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The Challenge

Pants filled the air. And then one glorious sound. Such words like I’d never known, better than any I’d ever hear again. Sordid, burning my ears, thrusting me to a new peak I’d never imagined could exist. I reveled in those words, then ordered her to say them again.

“I’m going to cum, Young Master!” Elessia cried, scrabbling with her nails across my back as she wrapped her lithe legs around my waist, ensuring that I delivered my building torrent deep within her.

“Not until I say you can,” I commanded, gripping her firm breasts and biting at her throat. Our next kiss melded with the cacophonous slapping of our hips and the erotic moans filling the room. I held back my orgasm with all my might, searching her eyes for the moment she’d reach her breaking point. At the same time, we’d ride that blissful tidal wave, exactly as I’d planned.

“Oh, oh, ohhhh!” Elessia shuddered and shivered like deadwood at sea caught in a roiling tempest. Her quakes sent her into spiraling pleasure like she’d never known, like only I could give her. But she was a good knight, loyal to her master, and she held on to the cliff with every ounce of self-control she possessed. For now.

I nipped at her throat again, then swept my hands around the backs of her toned, lithe thighs. I tightened her already viselike grip around my waist, squeezing my fingers into her scorching hot skin. My pumping deep into her reached an overwhelming crescendo. She was mine. At long last. She was mine.

“Almost,” I said, shivering her skin with a cool burst of air upon the side of her throat. Her eyes shuttered, her body twisting and writhing under my words.

“Young Master! Young Masterrrr!”

“Young Master?”

My eyes snapped open, the hand supporting my lolling head slipped, and I nearly fell out of my seat within the coach transporting me. A coach that had seemingly stopped, with our family driver coming around to open the door – and finding me fast asleep.

“I’m awake, Fennes,” I said, swiftly wiping a hint of drool from the corner of my mouth with my sleeve.

“Of course. We’ve arrived. I’ll start unloading your luggage, Young Master.”

I looked at the elderly manservant, who wore as many titles as he did lines on his weathered face. It came with the territory of serving such a minor family as mine. Cooks also served as maids; manservants also served as drivers.

“You needn’t go to the trouble,” I said, mind still thawing itself from the deepness of my slumber. From the contents of my dreams too, I realized, quickly turning slightly to prevent the old servant – if he hadn’t already noticed – from spotting the obvious tower built by my post-nap state. “I’ll get them all.”

“Are you certain, Young Master?”

I stretched my arms over my head, nodding at the same time. A long yawn delayed my response. “I’ve the means to make it quicker and save us all the burden. I didn’t spend three years learning sorcery just to avoid using it.”

Fennes nodded and stepped back as I motioned him from the door. Taking a few more moments to allow my erection a bit more time to disperse, I climbed out of the coach, stretching again once my feet touched the grass.

The sun sat at its apex in the sky, shortening the shadows to mere puddles underneath myself, Fennes, and the coach. Fortunately, a cool breeze blessed my family estate today, which kept the temperature balmy and pleasant. The perfect day for a torrid romance to begin.

I looked to my right, at my family estate. Comparatively to some of the manors dotting the horizon around Granmore, capital of Harta, it seemed a runt of the litter. Yet, to me, it was home. The two-story building had age and history to it, built on the ashes of our previous manor by my great-great-grandfather after a fire left little but blackened beams of wood and stone standing. The Lyons might not be the richest or most influential of the nobility, but our name stretched back six centuries, which put as among the original group of families who supported the Spyras when they carved this kingdom out for themselves from the flagging Imolan Empire.

We’d a small cobblestone path that led up to the manor, splitting into a ‘U’ around a small gurgling fountain in front of the steps leading to the front door’s landing. A landing six individuals waited patiently upon, prim and proper, most of them all smiles at my return. Though, I’d eyes only for one of them.

She stood at the right of my father, and she was perfection molded into flesh by the Goddess’s hands. Tall, fit, a being of poise, beauty, and elegance, I was glad for the distance between us, for I blushed terribly at my first sight of her in three years. At my sixteenth birthday, having shown a talent for sorcery, I’d departed for Granmore, where I’d studied under fine sorcerers and sorceresses within the Granmore Academy itself. Diligently had I undertaken this task, hoping to return both a man and an adept sorcerer.

Both have I accomplished, I told myself, soothing over my fretting.

I snapped my eyes away from Elessia and focused on the luggage on the back of the coach. My fingers snapped upward, magic thrumming with life through my veins. The straps holding them in place undid themselves, and then all three of my suitcases hovered and pursued me as I left Fennes to handle the horses and coach. I walked the path toward those waiting, the anticipation building in me like an expanding crack within a dam. As I diverted myself around the fountain, I forced calmness upon myself. The plans I’d made required a cool head and a keen eye.

I reached the bottom of the steps leading up to Elessia, my father, and the four other servants of our household. My luggage hovered behind me, proof of my burgeoned talent as a sorcerer. With both that title and as the sole heir of the Lyons, even if a minor House at the outskirts of Harta, things looked up for my family’s standing.

“I am returned from the capital, Lord Father,” I said, placing a hand on my chest and bowing.

“So we see,” Lester Lyon said, grinning through a bushy mustache he’d apparently found fashionable in the time I was away. “Welcome home, Soren.”

“Thank you, Father.” I lifted my head, eyes flitting from my father to the spellblade beside him. Her beauty shone even more radiant this close, and the blood within my veins pounded like the drums of war as I gazed upon her. Her cool green eyes swept over me, a pleased expression on her face, though also a controlled, poised one. The Dame Elessia, a woman I’d known since birth, graced me with a slight growth to her smile – and I nearly shivered beneath it.

“We’re all glad to see you’ve returned,” she said. “You’ve certainly grown into a fine man.”

I did blush at that, covering it with a glance over my shoulder at my luggage. “And hopefully a fine sorcerer. Maybe I can catch up to your legend before long.”

“Perhaps,” she said, smile morphing a touch closer toward a smirk. Not likely, it seemed to say.

I smiled at that, pleased that our rapport hadn’t fizzled in our years apart. Whether she knew it or not, I meant it. Soon enough, I’d show her what I’d become, the abilities and knowledge I’d obtained with a dogged tenaciousness and voracious appetite.

As a spellblade, Elessia wielded both magic and steel in coordination. Colloquially known as a Wind Rusher for her usage of wind-based magic, she tied them into her two daggers, which even now sat in their hilts around her belt. While I’d grown used to seeing silk dresses and gowns whilst among my female peers and teachers within the Granmore Academy, my dreams had always consisted of a lithe, adroit woman filling out form-fitting surcoats and breeches.

By comparison I, as a sorcerer, wielded a much larger suite of magic. A wide pool compared to a deep well. Further in comparison, I was not yet a household name across the entire kingdom. I’d spent much of my free time within the Academy answering questions about Elessia the Typhoon, who, when I was just a few years old, had reached the top sixteen of the Spellblade Tournament, a kingdom-wide tournament that hundreds of knights, dames, and even non-highborn participated in every year, four consecutive times. She’d even faced off against the legendary King Gavain, who’d claimed the title every year for more than two decades running, in her final year. Though, for reasons unknown, she’d announced a hiatus that so far extended more than a decade after that match.

“How was it?” my father asked. I’d written extensively about my time, of course, but such frivolities were still expected after my return.

“It was a very positive experience for me,” I said. “Though I am certainly glad to be back. I missed everyone.” My gaze lingered upon Elessia, who noticed. Her eyebrow arched slightly, but I didn’t look away or blush this time.

“Tell us all about it,” my father said, grinning further. “We’ve a bit of a banquet in the works. If you need a brief respite to rinse off the weariness of travel, you can unpack and relax in your room.”

“Thank you,” I said, finally parting my gaze from the gorgeous dame beside him. “I think I will do that.”

Elessia’s gaze lingered a moment longer, but then it shifted swiftly as my father patted her on the shoulder. Her mouth tightened ever so slightly at the unwelcome contact. Mine followed the same trajectory.

It was no secret among the household Lester Lyon wished to both bed and marry Elessia. Had for years, and some, though always mentioned in hushed whispers, would even say he’d pined after her even before my mother’s untimely death when I was but a boy, when Elessia had been a novice spellblade in service to our household the same age as I was now. He’d openly attempted courting her on numerous occasions, though she’d politely declined each time. Eventually, as her fame outstripped the household she served, I’d wondered – and feared with every ounce of my being – that she might depart our home and seek out a finer, less bothersome House to serve. She never had, eschewing greater wealth or fame in favor of loyalty to my late grandfather, who had taken a chance on her and sponsored her all those years ago.

My father, noticing neither of our frigidness, turned around and ushered the servants to open the doors. We all headed inside, though Elessia branched off and headed for her own quarters, dousing my hopes of inviting her along for a private conversation outside of my father and the servants’ hearing. Only frowning a moment, I shook it away and retained my high spirits. I’d just come back; I had time.

I returned to my room, finding it freshly dusted, new plants in the pots by my windowsill, but otherwise altogether the same as I’d left it. Flicking my finger forward, my luggage deposited itself in the corner of the room. I decided I’d unpack later, instead focusing on relaxing a while. And then, swapping clothes for something more comfortable and less covered in the grime of travel, I went over my plan.

