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Magic is in the air, as the fae of the grove gather for a festival of mystic arts and music. The futa centauress Melura is getting creative with the ways in which she may enjoy her nymph lover, Nadi. They’ve discovered a new way to ‘get it on’ on the move. The nymph binds herself to the belly of her half-equine companion, letting Melura work her entire body like a sleeve for her massive length, and thrust down her throat at the pace of her gallop. With their libido bolstered by the natural aura of fae grove, the two find a myriad of ways to satisfy themselves with each other’s gifts.
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Dawn’s light cut a path through the pollen and dust, sneaking in amidst the gaps of a tangled wall of roots. On a bed of moss, a nymph and the centauress she loved stirred, feeling the warmth of morning settling gently on their skin.



The chamber was in the earth and hollowed beneath a massive tree, and from the soil, faintly blowing crystals emerged. About the bed of moss, flowers and all manner of fungus grew up at its edge, containing the two within a fairy circle that shielded their rest from undesirable energy. That, and the pleasures shared the evening before, left both Nadi and Melura invigorated from the moment they woke.



“Good morning, my sweet,” Melura wrapped Nadi in her front legs and leaned in to kiss the nymph tenderly, drawing her up against the human half of her form, to embrace her chest to chest.



Nadi cooed out her affections as she planted her lips against Melura’s cheek and mouth, and hummed at her contentedly, the restfulness melting quickly away. “What adventures today, love?” she inquired, rising up to sit as she stroked her hand over the equine belly of the centauress.



“I recall that there is a festival. Some manner of performance to be seen at this grove’s lake,” Melura said, smiling warmly at the nymph, who was clad only in a sparse covering of living vines. “Should make for a good date.”



“Relaxing and delightful, no doubt! I think it’d do us well,” Nadi smirked at her, and rose swiftly from the bed of moss, offering a helping hand to Melura as the centauress rose and stepped down carefully from the raised bed, avoiding treading on the mushrooms and flowers at its circumference. “It seems a glorious day. So bright!” Nadi said, standing in a beam of the glaring light as she soaked in its warmth.



“I saw a river near here as we rode,” Melura said, stretching her arms over her head as her equine body slumped back on her legs, posed in a feline manner as she popped the muscles of both her backs.



“Lovely. Let’s doll up some, if we’re to be about other fae,” Nadi said. “Figure a good bath could do us well. And I’ve a store of natural magic in me, so that I might augment my adornments with the flora of these fields.”



“Seems a delightful idea; I’d be most curious to see more of your ‘wardrobe’,” Melura said with a chortle. Nadi was more or less functionally nude, even when ivy and white flowers adorned her breasts and hips, and only the minimum was left to the imagination. “For my part, I may grow out a skirt of ivy, for modesty,” Melura said, humming as she touched her lips. The nymph could not help but chuckle at her.



They emerged from the hollow under that mighty tree, and Nadi rode Melura across the rolling and hilly field, carrying her near to a clear stream of bright, sparkling water. It was deep in its middle and flowed fast and cool, but that suited them well enough. The sun bore hot down on them, rising higher over the lands of the fae, and calling forth all birds and critters of the ground to play.



Melura galloped along the riverbank, kicking up the chilly water with the powerful beat of her hooves. The natural aura of the grove permeated the centauress and made her eager to run and put that great excess of energy to use. The water woke her right up, and soon, she plunged forward into the deeper current, trotting forward until the flow pushed around her equine body, and lapped up about her hip, where skin met fur. Nadi squealed and lifted her legs up onto Melura’s back as the cool water washed against her bare thighs.



“I’ll help you get used to it,” Melura said mischievously, and shook her body, letting the nymph slide easily off her back and into the water with a splash. Nadi rose up swiftly, gasping as she stood in the cool current that was now well past her chest.



“How rude! Could’ve let me ease into it at least,” she playfully complained, slapping water up at the centauress before wrapping her arms up around her body for warmth. “I suppose it’s truly better to dive right in,” Nadi admitted, and submerged herself into the water, shaking out her wavy brown hair and embracing the cold all at once. It was far from unbearable, although, not as warm as the hot sun overhead might imply.



They played and washed together in the water for a time, Nadi using a brush to aid Melura with her fur, and the centauress providing her back for the nymph to sit on and absorb the sun out of the water. Once she allowed the sun to dry her pale flesh, she was reluctant to return to the water, and they made their way back into the field.



