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The pressures of life gnaw on a young woman’s adventurous soul. Ros had often found her way to the Meran river, enjoying the solace and isolation of a place untouched by humankind. A vision in the night presents the image of a mystical beauty swimming nude amidst torrential magic, and Ros feels compelled to return to the once familiar place.



The intimate connection the two share in the river soon provides an opportunity for mutual pleasure and exploration of the unknown.
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Come to the water,



and don’t be afraid.



The mountain’s daughter calls you to wade.



Come down to the river,



to the water in your dream.



Come and deliver your tears to the stream.











It was difficult to cling to the details of the rapidly fading vision. The dream began to slip from Ros’ mind as the morning hours passed. The place, at least, she knew well. She had observed a familiar area along the river near her home. It was a haven where she had found solace and privacy countless times before, and so she was unsurprised to find herself there as she slept.



This vision saw the water cast in blue light, shimmering with arcane color as though magic had erupted into existence upon its surface. She felt herself swimming forward and experienced the sensation of the cool flowing water upon her flesh, but her will was not her own.



Her avatar, unlike her in nature but hosting her consciousness, had been an preternatural woman with pale skin and vibrant blue hair. Her eyes glowed so intensely that their light outshone the torrential magic that lingered about, and illuminated her nude form in the water. She swam in a lax and contented manner with the current’s flow, seeming to traverse a great length of the river in a short span of time.



There was not a touch of human presence in that isolated stretch of the Meran, but Ros had incurred a sensation of belonging such as she had never experienced in the waking world. As she stirred from her sleep, the call of the river remained intense and urgent. She was immensely familiar with this place, and it was only a short hike from where she lived.



She didn’t know what any of it meant. The woman who provided the dream’s point of view was disconnected from Ros, and she could no longer fathom the clarity of the magic she had observed in her sleep, although it had astounded her in the moment. The memory of her dream was ethereal, now, and as she made her way to the river, all but the water’s call faded from her mind. The tone of the mystical song continued to float about in her mind, though she could no longer recall the words. It was difficult to focus as nostalgic memories of the river assailed her, and the sensation made her giddy.



Three years ago she had brought her then-girlfriend down to a sandbank along the river, where the water had receded over time from the gorge it carved. It had been an intimate thing, for Ros, to invite someone to this sacred and familiar place and copulate. In the end her partner had not acquired Ros’ enthusiasm, and all that truly came from it was sandy nethers and thigh chafing from the soaked hike home.



Ros was just nineteen, then. Now twenty-two. But while the years had put additional distance between the woman and her adventurous childhood, they had never separated her from the affection she bore the river. It had been some time since she had been there last. She remembered clipping her silky black hair by the reflection of a still pool of water there, and watching as the discarded locks floated away. The pale reflection staring back at her was that of a soft and sweet womanly figure with curvaceous proportions. Upon the right side of her face there was a scarred region of discolored skin, slightly darkened by the wounds of a burn sustained long ago.



Her fingertips lifted gently to settle upon her face, feeling the tender mark in an idle response to the memory. It had faded some, by now, but still provided a visible and uncomfortable reminder of the past. But in contrast, the memory of the river provided her great comfort.



She made way along the old hiking path that snaked some kilometers from her home, circumnavigating a lakeside valley and then leading further up into the hills. The river there turned violently for a time, winding through hilly terrain and floodplains as if to shake off any pursuers, before calming in a long and isolated stretch. Here the river was narrow and deep, and flowed easily between a carved cliff and accumulated sandbars opposite of it. She whistles the tune of the song from her dream idly as she goes, no longer giving it much thought.



There was a way down from the trail that had been forgotten by time to all but Ros. She used to take a machete to the path when she was younger, attending to her trail every few months as it became overgrown. These days, she allowed nature to reclaim it. She preferred to keep the secret place to herself, for the most part, as time rendered it forgotten to all others.



Carefully placing her feet, she descended from the overgrown hillside and climbed down the cliff face adjacent to her favorite stretch of the river. A fallen tree was suspended there, providing a slippery path to the sandbar on the other side of the Meran. Her foot slips on the smooth surface of the log, but she recovers easily enough, hastily running the rest of the distance to hop down onto the sand below.



Only then, as her boots settled on the sand and she turned to look downstream at the river’s long path between the hills, did she truly relax. A heavy sigh escaped her lips as she relished the natural sounds around her, the gentle air cooly touching her form as the river’s ceaseless flow laxly passed her by. It was impossible for her to be concerned with any of her regular troubles here, as she knew they all could wait. She allowed herself to shrug them off. The sun shone more directly overhead now and the sensation of it’s warmth upon her bare face and arms was pleasant.



She walked along the sandbar, leisurely making pace towards a turn in the river ahead. As she slowly followed it’s path around the bend, a large open field with a sizable oxford lake came into few. The water here had been cut off some years ago when the river’s winding direction changed, and remained to form a beautiful lake separated from the river by a small field. Early spring tulips adorned the grassy valley and followed along one side of the river, as well as a side of the lake, connecting them over the valley. Opposite of her, the frozen tips of the Haelan mountains were visible over the treetops, distanced from the river here by an expansive forest.



She had not always come this far, though on some occasions she had adventured much further. She could follow the river all the way to the falls some kilometers downstream, and used to take a trash bag with her as she hiked the route to gather up any garbage she found along its winding path. Though people rarely came here, plastic bottles and such sometimes flowed downstream from the mountains, where camping and hunting was popular.



She usually didn’t go far for swimming, often preferring to swim where it was deeper and test herself against the current. Here, the river was wider than it was just back by the log, and its flow slowing to a more leisurely pace.