Today, I’d plant the seed. Tomorrow, I’d see it sprout.

Changed and refreshed, I ventured to our sitting room following a servant’s knock at my door. The small room, at least compared to some of those I’d lounged in while within Granmore, contained two small couches facing one another. A glass table already graced with snacks and refreshments nestled between the two of them. The room also served as a library, with one wall hidden by the three shelves of tomes our household owned. A miniscule facsimile of a true library.

“Does it feel small?” a curious voice asked from behind me. “Returning to this house after years spent in grander places?”

“There are certainly some differences I’ll need to reacclimate to,” I said, turning around. “Like-”

My throat pinched shut the moment my eyes roved over the radiant beauty standing before me. In lieu of her usual masculine style of dress, which already boiled my mind, today Elessia wore the rare dress. It was nothing particularly scandalous, like the revealing fashions popular in Granmore, yet the dark blue dress, with its sleeveless nature and a slight hint of her full cleavage to feast my eyes on, showed the woman I desired in such a light that I couldn’t speak or think for several moments. My tongue shriveled like an old fruit in my mouth, while my eyes bulged in shock. A slight hint of a smile crept upon Elessia’s gorgeous face.

“Something the matter, Young Lion?”

The nickname she’d teased me with while a boy numerous times coaxed me from my slack-jawed stupor. I hurriedly coughed, righting my posture, reclaiming my mind and words. Acutely aware of the sudden growth just below my waist, and certain Elessia could see it too.

“You look beautiful,” I said, a slight crack in my voice earning a wince out of me. She’d so easily enraptured and spoiled my poise, thrusting me off balance like a dresser with one leg shorter than the rest.

Elessia looked down at her own body. “It’s not my usual sort, but I felt I should dress up a bit more than usual for your return. Don’t get used to it, though.”

“The rarity of it just makes it all the more special,” I said. “You’re still impossibly captivating, no matter what you’re wearing.”

An eyebrow arched after my compliment. “I see you’ve picked up a few lines while within Granmore. Did they work for you there?”

“I didn’t try them on anyone,” I said, standing a bit taller, a bit more confidently. “I was saving them for the right person.”

“And yet you’ve gone and wasted them on me.”

I took a step closer. “Certainly not. After all, I designed them with you in mind.”

Elessia’s smile remained undiminished, but she looked at me revealingly. “Careful, Young Lion. Don’t read into my wearing of this dress to mean more than it does.”

“What does it mean, then?”

“That I’m happy to see you again, and that it’s a special occasion.”

“We could make it even more special.”

Elessia placed a hand on my chest as I took another step closer. Her slender hand kept me firmly in place, unable to turn nearness into obvious intimacy. Her eyes drifted up to mine, her soft lips driving me mad with need. She spoke slowly but purposefully.

“That would be a mistake. You are the heir to the House I serve, and I am much older than you. Let us preserve what we already have, grow closer in that way. Anything else would cause far too many complications.”

I’d expected such a response, no fool dreaming of baseless fantasies where I swept her off her feet with just a heated look and a vow of commitment. I’d planned for this wall, and how to climb over it.

I brought my hand slowly to hers, seeing her gaze tighten slightly due to wariness about what I might do. I slightly leaned back, then slipped my hand into hers. Our fingers coiled together; she allowed me that much. Heat thrummed where our skin joined, and my heartbeat danced to a pitched tune at this contact I craved. She let me keep holding her hand as I responded.

“I would like you to look at me seriously. I want you to see my passions, desires, and intentions plainly. These aren’t the childish fancies of a boy, but of a man. I want you, Elessia. I need to say it clearly. You are the right person for me.”

A true knight through and through, Elessia did not balk or blush before my firmly stated intentions. She met them head on, holding my gaze, not shying away or dismissing the desire simmering behind my eyes. After all, as the bards proclaimed in their song, love was a battlefield.

“I do hear you, Soren,” she said. “I respect your feelings, and I respect your forwardness in revealing them to me. It does not change my answer, however.”

I nodded. I’d anticipated that, too. “Alright. Thank you for your candidness. However, I won’t relent so easily.”

“I know.”

“And so,” I said, taking in a deep breath, “I’m challenging you to a race to the mountain’s base tomorrow.”

That caught her off guard. Only for a moment, and then her smile relit itself, now fueled with old memories and a competitive spirit wildly attractive to behold.

“Did I hear that right?” she asked.

I nodded. “I’ll take my first win, at long last.”

“You think so?” Elessia said. Our hands remained intertwined, yet now a different kind of electricity crawled between our palms.

“That’s right. I’ve been preparing for this fated rematch. Tomorrow, you’ll taste your first defeat.”

She cocked her head to the side, smile spreading. Desire pumped through my veins, heady, riveting, lighting me aflame as if a pyre roared beneath my feet. Dreams upon dreams upon dreams spent fantasizing about her body and mine finally joining in carnal intimacy piled upon my mind. I planned to finally top them off with a cherry of reality.

“A few years studying sorcery won’t be enough to overtake me,” Elessia confidently stated.

“Wait and see,” I retorted. “Tomorrow, though you still haven’t agreed to race me. I hope you’re not afraid.”

Elessia’s verdant gaze spotted my ploy easily. “We haven’t stipulated what the winner gets yet. The stakes need determined.”

I could have backed off. I could have modified my desire should I claim victory to something less blatant, started small and built the sordidness of what I’d ask for with each new victory. Except, I didn’t know if I’d win more than once. After I revealed my suite of abilities, I’d lose the element of surprise I was banking on. And so, I went for the crown, not the coins on the ground.

“If I win, we’ll bathe together in the nearby lake. And wash each other, not the other person.”

Elessia arched her eyebrow again. “Like how I used to wash you when you were still a boy, Young Lion?”

“Except I’m a man now,” I swiftly said, hurling the color seeking its place on my face away with dogged determination. “And I’ll be washing you too.”

“Only if I agree to this obvious bait.”

“If you’re worried you might not win, then you can always back out of the race. Concede to me that you don’t think you can win.”

Elessia’s grip on mine tightened, and I saw heat – though a different variety than the one I was more interested in – flash through her gaze. Still, even if not the roar of lust, there was something unendingly arousing about her competitive nature. Our eyes remained locked, neither of us balking and looking away. I waited with bated breath for her response. Surely, she wouldn’t back out. I’d played my hand, and now all I could do was wait silently.

“Ah, you two are already here.”

That voice broke the spell of our eyes, and of our intertwined hands. Elessia pulled her hand free, and I didn’t stop her. We both looked the way of Lester Lyon as he entered the room, sauntering in as two servants trailed after him. Of the wine glasses one of them carried atop a silver platter, my father had already snagged his from it.

“You’re the one running late, I think,” I said, lifting my lips into a smile that didn’t reach my eyes. I glanced at Elessia, but she’d no secrets for me to glean from her controlled expression.

“I suppose,” my father laughed, heading toward one couch. He settled in, placing his glass on the table. The two servants followed him, relieving their platters of the wine and snacks they respectively carried.

I took a seat at the couch on the opposite side of the table, mired in frustration at my father’s poorly timed appearance. I struggled not to grind my teeth, for I felt I’d missed my chance. This interruption had spoiled the moment, the momentum I’d built up. I could hardly continue pressing Elessia with my father here, or later when we ate dinner together. By the time I could finally get her alone again, responsible wisdom likely would have cooled her competitiveness.

Damnit. I wanted to pull out my hair.

Someone sat down beside me. My eyes widened slightly, casting themselves over to find Elessia smoothing her dress and settling into place beside me. Our thighs touched, and she sent an unemotive look my way. As my father, wearing a look of disappointment himself, started the small talk, I could have sworn I spotted Elessia smirk at me.

“What are your plans for tomorrow, Soren?” my father asked, reclaiming his wine from the table.

Before I could answer, Elessia spoke on my behalf. “He’s going to be busy all day. He’s challenged me to another of our races.”

My heart lurched as if I’d leapt off a cliff. I gawked at Elessia, though she’d given my father her attention.

“Is that right?” he said with a laugh. “What’ll this be, the fiftieth time? Have you ever won, Soren?”

I swallowed, tearing my gaze away from the beautiful, and now I realized, devious woman beside me. “N-no. But that was when I was just a boy, and before I had sorcery of my own to wield. I’ll win tomorrow.”

Elessia smiled, still not looking my way. “When he loses, I’m not going to let him use his sorcery except without my permission. For a month. He’s some hubris that needs ironed out.”

My father laughed again. “I wish you the best, my son, but I can’t help but feel you’ve poked the proverbial hornet’s nest with this one.”

I swallowed again, albeit far more dryly this time. “I’m going to win,” I claimed once more, though a knot in my chest deflated the confidence in my voice.

Elessia finally looked at me, eyes thrusting spearpoints through me. “No, you won’t.”
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The Race

Islept poorly. Part of it because I hadn’t reacclimated to my original bed, still used to the one I’d known in Granmore Academy for the past three years. Part of it because of a booming thunderstorm battering my windows with blasting gales and torrential rain. The common flashes of blinding light pierced my dark curtains easily, illuminating the fleeing shadows around my furniture. But mostly, I found little sleep because of the weight on my heart. It sat there like a pile of stones stacked high on the fleshy organ. No matter how I turned or sought the cooler parts of my sheets within a bed plenty big enough for two, the agonizing weight remained unmoved.

