Failed Experiment?

“Today’s experiment seems to be a success,” the elven sorceress Elta cackled as she let the gold coins that she had collected run through her fingers. “Wouldn’t you girl’s agree?”

“Very much so,” Ikka, Elta’s female centaur bodyguard agreed. “And very profitable indeed. Wouldn’t you agree, Nim?”

“You two,” Nim, Elta’s harpy bodyguard shook her head. “Always money, money, money; that’s all you two ever think about. I’m more concerned with the genetic samples we got.”

“Well, samples or money,” Elta announced before the two could get into another argument. “It seems that we’ve got a winner here” she tapped the glass tube containing some red slime in it. 
“Yes, much more so then Nim,” Ikka chuckled. “Perhaps we should try again with her and see what we get.”

Elka rolled her eyes as she locked the goo down for later use. She enjoyed all of her creations in her own ways. Sometimes, she just had a hard time remembering that.


The creatures each passed every test thrown at them with flying colors; well everyone except for intelligence, but Elka wasn’t really going for perfection with this project. Such progress would be frightening but the team working on them quickly figured out that such a weakness could be easily turned into strength for such beings lacked the will and the ability to turn against those that created them.


The plan was something out of “mad scientist (or sorceress or any other suitable profession) 101.” Create soldiers that could be mass-produced easily at a minimum expenditure of recourses. Then make them stronger and more durable to take over the world.”

Of course, global conquest was hard and one had to assume that there were thousands of other megalomaniacs with the same goal and that you would end up bumping heads with them at one time or another. Meaning that some would be content with a nation, or a large province, some even got stuck trying to take over a city. Elka was even less ambitious; a life of thievery was enough for her. Why waste time trying to take over the world when you could just buy whatever you wanted, after all.

So Elka sent out her gelatinous squad out to do things like steal from travelers. They captured a few of them as well to be brought back to the lab for experimentation. Only the fittest, you didn’t want the genetics of the weak to “contaminate” your pool after all.

It was the groups sixth such mission. Apparently, news of the recent kidnappings had gotten around faster then anticipated and the amount of travelers had gone down. Fortunately, the surrounding area wasn’t the most organized and the only slayers deployed had been rather inexperienced and rather easy to dispose of. On one hand, this was a good thing as now more of the “fit” went through their territory and it was easier to set up traps to catch them. On the other, the amount of reckless youngsters had also gone up and they were a hassle to deal with and it tended to make such expeditions harder.


There were five slimes beings made. Three formed female bodies and two males. Elka wasn’t sure how this happened but it wasn’t worth scrapping the lot of them so she didn’t really care one way or the other. As far as she could tell, there wasn’t any real difference between them aside from aesthetics and a change in voice.


“Oh, the wheels on the cart go round-and-round” one of the females sang in boredom.


“For one thing, the mistress is far too cheap for a cart” another began before she was cut off.

“Oh, the hoofs of the horse go clip-clip-clop” the singer changed her lyrics slightly.

“Oh, the annoying slime girl goes shut-and-up,” a third chimed in, in a parody of the tune.

“If you kids don’t calm down, I’m going to turn this whole expedition around” warns the “leader” “Hold it, I think I hear someone.”


The five came to a stop as they heard some soft snoring. It looked to be a rakshasa up sleeping in the trees. It would be very dangerous to capture and contain him meaning that the five would have to strike quickly and pull him in fast rather then take time like they normally did.

All five of them slammed into the tree to try and knock him out. Unfortunately, they didn’t plan well and dispersed to encircle the area rather then grab him out of the air right then and there.


“Ouch,” Kanosint groaned as he got up. “Who did that?”


“Ahhh, our prisoner is awake. I guess it can’t hurt to say who we are. I am the leader. The first and strongest of us. They call me; Number One,” the self-described leader proclaimed, trying way too hard to sound cool and threatening.


“Only by 28 seconds,” the second protested. “Well I’m Number Two.”