Ros remembered all too well how she had floated on her back with the current from here. On a summer day warmer than this, she had been all too lax and fell asleep upon the steady surface of the water. Only the noisy rumble of the approaching waterfalls ahead had jolted her awake, providing only a few moments to orient herself in the water and scramble for a grip on the rocky shore.



It had been a dangerous event, but it no longer instilled much worry in her. She was not concerned of falling asleep as she enjoyed the water today. There were some smooth stones in the midst of the river just ahead, and she intended to halt herself there and lay on one to sunbathe. With the chill of early spring upon the water, she did not expect she’d want to do too much swimming.



Slinging her pack over her shoulder, she set it down and began to undress. She’d worn a teal fleece pullover with a navy blue vest and black cargo pants that fit her snugly, opting for them as opposed to her sports shorts so that she could avoid scratching up her legs along the uncleared trail.



She worked her arms out of the vest and set it down gently on her pack, and then pulled her fleece shirt up over her head before folding it in a rather careless manner and laying it on top of her other items. The cool air flowed upon her bare form and sent a shiver through her, and she found herself feeling momentarily hesitant to take a swim. She wouldn’t allow a bit of cold to deter her, however, and it’d make the sun’s warmth even more pleasant when she enjoyed it after.



It was a comfortable sensation for Ros to be able to stand there with her breasts exposed and feel no shame or need to cover herself. In all these years she’d never encountered a soul down here that she didn’t invite. She hooked a finger around her pants on either side of her hip and wiggled her rear to pull the cargo pants down from herself, stretching the elastic waist as they had no zipper or button. Her panties follow, and when all items have been carefully balanced on her hiking pack on the riverbank, she strode away from it toward the water.



Her step is graceful as she placed her feet upon the smooth stones, careful to avoid slipping or settling her weight upon a sharp rock. The cool water flowed over her bare toes and sent a small chill through her body, but the sensation was rather pleasant as it instilled her with familiar memories. She progressed forward with small and steady steps, feeling the chill of the water’s touch as it rose over her feet and then began to crawl upwards along the length of her legs. Ordinarily she might simply leap into the water at this point to spare herself a torturous and lengthy effort of adjusting to the water, but it was rather shallow here and she needed to get further out. Progress didn’t come easily, as her naked body trembles and shiver and the cool flow of the river lapped against her calves, and then her lower thighs. Quickly committing to the movement before she lost the will to, Ros fell forward into the water and submerged herself with a splash.



There’s an initial moment of shock as she dunks herself, shaking violently under the water to adjust to it more quickly. When she surfaced she gasped harshly, resisting the urge to let out an uncomfortable squeal as the river’s cold water assailed her form. Of course, the hard part was over, and with each passing moment she found the cool water more bearable. Now memories of swimming here flooded back to her, and with them, an image from her dream.



She could recall seeing the arcane magic about the river’s water as she slept, and as her point of view followed with the ethereal figure, she had passed this length of the river and perhaps gotten as far as the smooth stones up ahead. The image was almost too clear for a dream, although she now struggled to hold it in her mind, and Ros found herself staring downriver in the direction the flow was taking her.



She dragged her hands in the water with the current’s flow, slowing herself slightly as she enjoyed the passing scenery and continued to adjust to the cold. It did not take her long to gradually traverse the river to the smooth stones up ahead. Even still, she was chilled by the time she reaches them and wasted little time pulling herself out of the water and onto the smooth black surface of one of the partially submerged boulders. It’s intensely warm, baked by the late afternoon sun, and Ros watched as the splatter her wet body created on the rock evaporated with haste before her eyes.



Despite the hot surface of the stone, she laid down gently upon it and winced as the intense warmth touched her. The water upon her skin cooled the stone slightly, and she felt an immense relaxed sensation as the chill was drawn from her body and into the rock. A vibrant blue butterfly fluttered near her face, making its way across the river and towards the tulip fields between there and the crescent shaped lake. She canted her head sideways to follow its path until distance brings the little insect out of sight.



How soothing it was to lay there, out of the public eye, and truly relax in nature with no concern for her responsibilities. Even on the stone’s hard surface she felt incredibly comfortable, and soon shut her eyes to relax as the sun dried her form. She set her hands upon either breast, gently cupping them in hand to shield them from the cool breeze. Her nipples jutted firmly outwards and her the bumps along her areolae were firm and distinct to the touch.



The warmth of her hands upon her cool breasts was soothing as the stone heated her back, and she gently ran her palms over her chest and stomach in an idle and comfortable manner, softly massaging her skin as it dried.



The idle sound of chirping birds was audible over the steady flow of the water, though the falls ahead could not be clearly heard here. Her eyes studied the field between the river and the oxford lake, contemplating where she might set up a tent if she wished to spend some evenings around here. Isolated as she was, she could likely camp here for months and never be found. It was an exciting and intimidating thought, but of course she would not throw away her life just to enjoy the pleasure of untouched nature. Sunbathing out here was special because it was so unlike anything she could experience elsewhere in the world, as these places of true isolation seemed to grow rarer every year. And yet, experienced with the tickling sensation of water evaporating from her skin was the odd sensation that she was being watched.



It was a hard to place feeling, initially, and Ros wrote it off as paranoia and tried to rid herself of the feeling. Her eyes traced the riverbanks and the edge of the forest just past there, trying to locate any potential prying eyes. Surely no one could be out here, observing her. She could not be certain, but the fear seemed irrational. She expected she was simply so used to being watched that she could not convince her subconscious she was actually alone.