The storm stopped just an hour before dawn, and then the chirping of birds as they shook out their soaked plumage took over in the attempt to keep me wide awake. Eventually, as the dull light filtering through the pallid clouds lingering after the rainstorm eked into my bedroom, I threw my eyes open and sluggishly slumped from my bed. Soaking in a long bath I impatiently heated with my own sorcery, I soon garbed myself appropriately for the day’s exertions and headed down for breakfast.

“She’s already departed?” I asked, mouth holding a piece of toast in it like a hound would a stick.

“Yes,” Helena said, setting a plate of bacon, eggs, and sausage before me. “About an hour ago. She told me to tell you not to hurry after her, that you should eat some breakfast beforehand.”

I frowned but did as I’d been commanded, eating for energy but not to fill up. It gave me time to slowly rouse myself after my sleepless night. While fueled muscles might help only a little, I couldn’t hope to win with a sluggish mind. Eventually, two-thirds of my plate devoured, I pushed myself away, stood, and headed out of the estate.

From there, I took the wet trail until it faltered and faded into the grass toward the forest nestled around the mountain like a verdant moat. The few miles I trudged along bought me another hour, which I used patting my face, wiping sleep from my eyes, and stretching my limbs. And preparing.

I’m going to win, I told myself. I know what she’s capable of, but she doesn’t know what I can do.

Butterflies skittered through my stomach as I reached the forest’s edge. Victory would be mine. And then Elessia would be mine. All I’d hoped for and planned these past three years would finally come to fruition.

I found her just a hundred paces into the forest, waiting at the large tree stump that always marked our starting point. She sat on it, eyes closed, dressed in dark, form-fitting clothes suitable for a ten-mile race uphill toward a mountain’s base. Her daggers sat within their sheaths, her fingers tapping rhythmically on her thighs. Her eyes opened at the rustling sound of my approach over the fallen twigs and leaves shaken free from their branches by the vicious storm last night.

“Are you ready to taste defeat?” she asked, smiling.

I lifted my chin. “I’m ready to taste your lips against mine.”

She rolled her eyes and shoved herself up. “I’ll give you this one chance to alter your prize should you somehow win. If you do, I’ll lessen my prize. I can’t imagine you’ll enjoy starving on your magic for a month.”

“It’s worth the risk,” I said adamantly.

“Is it really?” she asked, peering at me with what appeared true curiosity. “Am I?”

Not an ounce of hesitance slowed me. “Yes. You’re worth far, far more.”

She tilted her head slightly, looking upon me with pursed lips. Eventually, she shrugged. “I suppose we’ll see if your boldness pays off.” A flicker of mischievousness crossed her face. “I won’t play around this time. Full tilt, from the start.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way. I want you to give it your all. It’s meaningless, otherwise.”

She nodded approvingly, then beckoned me forward. Together, we lined ourselves up at a drawn line beside the tree stump she’d already created before my arrival. Here it was. The long-awaited day. Arrived, at long, long last.

I will win, I told myself one final time.

“On your go,” Elessia said, her gaze shifting from approval to one of narrowed concentration and grit.

I breathed in, then out, hands already sweaty with anticipation, the air still thick with moisture. We dug our feet in, looking for patches of ground not thick with mud. It was a good thing we’d bathe after my victory.

“Ready. Set.” Magic thrummed with life around me. “Go!”

Steel hissed against their sheathes as Elessia drew them forth. On the moment her weapons peeked out of their sleeping bags, her magic rushed to her like hounds whistled back to their owner. Her clothes shuddered and beat wildly around her, and wind battered my side as her personal typhoon collected itself around her.

Her body thrust itself forward faster than an arrow from a bowstring, zooming ahead before I’d even finished gathering my magic. While not as fast in a straight line as a Lightning Chaser, she’d far more alacrity and fluidity. Perfect for a race over uneven ground through a thick forest. She’d already disappeared from my sight when my own magic came into effect. I’d not assumed any differently beforehand.

The first of my spells created semi-translucent tethers around me, which sprang from my skin toward the trees ahead of me. Their elasticity tightened. I grinned, then hopped back, stretching those tethers to their limit. The second of my spells bubbled furiously beneath my feet. Even as far ahead as she already was, she must have heard the explosions I detonated beneath my heels a moment later.

Both rocketed forth and slung by the tethers, my lips and hair danced wildly as I cut through the air. I saw shock on Elessia’s lovely face as I caught her within an instant, feet scrabbling against the ground, tethers snatching me protectively out of the path of any trees in my way. A second pair of propellent explosions already built themselves beneath my boots as the tethers dragged me forward through the air. I skipped like a stone across a pond, feet touching the ground for only the glimmer of a second each time.

“See you at the top!” I shouted at her.

She grinned at me, then her left arm blurred. One of the trees I’d tethered to myself suddenly slipped away from its stump, cut through horizontally at its base like paper by a scythe of wind.

“That’s cheating!” I shouted as the fallen tree stretched the tether, which resulted in all my momentum suddenly shifting while I still hurtled through the air. Like I’d been swatted from the air by an invisible hand, I rag dolled sideways, landing on my side, splashing through mud, my tethers snatching at nearby trees to arrest my momentum.

“Love is a battlefield, Young Lion,” she cooed before she retook the lead and zipped back into the foliage, vanishing from my sight.

Snarling, I shoved myself back to my feet and sent my tethers toward new lynchpins, swiping thick clumps of mud off my arm as I waited. It took five painful seconds to corral in my lost magic and reform the explosive spells beneath my boots. The explosions rocketed me forward, and I’d already created two new tethers for a different purpose once I caught Elessia.

It took nearly a mile before I saw her again. Chasing her afterimage, desperately needed time whittled away as I hurried to catch up. She glanced over her shoulder, avoiding the foliage without even needing to look, and bared her teeth at me in a wide grin.

Get her! I ordered the two new tethers.

They lashed forward after the zipping spellblade, who adroitly dodged them by twisting in the air, blades singing as she slashed the wind into cutting edges that easily vivisected my magic. Hurriedly, I reamplified the magic, regrowing the wounded tethers, keeping up my assault. Maddeningly, each time they arrived anywhere near her, she slipped free or cut them to pieces with steel and magic. Her own counterattacks slowed me, though none proved as calamitous as the first. And yet I could not pass her, even as my internal clock whirred louder with each second.

At our speeds, we’d cover ten miles in a handful of minutes. Each second that passed jeopardized my chances of victory. I might see her reach the finish line, but as things went now, I wouldn’t beat her there. Elessia knew that, glancing my way again as she passed beneath a tree, dappled light playing off her gorgeous smile before she zoomed ahead again.

Final ploy it is, then.

I timed my tethers’ final attack for the exact moment before Elessia’s feet made rare contact with the rough ground. She minced them like all the rest, winking at me. At me. Which meant she didn’t see the change I brought to the ground beneath her feet, investing my magic there over recreating my defeated tethers, which I allowed to wither and fade away.

Few sights quite electrified me as the one Elessia granted me in the following moment. When her feet sank into the ground, far more so than it should have, even cloaked in mud as it was. It offered her no support for her next kickoff, but instead devoured her long limbs. Her gaze immediately directed itself toward the quicksand-like soil her light frame sank into, right up to her thighs before she could get her blades in motion. I frowned; I’d hoped for at least enough of a delay that it’d rise to her stomach.

I saw only the beginning of the hurricane of sand ripped free from the pit I’d created for her before I dashed by. Truly, what a terrifying woman she was. I counted my blessings that this was merely a race, where she needed to temper her aggression, so it caused no real harm.

But it was enough. I retook the lead, blasting and slinging myself forward with reckless abandon. The tree line thinned, a portent of the end arriving hastily ahead. I didn’t spare a single look behind, focusing all my efforts on propelling myself with all the speed I could manage. The wind I cut through chilled my body, my fingers and face growing numb as I hurtled toward victory.

An elated shout flew from my lips as I cleared the tree line, the mountain ahead stretching thousands of feet higher than the slope I’d climbed so far. A small pillar of stones stacked a few feet high Elessia and I had created years ago waited just a few hundred feet ahead. The end.

To steal my elation, I heard the scream of wind behind me, the crashing of branches and entire trees. I spared a single moment glancing behind me, seeing Elessia, eyes steeled with determination, hurtling after me. Possibly faster than me, now that the tethers served a muted purpose, no longer capable of latching onto trees for extra speed.

Except…

I rotated my body around in full, arms and legs pointed back toward the tree line, sailing through the air with my back toward the victory line. Every remaining tether but two vanished suddenly, and I saw Elessia’s confused frown mar her perfect lips. Lips I’d kiss soon enough.

Shoving every ounce of magic to the soles of my feet and my palms, I created four unified explosions at once. The detonations spread crimson across my field of vision. Elessia vanished from my field of view. I shouted, but their booms swallowed my voice.