“Number Three here.”


“Four, don’t forget me.”


“So let me guess, number five?” Kanosint asked the smallest one as he tried to clear his head still.


“Freumage,” said the fifth. “What, I just think the word is fun to say. Trying to be an individual here. Don’t need your negativity” she said in response to the glares from the other four.

“We’ll talk about that later” the first groaned. “I can’t believe we came from the same magic stock sometimes. Anyway, get him!” He instructed as the five all shot out their limbs.

Kanosint eeped and was quickly entangled in the red adhesive goop of one of their arms which quickly reeled him in like a large, furry fish. “Lucky!” Freumage flashed a V sign in the air as she was the one who caught him. “Hello there. My name’s Freumage and I’ll be your captor.”

The other four shook their heads and sighed as the fifth slime nuzzled him and started pushing him inside of her. “There, be a good Rakha-Rakha-err tiger thingy and don’t fight too much” Freumage cooed as Kanosint slid in.

“Alright then. Let’s move out” Number One ordered.


“Since when was he leader?”  Number Three asked Four. “It seems to me that we’re so closely equal that it really makes no sense.”


“He’s just on a power trip. Ignore him” Four rolled what passed for her eyes. “Two will eat him if he becomes to much of a problem.” She looks back. “Coming, Number Five?”

Freumage looked up and started waving her arms like she was a bird and was trying to take off. “It’s Freumage.”


“Yeah, Freumage, whatever” Four said, clearly not paying attention. “Let’s go. Mistress is waiting for us.”

“I keep telling you…” Freumage began before pouting cutely. “Oh alright, I’m coming. Hey move slower will you? I’m carrying someone with me, you know?”

“Whatever,” Four said, rather annoyed with the girl by now. “Just hurry up. I think One is going to blow out his mental system with how stressed he is getting.”

Freumage nodded and started struggling to keep up with the others. “Alright. Geez, you know you could’ve waited. It’s not like Elta’s going to die if we don’t return at this exact moment.”

Kanosint by this time was beginning to fully awaken. “E-excuse me?” he called out. “May I, may I ask you something?”


“Oh, sure. What would you like to know?” Freumage stopped and patted her stomach again. “What would you like to ask?”

“Well I’m guessing you aren’t going to let me go” the rakksasha began. “So what are you going to do with me? It won’t hurt, will it?”

“Well, I really don’t know” was the answer. “It never really was anything I thought about. I’ll ask. Hey, Number Two? Number Two?”

“Yes? What is it?” the other slime girl asked agitation obvious in her voice that she would be questioned.

“What does Elta and the others do with the people that we capture?”


“How should I know?” Number Two snapped. “We aren’t supposed to ask questions of her. We’re only to bring her back the items that we capture to her and then let her do what she will with them.”


“Well thanks for answering anyway,” Freumage smiled before turning her attention to the “leader.” “Hey, Number One? Number One?”

“Yes? Oh and no, I don’t know if that’s what you’re going to ask,” Number One said, considering the option of getting rid of her and making a more suitable fifth member of his team.


“Well, we’ll just have to wait and see,” Freumage told a worried Kanosint. “I’ll ask Elta for you, alright?”

“Alright” Kanosint nodded and settled down as he waited for them to return. He was of course concerned about his future although for some reason he felt rather safe with the rather eccentric girl. He certainly felt safer with her then any of her “siblings.”

“You’re such a lucky girl, that’s what they always say,” Freumage began singing. “Rich and beautiful and bright.”

“Be quiet, Number Five!” the others yelled as one.


“Well, you don’t need to be so mean!” the fifth one protested as she continued to walk along.


“What’s keeping them?” Elta tapped her foot against the ground impatiently. 

“Don’t be too impatient, Mistress,” Ikka said. “After all, they only learned the concept of time a few weeks ago.”