“Now those would do well! Although I know not the fashion of today’s event,” Nadi said. She was genturing down at some silver and violet flowers that grew from bushes in a knoll of the field. She slid down, and Melura shaked out her equine body, her fur still drenched, although the warmth was working fast to dry her.



Nadi gathered them up in her special way, letting the green vines that adorned her grow forth and merge into each flower’s stem, and then draw forth the bloom without killing it, so that it now grew upon the glen-nymph’s body like her vines, living from her own energy. In this way, she filled her bosom and hip with a bouquet of violet, pink, silver, and white, and was most delightfully clothed in living flowers, their sweet assortment of aromas calling in bumblebees that bounced about near the nymph’s chest.



Then Melura stood and breathed in deeply on the air of the field, and easily attuned herself with the ever-present flow of natural magic. The grasses of the field rose and wove, with flowers and vines, an eloquent skirt of life, which hung from her equine hip and covered her hind legs. The fur of her back was left bare and little of her was obscured, the skirt covered was enclosed by her legs and beneath her equine belly and hip. The fashion of it was remarkable, as Melura could create eloquent patterns without destroying the living material, which was in fact now a part of her body, and would share in her system for its needs.



She trotted over to the nymph, who beamed a grin up at her, and then admired the handwork of the skirt. “How beautiful you look! We shall be quite a pair to see at the gathering,” Nadi said, striding to Melura’s side. The centauress smiled warmly down at her, catching the aroma from the nymph’s new floral adornment in the breeze.



“And you, prepared as sweetly as a bride, decorated like a cake, would not be out of place in a paradise garden,” Melura praised, combing her fingers through Nadi’s clean and damp hair.



The nymph leaned against her, laying her head on Melura’s belly, and peering up at the dryadess with a warm and affectionate gaze. “That spoils me! How frivolous I feel. But indeed, we are two flowers of the same bouquet, now.” Nadi giggled up at her warmly, placing a kiss above Melura’s belly button. Melura gently dragged her fingers over Nadi’s cheek.



“You have the softest lips and a skilled tongue, too,” Melura told her playfully. “They’ve spoiled me quite often.”



Nadi smirked at her, striding back to Melura’s side as she stroked her hand through the centauress’ warm and damp fur. “No more often than you deserve. Nature brought you forth such a lucious and perfect thing, that I should be sure to appreciate you,” Nadi said. At once, she swept down under Melura’s living skirt, and knelt amidst the grass in the centauress’ shade, obscured where she was beneath Melura’s equine belly. “Every inch of you… in all your abundance,” Nadi said amorously, giggling up at Melura from beneath her.



Melura shifted her hooves on the grass, feeling the warmth of the kneeling nymph rising up against her equine underside. She looked around them in the field, but there was no one to be seen, and Nadi was well obscured by the curtain of woven vines. “Too eager to wait until after our date, huh?” she inquired teasingly down at the nymph.



“This is all the date, if you ask me. But indeed, who knows when we’ll have privacy?” Nadi asked. She reached up to lay her palms against Melura’s hanging sack, feeling the heavy weight of that dark grew cum-factory as she judged the quantity of the immense release the centauress would have in store for her. True to the nymph’s expectations, Melura was swollen as though to the fullest capacity, the natural magic of this realm bringing her swiftly to readiness. She knew that whatever Melura’s demeanor, she must have the utmost desire for release. Either of them had an immense libido, and their travel had been interrupted frequently for nought but one purpose.



“And we did skip breakfast,” Melura teased, chortling down at the nymph softly. She felt Nadi’s face press in against the warmth of her sack, and nuzzle between it and the base of her shaft. The nymph loved the feel and aroma of that huge equine length and the weighty balls that hung under it, and treated the centauress growing length to a pickering of kisses. Perhaps the nymph would be content to feed on her release; Nadi never seemed to grow sick of having a full stomach of the centauress’ cum. All the same, as Melura stood there and received that pleasure, she began to weave up a growth from the soil at their side, and bring up a sapling with her power.



Nadi danced her tongue along the underside of Melura’s cock as it grew erect, and settled her mouth along the underside of the swollen flare of her cockhead, pinching it between her lips in a tender kiss. With shade from the sun, the breeze that came in at her sides was pleasant, and she relaxed her knees on the grass, and made herself comfortable as she immersed into the delight of her service, and began to work her tongue and lips over the wide and flat front of Melura’s equine length.