And then I hurtled the remaining distance toward the finish line as fast as a Lightning Chaser, body shuddering like a kite in a maelstrom. My gaze ripped leftward, spotting the tower of stones as I zoomed by.

Now, the hard part.

I grimaced, tucking my body in, wondering how many bones this little stunt might have just broken. My two remaining tethers could hopefully keep my brain matter cocooned within my skull, at least. The price of victory. What were a few shattered bones in the face of it?

The ground approached like a gleeful terror, but my tethers slammed into it and spun and me through the air, keeping me aloft a bit longer, stealing some of my momentum. I nearly vomited at the gyrations they hurled me into, seeing red, but realizing I was still far too fast to survive my fated impact.

Well, at least my tombstone can say I defeated Elessia once.

Scant inches before my untimely demise, a crack of wind smashed into me. I didn’t hit the ground, but my momentum forward didn’t arrest itself. And with the slope of the mountain ahead, I’d little time left before I had to hit stone.

Another burst of wind hit me, this time from beneath. I jerked upward, and another gale chased me higher. Two more followed suit, and suddenly my forward momentum ended, now favoring a climb higher and higher into the sky. No follow up gales lifted me any higher, and eventually I reached the apex of my ascent.

Still dizzy as I fell, a warm wind, gentler than the others, splayed itself out beneath me as I descended. My freefall turned into a dainty descent to the ground, where my savior did not catch me in her arms.

“Ow.”

She’d dropped me as I reached her shins, letting me crack across the stone, skidding down a bit until her boots and legs stalled me. With one shaky arm, I swallowed the last urges to vomit and pushed myself up to a seated position. Then I looked up, finding emerald fury sharper than daggers pointed my way.
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The Lake

Head held awfully low for one who’d finally claimed a victory years in the making, I wisely kept my mouth closed as I trailed behind Elessia. My ears remained tinged scarlet, and they recovered slowly from the harsh scolding that had scorched them just a few minutes prior. All things considered, I reckoned I ought to count my blessings. Trading a battering from unyielding stone to one from scathing words seemed a fine trade.

And yet…

I knew the direction we marched. After berating me, she’d snapped her finger in a following gesture. We’d returned into the forest, where we’d walked for nearly half an hour in bleak silence. Yet, just a few minutes ago, Elessia had shifted our direction, bending us northward. In the direction of the small lake nestled snugly within the forest.

Tingling hope wriggled inside of me, yet I dared not speak. For all I knew, she’d further punishment in store for my recklessness. And I was plenty wise enough to keep my mouth clamped shut about the prize for my victory. Only a fool stuck their hand into a simmering furnace.

Breaking the monotony of the forest, the lake we both knew of sat hemmed in by a wall of thick tree trunks and verdant foliage. In all reality, it was more a large pond than a lake, yet we’d always referred to it as the latter. Ice melting at the cap of the mountain melted and flowed downslope, feeding into the basin of water at the flat ground beside its base.

Behind Elessia, I licked my lips but remained silent still. Did I dare hope? Should I ask?

Elessia sighed, then finally turned and looked at me. I could see much of her fury had faded, though it lingered as a kernel capable of reigniting if I said something foolish. My head tilted to one side when I spotted another emotion, much more difficult to make out, spiraling at the corners of her irises.

“If you ever win again like that, I’ll never run that race against you again. Do you understand?”

Internally, I cringed, knowing I’d probably never win again without such reckless tactics. I could have tried explaining my fumble at the end, how I’d learn from it, how I’d be far safer in future attempts. Instead, I piled those thoughts away and swiftly nodded.

A bit more of her anger cooled within her gaze. The most curious of pauses held her in place, before she finally sucked and released a long breath. Eyes on me, I watched her bring her hands to the hem of her tunic.

“Are you ready for your reward, Young Lion?”

It’s really happening. The thought struck me in the gut like a fist, and my breath trapped itself in my lungs. Like a guppy, I gawked at her with wide eyes, unable to act or even formulate my response.

At the sight of my stupor, Elessia’s lips formed a slight smile. “Is that a, no? You’d rather I didn’t disrobe and bathe with you?”

“Absolutely not!” I shouted, bursting through my stasis like a hammer crashing through glass. I brightened with heat, coughing and trying to recollect myself. “I… I mean, I do want my reward.”

Elessia’s smile grew a little, as did that other strange – less strange now – emotion within her beautiful eyes. I could sense the teasing edge slicking her next words, and yet I shuddered like someone had dumped ice water over me the moment she uttered them.

“As the Young Master commands.”

Even though she’d a white undershirt beneath her tunic, the removal of her tunic proved the most electrifying moment of my entire life. After gripping it at the hem, she slowly, almost intentionally, shimmied the tight garb over her flat stomach. With a bit more wiggling, she drew the tunic over her full, firm breasts. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Once she’d fully removed the dark tunic, she knelt and laid it on the ground. Her vividly green gaze lifted toward me.

“You are planning on joining me, aren’t you?” she asked. “Or are you planning to jump in fully clothed?”

I swallowed, though the lump in my throat remained lodged tight. Dumbly, I started fumbling for my own clothes, though I couldn’t risk missing a single moment as Elessia returned to stripping in front of me. Before her undershirt, she undid her belt and laid it beside her tunic. She removed her boots next, at around the same time I’d stumbled out of mine. The cool grass under my soles did little to douse the scalding heat whirling through my veins.

Another knowing smile trickled across Elessia’s face as she finally pulled herself out of her undershirt. I counted three noticeable scars across her toned stomach, but the moment I finally laid eyes on her firm breasts, I forgot about all else. Though not the largest I’d ever seen, they were full and vibrant, pink nipples protruding with a hardness that the beautiful woman they belonged to did not try and hide. She let me gawk, presenting her ravishing beauty to me openly. Only once I’d drank my fill did she turn around, presenting her smooth back, ruptured by only a single scar just above her waist, as she bent forward and pushed out her bountiful ass in my direction.

As she freed that too, not even an earthquake could have pulled me away from the sensual, slow act. Every scintillating inch she revealed thrust more blood into my cock, which strained furiously for its own freedom, my undressing forgotten amid the sexiest sight I’d ever beheld. Elessia remained bent over as she undressed the rest of her sinful ass, toned, long thighs next, muscular, well-formed calves after that. Only a small barrier remained on her gorgeous person as she stood and turned around to face me.

“You’re lagging behind,” she noted, thumbing the delicate edge of her panties. “Hurry and catch up.”

I rushed to rip my tunic off, hardly caring where it landed once I tossed it away. Judging by Elessia’s expression, she seemed a bit surprised at the lean muscles I packed beneath.

“I didn’t just study all day,” I said, undoing the buckle of my belt, eager to finally let my rioting cock feel some air. Eager to see what Elessia thought of that, too.

“It seems so,” she said, drinking me in more mutedly than my previous blatant stares.

My clothes fell around me as if freed by a tornado, until I’d properly stripped in full. A cool breeze swept around me, but I didn’t flinch. I was far too busy watching the honorable, proud dame of my House admire my cock’s size and girth. Engorged to the point it nearly hurt, my confidence swelled as a minor tremor of shock she couldn’t fully veil passed across Elessia’s face.

“I’m undressed,” I said, grinning at the reversed situation. “What’s the hold up, Elessia?”

Elessia tugged her gaze back to my face. “It’s bigger than your father’s, at the very least.”

A frown split my grin like a pickaxe through stone. “What?!”

The gorgeous spellblade grinned at my sudden outburst. “Don’t fret, Young Lion. There’s nothing between us, now or in the past. At his previous birthday, he ended up so drunk he stumbled around the house naked until the servants corralled him in for the night.”

As I grinded my teeth with the realization that she’d prodded me intentionally, her smile widened. Before I could reply, she presented her backside and finally slipped out of her undergarments. Twirling them around her finger as she glanced over her shoulder at me, she tossed them into the neat pile of her clothes, and then she strode into the lake.

“Well, come on,” she cooed. The clear waters hid little of her long legs and waist as she submerged them. Head over her shoulder, her gaze remained fixed to mine, drawing me forward like a fish on a line. Stumbling forward, I chased her into the lake, not catching her until the water stood at her navel.

Rotating around and leaning back her dark hair into the water, I drank in her long body splayed out before me. Within touching distance. And I was here to bathe her, and she me. Hungrily, I swam even closer.

An extended hand firmly slowed my attempt. Elessia’s fingers trailed across my chest down to my stomach, stopping just above the water, and the roused lance below.

“Compared to your dreams and fantasies, how does the real thing compare?” Elessia asked, other hand shifting small ripples in the water as she half-swam, half-stood.

“You’re perfect,” I said, unable to peel my gaze away. “More beautiful than any dream I’ve ever dreamed.”

Elessia steadied herself, then leaned in. It crowded our faces together, scant inches from something delicious I’d hoped to taste for years. Her eyes searched through mine.

“And you’re sure this is what you want, Young Lion? Once done, it cannot be undone. Things will change. Can you really see me as a woman, after all those years behind us?”

I nodded toward the water, and her gaze followed its trajectory. It flicked back upward, a half-smile cutting up one corner of her mouth.

“What does that tell you about how I see you?” I asked.