Nim was more like Elta then Ikka in this respect. Still, she had to smile inwardly at the slowness of the slime creatures to return. They’re natural dullness made them natural sources of slave labor but it also made more advanced creations like her and the centaur. “I think I see them, they’ll be here soon.”

“Good,” Elta smiled as the five walked up, she almost leaped in excitement as she saw what the fifth one was holding but managed to contain herself at the last moment. “I see that your outing was most profitable. Give him here, please.”
Freumage groaned as she pushed Kanosint out of her semi-solid body. “So then, what’s going to happen to me?”


“Yes, what?” Freumage asked as the other four cleared out of the way. “What are you going to do?”


“Well, I see no reason to lie” Elta said as she started to walk forward. “This one’s going right into the lab for experimentation.”


Kanosint made another small sound, this one of fright. “Experim…entaken” Freumage attempted to repeat as she moved a little closer to him. “What’s that? It won’t hurt, will it?”


“Well, I guess I’ll tell you. There’s no way for you to stop us anyway. We’re going to rip him apart and use those parts in one of my little projects,” Elta smiled as she pointed to the Rakkshala. “He’ll make an excellent chimera, and his pelt will make a great blanket.”

Elta said all of this because she knew Freumage couldn’t do anything to stop her. Due to that fact, she assumed the gellatonous being wouldn’t do anything. It only seemed reasonable, if you believed you were about to lose, then why play at all? Only one problem with that argument; Freumage wasn’t rational. “No!”


“Excuse me?”


“No!”


Elta processed this for a few moments and then her stoic expression changed to one of amusement. “And who are you to try and stop me?” she signaled her minions to hold; she wanted to deal with this herself. “It will be very amusing to watch you try!”

Freumage leaped forward and whipped one of her arms out like a whip at the smiling elf’s face. “Well, I do admire your courage,” Elta said as she held up her hand and closed it. There was a little piece inside all of the sorceress’ creations that activated as a sort of automated self-destruct mechanism. Her spell caused it to go off causing a little cry of pain from the slime girl before she detonated, spraying parts of her body everywhere. “Still though, what is courage to the likes of me?”


“Oh?” Elta glanced down below her left eye. Some of the slime from Freumage’s arm had flung over and had delivered a small cut to her previously unspoiled face. “Perhaps that girl wasn’t as worthless as I thought” she smiled wickedly at Kanosint. “No, she did buy you some time. Savor it.”

Elta walked back to her rooms to see to the cut as the other six grabbed the Rakkshala and started to take him away. All six of them hurled insults and curses at the remains of Freumage as they passed.


“Well, the good news is that you have some time before we begin to say your prayers and make piece with you’re gods,” Nim said as she threw Kanosint roughly into his holding cell. “The bad news, well the bad news is that now Elta’s in a bad mood. She might even skin you while you’re alive.”


“I wonder what that worthless excuse of magiplasma would think? Assuming there was such a thing as an afterlife for those like her,” Ikka laughed as she walked off. “Assuming she could even think at all.”

Kanosint felt no such mirth like the others though. Sure, Freumage was like the others and was probably responsible for abducting others like she was with him but he had grown a little fond of the crazy girl. Sure, none of this would’ve happened if they hadn’t have met in the first place and things weren’t looking like they’d end well for him. Still, did you really need a reason to feel sympathy for someone else?

“Thanks for not laughing,” a small voice was heard.  “It really means a lot.”


“What?” he looked around. “Where did that voice come from?”


“Right here” the voice said again, coming from a small spot of blue slime on Kanosint’s fur coat. “Sorry about capturing you and all. I know that it probably means nothing, but I wouldn’t have done this had I known.”


“Freu-Freumage? Is that you?”


“Sort of,” she answered. “I transferred all my systems to this piece of me before, well, you know. Before I went boom. I just wanted to see you again.”


“So that is you, then. That’s great! You’re alive!”