Melura was soon fully hard against the nymph’s attention, and her swollen length bounced between Nadi’s face and the underside of the centauress’ equine belly. Nadi had to scoot back gradually as the shaft engorged, Melura’s cock extending nearly two feet at its fullest. The centauress could hear the sweet noise of Nadi’s tongue and lips as the nymph slurped at her length, drinking down her early release like it was the most precious nectar, and delighting in the taste of her. She moaned softly under her breath, and let magic flow out of her in her relaxation to the pleasure. From nothing, the sapling enlarged, and rose gradually in concurrence with the blow-job, soon acquiring many full and leafy branches.



Managing, with some effort, to wrap her lips around the dryad’s flared cockhead, Nadi engulfed it in the softness of her mouth, and tried to swallow that massive length further. Melura filled her cheek to cheek, her swollen pillar bouncing with the beat of her heart, and sending an extra spurt of pre-cum directly down the nymph’s throat. Nadi moaned with pleasure and pushed forward, using her hands to drive the length further, past her mouth and around the bend down toward her stomach. Though perhaps it had the slightest suggestion of softness when she managed to get it in, it was fully stiff once embedded deeply within her, and Nadi felt the massive warm and delicious presence stretching her throat and pinning her tongue down within her mouth.



Releasing her spell, Melura let her arms fall back to her side, and turned her head up to breathe deeply as she felt the pleasure provided by Nadi. The tree she had borne from the earth continued to grow, though she no longer needed to attend it. The centauress gently moved forward helping to drive her length deeper into the nymph’s throat, as Nadi relaxed herself within the immense and filling presence. The nymph worked the length past the bend in the back of her mouth, and massaged it against the depths of her throat as she moved back and forth with it so deeply embedded. She gagged, but was drooling from the delightful taste of Melura’s centauress cock, and found the effort manageable as the magic of her body prevented any actual discomfort.



The nymph wasn’t satisfied until she had brought her lips all the way down Melura’s massive length, swallowing the cock until its bulbous and bumpy flared cock-head protrude into her stomach. Her lips met the base of Melura’s cock, sleeving her entirely with half of her body put to use for the pleasure of the centauress. Melura moaned out in lustful delight, shifting her hooves as every small motion send powerful waves of pleasure through her, with the entirety of her massive and sensitive length being treated to the warmth and bliss of the nymph.



After letting Melura swab the depths of her throat with that impossibly huge equine girlcock, Nadi eventually withdrew her lips along its length, squeezing them tight around Melura’s pole as she drew out that sweet morsel of release that she knew was in Melura’s channel. Nadi let it spill out on her tongue as the flared head of Melura’s cock was finally caught at her lips, and swallowed it before allowing the still rock-hard Melura to pull herself free. The centauress assisted her, suspecting Nadi needed the chance to breathe.



“Mmm~” Nadi moaned out appreciatively when that huge cock had popped free of her lips. A strand of spittle hung suspended between Melura’s swollen urethra and the nymph’s lips, and she gathered it up on her fingers, bringing it to mouth. Nadi seemed reluctant to let even a drop of Melura’s sweet cum go to waste, although, it was already oozing forth from the throbbing length.



Melura’s tree had now bloomed vibrantly in flowers. They were the flowers that signified the coming buds of fruits, but a variety such as no tree had, each branch being differently formed. In the distance, music could be heard. It sounded of singing and the playing of lyres.



“I think we were onto something yesterday. Shall we try our new riding technique the other way about?” Nadi asked, turning and falling onto her rear as she sat facing the same way as the centauress.



Melura was clearly excited by the idea, as her length throbbed up with a new tension. Nadi reached up to cup the flared ridge of her cock in her palm.



“I imagine the position is well suited for you. The angle is like that of a sword swallower, so that I can just go straight on in…” Melura groaned out a small chuckle.



Nadi set to work with her magic, raising herself up from the ground with new growths of vines and ivy. “And you seem itching to run,” Nadi said to her knowingly, smirking up at the displays of tension and arousal that she could discern just from the movements of Melura’s legs, her breathing, and the throbbing of her engorged length. “You’ll get to put my magic to the test and enjoy me at stride,” Nadi laughed. The vines held her snugly to melura’s belly, and bound her there, securely but in such a way that was unrestrictive to the centauress. They interwove with Melura’s skirts, and by the time Nadi was held snugly in place, she could not be discerned against the centauress belly.