The warmth radiated through her gradually, and she soon found herself entire rid of the water’s cool chill. Once the flow of air had somewhat dried her body, it became marginally easier to relax. The sensation of being watched was still unnerving her, slightly, but she chided herself for being so paranoid about displaying her naked form. She could not permit that sort of distraction to make her uncomfortable in this familiar place.



Oddly enough, she was feeling a little turned on by the cool touch of the air, and the sexily lax manner of reclining naked on the stone. It was, admittedly, a girlish type of response to being able to indulge in lavish privacy for once. Perhaps she was eager to take advantage of the privacy, or perhaps the familiarity of a place she had once been intimate at made her inclined to experience a bit of that pleasure. Soon her hand slid the length of the her nude body and settled upon her lower petals.



Her fingers gently moved along the cool surface of her slit, warming herself with her masturbatory touch. It took her a moment to commit to pleasuring herself, as her eyes lolled lazily over the surrounding area one last time to ascertain she was truly alone. Seeing nothing but nature’s beauty and hearing only the river coursing gently against the stone where she laid, she leaned back and closed her eyes calmly. Ros slowly parted her labia with her pointer and ring fingers, pushing her middle finger into herself with a small shudder.



The image that jumped forward, to Ros’ surprise, was that of the peternatural woman she had witnessed in her dream the night before. Ros had been unable to picture her clearly since those early moments following waking, and yet now as she began to pleasure herself she could hold the woman clearly in her mind. Ros wasn’t sure how to label her, as she was unlike anyone she had encountered in the waking world. Her skin was pale and had an ethereal quality, as though it was composed of something less substantial than flesh, but it was not see through. It glowed, faintly, in the image of Ros’ mind, and cast the water in a light not incomparable to that of the moon but for the unnatural blue glow. Indulging in the fantasy, Ros imagined the mystical aquatic woman rising up from the water to claim her upon the rock. Her wetted fingers begin to progress more swiftly in and out of herself as the imagined fantasy took hold of her thoughts, and she felt her pleasure surmounting any hesitance that had remained.



The noise of stirring water came from near, and Ros jolted sharply. Freezing with her hand upon her pussy and a finger half inserted, she looked about over the river’s surface. She thought perhaps it had been a fish leaping nearby, though the sound had seemed large and close.



“That’s my spot.” The unfamiliar voice came from mere inches away, at the base of the stone just past Ros’ head.



Ros jolted up violently, an involuntary and startled squeal erupting from her mouth. She spun on the rock as she flopped onto her belly defensively and turned her head up to look at the source of the voice.



There, positioned where the water lapped against the boulder just a half-meter below where Ros laid, was the peternatural entity from Ros’ dream and fantasy. She laid her stomach laxly against the rock with all but her head submerged in the water, her arms folded to support her chin as she peered up at the intruding human with attentive sapphire eyes. Her vibrant blue hair was slick and smooth along her head, but expanded into a plane of vibrant arcane color where it met the water, somehow remaining entirely without tangle or knot.



Ros breathed heavily, shock washing over her. She could not even think to cover herself as the sudden appearance of the woman filled her with a sensation of confusion and disbelief. “You!” she uttered, with no cognitive plan of how to proceed. “My dream!”



“So you saw me, then.” The mystical woman said, the tone of her voice uncanny for how soothing and unnatural it was.



The young woman upon the stone blinked several times, confusion moving across her features even as initial shock and fear departed. “I saw you… in a dream,” she said softly, her hands clenched upon the rocky edges of the stone as she leaned forward to peer down at what, she decided, must be a spirit of some manner.



“Mmm, yes. Young women are sometimes drawn to the river.” The spirit said, blinking lazily as she peered up at the human’s nude self, perched upon the rock. Ros’ finger’s were still slick with her wetness, resting on the stone in clear view of the spirit below. “I’m Mera,” the spirit said softly, reaching a pale hand gently toward Ros in a friendly and encouraging gesture.



Ros inhaled sharply, her mind racing to make sense of what she was seeing. She could not comprehend how she might have witnessed this person in her dream, or what, truly, this person even was. She was human, but alien, and there was subtle but sharp divergence in her features that made her appear almost
 elvish.
 The mystic glow of Mera’s blue eyes made it more difficult to read her emotion. The name stood out to Ros suddenly, as she realized the connection between Mera and the Meran, and the meaning of the spirit’s words when she spoke of the river’s call.



“Ah! Mera - I’m…” Ros jolted sharply, looking down at herself. As she had begun to speak to the spirit she’d exposed her nude chest to her fully.
 And I had been masturbating!,
 she exclaimed in her mind,
 did the spirit not see me?
 “Naked!” she finished, exclaiming. “SORRY!”



Ros jolted sharply and reared back from Mera, frantically abandoning her grip on the rock to take secure hold of her breasts, and shield them from the stranger’s gaze. She fumbled back from the stone, sliding along its smooth surface into the coursing river with a noisy splash.



“Are you okay,
 Naked Sorry
 ?” Mera inquired softly when Ros surfaced. The human managing to squeal and gasp for air at the same time, producing a bizarre noise.



Ros squatted in the water with her head just above the surface, though the water here was only just shy of three feet deep. Her face flushed a warm pink as confusion and humiliation overwhelmed her senses. “It’s - sorry, it’s not Sorry,”



“What?” Mera interrupted as Ros fumbled for her words. But she quickly followed her inquiry. “Just playing, of course. I know your name, actually, Ros.” The spirit’s voice hummed gently with arcane energy, as though her power reverberated audibly in the air. But despite the spirit’s impressive manner of speech, she spoke casually and with the tone of familiarity.



