetables on the next stall. He would have to gather supplies before setting out across the desert, but fresh fruit would not do it. He needed desert rations.

Stopping, he bought a jun-jun, a large mango-like fruit, and ate it as he walked. The jun-jun dripped with sweet juice and was very popular among the residents for hydrating the body before venturing into the desert.

Beyond the stalls selling food and household necessaries, prostitutes of both sexes milled about, the ordinary male and females, eunuchs, which were popular on many planets, and those in between, the ungender.

Cain moved on, uninterested in them. He was looking for a man-dog, always a useful animal to follow him about on a mission, watching his back, vicious in an attack, and a good fuck if it was relatively clean in its habits.

Slaves and animals were always shoved to the outer perimeter of the market, not because there was anything shameful in selling live creatures. Many planets, including his own, were slave traders. Cain had grown up in a large extended family that kept many slaves, always treating them well in his opinion. But some creatures were dangerous.

The cat-men were the most dangerous species of the lot. Above the waist they looked like ordinary men except for their eyes which had vertical pupils like any cat and their frighteningly sharp teeth designed to rip meat from bone. But below the waist they were built like a feline with fur covered legs of immense strength and speed, bearing great, sharp claws on their feet. Cain had seen cat-men used in battle and hoped never to encounter one alone. Usually afraid of nothing, he was grateful they were kept in a pen by themselves, chained to heavy metal stakes hammered into the ground. He skirted their enclosure as he headed toward the woven mats lying on the sandy ground under makeshift awnings to protect the man-dogs from the sun.

Old Kadon had been selling Terran man-dogs for as long as Cain had been travelling the galaxy, hunting down any creature some wealthy patron paid him to hunt. His gaze was drawn to a thick limbed man-dog with a shaven skull. It crawled out from under the awning and stood up to its full height of nearly six feet.

Cain listened as Kadon explained to a group of tourists exactly what man-dogs were. Laying his hand gently on the arm of a woman looking with obvious distaste at the creatures, he said, “You see, Madam, these man-dogs are just like your husband here, made of the same DNA exactly.” When the interpreter translated his words, the woman took immediate offense, her face contorting with horror. Kadon hurried on. “Centuries ago, when the Intergalactic Raids began—you must have learned about them in your history classes—you are from Earth?”

The old man knew exactly where the tourists were from. One look at their clothing styles said they were Earthians. For some reason all-in-one suits had been popular among them the last few years, especially when they travelled.

“From the continent of North America,” a man said, in stumbling Arridian.

Kadon smiled at the man’s attempt at his language, but Cain could see it was not genuine. The old man hated tourists with their ethnocentric judgments, but mostly he hated them because they never bought from him. “Thankfully the raids came to an end after a hundred years or so, but prisoners were taken and bred for generations as man-dogs to serve their new Masters. Though a few were taken from other planets, the majority came from Earth, hence the moniker Terran man-dog. They were bred for their musculature and low intelligence, and trained to be obedient and loyal.”

The tourists mumbled to one another with distaste. Disgusting! How appalling! were phrases that filtered through to Cain’s ears. “There are also man-horses on Arriden, bred here about the same time that the man-dogs began breeding. Head over to the stables to see them.”

The tour guide handed Kadon a few gold coins for his trouble and the group wandered off.

“Are the tourists annoying you again, Kadon?”

“Master Cain!” The man greeted him expansively, his face splitting into a toothless grin. “I’ve had a slow morning and that lot only came to gawk. Have you come to buy from me?”

“I have, Kadon.” Looking down from his great height, Cain shook the man’s hand. The men and women of Aqua’Kaia were all well above six feet tall, but Cain was closer to seven feet, broad and muscular as a giant, and to many eyes he was considered very handsome.

“I need a man-dog. What have you got? I won’t need it for more than a ten-day, so make it cheap. I’ll be selling it before I leave Arriden. It’s not worth the quarantine fees to take a man-dog with me to other planets and I’ve never found one worth keeping anyway. I get bored with them after a while.”

Pulling his straw hat forward to protect his eyes from the white hot sun, Kadon asked, “Who are you after this time?”

Cain grinned, revealing even, white teeth. “The prince has run off as usual. Chasing him all over Arriden is growing tiresome, but the gold is always worth the effort. The King should chain up that little tart in the palace until he has him safely married, though I doubt even that would stop him.”

Beckoning Cain towards the awning to show off his wares, Kadon asked, “Any idea where he’s gone this time?”

With a shrug, Cain said, “If I follow a campful of soldiers, I generally find the prince. I’ve never met anyone who spreads himself so thin. That boy would much rather have been born a whore than a prince, except he’s happy to give away his favors, not sell them.”

Kadon laughed, showing his bare gums, and spread his arms to indicate the dozen or so man-dogs sitting on the mats. Some lay curled up, twitching in their sleep as if chasing some exciting quarry. Others gazed up at Cain with eyes that said, buy me, Master, I’ll follow you to the ends of the Arriden.

A lusty fellow with melting brown eyes crawled forward to sniff Cain’s black leather boots. It rubbed its head against his legs and whimpered as Cain reached down to rub the man-dog’s head and allow it to sniff his hand.