“I did that before, but now I’ll be testing your belly, rather than your womb. I fear any fae we encounter later may presume you to be pregnant,” Melura said, her massive length resting snugly against the nymph’s body as Nadi’s face was pressed tightly up to it. She shifted herself back, and with her hair cascading down over Melura’s balls, opened widely to swallow the head of her equine cock, and bring it in inverted. Melura began to work forward, and already her length slid easily down through Nadi’s mouth, and well into her throat.



Nadi was snugly held and positioned to be the perfect living cocksleeve to Melura, who could gallop at full speed and fuck her like a sex toy, knowing that the nymph would feel only overwhelming pleasure and satisfaction when she was at last filled. Already the centauress had the urge to break into a fast and powerful gallop, but she began with a trot, feeling the nymph bouncing up and down her cock until the entire length was able to utilize her, and her weight balls slapped repeatedly against Nadi’s face. The flowers that adorned the nymph’s chest tickled Melura’s belly as she rode.



Nadi moaned out her enjoyment as the centauress slowly gained speed, her whole body overwhelmed with the pleasurable sensation of Melura’s hot cock stuffed half-way through her. Its warmth seeped out through her body and moved through her easily, and her tongue reveled in the delicious taste of that equine length as it made long passes over her tongue.



Unable to contain her excitement further, Melura burst into a gallop, and put her toy to the test with a powerful sprint that drove her enormous equine femcock forcefully down Nadi’s throat with every fall of her hooves. She gained speed through the hills, rushing down the grassy slopes and then up again, as every movement sent new pleasure through her, and Nadi felt the force of each twist and turn within her. “Our travels will go swiftly if we go like this,” Melura called down to her with a sultry giggle. “I hardly think we’ll want to stop for rest.”



Music could be heard in the distance, as the fae gathered somewhere past the treeline. Melura rounded back across the field, looping widely around back toward the hollow and the tree she had grown near it. Heard over the trotting of her hooves, Nadi’s groans and gurgling noises were sweet to Melura’s ears, as the nymph experienced such a delightful and energetic fucking while the centauress needed only run. No tiredness distracted her as she continued to race through those rolling fields with her powerful gallop, feeling a great welling pressure arise within her as her body began to proclaim the imminence of her immense release.



“Are you alright, Nadi? We’re in the home stretch,” she jested, laughing ecstatically. The nymph moaned out her readiness, the vibration of her hum felt through the meat of Melura’s cock. The warmth of the nymph around her and the pleasure she caused every inch of Melura’s extensive length was unbearably wondrous, and Melura groaned out as she made the gallop back toward their clearing, feeling orgasm wash over her suddenly and with intense passion.



The cum erupted forth from the head of her cock, flowing first into Nadi’s mouth as she was drawn back, and being immediately thrusted down into the depths of the nymph’s stomach as Melura’s equine hips drove forward in her gallop. The centauress spilled out a ceaseless flow of sweet cream that packed Nadi’s belly, Melura’s piston of a cock pushing it all down with each path, although she came so relentlessly that a fresh load filled Nadi’s mouth every moment that length was drawn back.



Nadi’s eyes were close as the centauress pumped her full, and she immersed herself in that delicious warmth as it stuffed her stomach and gave her a great feeling of satisfaction. She felt the throbbing underside of Melura’s cock pulsating as more and more of the thick and forty substance was expended, overfilling Nadi’s stomach and causing her to stretch to encompass the entirety of that precious substance. Cum spilled out from around Melura’s cock as her orgasm finally began to subside, spewing out as though pressurized as there was no space left to bear it within the nymph cocksleeve.



They arrived beside the new tree, Nadi’s fucked-silly form oozing cum as Melura’s cock finally began to soften, and eventually popped free of the nymph’s lips as Melura slowed her gallop. The thick white substance drizzled over her face, and she swallowed deeply, filling her stomach with that last mouthful of girlcum that was on her tongue. She groaned out in bliss and pleasure and let her vines drop her, so that she fell upon the lush grass between Melura’s hooves.