Completely confused, and shocked from the return to the cold water, Ros found no words coming to her. As the blue-haired woman slowly waded around the boulder, she came into view again. The water only just reaching her navel, and her body glided through the river as she walked against the current; she did not disturb it or create more than a gentle ripple. “How did you know my name?” Ros inquired distractedly as her eyes locked upon the woman’s bare breasts. Each of her nipples had a cool and pale sapphire color. The spirit hardly seemed shy of her perky and plump breasts, nor did she seem hesitant to approach the human that hid her body in the water.



“I overheard it once, some time ago. You’ve been coming here for a while, haven’t you?”



The question was hypothetical, but Ros replied softly, “Yes.” The word came uncertainly as she realized Mera’s meaning. If Mera was a spirit tied to this lake, then perhaps she had seen her before? Ros had been here hundreds of times before, and as she contemplated it now, she realized she’d often had a subtle suspicion that she was not alone. She suddenly felt an intense surge of curiosity towards Mera, as the river served as a point of connection between them. “Are you… a goddess?”



“Your people are always giving us different names.” Mera raised a hand to her chin as she seemed to ponder it, stepping close to Ros. She peered down at the human in an appraising way, her glowing eyes bearing some intensity. Despite her form remaining blurred beneath the water, Ros felt truly naked. “I am the mountain’s daughter, but the first name humans gave me was potamide.”



“Potamide?” Ros inquired as she stared up at the nude spirit’s body. She was familiar with the term and some of the mythology about it, but she had never contemplated such things in the realm of fact. “Like… a water nymph?” she inquired, clarifying what she still struggled to believe. Such ancient stories were connected to many of the river’s that came down from the Haelan mountains, and had fascinated Ros in her youth.



“Or a naiad, or a nix,” Mera named them casually, as if to suggest it was unimportant. “I could go on.”



Ros struggled once more to find words, speaking slowly when she manages to form together a rational comment. “I didn’t know those were real.”



“Do you believe it is a coincidence that so many of your cultures tell stories of us?”



“I assumed… they were untrue. Most of the stories were untrue. And I’d never seen someone like you - I don’t think anyone has in a long time.”



“You would not see me were you not called to the river.” Mera explained softly. Her hand lifted and she gestured around in a lax motion, bidding Ros to direct her gaze to their surroundings. “A spell, set over a thousand years ago to divide our world from yours. But the illusion can be broken.”



Ros looked down slowly, her eyes falling from the potamide’s breasts as she pondered. She looked upon the other’s stomach idly for a moment or two before turning away. “There’s magic here?” Mera inquired, remembering how she had witnessed ethereal lights in her vision.



“There’s magic everywhere. But, yes, much power here.”



“Do you watch over the river?” Ros drew her hands through the water to stabilize herself against the current, as it began to push her toward Mera’s belly.



“I am the river.” Mera said, seeming slightly amused. Her tone was lax and pleased as she moved a few additional inches closer. Her demeanor was almost playful, and her eyes held desire as though Ros was some manner of treat. Ros didn’t know what to make of the other’s closeness, or the intimacy of her tone and their shared attachment to this location. The sensation that she felt most strongly, and was first able to identify within herself, was potent lust. Goddess or not this entity was perfection. She was untouched by any blemish or scar. Her pale shape was slender and attractive, with firm breasts and lightly toned arms, and her skin faintly glowed. Her reflection shone upon the water, glimmering before Ros’ eyes and denying her a view of the woman waist and legs.



Mera reached down slowly, her hand settling against the side of Ros’ face and brushing back a misplaced strand of her drenched hair. “You have the kiss of fire upon your cheek,” she said softly.



Ros felt a small tickling sensation as the water spirit touched her, though she had no desire to pull away. The spirit’s flesh was somewhat cool to the touch, but gentle like the water. “Yes, a scar,” she confirmed.



“How did you come by it?”



“It was - just a mishap with a campfire. I’d been playing about. Was just a girl.”



Mera nodded gently, appearing to understand. “Some things never change,” she contemplated wistfully. “But I couldn’t protect you when you weren’t here.”



“Protect me?” Ros quickly inquired, not understanding the spirits words.



“You were an accident prone young woman. I woke you, you know.”


Ros gasped as she realized that the spirit referred to the incident where she’d nearly slept on the river to the waterfalls. She had woken up before she reached the point of no return and was able to get to shore, but she had always assumed it’d been the noise of the water that stirred her. “You… saved my life.”



“Maybe. Perhaps you’d have been okay. I am not a Fate.”



Ros can’t help but release a small and sharp giggle at the potamide’s comment. How odd it was, that she could get this ancient spirit’s joke through understanding of mythology.



“I knew you to be a good natured person. I saw you pick garbage from the sandbanks downstream. Most humans only wander as far as this place to kill.”



Momentarily confused, Ros returned her gaze up towards Mera. The spirit stood closely enough now that the kneeling girl need look between the other’s looming tits to see her face. “Oh, you mean the hunters?” she inquired, the flush remaining strong upon her features.



“And those that fish, or chop the trees, or pick the flowers from my field.”



“Ah… I am sorry.” Ros recalled suddenly that she’d taken flowers from the riverside before.



“Do not be troubled, all may share in the bounty of the world.” Mera said reassuringly, gently petting the side of Ros’ face in a rather affectionate manner. “I have never minded your intrusion.”



Her lips curling into a small grin, Ros felt a small surge of elation at the closeness and kindness of this mystical women. “I had always felt a connection to the water,” she said cheerily, “and to nature, and… fantasy stories.”



“You hesitate to believe what you see is real,” Mera said, understanding. Her finger gently encircled the scar on Ros’ cheek, feeling her sensitive skin.



