Just a Taste - Long Travels
“Come, you need taste irshêm at least one!”
Kern grumbled. The merchants from Panur were always pushy, but this one seem to have taken a liking to the gorilla. An unrequited liking, made even more annoying by the pidgin the traders were using to communicate with Kern’s jungle tribe. “If I drink one cup with you and your friend, will you finally leave me alone?” he asked. The fennec smiled again, so Kern repeated, this time using the same pidgin: “Me drink, you go away. Away. Understand?”
The fennec laughed, and grabbed the ape’s hand. “Yes, good! Come in tent, come!”
According to the elders, Panur was a big city a week away from here. The few who traveled there described it as a web of white and gold buildings, stuck between the Sandsea and the Watersea. The city could very well be situated at the edge the world for the gorillas, with nothing else after it. The elders and the travelers spoke at length about the many different (and sometimes strange) species who lived there, about how they were soft of body and dirty of mind.
The two specimens who were busy chatting in the tent, as Kern entered and sat on the carpeted floor, did nothing to disprove this statement. They were chatting and chatting; what seemed like long and empty sentences to a warrior used to short and concise words.
The fennec’s friend was a lion. The feline’s kind was apparently highly respected. Or so he guessed, considering that all of the coins and many of the items the panurians used to trade had their faces or their images on them. The lion took three cups and a bottle from a chest, and the two foreigners sat next to Kern in their usual cheerful disposition. While the lion was filling the cups, the fennec tried insistently to start conversation. Kern wanted nothing more than to ignore him, but the desert fox kept requiring his attention away from the drinks with his usual and annoying talkativeness. He talked loudly and quickly, so quickly that Kern had to focus on each of his words and make him repeat several times.
“Drinks are ready,”  the lion said, interrupting the awkward conversation. Kern turned his attention back to his cup. The three males grabbed their drink, toasted,  and gulped down their cup. This irshêm drink was not bad. It was a little too sweet for the ape’s taste, but he could see himself taking a linking to this alcohol. Maybe the two panurians were genuinely trying to be friendly, in their own awkward way? 
However, his instincts interrupted his train of thoughts, to inform him that something was wrong. The fennec and the lion had suddenly stopped talking and smiling. They were watching him gulp down his drink in silence. It was only after he looked back at them that they resumed talking, and he could tell by ear that they were talking in a slower and a flatter inflection, as if they were simply pretending to make conversation. Maybe they were waiting for his assessment of the drink?
Kern tried to speak himself, but a hoarse mumble left his mouth instead. Said mouth was feeling number and number, and the rest of his body was quickly following suit. The warrior’s thoughts turned into confusion, the faces of the traders staring at him turned into a blurry mess, and finally, before he was able to realize what was happening, everything turned dark and silent.
Kern woke up much later. His body was numb and his mind was confused. The floor was now hard wood instead of soft carpet, and kept shaking and creaking. He tried to move his limbs: they barely moved, blocked by something that pressed on his skin. The pressure felt like a snake coiled around his body and squeezing. It was especially uncomfortable around his neck and his chest. What was happening? “Wmmmf?” Kern’s call died in his mouth, as it remained shut. His sense of taste slowly came back to him, and he realized there was something thick and bland tasting his mouth. Despite his efforts, he was unable to push it out.
Kern heard the voices of the two panurians, next to him, chatting in hushed tones. Kern realized at this moment his eyes have been closed the entire time. The task of opening them felt like a herculean effort at first. However, after a couple of minutes, Kern slowly opened his eyelids and took a look at his surroundings.
His heart skipped a beat. He was in the merchants’ cart. And it was moving. Kern’s eyes looked down. Thick ropes were forming a tight net around his heavy body. His legs were tied together at the ankles and the knees. More perversely, the harness formed a couple of loops around his sex and his testicles that neatly separated them from his waist and from each other. The gorilla attempted to reach down to his groin, but his arms would not budge: they were trapped next to his neck with such a liberal quantity of ropes and knots that they formed a semi-rigid yoke. At this moment, the tribesman’s instincts took over. He flexed his powerful arms and pulled at the yoke. The only result was the ropes around his neck tightening. In reaction, he flexed his thick body. This made the rope harness bite into his black fur even more and squeeze his scrotum even more uncomfortably.
Two pairs of hands reached for the ape, to prevent him from struggling more furiously and hurting himself. “Quiet, quiet! No pull!” the fennec said in his usual pidgin.
“Rmmmmf! Mmmmf!” Kern muffled loudly, not caring if the vulpine could understand him.
The lion and he exchanged a few words, then laughed. The warrior’s anger was probably something to laugh at for these two men. “Calm down. Don’t resist,” the fennec said.
Kern refused to listen, and pulled on his arms with more strength. In reaction, his two kidnappers sat on each of his big arms. In normal circumstances, the gorilla would be able to lift both of them at the same time without any issue. In his current, weakened and bound state, the ape’s arms simply remained trapped under the two males’ weight.
It was only rumors. People disappeared in such small quantities that many in the tribe thought that it was the work of wild beasts or rival tribes. They were taking him away.
“Mmmf!”
“You worry not, friend,” the fennec replied. “You are strong, you are exotic. You have big weapon, yes?” On these words, the fox grabbed Kern’s sex and yanked it a couple of times, to his friend’s amusement and to its owner’s vocal indignation.
“Fftp vvvth!”
The slavers discussed once more, before the fennec returned to the usual broken simian pidgin. “The Families at Panur will buy you big price. No worry. Either warrior, or lots, lots of fuck. Easy life, lucky you!”
“Rrrraaaaa!” Kern was more concerned about his freedom and his friends than having an “easy life”. And why would he trust this liar’s words anyway?
The fennec left for the driver seat, leaving Kern with the lion. The feline petted the ape’s head with a smile that would feel sympathetic, if he was not the one who put the warrior in this predicament. The lion quickly stopped when Kern returned him a death glare.
Eventually, the cart stopped. Kern heard the fennec jump down and walk around the vehicle. His small hand grabbed Kern’s ankle ropes and pulled his legs outside. The lion helped the gorilla sit at the same time, allowing him to look at the scenery. The jungle was a barely visible line in the horizon, replaced by an ocean of browns and yellows. The Sandsea.
“I remove this,” the fennec said, pointing at the knots tieing Kern’s legs together. “We have swords and bows. If you run or fight: pew. Okay?”
Even in pidgin, the threat was clear. The slaver seemed to consider the gorilla’s angry growl as approval, as he removed the knots. The ropes were still there, ready to be tied again if need be.
Kern carefully moved out of the cart. It seemed that they were at a rendez-vous point of some kind, as many tracks came and went from the place. Next to the cart, another beetle-mount waited. The slavers chatted with each other, then the ape was tied behind the giant bug.
“You first. Still lucky,” the fennec told him.
“Mmmf?”
“We wait others, then we go bazaar. Not far away.” As Kern nodded at the cart in a silent question, the fennec chuckled. “Carts go to Panur. We stop before. But you don't worry. I drive to bazaar. I make sure you sell to big shot.”
The vulpine opened his bag and pulled out a familiar bottle. Kern’s eyes shot daggers. “Irshêm? No sleep this time. Promise.”