Pushing the creature away with the dirty toe of his sandaled foot, Kadon said, “You don’t want that one, Master Cain; he’s a soft man-dog, he is. He wants nothing more than to follow a Master about and be fed treats.”

Cain stood up straight and threw a look at the sun-browned man-dog that had first caught his eye. “How much for that one?”

“Pricey.” Old Kadon rubbed his hands over his unshaven face and pulled on his long nose. “It’s strong and a good fighter. I want fifty gold pieces for it.”

“Fifty!” Cain protested. “How much will you give me for it when I bring it back?”

“No more than ten,” Kadon said. “I have to make a profit, you know.”

Crossing his muscular arms over his broad chest, Cain looked down at the old man. “You’re a scoundrel, Kadon. What have you got that’s cheaper and can run for miles without tiring?”

Cain followed the length of Kadon’s thin arm as he pointed under the awning to a man-dog crouching in the shadows at the back where the air was cooler. “I’ll take twenty for that one and give you eight if you return it.”

“Get it out so I can look at it.” Cain ordered.

Kadon snapped his fingers which attracted the attention of all the other man-dogs who looked at Cain expectantly. “Star, come here, boy.”

From the shadows, a long, thin, sinewy creature crawled out. Its body bore no fat over its taut muscles. Its skin was pale and completely hairless, though the hair on its head was very long, silky, and pale blond. The creature came to a halt at Cain’s boots where it dipped its head, its hair trailing the ground, but it did not nuzzle his boots as the brown eyed man-dog had.

“Only twenty?” Cain looked at Kadon suspiciously. “What’s wrong with it, aside from the fact that it’s so hairless and fair skinned it will burn to a crisp in a morning under the Arriden sun?”

“Now there you’re wrong, Master Cain. That dog is bred from a line of Terran man-dogs that originates on a part of Earth called Persia, or so I am told.” Cain reached down to pat the creature’s silky hair. “It’s used to the sun and it doesn’t burn. It will just get a bit golden if you leave it out.”

“I thought the Persians were darker skinned, like that one,” Cain pointed at the olive skinned, hairy animal he wanted so badly, but refused to pay the exorbitant fee for.

“They used to be dark in ancient times,” Kadon agreed. “But migration over recent centuries has brought fair skinned people to Persia where they got used to the sun. I was just telling that lot.” He thumbed over his shoulder in the direction the tourists had gone. “Prisoners were taken during the Intergalactic Raids.”

Cain held up one hand to stop him. “I know the history of the man-dogs, Kadon.” He had always been fascinated by the creatures and enjoyed both their submissiveness and their sexual talents. “Why is this one so cheap? That’s what I want to know.”

Kadon clucked at the man-dog. “Star, stand upright for the Master. Let him look at you. Up, boy!”

The man-dog rose elegantly to its full height. It was close to six feet of lithe, lean beauty. Its silky hair trailed almost to its waist. Cain looked into its large eyes, their color somewhere between blue and green, reminding him of the sparkling seawaters of his home planet. His gaze travelled down the fine, completely hairless body which, though it looked almost fragile, emanated an intrinsic strength which he was certain could be unleashed at the right moment.

“It’s gelded! That’s why it has no body hair,” he burst out, seeing the small cock and lack of balls. “Who gelded it? It will lack upper body strength.” Even as he said it, Cain looked into the sea-blue eyes and wanted the creature, not at all sure why. He ran his fingers through the long hair. It was like fingering pure, rich silk. Leaning forward, he sniffed the creature, finding its scent clean and fresh.

Only twenty gold pieces and eight when I return it.

“I bought it already gelded. I’d never geld a man-dog, it takes the aggression out of them, but it didn’t seem to work with this one,” Kadon explained. “You should have seen it last night when another man-dog tried to steal its food. I thought Star would tear its head off.”

Cain smacked the back of his hand into the man-dog’s chest to see if it would snarl at him, but it stepped back submissively, ducking its head. “It respects a Master anyway.”

“Very obedient,” Kadon said quickly. “Every man-dog wants to please its Master. It was sold to me a few weeks ago over in the mountains by a slave trader who had several man-dogs and some human slaves. I was getting short on stock and I went travelling looking for more.”

“It’s better suited to the mountains, there’s more shade there and it’s cooler.” Cain ran his hands over the man-dog’s smooth flanks, and then grasped the small cock between his fingers and thumb. He squeezed, looking at the man-dog’s face. The muscles of the slender body tightened and the creature gasped, opening its eyes wider.

It would be responsive to a fuck. That was good.

Pointing a warning finger at him, Cain met Kadon’s gaze. “All right, I’ll take it. But if I have any trouble with it, I’ll leave it in the desert and come back for a full refund which I’ll extract by force if necessary.”

“You’ll have no trouble with it, Master Cain,” Kadon assured him quickly, looking at Cain’s money pouch.

The man-dog dropped to all fours, rubbing its cheek against Cain’s knees. He looked down at it just as it raised its nose to his crotch and sniffed. Laughing, Cain pushed the creature’s face away and reached into his pouch to pull out the gold which he tossed to Kadon.

“Up.” Cain gestured for the man-dog to stand. It rose at once and for a
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