“I am afraid I will wake up again soon. And… lose the memory.” Ros felt unsure of herself, rather suddenly. She was a logical person and she could not comprehend how this could truly be real. The spirit’s explanation had made sense, but she had no proof of magic. It was such a fundamental upset to her understanding of the world that she could not immediately grasp it.



“It is not a dream. Come, I will do give you a gift that will remain, to testify that our touch was true.”



Ros could not understand the meaning of the woman’s almost cryptic words. As the naiad moved away from her in the water, drifting toward the shore, Ros hastily followed after her.



The spirit cast a glance over her shoulder as Ros got to her feet, observing her nude form emerging from the water. She seemed to appraise Ros momentarily, before directing her gaze away.



Ros followed after her closely, failing to resist the urge to look at the water spirit’s rear as it too emerged from the water. Her ass was attractively well endowed, and her hips were somewhat wide in comparison to her lithe waist. As she leisurely strode forward, her cheeks moved gently up and down to match the pace of her legs, enthralling the watching woman.



“You are… beautiful. I admit I don’t know what to make of all this.” Ros said in a hesitant but honest tone.



“Thank you sweet one. Perhaps, then, you should wait to decide.” Mera’s voice has a cool and collected tone, playfully chiding. She walked up the riverbank until the water only just reached her ankles, and gestured downward at the river invitingly, the way one might beckon someone to sit. “Lay here on your back - here where it is shallow.”



Ros didn’t understand Mera’s intent, but the power behind the naiad’s voice made her inclined to think the woman would not request it purposelessly. She approached and sat gently in the water, staring up intently at Mera’s now fully exposed form as she laid back along the cool stones. The water comes up just nearly to her ears, leaving the upper half of Ros’ laying body touched by the gentle breeze. She shuddered rather vivaciously as the water spirit stood over her, her nude form dripping with the river’s water.



Mera walked around Ros in a lax way, examining her attentively as she came to stand at the human’s feet. The slight incline of the river left Ros’ legs almost entirely submerged, while her head and torso remained above the surface. Though she was cold and uncertain, Ros didn’t feel fearful of Mera. Intimidated, perhaps, but the spirit had a good natured demeanor about her. Ros still struggled to comprehend that the water spirit had once saved her from harm, despite the human having no knowledge of her existence. She felt a surge of gratitude, but was unsure how to put it to words.



Mera lowered herself to her knees at by the human’s feet, and then began to slowly crawl forward above her. The sudden intimacy of their closeness caused Ros to let out a small gasp, as the nude spirit hovered over her and walked slowly on all fours, traversing her body. Mera’s plump breasts hung from her chest, dangling near Ros’s own as they came face to face.



Ros didn’t get the impression that Mera was coming onto her sexually, in this moment. Perhaps she would have expected so much from another human, but Mera’s mannerism that seemed to suggest her intent was something else. Ros also didn’t know, truly, if water spirits or potamides or
 whatever
 Mera was actually engaged in sex. She assumed they might; the old myths implied as much. But the peternatural woman’s nudity was not enough to suggest that was her desire in this instance, as it was quite likely she was simply always nude.



The water flowed against Ros side as she laid there, patiently waiting to see what Mera would do. She did not feel cold now that the other was hovering over her, as the woman seemed to draw away her chill just be being near. Her body, slick with the river’s water, was illuminated by the spirit’s gaze, and she felt incredibly exposed.



Mera slowly moved her left hand in the river, cupping up some water to gently splash upon the side of Ros’ face. The cool water made Ros flinch as it washed over the scar on her cheek, causing an uncomfortable tingling sensation. She raised a brow at Mera slightly, uncertainty clear upon her features, but the water spirit disregarded her unspoken inquiry.



Ros could feel the spirit’s knees press gently against the side of her hips, the smooth surface of the naiad’s cool skin sliding against her easily beneath the water. Again, Mera brought a handful of water from the river to drizzle over the side of Ros’ face. Out of the corner of her eye, she began to notice the faint blue coloration of the water, as though fluorescent particles hovered just beneath its surface. Ros stared with wonder at the sparkling color of the magic as it manifested. Her cheek tingled uncomfortably for a few moments, but the sensation dissipated quickly, and she felt a surge of euphoria. It was an odd sort of high, as whatever the magic had done to her, it had left her feeling wonderful and elated.



“What was that?” Ros managed to inquire, her wide eyes moving away from the glowing water by her face, and back to the water spirit’s own glowing eyes.



“A healing,” Mera replied softly. She crawled off of Ros and stood up in the water, beckoning the human woman to rise with a curling motion of her finger.



Ros could hardly contain her excitement as she scrambled up to her feet. She had never felt so relaxed as she did in that moment, as though every accumulated wound and ache had been taken from her body.
 Could it be true?
 she frantically thought to herself.
 I feel so good.
 She was hesitant to believe the spirit could have healed her scar, and her hand darted up to the side of her face. She felt the area of her cheek carefully, eyes widening as she could detect no sensitivity or trace of the burn scar that marked her.



“Look,” Mera said, gesturing down at the glowing water. The arcane light seemed to part from the water’s surface before Ros, granting a view of her reflection.



As she took in the sight of her face without the mark, she felt and intense surge of emotion. Though the scar had not truly disfigured her, it was always something she’d been shy of. The act of it being so easily and suddenly removed by the water spirit, and witnessing magic enacted before her very eyes, caused her to become overcome. She sobbed harshly, happy tears welling up in her eyes. “Thank you!” she said hastily, turning to face the naiad. “Thank you - I never could have imagined…”



A tear fell from Ros’ cheek as she sniffled and attempt to regain her composure. It struck the water amidst a surge of vibrant blue color, and joined the river.