“Oh my love, how you have spoiled me,” Nadi cooed out at her with a hefty groan, a comfortable ache felt in her stomach as she was full as though from the grandest meal. She breathed heavily and recovered on the grass as the centauress plucked some of the newly formed fruit from their tree. The flowers had become apples, peaches, and all varieties that ordinarily could not grow from the same roots. Melura lay herself down on the grass beside Nadi, smirking at the cum-drenched nymph.



Bathing in the sun, they ate together, and cleaned up some before riding back across the field.







The music grew clearer as Melura and her rider approached the lake. Soon they were among other fae, that hurried and flew and trode on their way in the same direction, sparing frequent glances for the centauress and the nymph on her back. Melura was thankful for her grassy skirts now, for some among the fae were quite small in stature. Nadi, for her part, looked absolutely regal in manner, and proudly reclined on Melura’s back, displaying her adornment of living flowers and appearing as lax as a princess.



From clearings unseen and brush trails overgrown they came in great numbers and filled the paths, and by the time the two reached the lake, all manner of being filled its shore. A hundred fairies cast their cast their multicolor light over the still waters, and could be seen fluttering swiftly behind the treeline. So too were their satyrs, in great packs that reclined in the field about food baskets, laughing in the sun with infectious merriment.



In human and elvish form there were many people, and it could not be seen with a glance if they were nymphs, dryads, or any other glass of being that had the humanoid form. Even the greater spirits sometimes walked among the fae. It was unlikely that any was a householder, or a human that dwelled in society, but even this was not unheard of.



Melura trotted along the lakeside until they came to a place with lush grass, and some space to themselves away from the groups gathered there. She knelt down, and Nadi slid off her back, leaning against her side and looking out over the water. It seemed that some manner of performance was to commence.



The centauress embraced the nymph to her side, drawing Nadi’s head against the soft warmth of her belly, as she sat rather higher than the nymph did, with her equine body tucked under the half of her that was human. They snuggled together comfortably on the bed of grass, and looked to the lake.



At the opposite shore, there stood a tall woman, who seemed as though she was constructed of finely carved stone. Proud and tall, she strode out over the water, and despite the great apparent weight of her statuesque form, she floated up as though weightless, and rose as she drifted out over the lake. The golem, or whatever kind of being she was, was of a massive size, but floated easily on an unknown magic, levitating over the middle of the lake. There was a hush as all observed, and knew that some manner of story or metaphor was being performed.



The stone woman began to dance, and was like a ballerina, moving gracefully as she again drifted through the air over the lake, and appeared to move in a grand and wide circle that nearly reached the shore at any side. Whatever her movements in dance, her trajectory continued as though she orbited an unseen presence in the center of the lake. There was a quiet, and the endless dance of the slowly drifting stone being invoked a sense of loneliness in Nadi and Melura, as they sympathized with this unusual being.



Some aimed fingers at the sky, and it was seen at once that a sphere of stone was moving quickly through the air, like a meteor descending toward the earth. But as it fell faster and faster, it seemed to line up with the dancing stone woman’s trajectory, and some called out in alarm as the two grew nearer to colliding. The boulder struck her directly at the shoulder, and stone was torn from the dancing woman, unveiling a glowing magma within, that spilled into the lake and hit the water with an explosion of hissing steam.



The stone woman did not show any sign of being harmed. It was as though part of the cool rocky shell of her body was broken away, but the magma within was already causing her to reform. There was an air of confusion and curiosity among those who watched, and soon, more called out with uncertainty and even alarm as another great stone was seen descending from an unknown origin in the sky. It burst into flames as the woman of stone continued her orbiting dance toward the other side of the lake, and smashed into her back, again breaking her stony shell in a catastrophic manner, but apparently harming her not.



A being with a glowing, silvery form, and feminine figure, drifted out over the waters, and also flew, rising up to the same height that the stone woman was orbiting. She looked like a spectre, and was glad in flowing white garments, shining with luminous energy. She was just as graceful as the stone woman, and began a beautiful dance that harmonized with the other’s movements, while the stone woman was still far away. Gradually her orbit brought her around to her, and when their trajectories crossed, they were at once bound together in dance. Now the transparent spirit of white spun and twirled as she moved in a small orbit around the stone woman, and the stone woman danced for her, but retained her motions.