“Fair, but you should still say it plainly,” Elessia said, fingers swirling softly on my stomach. “Otherwise, a girl might not understand.”

I stepped forward, cutting through the water, my hands wrapping around her shoulders. Taller than her, she looked up into the blaze within my eyes. Her mouth parted slightly, as if she could feel their heat.

“I want you, Elessia. I want to make love to you in this lake, on the shore, in our beds, and everywhere else within a hundred-mile radius of this place.”

My words earned me a playful smile. “Don’t forget, all you’ve technically earned for winning our race is a chance to bathe me and be bathed by me. Sex doesn’t come with your prize.”

“You told me to say what I want plainly,” I responded. “So, I have. I’ll just make it sex for my next win.”

“Bold to assume you’ll win again,” Elessia said, and I knew fully she meant for today’s defeat to be unique.

“I will. As many times as it takes until you’re mine.”

Elessia raised herself onto her tiptoes, and our lips brushed against one another. Before I could finally seize the kiss that I’d dreamed of for years, I heard a small plop in the water. My eyes didn’t complete the journey downward before I felt a slender hand wrap itself around my cock. A gasp escaped my lips, and then Elessia finally kissed me.

The explosion of heat in two places upon my body mesmerized me, and the vaunted spellblade took advantage. Her tongue roved into my mouth in search of mine, shocking me with her aggression. And while she assaulted my lips, she added her second hand to my length, both working to trace my full size.

Finally, my mind and body unfroze, and I tightened my grip on her shoulders, pushing my mouth back against hers. Our bodies vied for control through our mouths, bursts of dizzying heat assailing my mind as a thousand dreams melted away before one taste of reality. I realized, as she had said, I could never go back. Not out of fear, but out of need. Like an ill man who’d discovered his panacea, I could no longer survive without Elessia.

Beneath the water’s surface, her fingers tightened around my girth and began stroking me with real vigor. I quaked, and she took advantage of that to press her advantage where our lips met. Desperate to maintain control, my hands rushed down her back into the water. Her eyes widened as I sank my hands into her incomparable ass, lifting her off her toes.

Our kiss finally broke, a mischievous grin overwriting Elessia’s usual composure. She didn’t let go of my cock, continuing her assault beneath the water. Our breaths grunted cacophonously against the other’s face, noses still touching as we looked into the other’s eyes.

“How about another contest?” she said, biting her lower lip as I spread her ass wide, groping and fondling it to my heart’s content.

“Go ahead,” I panted, barely able to hear her over the thunderous lust roaring within my ears.

“Send me below the surface. If you can avoid cumming until I need to come up for air, then I’ll give you myself forever. If you can’t, then we race again tomorrow.”

The softest, least heard alarm of all time chimed in the back of my mind. It was far too good to be true. I should have recognized that. A ploy or trick sat in the water behind her, where I couldn’t see it. Above all else, I knew Elessia would never willingly lose a game or challenge, even one in such a sordid situation. And yet I nodded dumbly, far too afflicted by the lust rampaging throughout my body to heed such a dim bell of alarm.

Grinning victoriously, Elessia leaned in and kissed me again, then slowly began working her way down my chest, trailing warm kisses that I shivered under as she descended into the water. Her eyes gleamed brightly as she sank under the surface. After what felt an eternity, my toes curled into the lake’s sand the moment I felt her hot, tight lips glide over my cock.

My head tilted toward the bright blue sky as Elessia swam forward, one hand grabbing my butt as a steadying post. Eschewing any water, she’d tightened her mouth into a vacuum around my girth. And then her mouth took me to the base, and I found her throat tight yet inviting. One of my hands fled into the water, grabbing hold of her soaked strands of hair, tightly grasping for dear life as she began rhythmically sucking me off underwater.

I feasted on the pleasure the dame blessed me with, widening my stance so I didn’t lose his footing. Gazing through the rippling water’s surface, I saw her, a lithe, lewd, altogether ravenous creature gagging herself on my cock, dipping her head back and forth in slow, prolonged motions. Shuddering as she expertly toyed with me, crashing against my self-control with focused, attentive strokes of her lips.

“Fuck, it’s too much!” I cried, lacking anything to hold onto except for her head.

My own hand worked against me, providing her extra momentum for each thrust, incensed with only the hot desire to explode in her tight, scorching hot mouth. To yank her above the surface, streaming with droplets of water around her taut, gorgeous body, and watch her swallow every ounce of cum I’d poured down her greedy throat.

No!

I clenched my thighs, batting away that libidinous desire. I had to last longer, wait until she needed air. And then I’d send her back down to finish her work. And then I could do things like this every single day with her.

A minute passed. And another. Each one laid hammer blows upon my wall of self-control. I didn’t understand. I hadn’t spotted any infernal gills, or even the occasional air bubble. So, how did she remain below for so long?

You damned idiot!

I squinted with focus through the water, the lewd sight of her still working purposefully to force my orgasm nearly too much for me to bare. My cock fought against my intent, its only desire a release it’d already repressed minutes longer than it should have. Biting my lower lip, I forced down the rising swell within my cock one final time, and then I saw the confidence behind Elessia’s earlier grin, when she’d first suggested our competition.

Sooner. I should have realized it sooner. Immediately, really. How had I missed it? How could I, a sorcerer, not have understood it from the beginning? When I’d grown up in the same home as her?

She was breathing underwater. She’d created a pocket of air around her nose with her magic, which meant she’d never need to come up for air. What a blunder I’d made. Even if she wasn’t a sorcerer, spellblades still possessed enough talent to use their magic in minor ways without fusing it into their weapons. And she was one of the most famous Wind Rushers in the kingdom.

I’d have called it cheating, yet it was my own damn fault for not curtailing any usage of magic beforehand. For not noticing it sooner. It wasn’t as if there were any rules against me using my own magic or interfering with her air bubble beneath the water. Unfortunately, it was too late for that now. I’d hit my breaking point.

She’d sensed it too. And the rules only said she needed to avoid coming up for air until I’d cum. If she’d pulled her mouth away and watched me disperse my pent-up lust into the water, she’d still have won.

With a guttural groan that even underwater she must have heard, my cock expanded, only a moment before my discharge. In the process of drawing her head back in its usual rhythm, her second hand reached out and grabbed my waist. In the most perfect fit imaginable, she pulled herself forward and took me to the base. Even through the shimmering surface of the water, I saw her eyes peering up at mine, alight with an emotion I couldn’t read.

I was far too busy for such determinations.

I grabbed her head with both hands and exploded in ecstasy, moaning her name as if it were the Goddesses. In this moment, it might have been. The throes of this orgasm outdid any I’d ever experienced. Bending back like a branch pushed to the breaking point in a storm, I poured out every droplet of sin I possessed.

She took it all. My only regret that I could not see and hear it clearly, but I felt the vibrations through my cock as she swallowed, and then again, and then again. More of my seed chased that which she’d taken, sending my mind spiraling in blissful ecstasy.

A great shudder took me once she pulled away. If not for her hands, which climbed up my back and gave me support, I’d have fallen into the water like a piece of deadwood. A singular purpose helped me maintain a modicum of focus.

She lifted herself from the water like a nymph from some salacious fable. Eyes peering at me with victory in them, but something far more bestial and carnal as well. Water dripped off her, pouring down her perfect body with great reluctance as they rejoined the lake.

And then she gave me that swallow I’d hoped for, loud, pronounced, more than a little exaggerated. Yet, it was perfect, exactly as I’d dreamed of for so many years. Elessia opened her mouth in a sinfully depraved manner and showed me that she’d consumed every drop. The fire blazing through my veins discovered the means to scald me even hotter.

Even in this, Elessia savored victory. As I floundered just to keep my knees from buckling, so that I didn’t spill myself into the water, her lips curled into a triumphant smile. I could already see the teasing remarks formulating behind her beautiful eyes. They’d last for months, if not years. For this, I didn’t think I’d mind.

“I’ll see you at our race tomorrow,” she said, beginning her path back toward the shore.

I frowned. “W-wait.”

She glanced over her shoulder, her naked beauty tongue-tying me again. “Hmm?”

“We haven’t finished here,” I said, blushing a bit as my poor choice of words bounced against my ears. “We’re supposed to wash each other off.”

Elessia raised an eyebrow, then slid her hands down her body. She started at her shoulders, hands flowing over her breasts, past her stomach, stopping just before her waist. “On the contrary, I feel very cleansed. And I’ll take affront if you claim I didn’t wash you off exactly where you were hoping I would. With more than just my hands, no less.”

I did blush, at that. “Well, we don’t have to immediately part, do we? It’s a nice day. We could… relax here for a time, catch up.”

The slender, unfathomably beautiful woman smiled at me. “If you’d wanted that, you should have stipulated it in your prize for victory. It’s humorous to me how conservative you were there, yet then you go and recklessly throw your life to the pyre in the actual race. You’d be wise to swap the order of those things.” Her gaze narrowed for a moment, a reminder of my earlier scolding.

I swallowed, properly chastised. “I’ll remember for tomorrow’s race.”

She nodded. “See that you do.”