“You’re welcome, sweet thing,” Mera cooed softly, a small smile on her features as she took in the elated woman’s response. “I am pleased to be able to help, though you were truly beautiful even with the mark.”



Ros inhaled sharply, a wide grin upon her features. She flushed, the comment reminding her, rather suddenly, of her nudity. She looked around for a way to cover herself, but there was only the river, and she decided against submerging herself in the water’s chill.



“Ah well…” Ros looked the spirit over uneasily, and rushed to fill the silence with words so as to lift some of the uncertain awkwardness she felt. “You’re beautiful too…” she chided herself for repeating the compliment, but her mind practically going blank. She suddenly feels an immense surge of gratitude. Whatever the nature of this entity, she had done her a tremendous kindness. “I don’t know how to repay you,” Ros uttered softly.



“Worry not of payment. The tear you gifted to the water was payment enough.” Mera strode forward as she spoke, her tone softening and adopting a more sensual and amused tone.



Quietly trying to fathom the entity, Ros remained quiet for some time. She looked upon the Mera’s nude form and took in the details of her attractively curved body. Mera drew close, her mannerism seeming almost expectant, but Ros did not understand what was expected of her. Elation still echoed through her mind, and she could not help but feel childish for how tousled her understanding of the world had just become. Spirits, myth, fantasy. It had been fiction in her mind, and some part of her still hesitated to believe that any of this could be true. Only when she left this place and looked into a mirror could she confirm this had been more than an illusion; her unmarked features would serve as a reminder of the gift. She speaks uncertainty. “Why
 was
 I called to the water?” she asked, her tone curious, though her bewildered nature did not carry with it any fear or hesitation.



A soft smile was upon Mera’s features. Before the naiad’s knowing gaze, Ros couldn’t help but feel small and foolish. Perhaps some detail of mythology she had learned long ago had the answer to her question, but she was unsure what details of the stories were true, and which were fabricated tales.



“This place is sacred to both of us, but to me, it is everything.” Mera gestured softly at the river’s surface as she stepped forward, staning close to Ros with posture that was rather comfortably lax, if not suave. “Sometimes, even the loneliest people desire to share their passion. Humans can be harmful to me, but the grandeur of this world was not meant to be eternally hidden away.”



Nodding encouragingly, Ros stared with attentive eyes as she listened. The naiad’s words made sense to her. When she had invited a woman to this place for sex, Ros had felt an eagerness for the other to share in her appreciation of the isolated beauty. To her it was a gesture of intimacy, but it had gone unappreciated by her partner. To look upon the spirit’s face and see such knowing familiarity sent a shudder through Ros’ form, as she understood this to be what she had desired; she wished to know the river itself.



“Since I have seen that you are good to nature, and that you have kept her secret so as to aid in the preservation of this place, I now trust you to also keep the secret of
 me
 . Else, all that you know here - the water, the magic - shall be abused.”



Ros blinked gently, and then nodded hastily once more. She understood the necessity of Mera’s secrecy without the need further explanation, as she had witnessed the capacity of destruction in human kind’s disregard.



“I will keep it secret - I will tell no one of you.” Ros promised her with some amount of fervor, intense conviction augmenting the strength of her words.



“All things are temporary, but in this moment in time, I will be yours and you will be mine.” Mera’s voice carried with it a small rhythmic influx as she spoke the simple rhyme.



The implication was not subtle, and Ros exhaled softly as arousal washed over her, and she immediately welcomed the preposition. The intimacy she felt in that moment, naked and isolated in this sacred place with only the beautiful spirit to accompany her, dwarfed any she had experienced before. Mera looked upon her in such a gentle and knowing manner that Ros had to believe this spirit knew her better than nearly any could, as she had confided such much in the river’s solace over these years.



She could no longer resist the urge to reach out and feel the naiad’s faintly glowing flesh, and set her hand upon Mera’s side. The smooth skin of her stomach was cool on the surface but the sensation of warmth soon emerged in the place of their contact. Ros drew herself in closer when Mera did not pull away from her initial touch, and met the water spirit’s glowing gaze with her own stare.



“I have not had relations with a human in many, many years.” Mera leaned forward as she spoke, and the warmth of her breath cascaded upon Ros’ face. The scent of it reminded Ros of tulips, and she inhaled the floral sweetness.



The intense gratitude Ros felt filled her with a desire to please the potamide. The entity was above her in nature, wiser and more powerful than Ros would ever be. She knew that her position in this engagement was to serve. The manner in which she stood and permitted the naiad’s closeness was submissive and patient, permitting the superior woman to advance at her own pleasure.



Mera was not inclined to rush. For so long she had desired human company, but relationships with mortals were complicated. In this age the codes of her kind strictly regulated encounters to ascertain the truth was not made known. None of the humans that came to her river truly intrigued her or instilled much desire. It wasn’t until Ros returned to the river as an adult that Mera felt the first stirring of passion.



The river spirit brought her hand gently against Ros’ face, feeling the smooth skin of her cheek where the scar had been before. She cupped the human’s warm flesh in her hand and smiled at her tenderly, illuminating the other’s features with the glow from her eyes. Ros was a lavish treat. Innocence and gentle bewilderment defined her expression and mannerism, and Mera was not ignorant of the woman’s eagerness either.



The warmth of their breath mingled in the shrinking distance between their faces until Ros set her lips upon the naiad’s and kissed her. They silently appreciated the touch together, as Mera’s body drifted forward to rest against Ros. The human girl parted her lips slightly and pressed forward into the kiss, gently squeezing the naiad’s lower lip between her own. She felt such a surge of warmth from their contact that her body immediate relaxed to the intimate moment, and she relished the sensation of Mera’s body against hers. She could feel the naiad’s perky nipples against her breasts, rendered rather firm by arousal.