Fascinated, Nadi pet Melura’s side, watching the show and wondering what meaning was intended. The cooling magma that leaked out from the stone woman’s body made her look grievously injured, and yet she danced with vivacious energy with the smaller glowing woman.



A third boulder flew forth over the lake, and moved on its course with clear inevitability, as all were able to see that it would soon fly into the path of the two dancers. As it drew near, the glowing sylph of white light danced into its path, and was struck by the stone. In a cloud of dust it was expelled away from her, and she was entirely unharmed. The woman of stone who she orbited and defended now began to regain her form, as the magma blacked and then turned grey.



Suddenly, the spirit lowered her hands, and as she swayed in a gentle rhythmic dance, she drew forth water from the lake with her magic, bringing it in spheres that rose up to them. The transparent being moved the water over the body of the stone woman, and she was healed of the injuries of the assailing rocks. As the glowing being seemed to massage her with the waters, moving them telekinetically over the stone woman’s body, the dancing ceased. The stone woman fell into a relaxed posture, and from her body burst forth fresh growing mosses, and her stone was covered in green as flowers and vines grew out of her. Soon the vegetation covered every inch of her, and where a stone golem had floated, now there was a giantess of lush life.



From her side spilled the excess water, and it was seen that she represented the world, and the transparent spirit that now danced again with her was the moon, shielding her from the forces that destroyed life, and moving the waters over her body.



Music again filled the air around the lake, and the two beings flew off into the sky to some applause. The rest of the performances were to be song and music, as all relaxed for the evening to come.



“How very fantastic. They’ve learned to use their magic for some most curious imagery and storytelling,” Nadi said, returning her attention to Melura as she had been so immersed.



“It is very sweet. I had feared that the magic would fail, and that poor colossus would fall to the water.”



Nadi giggled at her warmly. “Would be a trouble getting her out, huh!” she jested playfully. Melura leaned down to wrap Nadi in an embrace and kiss her, first on the nose and then on the lips.



“It’s a sweet music they play over there,” Melura mused, sighing restfully as she seemed content to relax and enjoy the performances.



“Indeed. You’ve found us a good spot where we might cuddle up, but it’s not too far to hear!” Nadi looked around them to see if any had settled near. They were amidst the brush a dozen yards back from the shore, and somewhat out of sight.



“It was a purposeful choice,” Melura admitted with a soft chortle.



“I don’t believe it,” Nadi said with a laugh. “Are you itching for me already? I am still full from you,” she said, rubbing her slightly distended belly. She knew from the statement alone that Melura did not desire to wait until after this gathering to share in such delights with Nadi again.



“It’s not my fault, my sweet,” Melura playfully protested. “It seems the energy of this place goes straight where it is needed. My need for you is replenished, and I can not possibly tire,” Melura groaned out a needful noise, making clear her desire for Nadi, as though any such encouragement was needed. The nymph giggled noisily at Melura’s display of want. She cast her gaze back over Melura’s body, wondering if those weighty balls had somehow managed to restock despite only a few pieces of fruit serving as Melura’s meal. For Nadi’s part she remained satisfied, and could still feel the weight of the last helping in her stomach.



“How even shall we go about it? Someone could walk by,” Nadi said.



“Just… lay yourself out for me, as you are comfortable. No one could perceive you under me amidst the tall grass.”



Nadi laughed. “And how shall I breathe?” She turned around and flopped back into the grass, presenting her belly and breasts skyward as she reclined comfortably and entrusted her weight to that soft bedding.



“I will be mindful,” Melura assured her, smirking enthusiastically as she saw the nymph present her beautiful form. Despite the frequency of their pleasurable engagements, she could not help but feel an intense eagerness to feel herself filling the nymph again, and knowing that Nadi was smitten with total bliss to an extent physically impossible for most lovers.



Nadi could not deny that she felt as ready for another round as Melura did, and as the cenaturess rose up and walked to stand over her, she felt a tremble of lust moving through her body. Face to face with that massive dangling length, Nadi’s thoughts were immediately filled with all her amorous desires, and she imagined herself being buried beneath the weight of Melura’s body as that huge cock was worked at its fullest depths within her.