I watched her exit the water, lithe, curvaceous hips swaying with what I suspected was a purposeful zest on her part. When she bent over to collect her things, and then paused for several torturous seconds, I knew it to be so. Even recently cleansed, as she’d put it, my cock swiftly swelled again beneath the water. Cursing myself for my mistake, I couldn’t tear my gaze away as Elessia, surprising me that she didn’t rid herself of the clinging droplets of water with her wind magic, slowly dressed herself.

What are you doing?! a part of me shouted. Get the fuck over there!

Finished garbing herself by the time I emerged from the water, she didn’t halt my approach. I thought I saw a hint of curiosity in her eye, though it sat far in the back behind rows and rows of calm collectedness.

“Tread carefully, Young Lion,” she said as I reached her. Her eyes cast downward, lingered with a tension I recognized, yet eventually it lifted. “You lost our bet within the lake.”

“Is that really so important? It’s just a veneer covering our desires. Can’t we just cast it off?”

Elessia took up my hand again, both dripping wet, slightly pruned by the water. Slowly, like a fishing line carefully reeled in with the hope of attracting a bite, she brought the back of my palm to her mouth. An infinitesimal kiss skewered it with heat.

“I will see you for our race tomorrow,” she said, delivering my hand back to my side. “Be punctual.”

As she turned and allowed another full drink of her backside as she departed, I didn’t know if I should curse my luck or revel in it. The complexities of reality certainly popped the bubble of fantasy I’d lived within for the past three years. But at the same time, a vivid flame of hope dwelled within my chest. Even if I saw barriers still in place, Elessia’s actions, her looks, they must mean something.

Right?
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The Rematches

The next morning I lost. Badly. Humiliatingly so. I didn’t even see Elessia for most of the race, emerging from the tree line and finding her already relaxing at the finish line. For her dominating victory, she’d put forth the same request as our contest within the lake. Another race on the morrow.

She decimated me then, too. And again. And again. And three more times after that, completing a week’s sweep over me. On only two of the races did I come close enough to see her reach the finish line before me. To make matters even more humiliating, one race she called for removed our usage of magic, like the races back before I’d left for Granmore. Even for all my physical training and growth over these past three years, it still ended with another loss added to my streak.

“You’re really going at it, aren’t you?” my father asked at breakfast, a rare event where we woke at similar times in the morning. “What is this, the tenth day in a row?”

“Only the ninth,” I said, tearing into my breakfast hastily.

Seeing my mood plainly written across my face, my father laughed. “She’s really wringing you out for winning one time, isn’t she?”

“Indeed,” I said, swigging my water down.

“I’m sure she’ll eventually show a spot of mercy for you, my boy. Just hold out a little longer.”

“Somehow, I’m not sure,” I muttered, more to myself than my father.

“I’ll intercede if it goes on too much longer,” he said, chuckling. “We can’t have you away from the house all day every day, after all.”

I narrowed my gaze at my father, wondering if I was truly the one that he wished to see more at the house. He didn’t notice, and he prattled on for the remainder of the time it took for me to scarf down my breakfast and excuse myself from the table.

“Go get her, my boy,” my father cheered as I headed out.

Unfortunately, I’d no idea how to ‘get her’. I’d exhausted my repertoire of magic this past week. Shifting the soil beneath my feet and surfing up the hill, trying to undo my opponent’s wind with gales of my own, and all other manners of aggressive and defensive usages of sorcery I hoped to bog her down and stave off her assaults upon me. All failures. None showing promise enough that led me to consider exploring them further.

My victory last week felt like a dream. The bliss following it even more so. It was almost torture that I had won once, experienced the rapture possible under Elessia’s ministrations. If I’d never won, maybe my balls wouldn’t ache as painfully as they did, cursed by the knowledge of what could be – and fearful about never experiencing such ecstasy again.

“Good morning,” I grumbled at Alessia upon my arrival, my dour thoughts a pall over my manners.

“Something the matter?” she asked, picking herself up from the tree stump as I stomped up to the starting line.

“No, nothing. I’m ready for another race.”

Elessia’s bemused expression washed over me as she joined me at the starting line. “Pouting is unbecoming of you, Young Lion.”

“I’m not pouting.”

“Then what are you doing?”

“Mentally preparing so that I kick your butt today,” I growled.

“Even though it’s clear you can’t? You’re still going at it?”

I shot a glare at her. “I’m not giving up. Besides, you’re the one setting your victory as another race the next day. And I've done nothing but lose this past week.”

“I could change that. What I get if I win. If you change what it is that you’ll get if you win.”

My brow furrowed. Following my lone victory, which felt an eternity ago already, I’d stepped forward the next day and taken the advice Elessia had taunted me with at the lake. Instead of something as vague as bathing the other person, I’d stipulated an entire day of passion, culminating in raunchy sex and proper time spent together afterward, as my new reward. She’d accepted without hesitance, which had heated my face up like I’d swallowed a candle. Of course, over this past week of utter demolishment, I realized that she’d likely have accepted any reward I put forth. If she never lost, it didn’t matter, after all.

“Change it in what way?” I asked darkly.

“Give up on this fanciful fantasy,” Elessia said, verdant eyes dark and cool. “Give up on me.”

“No. Not a chance.”

“You didn’t even think about it,” Elessia said, tilting her head to the side. “Or hear me out on what my new reward would be if you did.”

“I don’t need to think about it, and I really don’t care what reward you’d change to,” I said, turning my attention back toward the forest slopes ahead of me. “I’m going to win today. You’ll see.”

“Where’s your confidence coming from?” Elessia asked. “Do you think I’ll pity you? That I’ll go easy one time and let you have a win at some point?”

“No, I don’t think that, and you had better not ever throw a race. When I beat you again, it’ll be because I was better than you on that day.”

The gorgeous woman beside me remained silent for a time, and my peripherals judged her as deep in thought. I didn’t revoke my statement, for I meant it. Even if I desperately hoped for another win against her, I wouldn’t stoop so low as to plead for a handicap. I knew what kind of woman Elessia was, how driven and competitive she was, and I knew I desired her – loved her – for the woman she was. Never would I request she change anything about herself, especially in that regard. Not today, not tomorrow, not if ten years of endless races went by and I lost every single one of them.

“I’m changing my reward,” Elessia said, eyes boring into me with a new intensity that startled me. “If I win, we race again tomorrow and for the rest of the day you do as I say.”

I frowned, but Elessia put her hand up, preventing my response.

“If you decline, the races don’t continue until you do. No negotiations.”

“Okay,” I said, wondering what had just changed, and what hellish demands waited in store for me if I lost today. “I accept your new terms.”

The thinnest glimmer of a smile purchased a few moments upon the dame’s face. She turned, aligning herself beside me. We both spent a few seconds preparing, and then I began the countdown again. The ninth race in as many days kicked off with a whirlwind and a pair of explosions.
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The Sorcerer and the Dame

This loss stung. Really, really stung. Like a group of furious, vengeful wasps had beset me and covered me in vicious stings. My teeth sunk into my lower lip, tightly pinching my skin as my hands, balled into fists, trembled with frustration and exhaustion. Bent over like an old man, sweat poured off my face that splattered the stone beneath me as I gasped for air and the ability to stand straight.

Meanwhile, just a few paces to my right, Elessia’s magic circulated around her with cooling caresses. Not that she looked like she’d broken much of a sweat. That made it even more frustrating!

Almost. Almost! I’d raced in rare form today, where nearly everything seemed to come together. My mind sharp, my body responsive, my instincts practically prophetic, nothing Elessia threw at me today slowed my momentum. I’d blitzed through the forest, neck and neck with her the whole way up. I would have won. I could look that thought in the eye – with the one I could currently open - earnestly today, and I suspected even Elessia would nod her head at such a claim.

If only my damned luck wasn’t so poor!

Finally regaining enough of my breath to straighten myself, I glared behind me with my singular good eye at a small crater marring the surface a hundred feet downslope. As if the Goddess Herself had decided to spite me today, the final explosion beneath my feet I needed shattered the mountainside. Toppling forward as I lost my footing, a fragmented spray of stone swallowing me, the right side of my face earned a hard smack on the mountainside – which pulsated like fire even now as the reason I kept my eye tightly squeezed shut.

I wanted to froth and rage at my damnable luck, and then leave a few dozen more craters across the mountainside. A childish urge I swallowed with difficulty. I brought my scuffed palms, covered in small cuts after I’d try to catch myself in time, up to my face and blew cool air on them. Pain granted me a set of winces.

“Here, let me.” Elessia’s voice washed over me, yet it was rarely unpleasant this time.

It’s not her fault, I reminded myself. Holding my palms facing upward, I felt cool wind, gentle as silk, slide around my fingers and onto my bloodied palms. Immediate relief arrived. The wind danced up my neck and alighted upon my cheek, a similar sensation calming the fire ripping apart my skin.

“Does it hurt anywhere else?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No, I’m fine.” Damnit!

With my one good eye, I watched Elessia step closer. She folded her arms beneath her breasts, lips dancing to the side as she observed me. Like usual, whatever she thought remained a mystery to me.

“It was a good race. You really put you’re all into it.”

“Thank you, Elessia,” I said through gritted teeth, frustration bubbling until it steamed, even though I spotted the obvious sincerity in her words.