Ros didn’t realize the extent that she desired Mera’s contact until they came to stand against each other, their feet in the water. Warmth radiated between their bodies, staying back the chill. By now, evening was nearly upon them, and the sky had begun to darken. Ros did not feel uncomfortable, however; she was content to remain in the embrace, and see where it would take her. She reached out to set her hands upon the naiad’s waist and hold her there, drawing her more firmly against herself. Mera was happy to oblige her, pressing against the woman in a firm joining of bodies as she passionately leaned into the kiss.



When Ros parted her lips again, Mera’s tongue escaped from her mouth and worked its way into her companion’s. There was a sweetness there, like the taste of honey, and the spirit found herself eager for more. Humans were unique in their scent and taste, and Mera found herself feeling a rather insatiable craving for the human guest. Their tongues wrestled each other as they made out passionately, the cool river’s flow parting at their ankles and leaving their feet numb to the warmth above.



Ros released a long shuddering breath when they finally parted, disheveled from the work passion had done on her body. She moved her fingers gently along Mera’s hip and felt her side, breathing heavily as they lingered face to face. The water spirit brought a hand up to the side of Ros’ head and gently drew back a misplaced strand of her soaked hair, clearing the woman’s features of it and smiling at her in an lascivious manner. She draped both her arms on the human girl’s shoulders, resting them there as the other held her about the hips, and allowed them both to gently sway where they stood near the river’s shore.



Ros struggled to conjure a thought. In the moment, all she desired was intimacy. The closeness the spirit had offered her stirred desires within her that had been ignored for too long, and human felt a surge of impatience for more.



Leaning forward suddenly, Ros brought her hands up along Mera’s body. She moved them up the side of Mera’s stomach and then settled them gently against the side of either of the potamide’s breasts, cupping them gently and supporting them for her encroaching face.



A long anticipatory breath shuddered through Mera as she watched the Ros, permitting the human unguarded access to her body. She stifled a small moan when Ros cupped her breasts and felt them, and her eyes darted between her own sapphire nipples and Ros’ spittle covered lips. Nodding gently, Mera puffed out her chest and presented her tits to the other, matching her eagerness.



The familiarity of sex connected them just as the river did. It was something they both understood, and something that provided intimacy they could both derive comfort from. Mera ran her hand through Ros’s soaked hair as the human girl leaned in, closing the small distance between them to set her mouth upon one of the naiad’s blue teats. Ros encompassed the little nipple and the region of sapphire colored areola in her warm mouth, slathering it with the wetness of her spittle and feeling it’s pointy presence against her tongue. She nudged the perky little protrusion with the tip of her tongue and greatly enjoyed Mera’s resultant gasp, encouraged to know that the spirit was not beyond the pleasure she could offer.



Mera’s hands rose up from Ros’ shoulders and settled upon her head, gently securing themselves amidst the human’s soaked hair and drawing her face firmly against her own chest. She trembled at the woman’s licking, shocked by the technique the human offered. Ros worked her tongue in little circles around Mera’s nipple, stimulating her sensitive areola in a way that showed clear experience. Mera had taken many human women over the millennia, but few in those eras of the past had much experience in pleasuring the female body. She cast her glowing blue gaze down at the human at her teat and breathed heavily, watching her attentively and appreciating every movement of her tongue.



Ros pulled away after a time, a long strand of spittle dangling between her mouth and the naiad’s tit until it lazily collapsed upon their nude bodies.



“Good, sweet thing,” Mera said softly, her voice barely above a whisper in volume. She began to guide the human girl downward, supporting Ros as the human lowered herself and knelt in the water. Face to face with a tuft of sapphire colored hair, Ros could barely resist the urge to move her face immediately into Mera’s crotch and lap ferociously at her pussy. Sex had always been so fast and wild with Ros, but she desired to enjoy the lax serenity of a more tender joining of flesh. Her hands moved to settle again upon Mera’s hips, and then migrate around the soft presence of her rear and take firm hold of the naiad’s ass.



Guiding Mera forward to her face, Ros gently planted a kiss upon the water nymphs clitoris. Mera hadn’t been expecting the sudden stimulation there, and gasped tensely. Despite the connection they shared, they were strangers. Mera did not yet carry subconscious trust for the Ros, and in some ways, her sexual experience intimidated Mera. She wondered what techniques centuries of advancement had provided this generation of human women. She reached down to take hold of Ros’ head with each hand, and hold her firmly against her crotch.



Although Ros was not aware of Mera’s thoughts, she was eager to show the water spirit what she was capable of. There was no better way to show her reverence and respect for the natural spirit than to pleasure her. Her tongue emerged gradually from her mouth and she worked it in a small circle around Mera’s clitoris, just as she had done for her nipple. Mera reacted strongly to the pleasure Ros provided her, squeezing the human’s face gently between her thighs to keep her snugly held to her pussy. She was thrilled to look down at the human’s face between her legs, kneeling in her river, and in her service.



Ros lapped gently at Mera’s clitoris, relishing the soft moans of the naiad. She had feared she’d be incapable of pleasuring an entity so above her, but that was clearly not the case. The warmth of Mera’s thighs emanated though her head, and she lowered her mouth slightly to work her tongue against the naiad’s slit.



Mera gently grinded against the human’s face, pleasuring her clitoris against Ros’ nose rather forcefully. Working her tongue around the naiad’s vulva in long and slow movements, Ros slowly began to part Mera’s lower lips and intrude with her tongue. She could taste the delicious presence of the water spirit’s girlcum inside of her pussy, and felt euphoric as she took in its sweetness. Every motion of her tongue saw her invading the other’s sex to a deeper extent, and the soft moans Mera produced began to grow more frequent and intense. The sound of her shuddering gasps and near overwhelmed groans carried over the river and mingled with the other evening noises nature produced.