“Rise to meet me if you’re ready, my sweet,” Melura said. Naid lifted her hips, thrusting herself up so that the dangling head of Melura’s length came up against her lower lips, and pressed against the softness of her groin. The nymph gnawed on her hand as she felt that powerful cockhead rubbing against her, and then pressing in snugly as Melura began to lower herself. The centauress worked her equine hips back and forth until the still slightly indirect shaft slid into the nymph’s pussy.



Moaning as she was filled, Nadi settled her rear back into the grass as Melura’s body lowered over her, and she was then smothered under the equine form of Melura’s lower half, her head between the dryad’s front legs. All the weight of that powerful form drove her engorging length deeply into Nadi’s passage, and as the centauress relaxed some of her weight upon the dryad, she drove herself that few inches further, until almost her entirety was sheathed in the dryad beneath her belly.



“You comfy down there?” Melura inquired, grabbing hold of Nadi’s head to grasp at her scalp and feel her hair running through her fingers. Despite her heaviness, she knew that Nadi’s magic protected her body.



“Mhghm,” Nadi groaned out, putting her lips against Melura’s stomach, where skin met fur, and kissing her. Her eyes were filled with desire as she was pinned down snugly for the centauress to use.



Melura began to bounce against her, careful not to increase the force of her humping too much at once, lest there be a point Nadi came to harm. She gently lifted up on her hooves and then thrust her weight forward, sternly fucking the entirety of Nadi’s sex with a short and powerful thrust which she could repeat with rhythmic speed. From a distance it may have seemed odd that Melura was bouncing, but there would have otherwise been no hint to discover the two’s most risque deed. Nadi pressed her face into Melura’s equine front and moaned noisily, feeling her body worked thoroughly as the centauress weight pressing down against her increased the pleasure of the massive cock stretching her from within.



The centauress huffed from the delight of the sensation of driving herself down against that soft and welcoming sleeve for her cock, and filling her willing toy so fully that Nadi’s sex seemed to accept up to half her body’s length of Melura’s immensely thick length. She found momentum, and humped herself back and forward, working the body of the nymph beneath her as her gigantic cock was driven steadily faster through the entirety of Nadi’s drenched vagina. Her own ever-flowing leak of pre-cum further lubricated the nymph’s passage, and despite the immense tightness of that sleeve, she was able to work herself rapidly through her.



With one hand, Melura grasped Nadi’s head and held her steady, supporting herself as her lower equine body bounced so vivaciously. With the other hand, she slipped her fingers under the cloth of her top, and played about with her firm tit with a pleasing touch.



Festive music echoed over the lake as singing and dancing continued at its opposite shore, but the two were immersed in their activity, and Melura continued to drive herself forward, no longer truly conscious of how she might appear at a glance, as her equine hips lifted to bring her massive length pummeling down into Nadi’s sex. The nymph squealed out her orgasmic excitement as Melura fell into a swift and thundering beat of thrusts, and thoroughly fucked the nymph beneath her.



The centauress groaned loudly and pushed herself all the way into Nadi’s waiting warmth, her balls slapping against the nymph’s ass as the centauress was fully engulfed by the lovely softness of her pussy. Cum began to surge forth from her cock like a river, rope after rope of the thick white gift blasting out into the depths of Nadi’s womb. She kept herself tightly embedded in the delightful flesh of the living cocksleeve beneath her, and filled her up with a beyond-generous load of cum, emptying herself of buckets worth of that delicious cream.



By the time she pulled herself out of Nadi, the nymph was swollen about the belly, and truly seemed as though she was pregnant, for how she was inflated by the excess of cum that engorged her. She groaned out, totally awash in bliss, her belly and womb so packed of cum that she could only lay there in a delighted stupor as the centauress lay beside her again. She lolled her head over to grin dumbly at Melura, entirely unabashed about her state of delight.



“Satisfied?” Nadi asked with a low chortle.



“Oh truly… but we’ll see if it lasts,” Melura giggled at her, bemused.



“I’m running out of holes for you to stuff,” Nadi retorted, rubbing her belly contentedly as she relaxed back against the grass.



“Oh don’t worry. I’ve plenty more ideas for us. Lots of journey ahead, yet,” she said, winking down at the nymph.



As the sun began to set and the musicians wrapped up their performances, the two returned to the tree hollow for rest.
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Did you enjoy this novella? Tell about your experience or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts!







Follow Alison’s Twitter for exclusive sneak-peeks and promotional information.
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