“But I still won, so I’ll have my reward.”

My lips tightened, but I nodded. “As is agreed upon.”

“Follow me,” she said cryptically, starting back toward the forest. Her magic lingered with me, continuing to soothe my bruised and battered skin.

I followed, hurling a nasty glare at the crater as I passed by it. We entered the forest, then branched off the path back toward home. It took me a few minutes, but I eventually realized the deviation, and where it would lead us. My confusion swelled with each step, large as the lake we soon looked upon.

As uncertainty staggered my pace, Elessia walked ahead. Noticing this, she spun around. Backpedaling slowly toward the shore, she lifted an eyebrow.

“Come on. Keep up.”

I managed to finally open my right eye somewhat, though everything through it appeared blurry. “What are we doing here, Elessia?”

“You’ll find out at my leisure,” she said. “Until then, you’ll do as I say. Don’t forget, that’s my prize for the day.”

Hesitantly, I followed her. She stopped just a few paces from the relatively still waters, and I just a pace in front of her. A curtain of blue sat at her back, and heat roared to life within me as I took in the sight. Earlier, I’d envisioned the memory, just a week old, as feeling like an eternity ago. Now, standing here again, it was if not even a moment had passed, as vivid memories singed my cheeks and thrust a harsh ache into my balls.

“Now… what?” I asked tentatively, unsure if I should fan the flame of hope in my chest or smother it.

“Now, follow me.”

Elessia’s feet left the shore. Hovering higher, her thighs had already risen above my head before her words registered properly. Pulling in my magic, still mightily confused, I chased after her into the air.

“Good.” Elessia tilted back, flowing like a blade of grass dancing in the wind. Following her shift in direction, we continued floating slowly through the air until we hovered some thirty feet above the center of the lake. My eyes shifted downward upon the serene waters.

“I really hope you’re not about to dunk me into the lake, Elessia.”

“The opposite, in fact,” she said, and her bright eyes sparkled with mirth… and something else. Her finger twirled through the air. “I’ve decided it’s time to test your stamina. I can’t be seen with someone who can’t last as long as I can. So, no touching the ground, the water, the trees. You must stay aloft with magic. And no going outside the boundaries of the lake. The shore will be our invisible walls.”

I really wasn’t looking forward to more strenuous activity, and my mood remained sour after my ill fortune earlier. But I swallowed my sigh and accepted what my defeat had purchased.

“So, it’s a test to see if I can maintain my magic and keep floating? For how long?”

“For as long as you’re able. Once any part of you touches any of the things I mentioned, that’s when it’s over.”

“O…kay.” My brow furrowed. “But there’s no minimum time limit you want me to exceed? How’s it a test without that?”

Elessia smiled, in on some joke or revelation that had not yet dawned upon me. She tilted in the air, lounging as if she stretched upon a couch. Her alluring throat and lips entrapped my gaze.

“Come on now, Young Lion. Stop sulking over losing again long enough to link this choice of location and my words together. You’re not so dense as this, are you?”

I tilted my head to the side, and she mimicked the motion. Her lithe body contorted slightly, and her full breasts pressed tightly against her beige tunic. And the look, dawning slowly and fully, like the sunrise breaking out from behind the horizon, she gave me forced my heart into a sprint.

“I can’t touch the-”

“Water, trees, or ground,” Elessia finished for me.

“But everything else-”

“Is free game. For as long as you can remain up here in the sky with me.”

“O-oh.”

“A bit sluggish because of your head injury, it seems,” Elessia said, tapping her cheek with her slender fingertips. “Have you finally caught up and understood the situation?”

Blood pounded in my ears as my attention riveted itself upon the sideways floating dame. “Yes. I’ve caught up.”

Elessia rolled onto her back, swimming effortlessly through the air around me. “Then shall we get started?”

I reached for her, only to clutch nothing but air. I frowned; Elessia arched an eyebrow. I reached for her again, but once more she eluded my hand by pushing herself out of my reach. Propelling myself after her, I missed a third time.

“You’ll have to catch me, Young Li-”

A slight yelp truncated her nickname for me, and Elessia’s eyes flew down to her calf. A semi-translucent tether, extending back to the ankle I’d created it at, tightened around her pronounced calf muscle. With only a thought, it reeled her in.

“I’ve caught you,” I said. More tethers appeared around me, all quivering in the air around me like rattlesnake tails.

“But can you hold on?” she asked huskily, biting her lower lip, showing me an excitement in her eyes I’d never seen before.

Her fingertips darted toward her sheathed daggers. Two tethers she hadn’t realized existed snatched her wrists before they reached the hilts. She gasped with wide eyes and twisted to spot where they’d come from. An approving smile splayed itself like butter on toast as she appreciated my ploy.

The tethers I’d created and danced around me had been but decoys. While she watched them, suspecting correctly she could reach her blades before they could tie her up, I’d created two tethers from the original one, the one tightly coiled around her calf. They’d snuck along behind her back, preparing to snatch her wrists.

“I’m not so sluggish anymore,” I said, ordering my tethers to pull her arms away from her hips and the blades resting there.

“You’d think I’d know better by now than to underestimate my opponent,” Elessia said, wriggling a bit to test the firmness of her bindings.

“You’ll learn,” I said. Keeping her held in place with her back facing the water, I floated forward, letting my slow momentum trail my fingers along her thighs as I positioned myself directly over top of her. Even with the shade my body cast upon her face, it couldn’t douse the shine of desire so brilliant in her verdant eyes.

My fingers played across her lithe, supple thighs a bit longer, then they moved themselves up to her daggers. Slowly, I withdrew them from their homes. I found them heavier than I’d anticipated.

“I’ve never let anyone touch those before,” Elessia whispered, the heat of her breath washing over my face.

“You still haven’t,” I whispered back. “You’re not letting me do anything. I’m taking them from you. You don’t have any say in the matter.”

Elessia’s lips parted slightly. “Now there’s a line I must admit just played a bit of a trill through me. Did you come up with that one in Granmore, as well?”

“No. I didn’t spend that much time coming up with lines. Really, I spent most of my free time imagining how you’d sound begging me to let you cum.”

I felt a deep, carnal thrill as Elessia arched her back and brought her breasts to glance against my chest. “Maybe we’ll see how that sounds here shortly. Maybe we won’t.”

“We will.” I extended my arms away from her body, then released her daggers. The two sharp lengths of curved steel plummeted and then plopped in unison as they struck the water and sped toward its bottom.

“That’s rude,” Elessia said, tutting her tongue.

“You don’t need them right now. Get them later.”

Before she could respond with a witty remark, my impatience demanded the preamble finally end. I saw her stripped in under a minute, my famished hands and new tethers I birthed freeing her curvaceous body so that I could drink it in fully. Elessia smiled at my impatience, wiggling her hips seductively as I tore her out of her clothes. On any other day, I could have just hovered over her and gorged myself on the sight of her for hours. But after a week spent without so much as a glimpse, I couldn’t wait any longer.

My hands pressed tightly into her lower thighs, and then I trailed them upward over her lithesome hips up to her sides, memorizing every contour and curve. Heat splashed from my fingertips into her body, and I watched with an inferno roaring alive within me as Elessia leaned further into my touch. My hands spread across her taut stomach, tracing over one wide scar slicing down her ribcage before they arrived at the underside of her full breasts.

“I’ve dreamed so long of this day.”

Elessia’s eyes flickered teasingly as our lips touched. Our first kiss was but a sip, but the second and third and fourth turned into long, passionate draughts. I held her in place with the tethers as my hands exercised their claim on her lewd body. Elessia’s moan vibrated against my lips as I palmed her breasts, finding her nipples firm and hard – and desperately in need of attention, I decided.

She sighed contentedly as my fingers pinched and tugged playfully on her pink nipples. My mouth moved down to her throat, then her shoulder, leaving small kisses and bitemarks – at random, so she couldn’t relax – along the smoothness of her supple body. Her body twisted and shivered before my ministrations, yet she arched into each place my mouth moved next.

“Mmm,” she sighed. “You’re doing alright. So far.”

“This is nothing,” I said, my confidence restoring itself with each new response her body, now burning up with lust, gifted me. “You’ll beg for more every single day after I’m through here today.”

“We’ll see.” Elessia grinned, but I shifted it swiftly into a barely stifled moan as I pinched her nipples tighter. “Why don’t you stop playing around and show me what you can do? What you’ve been dreaming of doing to me for years, Young Lion.”

I lifted myself from her, though I didn’t release her nipples. The smirk of confidence on her face crumpled into a deep, guttural moan as I stretched her breasts out to a nearly impossible length. Releasing her right before the tidal wave of pain would surmount the pleasure of it, I seized my time to grin at her, as she struggled under a chattering of ecstasy wrapping its way around her body.

“You’re going to pay for that one,” she gasped, yet her glare shone too brightly with lust for me to fear the promise retaliation.

“We’ll see,” I said, echoing her. Still above her, I undressed myself slowly, letting my lighter clothes flutter directly upon her. She narrowed her gaze as they slid off her body and descended into the growing pile floating on the lake’s surface. A tightness that gradually replaced itself with a lustful impatience, right up until I finally joined her in nakedness.