“Well, sort of. I can’t stay here very long. I simply wanted to see you again and say that I’m sorry for all of this and to see if, well, if you’d accept my apology. Man, Mistress really was right about me. I really am worthless.”

“Don’t say that!” Kanosint snapped. “Even if you did nothing else of worth in your life. Even if you ultimately have no impact on this world; what you did mattered. 


“You really think so?” a week laugh was heard. “Th….at’s nice. Thanks, I feel a little better. I really wish I had met you before.”


“Hey wait. You aren’t going to die and leave me again are you? Please, don’t go. Don’t die.”


“Sadness? Some….one….f..ee…ls. s…a…d f…r….meeee. Fls…gd….Th…k..s…Mr…..Tiger….guy”


“Wait, Freumage.. Please don’t leave. Don’t die,” Kanosint whimpered. “I don’t want you too.”


“W…..l….tr….I” some crackling was heard as the blue pieces of her body crawled out of Kanosint’s fur and started to come together. “C….om……on…b….d….form” a growl could be heard as the blue puddle got bigger and started to now grow up.


“That’s it. Keep at it.”


Soon all the blue slime was off Kanosint and merged into a puddle which continued to grow and expand into Freumage, only understandably much smaller this time. “Molecular reassembly is fun,” she proclaimed.

“That it is,” Kanosint ran forward to embrace the girl, as if to make sure that she was really there and his mind wasn’t playing tricks on him the whole time. 

Freumage rumbles a little in pleasure again at being back with him.  “Its good to be back,” she smiled before looking around. “Now then, how to get you out of here?”


“I hadn’t really thought about that,” Kanosint admitted. “I was thinking more about you. Do you have any ideas?”


“Well, these halls are patrolled by other slime creatures like me” Freumage thought aloud. “Perhaps, you could hide and I take it down when it comes to check.”


“Sounds good,” Kanosint gave her a little squeeze in approval and then walked into a dark corner; doing his best to stay still and out of sight. Meanwhile, Freumage’s body broke up into a group of small, blue blobs as they waited.


The two waited for a few more minutes before Number Four started walking through the containment corridors, inspecting the holding areas for anything wrong when she observed that it seemed that no one was in the room where they had thrown Kanosint into earlier this morning. “Hey,” she exclaimed as she ran in, wanting to make sure no one was there before signaling the others.


“Mr. Tiger Man?  Where are you?” Number Four asked, not really considering that Kanosint couldn’t really answer if he wasn’t there and he probably wouldn’t if he was. Her employer had said that she planned to experiment on him after all.


“I-I’m here,” some blue slime was appearing behind Number Four. Kanosint knew what was happening and he thought he’d play his part by trying to distract her. “Please, please don’t hurt me.”


“Well, I’m sure Mistress Elta isn’t that mad at you. I’m sure she’d allow you to have anesthesia before skinning you,” Number Four walked in more. “Now please come ooooooooooooooout.”


Number Four screeched as the blue goo that made Freumage pooled around her body and started crawling up over her red semi-solid self. “Hey let go” she said, trying to shake the other one off.


  “Get off,” she continued struggling as Kanosint grabbed a hold of her to try and keep her steady as Freumage moved up, the slime changing from blue and red to a more purple color as more of the fourth “sibling” was consumed.

“You didn’t say the magic word,” the rakkshala taunted.


“What? The magic word?” Number Four asked as she was almost totally consumed by now. “Err, uh, Abra, Kadabra, Alakhazam?” she asked, growing more frantic as the purple color was moving up to her neck. “Um, Bibidi, Babadu, Boo? Err, plea—mmph”

“Almost,” Freumage smiled as she completely ate the other girl. “But too late for you. Ooooh” she smiled as she patted her bulging belly. “She’s still fighting in there” she turned to Kanosint. “So then, how do I look?”


He blushed as he gently removed his paws. “Nice. Purple really suits you well.”


“That’s good. Although I’m still smaller then I was” Freumage noted. “It seems she wasn’t enough to restore me to my previous condition although she did help,” she patted her belly. “Oh darn, she stopped fighting already.”