Eager for more, Mera began to slowly press more forcefully against Ros. It was as though the naiad was reluctant to permit the human’s tongue to escape her pussy, even for a moment. Ros lapped her inner walls, licking her passionately and stimulating her sex in long vertical motions. She made out with the naiad’s pussy like an intimate lover, opening and closing her mouth against Mera’s vulva and drawing more of her sweetness out.



Ros leaned back in the water as Mera, in a rather determined manner, moved the human backward with the aid of her crotch and hands. Ros continued to lick and trusted in the potamide’s guiding touch, slowly falling back from her kneeling position to lay in the river again. Mera followed her down, never permitting the human so much as a single moment detached from her pussy. She settled down over Ros’ face and relaxed her weight upon her, sitting there with a slight forward lean as she smothered the human beneath her crotch.



Although the cool water flowed over her body, Ros’ head was encased warmly beneath Mera’s legs. She closed her eyes in a relaxed manner, continuing to work her tongue around as deeply within Mera as she was able to reach. The naiad humped her face firmly, grinding her sex against the human’s mouth and nose and deriving great pleasure from her servitude beneath her.



A tingling sensation began to tickle the side of Ros’ head, and her eyes drifted upon. The blue glow of magic was beginning to appear upon the water once again, and Ros could feel the energy seeping into her. She licked even more fervorously as the magic instilled her with a deep sensation of bliss, providing her tremendous pleasure even as her own sex was unattended. She could tell that the naiad was getting close, as the river itself seemed to ramping up with energy. Mera’s moans were noisier now, each a length call out into the dusk. Her own hands had moved up to attend to her breasts while the human’s eyes were closed, and Ros rolls her eyes back and up to watch as the naiad played with herself. She could barely see the water spirit’s face past her tits, held where she was.



“Keep going, sweet thing -” Mera gasped sharply as she spoke, encouraging te human to continue working her tongue hastily within her vagina. Powerful shudders began to course through her, each one slightly more intense than the last. Within moments, the orgasm set upon her with powerful force. She shrieked out and took firm hold of Ros’ hair, grabbing up two fistfuls of it as she came.



The inner walls of Mera’s sex squeezed down against Ros’ tongue as the peternatural woman convulsed against her face. Ros’ eyes widened slightly as she resisted the urge to breathe, unwilling to deny the water spirit a moment of pleasure even for the sake of a much needed breath of air. She was unsure if she could have escaped her place between Mera’s legs even if she tried, as the woman held her there with some force and howled out her pleasure. The sweet surge of Mera’s cum slathered the inside of Ros’ mouth, slickly coating her tongue.



Mera’s orgasm seems to last an almost unnaturally long time, and it was evident to Ros that the water spirit had been denied pleasure for far too long. When the naiad finally removed herself from Ros’ face, the human took several sharp breaths and met Mera’s gaze with indecent glee. Mera breathed heavily and stroked Ros’ head, sitting upon the human girls chest in an exhaustedly contented manner.



“I needed that, precious Ros…” Mera shuddered softly as she drew her fingers along the surface of her own slit, gathering up a dab of cum.



“I could tell,” Ros said, laying leisurely beneath the naiad. She watched with clear enjoyment as Mera drew her hand to her lips, and tasted her own cum.



Mera seemed to enjoy its taste nearly as much as Ros did, and swished into around in her mouth for some moments before swallowing. Finally she lifted a leg and rose from her seat upon the human’s face, stretching as she stood over her. She eventually thought to offer Ros a hand and aid the human in rising to her feet.



Ros scrambled up, faintly glowing blue cum still upon her mouth, though she was not aware of it. She looked around slowly, and moved against the naiad again, embracing her warmly in an upright sort of cuddle.



“I’m glad you came here.” Mera cooed softly, holding the woman against herself at the waist. “I believe you have a place here with the river… any time you should desire it.”



Ros bobbed her head gently in a hasty nod, staring intently into the naiad’s glowing eyes. She found herself speechless for the moment, as the intense lust of their shared passionate experience was steadily replaced with general curiosity and fascination for the entity.



“I would be pleased to have your company.” Mera’s voice sounded almost somewhat formal, but Ros realized that the nature spirit was likely not used to conversing with humans. “Anytime you so desire, you should come to the water again. I imagine there is much we can… teach each other.” Mera leaned forward once more to gently lick and kiss Ros’ face, cleaning her own cum from the human’s mouth and chin.



Sharing more experiences with Mera filled Ros with excitement. Being granted some of Mera’s ancient perspective would be quite an extraordinary experience, and she was eager to show the naiad some of that which humankind had invented in recent years.



As they walked together side by side along the river’s shore, the river spirit slowly began to appear ethereal. Ros granted her shimmering image a parting kiss, and watched longingly as the image of the naiad evaporated into the night sky over the Meran. Ros regretted that Mera had to depart so soon, as she could not express to her the gratitude she felt for all that Mera had done for her. Pleasuring the woman’s pussy was hardly enough to settle the debt, and Ros resolved she would do much more.



“I will be back soon.” Ros promised the water. With some amount of reluctance, she dressed herself and returned to the trail that would bring her home.
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Did you enjoy this novella? Tell us about your experience at
 
https://www.facebook.com/AlisonOsias

 or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts! Your opinion may be showcased in future volumes!







Follow our Facebook Page for exclusive sneak-peeks and promotional information.
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