As I hovered back down to her, reveling in the salacious heat of her gaze as my erect cock drifted closer, I took advantage of her one final time. The tethers binding her wrists forced her arms behind her head, then linked together, locking her arms in place. She immediately growled at me, wriggling again purposelessly.

I rotated us both in the air as I reached her, so we both sat in the air. Pulling her toward me, she found herself pressed against my chest and her wet folds scant inches from penetration. Our eyes locked, and the air around us practically trembled because of the heat our bodies emitted.

“Now what?” she asked, her voice far too husky and alluring.

“Now, we see which of us wins our next game,” I said, setting my hands on her hips. “Can you make me cum before I make you cum?”

“And if I win?”

“Anything. Anything you want.”

A slow smile spread over Elessia the Typhoon’s expression, and more than simple lust birthed within that beauteous expression. She tilted her head forward and pecked her lips against mine.

“Alright. If that’s the case, then I won’t tell you what I get for winning until after you spray your hot, thick cum deep inside of me.”

I sucked in a tight breath, nearly losing concentration on my magic. “You’re a devil,” I growled, heartbeat kicked into overdrive by her lecherous words.

Elessia shrugged innocently. “Now, what will you want, in the impossible situation where you can make me cum at all, let alone first?”

I knew she expected I’d commit to the same reward as I’d declared I wanted at the lake a week ago. It proved difficult not to demand it again, to setup that assurance that this would not be the last time. But I felt as if I’d finally figured something out, gleaned something from Elessia’s actions today, and even over the past week. So, I opted for a different reward.

“When I win, you have to kill off that nickname you like to tease me with. No more calling me Young Lion.”

Surprise flitted across Elessia’s face. “You don’t like my nickname for you?”

“I don’t think it suits me anymore. Or our relationship together.”

Elessia mulled silently for a few moments, then settled into a coy smile. “Fair enough. It’s time to see if my Young Lion can force those words far, far away from my throat.”

My fingertips dug into her hips, and at long, long last I tasted her slick folds. It swam over my cock, soaked, tighter than anything I could imagine, and almost belligerently hot, as I yanked her down onto my lap. My eyes squeezed shut for a moment, and I drowned in the glorious pleasure of it all. My first time, and it was with the only woman I’d ever dreamed of giving it to.

With a first hot gasp, Elessia then sighed pleasurably as I filled her completely, arching her back into me as my mouth found her breast. I put my tongue to her nipple, flicking against it as she started rocking her hips, getting the last couple of inches into her tight cunt. That was the last moment of gentility between us.

Pounding with one singular need, an intense need that drove away all other thoughts, I swelled inside of her. I had to fuck her senseless before she did it to me.

Gripping her like steel clamps around her hips, I bounced her onto my cock with wanton abandon. Every powerful thrust met an equally demanding one from the other side, as Elessia pumped my cock through her folds while her head lurched back, and damnably salacious cries ripped themselves from her throat. The kind that ought to make even the hardiest sailor blush. The kind that I grinned at, reveling in this side of Elessia no one else knew. The kind that brought my hand down to her ass, filling my hand with its thickness, before I slapped it harshly.

“Mhmph!” Elessia groaned. Eyes wild with lust scattered about until they returned beseechingly to me.

“Don’t worry, I won’t stop anytime soon.”

“Good!” she cried, biting her lower lip, eyelids fluttering maddingly.

Our hips flexed and moved in perfect rhythm, and I took a chance to rotate us so that my back now faced the water. Planted on top of me, with both of our magic working in tandem, it didn’t slow us at all. Elessia rode me harder, faster, her guttural pants filling the air as she splayed her hands out on my chest for better balance.

I reached my hand up and grabbed her throat, pulling her forward, extending my other hand toward her mouth. Elessia’s pupils flared wide, but her mouth obeyed. Two of my fingers rummaged over her tongue, then pressed into her throat. And then the proud, honorable dame started sucking for dear life.

Saliva poured out of her mouth as she gagged herself on my fingers, eyes closed, her entire body shivering like a sapling in the wind. My other hand pinched at her nipple once more, and a strangled cry reverberated through my fingers. Energy coursed through me, and my confidence swelled as Elessia struggled against the rising convulsions battering her lower half. I found a lazy smile creeping upon my face. This time around, I was in control.

She just needs one more push.

Literally.

With her eyes closed, her mind enraptured by the pleasure bearing down on her, she responded sluggishly as I tilted us into a new position. Her eyes flashed open with alarm as she suddenly found her back facing the long drop to the water’s surface. I’d pulled out nearly entirely just a moment before. I provided her just a barely a moment to acclimate herself.

And then, when I rammed my full length into her, the shock and confusion I’d added to her concoction of lust proved too much for her to bear.

“Ahhhhhhh!” Elessia clenched around my cock and broke, her raucous, garbled scream of pleasure heralding my victory. Thank the Goddess too, for that proved far too much for me to hold any longer myself.

Clutching her wide hips, sinking my fingers into them so that I couldn’t lose hold, I blasted everything I had into Elessia’s begging pussy. My cry joined hers as the tightness around my cock clenched even further, practically locking me inside of her as I jettisoned my scalding hot cum into her confines. Together, locked in place as we roiled and writhed and struggled not to lose ourselves completely, our cries bled lust all the way to the forest’s edge.

My eyelids flickered, and I felt us drifting downward. I tried stopping our descent, yet my magic slipped through my fingers as if coated in grease. Frowning, alarm adding itself to the pounding of my heartbeat, I tried again. Nothing.

“Does My Lord require a bit of assistance?” a husky, sensual whisper asked beside my ear.

Our descent slowed. Glancing down just as it finally stopped, we hovered just a few feet above the water. Bringing my eyes back up, Elessia, no longer bound by my tethers, which also had seemingly dissipated in the throes of my orgasm, wrapped her arms around my neck. Our noses nearly touched as she leaned in, emerald eyes glossy with satisfaction. It burned my chest with pride and joy.

“You won,” she stated simply. “Barely.”

“A win is a win,” I replied.

“I know. Didn’t you hear what I just called you?”

“I could stand to hear it again.”

Elessia’s lips curled amusedly. She tilted closer, turning her head to avoid my nose, returning her hot mouth to my ear. “My Lord, you made me cum harder than I can remember having ever cum.”

Still inside of her, though flaccid after my roaring orgasm, I felt my cock stiffen immediately. So did Elessia, who gyrated her hips slowly, appearing pleased by the reaction to her words.

“Will you answer me a question?” I asked.

“What was my reward going to be?”

“I guess two questions,” I corrected.

Elessia leaned back a bit, though her hips remained in motion, slowly coaxing my cock back to life within her. Eyes locked with mine, she nodded.

“Why’d you bring me here today? What… changed?”

“Firstly, I’ll answer your question with a question.” Elessia waited until I nodded before continuing. “In regard to the personality of a potential romantic partner, is it better to know of their highpoints or be aware of all their flaws?”

“I’d say the latter,” I said, after chewing on my thoughts for a few moments. “If you can see who they are at their lowest and still care for them, then things are more likely to ultimately work out.”

“A pragmatic answer, and the better answer of the two possible,” Elessia said. “Though, I must admit that what I just asked you was a trick question. Because I don’t subscribe to either belief.”

“Then where do your thoughts lie on the matter?”

Elessia smiled and kissed me again. I didn’t mind the delay in her answer in the slightest. In fact, my body grumbled as our lips pulled apart. By this time, she’d worked me back to a full hardness within her. A glint in her eye, she started bouncing her hips with a bit more effort. I bit my lip, resisting the ignition of scorching heat within my veins as best I could.

“Peaks and valleys are important, but they aren’t common,” Elessia explained, running a hand through my hair and showering me with a look that transcended carnal lust. My heart leapt because of it. “Highs and lows don’t usually last that long, all things considered. Because of that… the most important thing isn’t spotting how high they can climb, or how dark it is down at the bottom. It’s seeing who they are when they’re at their most average. Because that’s… ugh… who they’ll be most of the time. So, it’s important to make sure you’re happy with who they are most of the… time!”

She shivered, hands digging into my hair, mouth forming an ‘O’ from which a soft moan rippled. A languid smile took her as she dipped her head for a moment. It took her only a few seconds after her second orgasm before her hips lurched back into motion on my cock.

“Is that what this past week was?” I asked. I moved my hands down underneath her firm butt, groping it plentifully. “Testing my consistency as a person?”

Elessia’s lips curled, and that was the only answer I needed. “To the other question, the one about what my reward would have been if I won here…” She leaned in again, whispering such a scandalous suggestion that my ears burned hotter than magma.

“We can do that!” I immediately exclaimed.

Elessia sank her hips down on my cock, shaking her hips once she’d taken me to the hilt.  “You sure you’re up for it?”

“Yes!” I groaned, clenching my teeth and refusing to cum again until exactly what she’d just suggested to me came true.

“Today? I think it might be better tomorrow. I don’t know if you’re up for it today.”

“Today!” I growled, scooping her ass back into my hands.

The beautiful dame grinned vividly. “How about another game? We’ll let that decide.”

THE END
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