“So then, what’s the next part of the plan?”


“Well, we’re pretty much interchangeable. Meaning that no one will notice if I come out and not her. Now then, what about you?”


“Well, what happened to her?” Kanosint asked, referring to Number Four.


“Well, I absorbed her. Converted her into the magical components that I need to survive and added them to me.”

“I see, and if you did that to me?”


“Well, I could do that and smuggle you out of here” Freumage said. “Now, how to get around that pesky dying side-effect. Well I suppose I don’t have to totally absorb you. Just take some of it and shrink you so they don’t notice that I have you.”

Kanosint nodded. “Sounds good,” he smiled. “Well then, are you ready?”


Freumage walked forward and took his hands in hers and prepared to begin when she stopped, hesitant. She had seen Number Two do this before but had never actually done this herself. “Are you sure about this?”

“Of course,” Kanosint gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze. “Don’t worry about it. I trust you.”


Freumage blushes at his confidence in his ability. “Alright then” she kissed his nose. “Let’s proceed.”


Kanosint blushed as well as he was pushed into the cold and sweet-smelling purple goop. “You’ll be fine. Don’t worry about it.”


“Of course” Freumage nodded as she quickened her pace. Murring in pleasure as she pushed the rest of him in. “You’ll be fine. Are you ready?”

Kanosint mewed and wriggled around in the purple partially liquid belly. “Of course” he smiled. “Please proceed.”


“Now go to sleep, please” Freumage stroked her stomach lovingly as the pressure within her increased a little. “I’ll wake you up when we get out.”


The pressure increased more as a slime cocoon was created and wrapped around Kanosint. It wrapped around him and grew progressively tighter as it leached the required nutrients.

Kanosint purred as the movement and heat lulled him to sleep. Soon the purple slime enveloping him collapsed on it; shrinking the contents so as to be almost invisible. “Alright then, shall we go?”


It was rather easy for Freumage to blend in with the ranks of the other slime creatures. Number One noted the purple coloring but said nothing; preferring to leave that to others rather then appear stupid by speaking out and admit that he wasn’t positive about who was in his team.

Luckily Nim and Ikka were both with Elta right now so there were really no other problems for Freumage. All she had to do was to do the usual routine of patrolling the lab and doing other tasks that was normally done before the night came.

“I think I saw something outside. Probably a rabbit or something. I’ll deal with that now,” she reported to Number One.


“Oh yes,” One said. “They’ve been a problem. Thank you, Number Four.”


“Of course, Freumage smiled sarcastically. “You really do work too hard, Number One. You should rest; let some of those systems in you regenerate.”

“Yes, thanks again. I think we should retire now,” One gestured for the other two to follow him. “I’ll see you soon, Four.”


“Oh dear, it seems there are more rabbits out here then I thought,” Freumage joked. “It seems this might take me a little longer then I expected. So sorry, Number One. I might be out here for quite some time.”


“Well then,” Freumage smiled as she patted her stomach lovingly. “You want out?”


Kanosint yawned and stretched in his blue container. “Sure, if that’s what you’d like.”


Freumage nodded and grunted a little as she pushed out the little orb which held the rakkshala which promptly receded and flew back to be absorbed by her as he grew back to his normal size. “Welcome back,” she greeted him.


Kanosint blinked before rushing forward to grab and hug the slime girl. Not really minding if right now she was in a solid or a liquid state.

Freumage made a small exclamation of surprise as she fell over and over with him. Finally the two came to a stop with her pinning him beneath her body. “Seems I win.”


“So you do,” Kanosint kissed her nose. “I wonder what the others will say when they learn we’re gone?” he smacked his lips playfully. “Tasty.”


“Well Elta will be real mad for a while and then she’ll probably scrap the lot of us. Saying that we’re a failed experiment and move onto a different line. Its easier that way.”
